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Otter

As the Sargant at Arms for the Wild Kings, I take my job seriously. There are only two things I want in my life; the club and my tattoo shop Inked Up. I don’t need an ol’ lady when there’s plenty of women flocking to the club on the weekends to party. However, fate has other plans in mind for me. Willow is the woman I never knew I wanted; clumsy and quirky just like my mom. I’m not sure I can save her in time when she wants to keep her secrets to herself.

Willow

My life has never been good. On top of being clumsy and wanting to live my way, my brother is not a good person. He takes what he wants and doesn’t care who he hurts in the process. Now, he’s even worse and I’m in the path of what he wants. I’m not going to bring my problems to my new, sexy as sin boss. He’s everything I want and will never be good enough to have in my life.
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Officers:

President: Zander ‘Venom’ Elliott

V. President: Maddox ‘Wicked’ Wilson

Secretary: Beau ‘Goose’ James

Treasurer: Kenyon ‘Viking’ Branch

Enforcer: Brax ‘Hawkeye’ Henderson

Sgt. at Arms: Axel ‘Otter’ Evans-Martin

Road Captain: Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene

Members:

Cole ‘Brick’ Stone

Will ‘Ghost’ Patrick

Dylan ‘Bull’ Patrick

Chance ‘Ricochet’ Henderson

Shawn ‘Kevlar’ Henderson

Prospects

Ben Fulton

Karsyn Smithe

Luis Carter

Trenton Black

Ol’ Ladies

Sami Baxter – Goose

Kasey Morgans – Shield

Vanessa Kraft - Venom

Sweetbutts

Bobby Sue

Yvette

Clarey

Robin

Businesses

Kings Kustoms – garage

Pit Stop – gas station

King’s Gym

Wild Things – strip club

Inked Up – tattoo parlor

Sami’s Spa Day – salon/spa

Haley’s Place – diner
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Willow

I REALLY HAVE no idea how this shit happens to me. Every single day I get up early and go for my run. Once I’m done, I take a shower and get ready for the day. However, something always seems to happen to make me late no matter where I’m going. Especially when it comes to work. I don’t think there’s a single day since I started working at Inked Up that I’ve been early or on time. No matter how hard I try, something always seems to get in the way of how I want my day to go. 

Today it’s everything breaking down on me. I went to get my tea and ended up having to clean my kitchen which was flooding. Something in the sink broke and I had to turn the water off so it would stop pouring out all over the place. None of the pipes under the sink appear to be broken, but that doesn’t mean anything. There’s obviously something really wrong if the water started spewing all over the place and turning off the faucet didn’t make it stop. 

After changing, redoing my hair and make-up, and getting my things around to head out, the door wouldn’t lock. I never leave my house unlocked because I don’t trust my brother, Jared. Jared is an asshole and will come in and rob me blind if he knew I left everything open and unlocked. Even when I’m here, I don’t leave the doors unlocked or open the windows. In the summer, I have an air conditioner and make sure it’s in a window Jared can’t reach unless he pulls out the busted up ladder from the garage. Anyway, it took me almost twenty minutes to get my front door locked and that’s after messing with the alarm so it wouldn’t go off. 

So, my day is starting out to be the same as every other day I wake up—not good or easy. Racing to my car, I almost trip over the edge of the cracked sidewalk. I’ve told myself for almost a year now that I’m going to rip it all out and fix it with new cement, but I never do. I’d probably end up stuck in the drying cement and not be able to get out or something. I am no use when it comes to projects around the house. I try and usually end up making more of a mess than what was originally there. The only thing I can do right around my small house is make sure the flowers are planted and blooming as my mom used to do. 

My mom taught me from a young age to work in the gardens she has surrounding the home I grew up in. They line the front sidewalk, are in front of the house, and there’s a small flower garden at the back of the house where a swing has sat my entire life. I used to spend countless hours out there with my mom as she planted seeds, watered flowers, or we just spent time together on the swing rocking back and forth as she told me all about gardening and showering the flowers with love. 

She died when I was about eight years old. I was told by my father it was a car accident, but I don’t buy his version of the story. He thinks I was too young to remember he never let her drive for any reason. My mom had to walk everywhere she went. Including the store to buy a month’s worth of groceries at one time. She was only allowed to go once a month and my father would get milk and other staples we needed weekly when he was out doing whatever it is he used to do. So, I don’t believe she died in a car accident, but I can’t prove something actually happened to her. I think about this every single day and wish I could have gotten her away from my father and brother before she lost her life. 

My father wasn’t a good man. He drank from the time he woke up until he finally passed out each night, couldn’t keep a job, treated everyone around him horribly, and wouldn’t let me do anything outside of the house. If I even mentioned a friend from school, they soon were ignoring me for some reason. My father told me on a daily basis what a weak, pathetic, useless, piece of shit I was. He might not have beaten me, but he didn’t stop my brother Jared from beating the hell out of me on a daily basis. When I was old enough, my father tried to demand I steal him things from stores, our neighbors, and others in Cedar Bay. Jared would always beat me when I refused. Honestly, I’m surprised child protection services weren’t called into my home on a regular basis because of all the bruises covering my body at all times. 

Jared’s favorite thing to do was torment and torture me in a variety of new ways he thought up. I swear, he’d spend hours of his time just thinking up new ways to beat and hurt me. His best friend David helped him on a regular basis. Not only did they pick on me for being extremely clumsy, but they beat me, chased away anyone who talked to me for any reason, and tried to pimp me out to the boys in their class. I didn’t go a day without one of them hurting me to the point I’d be curled up in a ball to protect myself or crying in my room where no one could see. 

The happiest day of my life was when my father went out and never returned. I haven’t reported him missing because I don’t want him to be found. If someone, one of the neighbors usually, questions where he’s been, I come up with some lame reason he hasn’t been around. Though, I don’t think anyone is really mad or upset he’s not been in Cedar Bay for a while now. It’s also the same day Jared and David disappeared. They moved out of the house I grew up in and I hardly see them around. Yeah, my father let David move in when he got kicked out of his own house for beating the shit out of his mom. That’s who my father chose to surround me with. He never gave a shit about me because I didn’t bow down to his demands and do the horrible things he wanted me to. 

These are the thoughts I have as I finally make my way to work. Almost a half hour late at this point. I swear, I could literally wake up as the sun rises and not go for my daily run or anything and still not get there on time. Otter, the manager of Inked Up, has checked on me more than once to make sure I’m okay when I arrive late. He always asks why and never raises his voice when I explain what’s happened. He’s a good boss. At least I think so. Even when he’s yelling at someone or barking out orders, Otter’s a good boss. Anyone else would have fired my ass already for always being late and having to replace as much shit in the tattoo shop as he’s had to because of me. 

When I say I’m clumsy, I don’t just mean I trip over air and am always having days like today. Anything that can possibly happen or go wrong, usually happens to me. I’ve dropped entire boxes of sterilized needles and had to throw them out because they hit the floor and went flying in the storeroom when I’ve been putting orders away. No one in the shop will use a needle, even if it’s still sealed in the packaging, once it’s hit the floor or anything else. It’s a good system we have and I really try not to mess it up, but things happen when I’m around. 

Pulling in the back of Inked Up, I park my car away from the bikes and other cars already here. As I shut off my engine, my phone pings from my purse. It’s an old cell phone I’ve had for years and definitely needs to be replaced. I just don’t have the money to replace it. I dig around my bag until my hands wrap around the small phone and pull it out. Opening it up, yes it’s a flip phone, I see Otter has sent me a message. 

Otter: Are you okay? Coming into work today?

Me: I just pulled in. I had a small issue at the house this morning and had to deal with it before anything else. Be inside in a second. I’m so sorry!

Putting my phone back in my bag, I pull the keys from the ignition and toss them inside the mess as well. Getting out of my beat-up car that used to belong to my mom before my father banned her from driving, I look down at the ground as the silence is disrupted by the squeaking hinges of the door. It barely shuts and I have to fight most days to get the engine to turn over. This car isn’t going to last me forever, but it’s a good car and I’ll drive it until I can’t any longer. 

Rushing across the parking lot, I pull open the back door of Inked Up just as someone goes to open it from the inside. I go flying backward and almost land on my ass. If it weren’t for the hands grabbing my arms, I’d be in a crumpled mess on the ground right now. Looking up, I find Trenton towering over me. He’s a member of the Wild Kings MC, but I can’t think of calling him by his road name. He’ll always be Trenton to me. Trenton and I grew up in Cedar Bay. I’ve known him my entire life. I’ve told him I’ll never call him Riggs and he seems to be okay with that. 

“Are you okay, Willow?” he asks me, looking down my body to make sure I’m not hurt. 

“I’m okay, Trenton. Today is just another day in my life. How mad is Otter?” I return, knowing I already messaged him from the car. 

“He’s not mad. Worried, but not mad. You know he never gets mad at you. I’m headin’ out to grab some coffee. Do you want anythin’ while I’m out?” 

“No, thank you. I’ll be okay until lunch.”

Trenton holds the door open for me before letting it shut as he goes to get coffee for everyone. Making my way down the hall of the shop, I give a small wave to Karsyn who’s already tattooing his first client of the day. Getting a chin lift in response, I continue on my way to the front desk. I can already see the computer on and waiting for me to get started. There’s also paperwork to be filed in the bin sitting on top of the counter. It must be from Karsyn’s client. 

As I go to pull out my chair, I trip over nothing at all and stumble. Just when I have a tight grip on the chair I sit in and think I’ve got my feet back under me, the chair goes flying to the side leaving me to fall forward once more. I slam my head into the computer monitor before hitting the edge of the desk. Pain instantly ricochets through my head and I know I’ve bitten my tongue. Blood fills my mouth and I can barely hear anything around me as I slump to the floor. I try to shake the pain and fog filling my mind away, but only cause more pain to fill me. I managed to really hurt myself this time. 

“Willow? Are you okay? What the fuck happened?” Otter’s voice penetrates the fog filling my mind. 

“I-I’m o-o-okay,” I stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper as I force the bile back down so I’m not embarrassing myself even more. 

“Let’s get you into the break room. I need to clean up your head and see how bad the damage is,” my boss says. 

I hold out my hand fully expecting him to help me to my feet and walk behind me to the break room we have here. Otter bends down in front of me as my vision returns to normal and lifts me up in his arms. My bag falls to the floor at his feet, spilling the contents all over the floor. 

“I-I-I can walk,” I tell him, my entire body tight as his arms wrap tighter around my body and I place my hands on his shoulders. 

“I know you can. However, we’ve seen this mornin’ isn’t goin’ to be a good one for you. So, why don’t you let me carry you back there and see how bad the wound on your head is?” he returns, his voice gentle compared to when he’s barking out orders at us all. 

I don’t bother responding. Otter isn’t looking for a response right now. He’s going to do what he wants to do and there’s no arguing with him. If I’ve learned anything about him since I got hired, it’s that Otter has a mind of his own and nothing will sway him once he’s made it up about something. Plus, I’ve seen way more of my boss than I ever thought I’d see. I’ve caught Otter in more than one compromising position when I’ve walked in a room to clean it. I thought he was done with his session and he was. He was just fucking the client in the chair after completing her tattoo. It’s hard to look at a man when you’ve seen parts of him you shouldn’t see. 

Otter gently lays me on the couch after entering our break room. He rushes to the sink and grabs the towel I switch out every day to dry the dishes we may use. My eyes are locked on him as he wets the towel and rings it out before making his way back over to me. I lean back as he carefully wipes the blood from my face. So much for doing my make-up today! 

“This looks horrible, Willow. I’m gonna call the club’s doctor in to have a look at things. Make sure you don’t need to go have your head checked or get stitches. I know head wounds bleed like a bitch, but this is really bad,” Otter informs me as he continues wiping the sticky mess from my face, neck, and upper chest. I guess I really did a number on myself this time. 

“I don’t think I need stitches or anything, Otter. I appreciate it, but it’s not necessary. I’ll put a Band-Aid on it and get to work. I’m already late because of the mess at home,” I tell him, knowing I’m losing money every second I’m back here and not at the desk. 

“Willow,” is the only thing he says, his voice a low warning for me not to argue with him. 

Like I said, when Otter gets something in his mind, there’s no changing it. Stubborn man!

Once I’m cleaned up, Otter gets another towel and wets it before bringing it back over to me. He makes me lay down flatter on the couch before placing it over the cut I have on my forehead. At the same time, Trenton walks in the breakroom. I can smell the coffee he went to get.

“What the fuck happened to Willow?” he questions, his tone harder than normal. “This isn’t from the parkin’ lot, is it?”

“What the fuck happened in the parkin’ lot?” Otter returns, his voice cold and hard. Something I haven’t heard from him before.

“I was goin’ out as Willow was comin’ in. She almost went flyin’ but I stopped her from hittin’ the ground. I didn’t know she hit her damn head. Why didn’t you say anythin’?” Trenton responds, moving closer to me as I peek through the bottom edge of the towel covering my upper face. 

“It wasn’t from that. I tripped on my way to my desk. Hit the monitor, the edge of the desk, and then collapsed on the floor,” I tell him, not wanting him to think this is his fault for any reason. “Just another day in my life.”

Neither man find this situation funny. I guess I really can’t blame them because I am bleeding all over the place. However, I’m used to this kind of stuff happening. 

“I thought I was done dealin’ with this shit when I left home. I don’t know who’s worse, Willow. You or my mom,” Otter mumbles.

“Stay with her. I’m gonna call Doc in and check her desk out. Make sure we don’t need a new computer. Willow, don’t fuckin’ move from this couch,” Otter barks out his orders before leaving Trenton and me in the breakroom. 

Trenton doesn’t say a word as he sets the tray of coffees on the table and brings a garbage can back over with him. I appreciate the gesture as nausea still fills me. I’ve definitely messed my head up this time. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a head injury bad enough where I felt as if I were going to be sick like this. 

“Thank you, Trenton,” I murmur, my voice lower than normal as embarrassment and shame fill me.

I’ve learned to live with my clumsiness—it’s happened all my life. If Otter has to replace the computer and stuff because of me, I don’t know how I’ll ever look at the guys I work with on a daily basis again. They’ve seen my stellar falls and stuff, but this is a whole new level of clumsiness in front of them. One I hate anyone knowing about. 

Trenton doesn’t try to talk to me as I close my eyes and try to focus on my breathing. In my mind, if I can control my breathing, I won’t get sick. At least that’s my hope. It doesn’t always work like that though. For now, I’m just going to lay here and see what the club’s doctor has to say. Hopefully Otter will let me stay late in order to make up the time I’m losing right now. I can’t afford to lose any money. 
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Otter

THIS FUCKING GIRL! I don’t know what the hell is going on with Willow, but the girl can’t go one day without some catastrophe happening to her. She needs to come with a damn warning label or something. With the exception of my mom, I have never met another person in my life who is so damn clumsy. My mom and Willow take that shit to the extreme and I wish there was something I could do to make it better for them. Unfortunately, I can’t. Though, I will say, today is the worst Willow has ever been hurt and I wish I weren’t in my office in order to stop it from happening. Karsyn, Riggs, and I have all gotten used to making sure Willow stays out of trouble as much as we can. One of us is usually close by her as soon as she steps foot in the shop. It’s one of the reasons we also don’t let her go get our meals or anything. I can just see her making a mess of herself on the way back. 

Walking into the main room of Inked Up, Karsyn looks at me in a silent question. He wants to make sure Willow’s okay, but can’t just leave his client on the chair in the middle of a tattoo. Shaking my head, I let him know I’m not sure if she’s okay or not. Pulling out my phone, I call Doc. Hopefully she’s not too busy and can get here quickly. Head wounds are always so hard to determine what needs to happen. Not just from the bleeding either. Willow could have given herself a damn concussion or something else. 

“Otter, what’s going on?” Doc asks me as she answers her phone. 

“Kind of hopin’ you ain’t busy right now. Willow needs to be checked out and I don’t want to take her to the hospital if she doesn’t need to go. She’s got a head injury and I can’t figure out how bad it really is. I know those always bleed the worst, but she could need stitches or other medical help,” I inform her as I make my way to the computer. 

“Who’s Willow?” Doc returns, her voice rushed as I hear her moving around in the background. 

“She’s the receptionist at Inked Up. Took a header into her computer monitor, hit the desk, and then the floor. Bleedin’ real bad. I cleaned her up and put a clean, wet towel on the wound so she’s not covered in blood again. I don’t know what else to do to make it better or help her. I’ve got her lyin’ down right now in the breakroom. She hasn’t been sick yet, but she’s even paler than normal. Riggs is back there with her right now,” I inform Doc as I try to turn on the computer. 

“Okay. That’s good, Otter. Keep an eye on her. I’ll be there in ten or fifteen minutes,” Doc says before hanging up. 

Setting my phone on the desk in front of the computer, I try again to turn the computer on. It’s not starting at all. Though, I really shouldn’t be surprised because I can see the cracks in the screen already. Shaking my head, I pick my phone back up and call Goose. He’s gonna lose his shit about this. I just had brand-new computers brought in here. 

“What’s up, Otter?” he answers the phone.

“Need a new computer at Inked Up as soon as you can get it here,” I say, waiting for him to yell and lecture me. 

“What the fuck happened in the last week since I installed the new ones? Are you guys goin’ on fuckin’ porn sites?” he questions, complete silence in the background with him. 

“Had an incident this mornin’. Willow got tripped up and slammed her head into the computer before hittin’ the desk,” I state, knowing he won’t say a word about it to her. 

“Is she okay?” 

“Got Doc comin’ in to look her over. She’ll be here soon. Don’t wanna take her to the hospital if I don’t have to.” 

“Okay. I’ll be there in a few minutes. Let me load this shit up and I’ll get everythin’ taken care of,” Goose states before hanging up the phone. 

Bending down, I pick Willow’s bag up and toss everything back inside. I’m surprised she can find a damn thing in here with how much shit she carries on a daily basis. Picking up her phone last, I take a look at it. I know she’s got a piece of shit flip phone, but I didn’t realize how banged up and damaged the damn thing really is. The technology is outdated, the screen is cracked, and most of the numbers on the buttons are worn off. I don’t know how this damn thing still works. It’s a fucking miracle if you ask me. 

Once I have all of her things picked up, the desk cleared off so Goose can replace the computer, and clean the edge of the desk off, I make my way back to the breakroom. Trenton is kneeling down next to Willow and a feeling of rage fills me as he smiles down at her. Willow isn’t mine, but part of me believes she is. This fucking girl pulls at every fucking piece of me she can reach and has no clue about it. 

Standing back, I allow myself to take a long look at her. Willow’s vibrant red hair is fanned out behind her head like flames covering the black couch beneath her. The curls are all over the place and tangled together. A few pieces of her hair stick to her face from the blood and wet towel. Her eyes are closed showing how long her lashes really are against her pale skin. Freckles litter her skin and I want to find out how far down her body they go and count every single one of them. She’s wearing a black tank top today that does nothing to hide her ample chest. With the way she’s laying, I’m surprised the shirt hasn’t slipped and shown us more of the deep red bra she’s wearing. The long, flowing skirt Willow’s wearing today is a rainbow of colors. It’s fanned out around her legs and goes down to her ankles. I’ve never seen her wear anything that is above her knee, and her tank tops are the closest to form fitting clothing she wears. As always, on her feet are a pair of flip flops. Today’s are black and they show off her red painted nails. Willow always has her nails painted a different color. I swear she changes it on a weekly basis. 

Ripping my eyes from Willow, I find Riggs watching me with a smirk on his face. He doesn’t say anything as I stare him down, waiting for a comment or something to leave his mouth. He might be the newest patched member of our club, but he can be a damn smartass. And, I’ve noticed, he’s very protective of Willow. I’m not sure what he feels for her on his end, but if it’s the last thing I do, he won’t be with her. I’m the only man Willow needs in her fucking life. Unfortunately, she’s caught me a time or two with a client here at the shop and I know she won’t give me the time of day. Willow only really speaks to me when she absolutely has to. 

“Doc on her way?” Riggs finally asks me. 

“She is. Should be here any second,” I tell him as my phone vibrates in my pocket. Pulling it out, I find my mom’s name on the screen. “Hey, Mom. What’s goin’ on?” 

“Not much, Axel. How are things down there?” she answers, sounding out of breath. 

“They’re good. Waitin’ on Doc to show up for an employee. Why are you out of breath?” I ask, hoping one of my dads aren’t home with her because that’s something I don’t need to think about. 

“I was putting up some towels in the salon and well, the chair wasn’t as sturdy as I thought it was. I’m okay,” she rushes out, trying to add some laughter to her voice. 

“Are you sure you’re okay? Or are you just sayin’ that shit to make me feel better knowin’ I’m not there?” I question her, knowing my mom has downplayed accidents in the past and really has been hurt. 

“Well, I mean, I fell on the dryer so I didn’t hit the floor. That’s a win in my book,” she states and I know she’s more than likely hurt and won’t say anything to anyone. “Why is Doc coming to you? Are you hurt?” 

“No. I’m okay. Like I said, it’s for an employee. She got hurt and I want to make sure she doesn’t need to go to the hospital,” I respond as Willow turns on the couch to face me with a glare aimed in my direction. Yeah, she’s got some claws at certain times. 

“What happened to Willow?” Mom immediately asks, knowing already all about Willow. 

“She got tripped up. Just want to make sure she’s okay. Doc should be here any second. Can I call you back in a little bit?” 

“Of course you can. Let me know she’s okay. And, don’t tell you dads about this, Axel. I know you and if one of them show up, I’ll be making a trip to Cedar Bay,” my mom threatens as I tell her I haven’t talked to them yet. 

Hanging up the phone, I turn to find Doc walking into the breakroom. She looks at me and turns her attention immediately to Willow on the couch. Doc steps up next to her as Riggs moves the garbage can out of her way. 

“Willow, I’m Dr. Tallman. Everyone in the club just calls me Doc. How are you feeling?” 

I lean back against the wall and watch everything being done to Willow. She answers Doc’s questions, winces when she examines the wound on her head, and listens to everything being said to her. I can barely hear what Willow’s responses are because her voice is barely above a whisper on a good day. Today, it seems as if her voice is even quieter and I don’t like it. Riggs stands next to me and watches the scene before us. 

“I don’t believe you have a concussion or a need to go to the hospital, Willow. You don’t even need stitches. Head wounds always seem so much worse than they actually are. It’s done bleeding now and I will put some ointment on it and a bandage. I want you to change the bandage a few times a day and make sure the ointment goes on as well. It will help prevent any infection from setting in. Don’t get the bandages wet either, Willow. We don’t want this to open up for any reason. You’ll have a headache for a few days. If it becomes unbearable, I want you to go to the hospital immediately. Don’t wait or make excuses not to go,” Doc states, already knowing Willow more than likely won’t get medical help if she needs it. 

“Thank you, Dr. Tallman. I told Otter he didn’t need to bring you down here for this,” Willow complains as Doc puts the ointment and bandage on her head. 

“He did the right thing. So much can go wrong with a head injury and there’s no reason to take unnecessary risks or chances. So, if the headache becomes unbearable, don’t wait to go to the hospital,” Doc warns Willow in a stern voice she rarely uses. 

Willow carefully nods her head and asks if she can still work today. What the fuck? She still wants to work after slamming her head off a damn computer and the desk. This woman is going to be the death of me! Doc lets her know she can work, but if her headache gets worse, she’s to go get some rest and not push herself for the next few days. Willow won’t be pushing herself for any reason if I have a say in the matter. 

Doc leaves after I let her know I’ll make sure the funds get transferred to her as always. Riggs stays with Willow while I make my way out to see if Goose is here yet. Walking back out on the main floor, I find him already in Willow’s seat and setting up the new computer. He’s already taken care of the old one and I don’t even see it around anymore. The man works fast as hell and knows what he’s doing. 

“Goose. Thanks for comin’ down so quick,” I greet him as I lean against the desk at his side. 

“Can’t have you fallin’ behind on work because you can’t access anythin’. This will be ready to go in a few minutes. It already has all the software and shit you guys use here installed. I have a few more sittin’ at the clubhouse from the new setup. They’re all ready to go if you ever wanna expand the shop,” he informs me, not taking his eyes off what he’s doing. 

“That’s good to know. I don’t believe I’ll be expandin’ anytime soon, but it’s always possible. You never know what the future holds,” I say, looking at Karsyn as he finishes up the tattoo he’s been working on. 

“How’s Willow doin’?” 

“She’s okay. Probably have a headache for the next few days and can’t push herself. Didn’t need stitches either. Got some ointment on it and Doc put a bandage on the spot on her head. She’s gotta change it out a few times a day,” I answer him, wanting to be back there with her instead of out here. 

“That’s good to hear. I’ll take care of sendin’ over Doc’s payment as soon as I’m done here.”

Nodding my head, I make my way back to the breakroom. Goose doesn’t need any help and I’ll only be in his way if I stay with him. Karsyn is ready to cash his client out and then I’m sure he’ll be back here to check on Willow for himself. We all kind of have a soft spot for her. It bothers me, but there’s not anything I can do about them talking to her or checking on her when they know something is wrong. Hell, out of all of us, I’m keeping the biggest secrets from her and I don’t know how she’ll feel once she finds out the truth. Something we as a club should have told her when it happened. Plus, there’s the whole wanting her as mine thing she doesn’t know about. I try not to let anyone know, but I’m sure I’m failing at that as well. 

Willow is now sitting up on the couch and the wet towel has been removed. There are still faint traces of blood on her face and neck I couldn’t get off when I cleaned her up. Riggs is sitting next to her as they talk quietly about something. Again, I’m filled with a deep rage aimed at the newest member of the club. I want to walk over there, rip him off the couch, and make sure he knows he’s not to be that close to my woman ever again. I already know Willow won’t appreciate me doing that shit. She doesn’t like when I bark out orders and shit. Something I always seem to do whenever she’s around. 

“How are you feelin’?” I ask Willow, crouching down in front of her and moving her hair away from the taped edges of the bandage. 

“My head is throbbing. I’m sorry about all this, Otter. I don’t know what the hell I fell over.

“Don’t even worry about it. Goose is almost done with the computer and then we can get you out to the desk. If your head starts hurtin’ worse, I want you to tell me immediately. One of us will take you home and get you settled in,” I tell her, my voice leaving no room for arguments from her. 

“He had to replace the computer, didn’t he?” she questions me, tears filling her eyes as she looks away from me. 

“He did. He’s still got some computers and shit from when we replaced all the shit in here. It’s not a big deal, Willow. The only important thing is that you’re okay and don’t need to go to the hospital,” I assure her, resting my hand on her thigh as she trembles beneath my touch. 

Willow might not ever admit that she likes me or finds me attractive, but I can certainly read her body. Whenever I get close to her, she not only turns a bright red, but she also shivers whenever I touch her. Her skin breaks out in goosebumps and there’s no disguising her reaction to me. It’s something I love seeing, but still have yet to take any steps to make her mine. I don’t know if I ever will because Willow is too sweet and good for me. She’s too good for everyone around her if I’m being honest with myself. And I sense her hiding a past none of us have any clue about. One we only got a small glimpse into when we found her father burning our shit down. 

“I’m gonna stay late today. To make up for being late and all this stuff happening. Don’t tell me I’m not going to do this, Otter. Please. I need the money and can’t afford the cut in my hours,” Willow states, trying to be harder than she actually is. 

I want to laugh at her attempt of putting me in my place, but I can’t. Willow would not only see it as me laughing at her, but it would hurt her deeper than anything else. She’s sensitive as fuck and I’m not about to hurt her for any reason. 

“Okay, Willow. If your head doesn’t bother you too much. Like I said, if it gets worse, you’ll be goin’ home and we’ll figure out your hours and pay later on,” I warn her, my voice letting her know I’ll be keeping a close eye on her. 

Karsyn makes his way back in the breakroom and checks on Willow. We all remain in there while Goose finishes up the computer at her desk. Once he’s done, the four of us make our way out to the main floor and wait for our next clients to come in for their appointments. Along with anyone who may walk in. We always have walk-ins at Inked Up. Usually girls wanting something small and ridiculous just so they can say they’ve been here. Or that we’ve had our hands on their body. After the last time Willow caught me fucking a client in the back, I haven’t touched another one. I won’t put her through that shit. Even if she does like watching. Cause she didn’t leave as soon as she realized what was going on. Another thing I haven’t ever called her out on. 
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Chapter Three
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Willow

IT’S BEEN A week since the incident happened at work and Goose had to come in to replace the computer. I feel like such a damn fool despite everyone telling me not to worry about it. Nothing too bad has happened at Inked Up since then, but I can’t say the same thing for when I’ve been home. My sink in the kitchen needed to be repaired and I tried to do it myself. It didn’t work out so good for me. If anything, I flooded my kitchen even more than the previous time and made a complete mess of everything. Finally, I relented and called in a plumber to take care of the problem. Spending money I don’t have to spend on something I can’t do myself. The joys of owning your own home I guess. 

I’d let the house go if it weren’t for my mom’s gardens I still maintain and keep filled with the same flowers she used to plant when I was younger. Other than that, it’s nothing to boast about. The house is in desperate need of repair, the yard is browner than anything else, and I have hardly any good memories here. Not to mention it’s not in the best section of Cedar Bay. We really don’t have a truly horrible section now that the pimps and dealers have been kicked out of town. However, where my house is located is considered where all the poor people live. Again, I don’t have many good memories here so if it weren’t for my mom’s flowers, I’d leave this place in a heartbeat and never look back. Go somewhere no one else knows me and Jared can’t find me. I’ll do anything to avoid my brother. 

Otter and the guys have been keeping a close eye on me since I tripped and fell all over my desk. If it even looks like my head is bothering me, they’re ready to send me home, put me to bed, and not let me get up again until it goes away. Otter is the worst of all three guys I work with. He wants to wrap me up in bubble wrap and make sure nothing happens to my head. I’m not even covering the cut up with a bandage anymore. It hasn’t bled since the day it happened, and my head honestly hurts less than the day it happened. I’m going to have to have a long talk with these guys about babying me, but it won’t be today or even this week. 

Today has been a long day and I’m ready to go home, take a hot bubble bath, and then go to bed. When Jared was still around, I never took a bath for any reason. I didn’t trust him to leave me alone in the bathroom. Then, David moved in and I learned to spend even less time in the bathroom. It didn’t take me very long to figure out locks mean absolutely nothing to the two of them and they do what the hell they want when they want. Especially David. He was always trying to catch me in the bathroom alone. 

Now, I can take a hot bath and spend as much time as I want to in there. I might even light a candle or two if I’m feeling up to it. I’m just hesitant to do so because the last time I did that, I fell asleep in the tub. The last thing I need to worry about is starting a fire because I lit a candle and then fell asleep. 

“You headin’ out, Willow?” Otter walks up to the desk as I put the last of the paperwork away and make sure everything is put away. 

I always clean the desk when I leave the shop so the guys don’t have to work around anything I might leave out when I’m not here. Otter doesn’t let me work until closing and I’m not sure why. I haven’t worked up the courage to ask him about it yet. The guys all work until late at night or early morning depending on how you look at it. I’m only ever scheduled to work until maybe ten at night. And it’s rare I’m scheduled that late. Maybe they party or something in the shop and don’t want me knowing about it. 

I mean, Trenton and Otter are full-patch members of the Wild Kings MC and Karsyn is Prospecting. I don’t know what any of that means, it’s just what I’ve heard being around the guys. I know they party at the clubhouse and I’ve definitely seen Otter having sex at the shop. Maybe they’re worried about what I’ll see if I stay until closing. Something to ponder another day. 

“Yeah. I’m heading out now. If you need me in the next two days, let me know and I’ll come in,” I remind him as I stand from my chair and bend down to grab my bag from the floor under my desk. 

“Not gonna call you in on your days off, Willow. Haven’t done it yet and I’m not about to start doin’ it now,” Otter responds, his voice hard because this is something we’ve discussed on a regular basis since I started working here. 

I don’t respond as he walks me to the back door of the shop and follows me outside. Otter doesn’t leave my side until I’m at my car and unlocking the door to get in. Only then does he back away and start backing toward the shop to head back inside. Starting my engine after putting my bag in the passenger seat and putting the keys in the ignition. Looking to the side as I pull out of my spot, I find Otter watching me leave the parking lot. He’s never done that before. Not even the days I’ve worked since I hit my head. What is he doing?

The ride home is quick as I don’t hit much traffic. There’s hardly ever any traffic in Cedar Bay. Not too many people live here and it’s not tourist season just yet. In a few weeks, we might see some tourists stop through again. I’m not sure if it will happen because it’s been hit or miss since the pimps and dealers started taking over our small town. No one really believes they’re gone. Then, they see the members of the Wild Kings riding through town and get scared instead of taking the time to see they aren’t a danger to anyone around them. 

I’ll admit I was scared when they first started being spotted around Cedar Bay. However, I still went about my business and didn’t let them scare me away. I’ve actually talked to a few of the women and know most of the girls who now party and spend their time at the clubhouse. They’re girls I went to school with and never got out of Cedar Bay like they always planned. 

Pulling in my driveway, I immediately know something isn’t right. The lights are on in my living room and I always make sure everything is turned off before I leave the house. The front door isn’t shut all the way either. I didn’t get a call from the security system I have installed here while I was at work either. Panic fills me as I realize someone’s in my home and I’m sure I have a good idea of who it is. Jared hasn’t shown his face here for months and now he wants something. That would be the only reason he’d show up and break into my house.

I can’t even call the cops on him because Jared will lie and tell them I let him in. They won’t do anything about it and my brother will only take me calling them out on me once they leave. I’d say it’s happened before, but I have never once called the police on him because he terrifies me. My father and brother got away with everything because I never turned them in for anything they did to me. I’m the only one who would suffer the consequences so it didn’t seem worth it to me. 

Shutting off the engine of my car and pulling out my keys, I know I’ve wasted enough time debating what to do. On shaky legs, I get out of my car and make sure it’s locked before heading for the front door of my home. The closer I get to the door, I realize Jared has trampled through the flowers I’ve spent hours planting, watering, and taking care of. He doesn’t give a shit about anything or anyone around him. Jared only gives a shit about himself and will turn on those he calls friend in a heartbeat. I’m surprised David isn’t behind bars because of shit my brother’s done and then blamed him. 

Taking a deep breath in an attempt to get my breathing and heart rate under control, I push open the door to find a fucking mess of my house. I clean daily and never leave my house a mess. It’s a lesson I remember my mom teaching me. Now, everything I own is all over the place and it looks as if a tornado came through my living room. I don’t see Jared though. Not until I step into the kitchen. He’s leaning against the counter with a beer in hand and his eyes lock on me. Fear fills me and I know I have to tread lightly with him. 

“Jared, it’s good to see you. If you had let me know you were coming over, I’d have gotten out of work early to be here,” I tell him, lying my ass off while darting my eyes all over the kitchen. 

Jared doesn’t say anything to me. He continues drinking his beer until it’s gone. Slamming the empty bottle on the counter next to him, it shatters. I wince internally knowing it’s just one more mess I’ll have to clean up because Jared sure as hell won’t clean up after himself. It also lets me know he’s in a foul mood and this visit isn’t going to go good for me. 

“I’m only here for one thing, bitch. I want money and you’re gonna fucking give it to me,” Jared yells, pushing off the counter and stepping toward me. 

“I don’t have any money, Jared. I just had to have a plumber come in and fix the sink. My next check won’t be deposited for a few days. I have nothing to give you,” I tell him, my voice wavering as I try to keep my attention locked on my brother even though I want to run away from him. 

“Bullshit, Willow. I know you got all the money from mom and dad’s estate. Don’t act like you’re fucking broke. Where the fuck is the money?” he screams, getting in my face and screaming. Jared’s so close to me, spittle lands on my skin and I want to wipe it off immediately, but know I can’t move or it will only piss him off more. 

“Jared, I’m not lying. The money from the estate went to burying mom. I can’t get anything for dad because he hasn’t been declared as dead or anything. We don’t know if he’s actually dead. For all we know, he could be partying in some other town. Just took off and left us behind. He could show up any day,” I try to tell him, knowing Jared won’t hear me because it’s not what he wants to hear. Jared only hears what he wants to and nothing more. 

“Willow, I’m not playing fucking games here. I know you have money and you’re gonna hand it the fuck over. Right. Fucking. Now!” 

There’s no point trying to talk to Jared right now. He’s pissed and not going to listen to anything I have to say. Not that he would if he wasn’t filled with rage. I’ve seen him like this before and know he’s in need of his drug of choice but has no money to buy it. That’s the only reason he’d be here so desperate for money now. There’s nothing I can do when I have nothing in my checking account and hardly anything in my savings. It’s not like the banks are open so I can go withdraw it. 

Jared doesn’t give me a chance to say anything after a minute. I don’t have time to react as his fist pushes out and slams into my jaw. My head whips to the side and the pain is instant after my incident last week. It doesn’t stop there. Jared is in a rage and will beat on me until he can hardly lift his arms. It’s happened before and I know this is going to be the worst one yet because there’s no one here to pull him off me. I’ll be lucky to be left living. 

My brother continues to beat on me as I try to protect myself the best I can. There’s really no way I can protect myself when his hits are all over the place. If I cover my head, he’ll aim for my sides and stomach. Covering my sides and stomach means I’ll leave my head open for him to land hits on. I do the best I can until Jared exhausts himself and leaves me alone on the kitchen floor. I can’t even tell you when I fell to the floor or what hit made me go down. 

The front door slams and I know he’s left the house. For now at least. Jared will be back and I don’t have a doubt in my mind about it. My brother has more than likely burned his bridges and has nowhere else to turn. He’s got no money, place to stay, or anything left since leaving here. He’ll stay here and there’s no way I can tell him no. Jared will only beat the hell out of me even worse than what he just did. 

I finally manage to pull myself up off the floor and make my way to the bathroom. Locking the door, I don’t let myself look in the mirror as I strip and get in the shower. I don’t even let the water warm up before getting in. Instead, I turn it on once I’m in the shower and let the cold spray wash over me. It chills me to the bone and I try to hold back the scream of pain from the water hitting all the cuts now filling my body. I’m glad I have the next two days off because there’s no way I’d be able to explain this to Otter and the guys at work. 
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