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Harley

My life is a series of letting people in and watching as they leave. It started with my brother, then my parents, and slowly every single person I’ve ever considered a friend. Now, my brother is back in my life and he uses me for whatever I can do for him. When I try to push back and refuse, he begins to beat me. One man steps up and tries to protect me, let me live life the way I’m meant to. Can I trust that he won’t walk away from me when things get too real for him?

Ethan ‘Steel’ Stone

I grew up in a home where I was more likely to have my ass handed to me than have anyone care about me. I don’t let anyone close, especially women. I’d rather get mine and leave than wake up next to anyone else. I won’t be vulnerable again in my life. No one will get hurt because of me. Because of the life that I live. Until one girl breaches any barriers I’ve built around my heart.

Secrets come out that threaten to destroy us. Will one person that’s meant to protect her the most do everything in his power to destroy Harley? Can she finally let go enough to let people in her life?
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Harley’s Surrender is dedicated to a woman that is a very close friend of mine, Bettie. She’s the type of woman that would give someone the shirt off her very back if they needed it. Bettie is always quick with a smile, a few words to kids that are lucky enough to be in her life or a dollar for an ice cream. Bettie has helped me out on more than one occasion when I needed it, and she always encouraged me in my pursuits whether it was going to school or beginning my journey in writing. Fly high and look over everyone that loved you and were lucky enough to know you!! You truly are an amazing woman!!



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Character List

[image: image]




Full Patch Members

Brock ‘Gage’ Wilson: President

Brent ‘Crash’ Evans: V. President

Dominic ‘Trojan’ Martin: SAA

Ethan ‘Steel’ Stone: Treasurer

Chris ‘Tech’ Stevens: Secretary/IT

Old Ladies

Darcy Quinn: Crash and Trojan

Riley Adams: Gage

Harley Stone: Steel

Prospects

James ‘Shadow’ Patrick

Wayne Anderson

Mike Evans

Kitty Kat Lounge Dancers

Addison: Manager

Harley: Addison’s Assistant

Alyssa

Kaitlyn

Club Girls

Sally

Tina

Nessa – new

Ashley – new

Club Businesses

Kitty Kat Lounge – Strip Club

King’s Bar – Bar and Grill

King’s Ink – Tattoo Parlor

Country Corner – Diner
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Harley

I’VE BEEN STAYING AT STEEL’S apartment for a few weeks now. Alan, my brother, has been calling and texting me non-stop since the night I walked out the door to the apartment we shared. Honestly, I knew that sharing a place with him was a bad idea, but he’s my brother and I’ve always tried to have his back. Right now, I can’t be a part of what he’s got going on. Things are getting too dangerous and I know that it’s only a matter of time before I start being made to do more of what I don’t want. I have to start worrying about me and getting back on my own two feet.

Alan is three years older than me. He started to change the summer of his senior year of high school. There was a whole new crowd of people he started hanging out with and when the time came to go back to school, he couldn’t be bothered to go most days. Instead, he’d sleep all day and stay out all night long. My parents started calling him out on his shit and it became a source of arguments every day in our home. Finally, about three months into the school year, right after he turned eighteen, things came to a head. I’m not sure exactly what was said, but I know Alan put his hands on my mom to the point that she had bruises on her arms and a black eye. I’ve never been so scared in my life. That night was the last time I saw my brother in our home for about six months.

I saw my brother every now and then when I’d be walking to or from school. He was rapidly losing weight, his hair was becoming unkept and greasy, and he would yell horrible things to me when he noticed me. The Alan that used to protect me, love me, and spend time with me was gone forever. In his place was a guy that would beat whatever girl he was fucking that day, he never looked sober, and he was only out for himself. That’s not how we were raised, and I couldn’t understand what was going on with him. What made him turn to whatever he was using to escape the demons chasing him? My young mind couldn’t comprehend that there wasn’t anything chasing my brother, he chose to go down the path of destruction he was on.

Six months after he walked out the door, Alan returned home. My parents had gone out to celebrate one night. After busting his ass in the same job as a mechanic for over thirty years, my dad finally got a promotion with a raise. The garage came under new owners and they recognized how wrong my dad had been getting treated. They wanted me to go with them out to dinner, but I didn’t feel like tainting their good mood with my melancholy one. I had just been dumped that day because I refused to have sex with my boyfriend of a month. I’m not easy and I wasn’t going to be used because of the way I looked. I was almost sixteen and not ready to have sex with anyone. Anyway, it was a little after midnight and I was relaxing on the couch waiting for my mom and dad to come home. Instead there was a knock on the door and I answered it hesitantly. That one moment changed my life forever.

Two police officers stood on my porch. They came inside and asked if anyone was home with me because I was a minor. When I answered that I was home alone, they asked if there was anyone that could come stay with me. This is when I really started to get pissed because I knew it wasn’t good news if they were here.

“Look, my parents went out to dinner, they should be home soon. I have an older brother, but I don’t know where he is anymore. Either say what you came to say, or I’m going to have to ask you to leave and come back when my mom and dad get home,” I say, plopping down on our worn out couch the way I have a million times before, letting my annoyance shine through.

“Well, under the circumstances, we’ll tell you why we’re here, but then we’re going to have to figure out what to do with you. Since you’re a minor, we may have to call in the proper authorities until we can locate your brother,” the older police officer said, and I instantly felt my entire body fill with dread and a sense of loss so overwhelming I didn’t know what to do. “Honey, your parents were in a car accident tonight. I’m not sure of all the details right now, but they didn’t make it. It appears to be a hit and run, we’re guessing a drunk driver hit them and took off. Are you sure there isn’t anyone else we can call to come get you? An aunt or uncle? A grandparent?”

For long moments, I couldn’t say or do anything. My parents were my entire world and I was just told that they were never coming home again. My mom would never again greet me as I walked in the door from school. Dad would never be there to teach me everything he knew and shield me from the boys that wanted to take advantage of me. I had no clue what was going on with Alan and so there was no one I could turn to. None of my grandparents were alive and my dad had a sister, but she was off the grid. “There’s no one,” I numbly reply, just as the screen door creaks open.

“What’s going on?” Alan asks, coming out of nowhere and surprising the hell out of me.

“How did you know I needed you to come here?” I ask, not letting my brain take in the reality of the situation.

Without thinking, I jump up and run to my brother, who never answers my question. He wraps his arms around me and listens as the cops tell him the same story that I just got told. Alan doesn’t show an ounce of emotion as he learns that our parents are now dead. I should’ve known staying with him wouldn’t turn out good, but I was a teenager whose world was just torn apart and he is the one person I had left that I knew. So, I went to my room as he convinced the cops to let me stay with him in our parent’s home. We would have to have routine visits from Child Protection Services, and he would have to go in front of a judge to be granted guardianship of me, but we would have help with all of that. And that was only if my parents didn’t have a will stating otherwise.

The days and months that went by got worse and worse. I swear if he could’ve gotten away with it, Alan would’ve started pimping me out to support his habits. Our house was constantly filled with random people he barely knew and there were things that no teenager should be seeing going on. I learned more about sex and drugs in the first month after my parent’s death than I ever thought I’d know. But, no one noticed anything wrong, so I was left in Alan’s care. Too bad I didn’t realize how bad things were going to get sooner. Or the bombshell that was going to further wreck my world.

[image: image]

Steel is the only one that knows most of the story of what I’ve been dealing with for the last few years. It’s humiliating to share my life with anyone, but most of all the man that has captured my attention from the second I laid eyes on him. I knew that Steel was different the first time he came strutting into the Kitty Kat Lounge where I’ve been stripping for a little over two years now. His presence demanded the attention of every person around him. The men wanted to be him, and the women wanted to fuck him. It was amazing and disgusting at the same time. Even though I want him, I’ve kept him at arm’s length so that he can’t break down the walls that I’ve carefully constructed since my life started turning to shit. I’m not saying I haven’t had sex with him because I have, but that’s all I’ve allowed it to be, a bit of fun with no strings attached.

It’s not so much his looks that captured my attention, it was the strength and the way that he dominated the room when he entered. Steel is tall with shoulder length blond hair and startling blue eyes that can see through to a person’s soul. He’s muscular and his body is covered in tattoos. Some display the pain that he’s been through and others showcase the lighter side of his personality. Over the last two years he’s bulked up even more than when I first met him. I normally don’t like a lot of muscles on a guy, but it works on Steel. He can make me laugh when I need to and he’s a source of comfort when he knows I’m having a bad day. Honestly, Steel has become my knight in shining armor. Instead of riding up on a white horse, he appears on a chrome and dark blue Harley. Our story is just that, ours. We may be wrong, we may be right, but it’s all ours and no one can change what happens. The decisions we made are the ones that led us down the path that we’ve found ourselves on and further shaped our lives.
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Chapter One
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Steel

WHEN I’M NOT WORKING, OUT ON CLUB business, or home with Harley, I’m out keeping an eye on her scumbag brother. He’s into so much shit that she doesn’t even know about and I’m not going to be the one to tell her if I don’t have to. What I do know is that I have to talk to her about going to sit down and let Gage know about what’s been going on. I can’t be at the Kitty Kat constantly and I want more guys there in case her brother has the balls to show up. He’s threatened to in a few of his messages and I know that he’ll do it. Alan is getting hard up for money and most places are getting clued in to the fact that he’s been stealing from them. It’s just a matter of time until he steps up his game for whatever plans he has with Harley.

Right now, I’m lying in bed next to Harley watching her sleep. It’s been something that she’s not getting a lot of and I wish I could do something to help her. Hell, it’s hard enough to get her to take over the counter medicine when she’s not feeling well or has a headache. Drinking and anything else that can be put in her system is a hard no for her. She doesn’t want to turn into her brother and I can’t blame her one bit for feeling the way she does. I would probably feel the same way she does if the situation was reversed.

“Steel?” she asks rolling over to face me, her voice sleep filled and raspy.

“Yeah angel,” I respond, turning my head but continuing to lay on my back. It’s hard enough sleeping in the same bed as her but I’m not riding the couch.

“Do you think Alan will ever get the help he so desperately needs?” Harley asks, opening her gorgeous brown eyes and looking directly at me.

“I don’t honestly know. He has to want to get the help. You can’t force him to make that decision,” I tell her, knowing from experience that if the person doesn’t want to get help, it doesn’t matter what you do.

“I know. I just want my brother back,” she says, showing her rare and vulnerable side as a tear escapes and rolls down her cheek.

I’ve come to learn that Harley hates to show anything other than the hard, loud, and sometimes bitchy side to her. Anything other than that is a weakness in her eyes. She has walls built so high that I’m surprised she called me for help when she walked out of the apartment that night she left the apartment she shared with her brother, Alan. Or that she let me know what was going on to begin with. I may have been more persistent than usual, and she put up a good fight, but I won in the end. Now, I have to convince her to talk to Gage and give him the full story. Yeah, the guys will know so that we can figure out how to step-up security in the club, but it’s a need to know basis.

No matter what I do, Harley won’t let me in any further than she already has. I’m sure that she’s holding back pieces of her life in an attempt to regain control in the fucked-up situation Alan has put her in. I have sex with her, and I’m pretty sure that I’m the only one she’s fucked in a long time, but it’s not enough for me. For the last year and a half, I’ve done nothing but try to find a way into her life and nothing has worked. Hell, I’ve even taken it to the level that I made her believe I was fucking the club girls. In reality, I haven’t touched them since I laid eyes on the beauty that is taking up half my bed. Harley didn’t get pissed or upset. She just told me that if I was fucking them and her, I needed to get checked regularly and wear a condom with her.

Getting out of my head, I realize that she’s fallen back asleep. I wait a little longer to make sure that I won’t wake her up before climbing out of bed and making my way to the front porch. Taking out my smokes, I light one and inhale deeply. My thoughts won’t shut off about the girl in my bed and finding a way to make her let me in completely. It’s not that I feel used when we have sex, it’s that I want so much more. I want everything from her. Fuck, she won’t even kiss me. When I’ve asked her about it, Harley always changes the subject. She rocks my world and makes me feel so many things, and I want to know that I’m doing the same for her. This is starting to feel like a no-win situation. I don’t want to cut off everything with her, but I fear I might have to.

Harley isn’t the only one that’s had a shitty life. I’ve been dealt more pain and feel more rage than I’ve ever let on. Knowing that she’s suffering and has only opened up a little hasn’t given me the confidence to spill my secrets to her. Ever since I was a teenager, I have had to deal with more things than most. None of it was good, but it was the hand I was dealt. I live with the torturous pain every single day, and only bring the rage out when I need to. Some days it’s hard to keep it contained when I get inside my own head for too long, but I fight and claw to keep that side of me hidden. Only a few people have seen it and it honestly scares me sometimes. That’s part of the reason that I decided to leave my Nomad status behind and find a place I could try to call home. Tragedy helped me make that decision too. That’s a story for another day though.

Throwing my cigarette in the butt can I have on the side of the porch, I make my way back inside and into the kitchen. I grab a glass of water and down it. Before I can refill my glass, I hear Harley padding her way toward me. Like I said, she doesn’t get much sleep. Instead of turning to face her, I wait to see what she’s going to do. These are the nights she practically begs me to take her and make her forget the thoughts tumbling through her head on a constant loop. The questions that won’t stop plaguing her. She won’t talk about it, she just wants to forget. Personally, I think she’d be better off talking, but it’s a losing battle right now.

“What’s the matter Steel?” she asks, walking around to stand in front of me, running her hand down my chest.

“Can’t sleep,” I reply, knowing that she’s not ready to hear what I want so desperately to tell her.

“Me either. Want to wear me out?” I hear her ask as she sinks to her knees in front of me.

She pulls the waist band of my boxers away from my body and down my legs. As I go to step out of them, she’s already wrapping her warm, wet mouth around the tip of my rapidly hardening cock. I throw my head back and let the sensations she’s creating flow through me freely. Harley uses her mouth and tongue to work me over while using her hand to roll my balls. If she keeps this up I’m going to cum in a few minutes like a boy and not the man that I am. Right now, I’m enjoying the feeling so I shove my hands in her hair and give her the slight pull that I know she loves. My girl likes it a little rough sometimes and I’ll happily give her what she wants.

Moaning around me, I look down to see she has one hand in her pajama shorts and know that she’s playing with herself. Fuck! That’s enough for me to start feeling that tingle and know that I’m close to cumming. I pull her mouth off me and see the look of want in her brown eyes that look like melted chocolate in her state of lust. She stands up and I pick her up while she wraps her long, toned legs around my body. I turn and lean her back against the wall with one hand squeezing her delectable ass and my other hand lines my cock up with her wet pussy. As I slam her down on me, I find her nipple through her shirt with my mouth. It’s not enough for her and she unwraps her arms from my neck so she can rip my shirt over her head.

“You feel so good,” I grunt out, feeling like I’ve come home and I’m where I was always meant to be.

Her eyes pop open and I know that she’s feeling some kind of way right now. The way she’s leaning into me, I almost think she’s going to kiss me. Instead, she moves to my neck and bites down. That’s the most I ever get out of her. Her plan works and I speed up my movements as she slides a hand down between our sweat slicked bodies. I pull back a little bit so she has room to move her hand over her bundle of nerves and so I can watch her.

“Need. To. Get. There,” I tell her, letting the growl take over my voice.

I can feel her tightening around me and I know that she’s close. It’s like she’s taking me hostage and doesn’t want to let me go. I’m trying to hold off on my release, but she moves her hand so that she’s still rubbing her clit and is now letting her fingers slide on either side of my dick as I thrust in and out of her. There’s no way I can hold off any longer and I growl out her name as I find my release. At the same time, I feel her body tighten up and start to tremble. It’s almost like my release triggered her own. I slow my movements down as Harley rides her release out, moaning and closing her eyes. It’s the same every time she cums, no eye contact with me.

As we both come down and catch our breaths, I know the moment is coming that she’s going to close herself off again. Harley opens her eyes and begins to slowly unwind her body from mine. I set her down on the floor and make sure she’s steady before she swoops down to pick the shirt up off the floor and make her way into the bathroom. She’ll take a shower by herself and then climb back into bed. I’m lucky that she lets me sleep next to her I guess. So, I give her some time to herself while I use the kitchen sink to wash up and pull my boxers back on. I grab another drink and lean against the counter and then make my way back in the bedroom to find her curled up on her side away from my side of the bed. Climbing in after I take a quick shower, I force myself to remain on my back and place my hands under my head so I don’t reach out to her. Sleep finally claims me as I hear her gentle snoring.

Harley

I’m pretending to be asleep as I hear Steel walk back in the bedroom. It’s the same routine every time. The only difference tonight is the tears that begin to slip out of my eyes. I’m trying so hard to remain detached from Steel, not let the feelings that have been creeping in for a while now take root. In my world, everyone that means anything to me leaves. Some by choice and others by tragedy. That’s why I can’t let him get close to me. Steel can’t ever take up residence in my blackened heart.

Waking up the next morning, I roll over and feel Steel’s side of the bed. Just as it is every morning, the bed is cold, and I know that he’s been up for a while already. I’m sure he’s had his workout, gone for his run, and is probably in the shower. Or he’s making breakfast. I’m not going to lie and say that it’s not nice to have someone taking care of me for once, but I can’t let him in any more than he already is. Before I let my thoughts wander to what he’s doing in the shower right now, or about the water running down his naked body, I get up and walk toward the bathroom to see if I can get in there. Thankfully Steel is out, and I know it was recently based on the steam still clinging to the mirror above the sink.

I get in the shower and realize that I forgot to grab clothes in my quest to see if the bathroom was free. At least I have a towel I can dry off with and then wrap around my body long enough to make it back to the bedroom where my bag lies next to the bed. There’s no point in unpacking when I’ll be leaving here soon enough. If I keep working the way I have been, taking extra shifts and parties whenever I can, I’ll have enough money to move into my own place soon. My reasoning is that if I stay under the same roof as Steel for very long he’s going to worm his way into my heart and demolish all of the walls I’ve spent years building up and reinforcing. I won’t let them be torn down for any reason what-so-ever. Alan has proven what happens when I let someone in and he’s my family by blood.

Finally, out of the shower, I may have stayed in until the water turned cold trying to warm myself up from the cold feeling I’ve had since I lost my parents. If I’m honest with myself, it’s been since Alan walked back into my life and turned me into his personal slave and punching bag. Steel may know what’s been going on, but he sure as hell doesn’t know the extent of some of the beatings I’ve suffered at the hands of my brother. No one will ever know that humiliation and the reason that I stayed so long. Yeah, there were the threats, the demeaning words, and tearing me down, but there’s still reasons that I stayed with Alan so long.

As soon as I get dressed, I begin to make my way out to the kitchen to grab some breakfast, so I can head to the gym and then the Kitty Kat Lounge to rehearse. Addison has us there three days a week for rehearsals and even more whenever she hires a new girl so that we can help her perfect her routine and tell her a little bit of what it’s going to be like once she’s on stage for the first time. I’ve seen one too many girls turn to drugs to ‘calm their nerves’ when it comes to getting on stage. Addison and Gage don’t play that game though. If there’s even a thought that someone’s using, we’re all brought in for testing and there’s no hiding it. Addison or the doctor walk right into the stall with us. Is it over the top? Absolutely. But, some girls will go to any length to support their habit and the club doesn’t tolerate it at all. That’s one thing they don’t ever have to worry about with me and a few of the others. We’ve seen first-hand what drugs do a person, their family, and anyone else that’s close to them.

Steel and Gage are standing in the kitchen talking quietly. When they both look up at me, I know from the looks on their faces that the man of my fantasies has been talking about me. Great! Now Gage is going to want my story and I’m not ready for him to know it yet. I’ve always known that it was only a matter of time before he found out and wanted the real story from me, today isn’t that day though.

“I’m just grabbing a water and apple before heading out for the day. Sorry to interrupt you guys,” I say, heading directly to the fridge.

“Need to talk to you,” Gage says, his tone is sympathetic but commanding.

“Not now. Please, let me have a little bit to wrap my head around what I have to tell you. Even Steel doesn’t know it all and I know that you’re not going to let me get away without all the details. Besides, it’s not like you won’t go to Tech if you think I’m holding back on you,” I respond, leaning against the counter until I know whether he’s going to accept my brush off or not.

“You can have that play for now,” Gage says, sitting down and leveling me with his gaze so I know the seriousness of his words. “We will be talkin’ about this in the next few days. And if you keep avoidin’ me, I’ll pull you from the rotation at the Kitty Kat.”

A shocked gasp escapes me as I watch him stand up and leave the house. There’s a look passed between the two men and then Gage is gone. I can’t move for a few minutes as I realize that my time hiding is coming to an end. Everyone will know my shameful secrets and I’ll have to move away from Dander Falls. I’ve been building a life here, but I guess that it’s always been in the back of my mind that I’d have to run sooner or later. Maybe that’s what I need to do to finally get away from Alan and his abusive treatment.

“Harley, you had to know this was comin’. I had to tell Gage about Alan’s threats about comin’ to the club. We won’t put any one of those girls in danger,” Steel tells me, leaning back in his chair, propping it up on the back legs as he balances himself while looking relaxed.

“I know. I don’t want anything to happen to the girls at the club, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to bare my soul to him, you, or anyone else,” I tell him, letting my head drop down to shield myself from his penetrating gaze. “You don’t know it all, Steel. And you’re not going to if I have my way.”

Before I can move, Steel is up in my space and tipping my head up to look at him. I can’t stand to look at him when I doubt myself so much. That’s why it’s easier when I’m stripping. I can pretend that I’m someone else and keep that façade up even after my set is done. It’s easy to stay in that mindset until I walk out the door at the end of the night and reality slaps me in the face again. The only difference now is that I don’t have to go back to the apartment I shared and pretend that all the drugs, sex, and parties don’t matter to me. I don’t have to lock myself in a room because my days as a teenager taught me that I’m not safe in my own home. In reality, everyone in the apartment creeps me out. Especially when my brother demeans me for stripping but doesn’t bitch when I’m handing over the money I made that night. Or when one of his friends wants a taste of the ‘stripper’.

“One day I’ll know each and every single one of your secrets. I’ll know why you hang your head in shame. And, last but not least, I’ll own your fuckin’ heart. You’re goin’ to give in baby, it’s just a matter of time. I’m a patient man and I’ll put in all the work it’s goin’ to take for you to see that I want nothin’ but you. I’ll own you the same way that you’ll own me. Hell, the way that you already own me,” Steel says, getting in my personal space and not let anything between us.

“I can’t,” I tell him, letting my head hang once again for a fraction of a second before slipping out from between Steel’s hard body and the fridge. He’s too close to getting his way and I refuse to allow that to happen. I’ve learned what happens when I let anyone get too close to me. it’s not pretty and I’m the only one that gets hurt. Everyone else either loses their life or goes on to live the life they were always meant to live.
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Walking into the Kitty Kat after a grueling workout at the gym, I’m tired. My body is on fire from pushing myself past my limits in an attempt to outrun my past, and present. I’m exhausted from my daily battle with my traitorous heart, and the constant fear that my brother will follow through on his threats to harm everyone surrounding me. This is why I don’t let anyone get close to me. If I don’t surround myself with anyone then there’s no chance of anyone getting hurt because their affiliated with me.

Addison is sitting at the bar pouring over paperwork like usual during the day. No one knows that I have a degree in business management with an understudy in accounting. I put myself through an online school with what little money I could hide from Alan while taking out student loans. Loans that I’m now behind on because no matter where I put my money, he would find it while I would manage to get a few hours of sleep. Deciding that I’ll sit for a minute, I pull the stool out next to her and slump down into it.

“You okay?” Addison asks, setting her glasses and pencil down and turning her full attention to me.

“I could be better, but nothing I can’t handle,” I reply, accepting the bottled water that Wayne, a prospect I affectionately call Grizzly, hands me.

“You know you can talk to me if you need to, right?” she asks, ignoring the girls practicing their routines and letting me know without a doubt that she means what she’s saying.

“I know. But, some things are better left unsaid. Besides, I know that you’ll find out sooner or later from Gage. Just let me have it to myself for now please,” I respond, basically begging her to give me this and taking a sip of my water to stop myself from saying anything more.

“Okay. Harley, you bust your ass here, take any extra shifts I have, work the parties at the clubhouse when I need girls there, and do whatever you can to help the new girls. But, you also act hard and push everyone away from you. I don’t know what your situation is, but the Wild Kings will help you. I think you need to talk to some of the old ladies and listen to what they’ve been through. See how the club has rallied around them to make sure that they’re protected,” she tells me, getting a far-away look in her eyes. “Bad shit happens all the time and it can be traumatic. Holding it all in and not letting anyone, Steel maybe, help you carry that burden is taking a toll on you. We can all see it. So, I want you to get out of here and rest. I’m not going to have one of my girls getting sick or hurt because they can’t focus, and they’re exhausted.”

“I can’t afford to leave, Addison. I appreciate the offer more than you know, but the money is needed right now,” I say, turning my head away so she can’t see the sheen of tears threatening to spill over. “I have no one and I’m going to keep it that way.”

“You’re leaving with pay for the next two days. That’s an order,” Addison says, standing up and grabbing her cell phone. “Are you going to make me call him to come get you?”

“No, I’m not. I’ll go to his house but know that I could really use the tips from tonight and tomorrow. I’ll figure something else out,” I say, sounding harsh and standoffish as usual. Grabbing my bag roughly off the next stool, I start to storm out of the building and to my run-down car This is going to suck!

“I’m only trying to look out for you,” I hear as I walk out of the building pissed beyond belief at the luck of having the next two days off.

Honestly, I truly do appreciate the next two days off. And, I do have a good stash of money put up now that Alan can’t get his hands on it daily. But, I’m not going to have anything to do but brood and overthink everything that’s happened for years. I’m sure that Steel will be around too, which will make me even crazier. But, maybe I can use this time to find my own place and venture out on my own for the first time in my life. We’ll see what Mr. Caveman Asshole thinks of that. Steel will probably throw a fit and not let me go anywhere, but I’m not his to make decisions for. I’ll keep it to myself if I have to.

Pulling into the driveway, I take a minute to gather my bearings before walking inside. I have a laptop that is calling my name to begin my own apartment search. If I have to leave Dander Falls, I will, but I’m hoping that I get to stay here. Steel and Alan are going to be my deciding factors I guess. Knowing that Steel is aware of me being here, I get out and lock up my rust bucket before making my way inside. I don’t say a word to him as I head directly for the bedroom and my laptop. He stays out in the living room, watching TV and drinking his beer. I know it’s just a matter of time before he makes his way to me, so he can find out what I’m doing though.

Steel finds me sitting on the bed with the computer in my lap hours later. I’m not sure when I fell asleep, but I dozed off. He wakes me up when I hear him murmuring about moving away from him over his ‘dead fucking body’. Apparently, there will be a fight. Especially since I’m going to look at three places tomorrow. For now, all I want is a hot shower and to go back to bed. Ignoring the man standing at the end of the bed, I grab clean clothes out of my bag and brush past him, so I can take a shower. I’ll use the warm water to loosen my muscles up and take away the memories. Or at the very least, wash down the drain with the tears I’m trying not to cry.

“You really leavin’ here?” he asks, sensing me waking up.

“I am. It’s time for me to be on my own. Besides, I’m sure you want to get back to your club girls and whatever else you have going on,” I say, avoiding eye contact once again.

“It’s not about what I want to get back to or whatever other bullshit you got runnin’ through your head. It’s about me protectin’ you and makin’ sure that your piece of shit brother doesn’t start fuckin’ with you wherever you move. Did you forget that fuckin’ part?” he growls out, letting me know that he’s truly pissed off.

“I didn’t forget anything,” I yell out, letting him know that I understand what I live with on a daily basis. “I have the fucking scars to remind me, the threats coming in on my phone, and the knowledge that my own brother will more than likely kill me if he thinks he can get money out of me that way. But, I’ve put off living my own life for the past twenty-seven years. Don’t I get a chance to live? Can’t I learn to make my own mistakes and clean up after myself instead of everyone else? Don’t I get the opportunity to make friends and have someone to lean on?”

Steel wraps his strong arms around me and murmurs to me as tears that I’ve held in for so long finally burst free. I can’t catch my breath and I feel like the walls are closing in on me even though I haven’t really gotten anything out about what I’ve lived through. He holds me until I fall asleep in his arms everything else forgotten until the nightmares I live with invade my sleep as usual.
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Chapter Two
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Harley

STEEL GAVE IN AND TOOK ME TO look at the three apartments the other day. Let me tell you that they were the worst places I’ve ever seen in my entire life and that’s saying something after living with Alan. He, of course, found fault with every single one of them and made sure to let me know loud enough for the managers to hear him. The first place had broken everything, even though the ad said that the place had just been updated with new everything. There were holes in the walls and floors. Most of the cabinets in the kitchen were missing doors. And the bathroom looked like a slaughter had recently taken place there and no one cleaned it up.

We got to the second place and the doors were paper thin and a child could kick them down. It said there was one bedroom, a bathroom, kitchen, and backyard. The apartment was a studio with no room for storage or anything. When it came to the bathroom, there was a curtain surrounding a toilet barely bigger than a training potty and a tub that was small enough to bathe a toddler in. The backyard was a cement pad with no grass in sight. So much for my little slice of heaven while I’m on earth.

Finally, the last place I had called about. When we first got there, I had hope that it would be the place for me. It was spacious and had an open floor plan. There was storage all over the place, a few little hiding spots in case Alan found me, and I almost fell in love with the place. Steel, again, was the one that pointed out the bugs. Every single kind of bug imaginable was found in the nooks and crannies around the entire building and apartment I was in. I still shudder when I think about seeing them all. No thank you!

I’ve been scouring the apartment listings with no luck in finding anything suitable for myself. If I’m honest, I want to continue saving money until I can afford to buy a house. That way I can do whatever I want to whenever something pops in my head. It’s the first time since my parents were killed that I’ve let myself want something for me. I don’t want it because it’s what Alan wants me to do or what anyone else wants me to do. Buying a house is something that I want to do. I know I’ve got a good amount saved up, but I don’t have the credit to get a loan. So, it looks like I have to figure something out so that I can get away from Steel, stay away from my brother, and keep my job with Addison at the Kitty Kat to continue putting money up.

“Still lookin’ for a place?” Steel asks, walking in from the garage where he was working on something based on the grease covering his shirt and hands.

“Yep,” I respond, popping the p as I answer him.

“I don’t get why you think you need to leave here. What’s so wrong with bein’ here?” he asks, washing his hands in the sink with some sort of goop he pulled from underneath in the cupboard with the rest of the cleaners.

“There’s things you don’t know and I’m not going to get into right now. I don’t ever want to get into it, but I know that Gage is going to make me say things that I wish were left out of it. He needs to know it all to protect the girls and I get it. You’ve all stepped up to protect the old ladies and I’m sure that the girls at the Kitty Kat are the same,” I tell him, grabbing the ingredients I need to make dinner for us after putting my laptop on the table and closing it.

“Why won’t you just open up and let me in? Let anyone in? At this point, I don’t even care if you talk to me or not. You can’t continue to hold everythin’ in because you think you know how everyone is goin’ to react or feel about what you’ve been through,” he asks, letting me know once again that he wants to be the person to carry my burdens for me.

“You’ll never understand Steel. How much have you truly let me in?” I ask, turning the tables on him to let him know how it feels to be in the hot seat.

Instead of answering me, he turns on his heels and heads out of the kitchen. And there’s my answer that there’s things that Steel’s keeping from me. I’m not sure what it is or what it entails, but it just goes to show that he’s holding himself back from me when he’s giving me shit about holding back from me at the same time. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with this shit or how I’m supposed to deal with that line of thinking. Yeah, I guess I’d like for him to confide in me, but I can’t expect that he will when I’m holding so much back from him. It’s a catch twenty-two and I can’t help him when he’s trying to help me. I know that if I wanted to come out and let him in, he’d sit down and listen to me until I couldn’t say another word. The same that I’d do for him.
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