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Ringo

Walking into Bella’s Brew, I wave at Bella before heading to the back to take a seat in a booth. There’s a new woman behind the counter with Bella and I can tell it’s her first day. Bella seems to be trying to show her how to work the cappuccino machine.

I laugh a few seconds later when the woman does everything Bella shows her and then turns it on only for it to spray the liquid in every direction. The woman looks almost ready to cry until Bella laughs hysterically.

She must not know Bella very well. She’s not one to get mad about spills. Instead she’ll laugh while helping to clean up the mess.

The woman is obviously new around here as I can’t recall ever seeing her in town. I know every face around here and I don’t know her. She’s not one I’d forget anyway. She’s beautiful in a way that most wouldn’t recognize at first glance.

Her hair is a light brown that would probably flow to the middle of her back if it wasn’t pulled back in a ponytail. Her waist isn’t so thin that you’d wonder if she was eating enough either. Unable to stop myself, I look lower and my eyes land on wide hips with thighs a man could get lost in.

As if she could hear my thoughts, her gaze swings my way and I hurriedly look down at the table. A minute later I hear footsteps coming my way and I see the toes of her shoes from the corner of my eye.

“Bella said to bring this to you.”

Glancing up, I watch her as she sets a plate in front of me with a large piece of pecan pie and a glass of water. She waits several long minutes before turning to go back to where Bella is.

She says something to Bella and my eyes look in their direction. The woman’s face turns slightly red as if caught saying something and all Bella does is wink in my direction.

Turning my eyes back to my pie, I dig in, enjoying every crumb. I’m just finishing the last bite when I hear the bell over the door and look in that direction. A young boy around twelve or so, with a backpack on his back comes through the door.

The woman behind the counter, rushes over to him with a smile. There’s enough resemblance that anyone can tell that he’s her son. They talk for several moments before he leaves again and she goes back behind the counter.

Getting up from the table, I head towards Bella, bringing her my plate so that she doesn’t have to get it from the table.

“Thank you, Bella.” I say, handing everything to her.

“You’re welcome, big guy. Are you heading back to the clubhouse?” She asks as I watch the other woman walking towards us out of the corner of my eye.

“Yes.” I answer, unable to stop myself from looking up at the newcomer.

“I’m going to start mopping the kitchen.” She tells Bella.

“Yeah, that’s probably a good idea. We’ll be locking up soon.” Looking back at me, she says, “Ringo, this is my newest employee, Kimmie.”

I nod at her, unable to force any words out. It’s always been this way, unable to fully communicate with others in the way that I’d like. Always afraid of the stuttering that eventually comes out when speaking too many words.

“Nice to meet you, Ringo.” She says, offering her hand.

I stare at it for a long moment before taking it with my own. Feeling her soft, small hand wrapped in mine, I briefly wonder if she’s that soft all over.

I shouldn’t think such things. She has a kid which could mean there’s a husband somewhere. Realizing I’ve held her hand too long, I drop it quickly, stepping back.

“Night.” I nod at them both and head out the door.

Once the cool night air hits my face, I take a deep breath, filling my lungs to capacity. I love the night, especially when it turns off cooler just before winter. In my opinion it’s the best time to ride on a bike. There’s nothing else like it.

Walking to my bike, I’m just getting on when I see movement to my left. It’s the woman’s son sitting inside an old beat up SUV. He’s reading a book with a flashlight and is bundled up with a blanket.

Drawing my brows together, I wonder if he’s been in the vehicle the whole time she’s been at work but surely he hasn’t. I didn’t notice him before I went in although I really wasn’t paying attention. If he’s in the vehicle, there’s probably a good explanation like someone just dropped him off and now he has to wait for her to finish up.

Starting up my bike, I take off down the road, back to the clubhouse.

Kimmie

“You’ll have to forgive my friend Ringo. He doesn’t talk much.” Bella says, gaining my attention from the door the big man in a leather vest just walked out of.

“No worries.” I smile in her direction with a shrug of my shoulders.

I’m about to open my mouth to ask about the vest he was wearing with the odd wolf emblem on the back when we hear another very loud bike pulling in.

“Maybe your friend forgot something?” I ask, looking towards the windows.

“No. That would be my husband.”

Her answer surprises me as I watch yet another man walk in with the same kind of vest. My first thought when I see him is if they grow men around here on some mysterious tree.

Just like with Ringo, this new guy is tall, muscled, covered in tats and gorgeous as all hell.

“Hey babe, you ready to go?” He asks, walking up to the counter.

He finally notices me standing there and offers a smile.

“Blade, this is my newest employee, Kimmie. Kimmie, this is my husband, Blade.” Bella says, wiping her hands on a towel.

“Blade your real name?” I ask curiously.

“No. You can call him Chet if you want.” Bella giggles just as Blade growls under his breath.

“She won’t if she wants me to like her.” He says, raising his brows in my direction.

All of a sudden, I get an odd sensation of being watched and I look out towards my car where my son Remmy is sitting in the front seat.

“I’ll go finish up the floors in the kitchen.” I excuse myself, walking into the back.

It doesn’t take me long and I’m just pouring out the mop water when Bella comes into the back, shutting off lights as she goes.

“You did great today.” She says as we walk out together.

“I broke three plates.” I groan.

“It’s not that big a deal. My mom has broken way more than that while helping me out.” She laughs.

Her husband is already standing by his bike waiting for her when we lock the front door.

“See you in the morning?” She asks with a smile.

“Yes. Thank you. For this job I mean.”

“You bet.” She walks over, getting onto the bike. “Oh, don’t forget that I need your social security number for the employment forms.”

My heart rate accelerates at the thought. I’d be easy to track if I give her that number.

“I’ll bring it tomorrow.” I lie, hoping that I can come up with some excuse by then.

“Good night.” She says just as the bike starts up with a loud growl and I watch as they drive away.

Getting into the driver's seat of my own car, I look over at Remmy who is completely zoned into the game he’s currently playing.

“I’m sorry you’ve been out here so long, Remmy. Maybe tomorrow we can find out if there’s a park or something you can go to while I’m at work.”

“Really?” His eyes turn to me with a hopeful expression.

Times like now, I feel so bad that he’s not been able to have a real childhood. One where he is free to have friends for longer than a few months at a time and a real home where I could be the mother I have always wanted to be to him.

“Sure. We can ask Bella in the morning. Okay?” I smile, tapping down the urge to run my fingers through his hair. Something he says he’s getting too old for.

“Thanks, Mom.” He grins. “You think we might be able to find a place to sleep tonight that has free wifi? We could watch a movie online.”

“I’m not sure that any places here have that, Bud. We’ll see. Okay?”

He shakes his head and I grab the keys to start the ignition. I turn it over but it doesn’t do anything. I try yet again, hoping that it’ll work but it still does nothing.

“What’s wrong?” Remmy asks from the passenger seat.

“I’m not sure. I’ll see if maybe the battery cables are loose.” I pop the hood, getting out of the car.

Lifting up the hood, I look at the engine and truly wonder why it’s not killed over before now anyway. Everything is rusted under the hood and looks like it’s throwing grease everywhere.

Reaching over, I jiggle the battery cables but they are as tight as can be. My heart thumps in my chest heavily with the thought that there’s no possible way for me to fix this car yet alone get a new one if it comes to that.

There’s also no way we can stay here for longer than a couple of months. This car is our escape. The only way I can ensure that my son never has to face the reality of who his father really is.

Shutting the hood, I get back into the driver's seat with a sigh.

“Staying here then?” Remmy asks with a smile but I can still hear the disappointment in his voice.

“I’m sorry kiddo.” I can feel the tears filling up my eyes.

“It’s okay.” He shrugs. “We can just watch one of the ones already downloaded.”

“Do you have enough battery?” I ask, wiping away the tears before he sees them.

“Yes ma’am. I still have the extra one that is fully charged.”

“Well, then let’s watch a movie.” I grin, grabbing our pillows from the back seat.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




Ringo

Getting to the clubhouse, I plan to go straight to my room for the rest of the night. I don’t want to go home to my empty house but I’m also not in the mood to try to keep up with the conversations of all the other guys from my club.

They’re really great guys and I see them all as brothers but sometimes they can be hard to be around. Mostly the unmarried guys. They still act as though they are teenagers having a party that mom and dad don’t know about.

Not to mention they expect me to join in on the conversations. Something I try very seriously not to do just in case I have a stuttering episode. As a child that shit was embarrassing, as a grown ass man it’s worse than embarrassing.

Several years ago, Timber, the Prez of my club, convinced me to go to a speech therapist. At first, I refused to go. That worked for quite a while until he got the women of the club involved. Who the fuck can really say no to those women anyway?

They bat their eyes at you and give you those mom looks that just tells your sixth sense that they would be incredibly disappointed if you don’t do what they want. So off to the therapist my big ass went and it does seem to have helped some.

I’ve learned that I don’t have to rush through all the words at once and people still listen to you. According to the therapist, my mind was thinking the words faster than my mouth could say them which had me jumbling them altogether.

I’m just walking across the room towards the hallway when I hear the Prez calling my name. Looking over I see him and a few of the other guys sitting at a table having a beer so I head in that direction.

“Prez.” I nod as I walk up next to him.

“Ringo. I know you just walked in but I was wondering if we could ask a favor of you?”

“Sure. What?” I ask with as few words as possible. No need to push myself too much in case it all comes out wrong. The Prez understands though.

“The twins need a ride back to their bikes.” He nods behind me and I turn, seeing Sprocket and Gear sitting at the bar like two kids that just got a lecture from their parents.

“Do I...need to ask?” I look at my Prez.

“They thought it a great idea to hop in the back of Fiona’s car and scare her. She didn’t find it funny and had their rides towed. I’ve called the towing company. Everything is already taken care of. Their bikes are sitting out front waiting for them.”

“Fiona?” I ask.

“My sister is fine. They are lucky that she only had their bikes towed.” Blood says with a grunt.

“If we know your sister, that definitely won’t be the end of it.” Blade says, drinking his beer.

“Can you take them?” Prez asks, looking at me.

“Yes.” I nod.

“Thanks, Ringo. The rest of us are tired of their shit tonight.” He claps me on the back as I turn towards the twins.

I head back to the door, not even looking at the guys, knowing they’ll follow me out. Since I can’t take my bike, I hop into one of our SUV’s parked out front that we all have a key to, starting it up and waiting for the two goofballs to get in. Soon as their doors close, I back up and head back down the road.

“She’ll be after us.” Sprocket comments from the front seat.

“Well she shouldn’t. Tonight was payback for what she did last week.” Gear huffs.

“Children.” I shake my head.

“What does that make Fiona?” Sprocket snorts.

“Both of you...are lucky.”

“Why do you say that?” Gear asks truly purplexed.

“Baratta had been there. You both would be dead.”

“He wouldn’t shoot us. Would he?” He asks his brother who looks over at me.

Instead of saying anything else, I continue to drive through town. The one and only towing company is on the other side of town as you’re leaving. They thought it a great setup as it puts them a little closer to the bigger highways.

The twins continue going back and forth over whether Baratta might have killed them had he been there as I’m driving by Bella’s Brew.

Looking in the parking lot, I see the car that the kid was sitting in still in the parking lot and I think I see someone inside of it.

My brows draw together wondering what could have happened and why they’d have just sat there instead of calling for a ride.

Getting to where the twins' bikes are, I pull up putting the SUV in park and wait for them to get out. They thank me but I don’t say anything back. I swear the two of them are complete dumbasses sometimes.

I follow them back through town but instead of continuing on, I turn into the Bella’s Brew parking lot next to the car.

One look tells me that not only is the kid asleep inside but so is his mother.

Getting out, I walk around to the driver side window and lightly knock, trying to wake her but not the kid. I don’t want to scare them but she jumps anyway when her eyes open and she sees me standing there.

“You alright?” I ask but step back as she opens her door, getting out and softly closing it again.

“I’m sorry.” She says.

“You two alright?” I ask again.

“My car wouldn’t start.” She looks over her shoulder at it.

“Is someone on their way?” I ask slowly as my mind begins to race like it does when the stuttering starts.

“No. I don’t know anyone here. We’re new to White Summer.” She begins to wring her hands together.

“I can...give you...a ride.” I point at the SUV.

“Um, I’m sorry. We don’t really have anywhere else to...to go.” Tears well up in her eyes.
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