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Tony ‘Slim’ Busch

My days and nights are consumed with leading the Phantom Bastards MC. Other than warming my bed for a few hours, I don’t have a need for a woman by my side. Until Shy walks into our lives. She’s not your typical house bunny. Shy’s taken me by surprise and wormed her way under my skin. Still, I push her away. One day changes everything and I realize my mistakes.

Cheyanne ‘Shy’ Carter

I found my way into the Phantom Bastards clubhouse with a friend. She was always dragging me places with her. Instead of becoming a normal house bunny, I kept to the shadows and cleaned instead of everything else that was expected of a house bunny. Until I met the President of the club; Slim. There’s been a pull between us since the beginning but I’m the one being hurt. Maybe it’s time for some changes no one will see coming.
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This one is dedicated to my friend Nanette. You have been there for me since we met at school and tried to talk me out of one of the biggest mistakes I’ve made. You’ve believed in me even when I didn’t believe in myself. Saying thank you will never be enough!
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Officers/Members:

President: Tony ‘Slim’ Busch

V. President: Griffin ‘Playboy’ Busch

Secretary: Travis ‘Des’ King

Treasurer: Paul ‘Grizzly’ Stone

Enforcer: Tristan ‘Killer’ Long

Sgt. At Arms: John ‘Stryker’ Gilbert

Road Captain: Brantley ‘Wood’ Parker

Tech: Gunner ‘Fox’ Stevens
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Craig ‘Ghost’ Tucker
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Zach Stone

Clayton Bradford

Ian Brown

Old Ladies:

Wood/Boy Scout – Jennifer Hayes

House Bunnies:

Trinity

Lips

Cam

Ginger
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Betsy

Collette

Businesses:

Strip Club – Allure

Nightclub – Phantom

Bar – Bottoms Up

Tattoo Parlor – Phantom Ink
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Slim

I’VE SPENT MY entire life in the Phantom Bastards MC. My dad was the President when my mom had me, so I grew up around the club. Between the members and their ol’ ladies, I had so many aunts and uncles I couldn’t get away with anything.

My mom wasn’t exactly thrilled with my being at the clubhouse at such a young age, but she didn’t stop my dad from taking me there. Especially once she got sick.

When I was three years old, my mom got hit by a drunk driver. She turned to pain pills and alcohol because she couldn’t handle the pain she was constantly in. My dad tried so hard to get her the help she desperately needed but she didn’t want to get help. So, she finally gave up. We came home one night to find her in bed. She took all her pills and killed herself.

From there on out, I was glued to my dad’s hip. He taught me about running the club and let me go out with the guys in the garage. Before I graduated from high school, I could tear bikes down and build them back up faster than anyone else around the clubhouse.

Even though I was the President’s son, I still had to go through the Prospecting period. I swear, I had it worse than anyone else Prospecting with me. I wouldn’t change that year of my life though. It taught me I was stronger than I realized, and I got the approval I desperately wanted through hard work and not because of my dad.

The only female presence in my life was the clubwhores. They took care of me when my dad wasn’t around. Hell, they taught me how to fuck a woman and make sure she got more out of the experience than I did. Don’t get me wrong, I get off, but I take my time to make sure whoever I’m fucking gets off first— and as many times as possible.

By the time I graduated from high school, I had figured I needed to start thinking about finding an ol’ lady and settling down. It’s not like I hadn’t been having sex and partying for years by that point. That’s when I met Kristen. She was a newer house bunny and I wanted a kid. So, I became exclusive with her.

Kristen was a bitch and only with me because of the patch on my back. She didn’t give a fuck about me or what I did when I wasn’t with her. Thankfully, once she got pregnant, she stayed away from me more than we were together.

I went to every single appointment with her and made sure we had a home. When my son Griffin was born, I was happier than I’d ever been in my life. That soon changed when I realized Kristen wasn’t doing anything for our son. She never held him and barely interacted with him. That was when I was around. I can’t imagine what it was like when I was on a run or other club business.

She admitted to me that she didn’t want a kid and only had Griffin to try to keep me. When I refused to make her my ol’ lady, she figured out I didn’t truly want to be with her. But I wanted my son. So, she left him with me and took off.

About a year before Kristen took off, I met Roxy at one of the rallies we went to. The first time I laid eyes on her, I was hooked. Roxy had long, dark blonde hair that went down to her ass. Her eyes were grey and reminded me of two different things— a storm just getting ready to roll through the area when she was upset or pissed off and the sun hitting metal when she was happy. She had curves in all the right places with a little extra. I loved her body and that she didn’t care about dieting or any bullshit like that. Roxy liked to eat and she didn’t care who knew.

We fucked around a few times at the rally because I didn’t give a shit about Kristen. Was I wrong for doing that? Yeah. But there was some sort of connection with her I hadn’t ever felt before and I needed to experience it while I could.

As the days dwindled down and it was getting closer to Kristen having the baby, I tried to talk Roxy into coming back with me, but she refused. She didn’t want to get caught up in the club life and was worried she’d be there alone with no family or friends.

By the time we were heading out, Roxy had become so distant and aloof I had no clue what was going on with her, but no amount of talking would get her to open up to me. The only thing she said she wanted to do was go back home and go to school. I let her do what she wanted even though everything in me screamed to take her home with me.

I found out months later that Kristen showed up at the rally and scared Roxy off. She saw the amount of time I was spending with Roxy and told her that she was my ol’ lady. Kristen made sure to let her know that we had a son at home and I was coming back to her no matter what I told her or did at the rally.

That was the turning point in my life. I never fucked a girl that wasn’t a house bunny. They knew the score and I knew I wouldn’t have my heart broken again. My heart left with Roxy and I had no interest in finding a girl to try to settle down with. Not after Roxy disappeared the way she did.

My life changed years down the road— after I became the President of the Phantom Bastards. I discovered that shortly after she left, Roxy found out she was pregnant with my daughter Maddie. Maddie is now married to Tank from the Wild Kings MC and they have four kids of their own. She and I have a relationship, but I missed out on years of her life. I missed out on the years that could’ve changed her life so that she wouldn’t know an ounce of the pain she feels now.

I also met Shy. From the first second I saw her, I knew she was different. Shy wasn’t like the rest of the house bunnies and I forgot to guard my heart against her. She was the quietest girl that ever walked through our clubhouse door and spent more time cleaning than lying on her back with her legs spread.

I’d sit in my office and just watch her on the cameras moving through the clubhouse. She’d clean until the place shined, cook for everyone, and only raise her voice when one of the other bitches got in her face. When she was cleaning, she’d sing and shake her ass. She drove me crazy as hell and I tried to keep it to myself.

The first time I took her to bed was the end of the line for me. I let all my brothers know that she was off-limits. From that day forward, I was the only man she was with and I sure as fuck didn’t let another bunny touch me.

But I’m hurting her. I keep her at arm’s length so she can’t fuck me over like Roxy did— and, I don’t want to put a target on her back with any rivals. Instead of telling her all this shit, I keep it inside and let her think I don’t want her as anything more than a quick fuck.

In reality, she’s the only one that’s ever stayed in my room after I was done fucking her. It was a few days and she quit going back to the room she had where the rest of the house bunnies stayed. I moved her shit into my room and that was the end of it.

Now, I’ve pushed her away to the point I don’t know what to do. Maybe it’s for the best though. If she’s not in the clubhouse, I don’t have to worry about seeing her every single day.
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Chapter One
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Shy

I’VE BEEN BACK from my aunt’s house for a little bit now. So much shit has been going on with the club that I haven’t had time to worry about Slim and the games he’s playing with me. My time has been spent making sure that everything we’d need for lockdown is there and that extra rooms are made up for the girls who come in under the club’s protection.

I am the only other person that knew Wood, Jennifer, and Boy Scout were going to Vegas to get married. When she told me, I promised her I’d stay until she got back. Now that they’re here, I can finally move out and get away from the pain I feel, and from the house bunnies. They’ve begun to look at me with pity in their eyes. Well, when they’re not trying to rub it in my face that they have a chance with Slim now.

Today, I’ve had enough of the shit though. After three years of being exclusive with Slim, he’s finally pushed me away to the point I’m leaving the clubhouse. I’m not going back to my aunt’s house right now. Instead, I’m staying in Benton Falls.

I found a cute little house on the edge of town. No one from the club knows where it is because they don’t need to know. Once I’m out the doors with my shit, I lose everything.

Since I won’t be a house bunny anymore, I won’t have a job or protection when shit goes down with the club. I’ll be on my own for the first time in over three years. That’s how it has to be now though. Slim has broken my heart for the last time.

I walked into the kitchen and one of the house bunnies was all over him. He didn’t do a fucking thing to stop her. As I stood there in shock, Slim looked up at me and a smile covered his face. It’s the first time in a long time that I’ve seen him smile like that. So, I knew we were over, not that there had ever been anything between us other than fucking.

Alex and Zach helped me load my meager belongings into the car before I left. The only other people I saw were Jennifer and Kim. They knew what happened, but even they didn’t know where I was moving. I’m sure if Slim really wants to know, Fox will find me, but I don’t see that happening.

After taking one last look at what’s been my home the last three years, I finally get in my car and leave for the last time. My house is on the opposite side of town, so I head that way and don’t look back. Tears stream down my face as Waste My Time by Saint Asonia plays on the radio.

My mind drifts to everything I’ve given up to be with Slim. I want to have kids of my own someday. In fact, I want it all— the little house, the marriage, the love, and the knowledge that the man I’m with wants me for me. Not because I’m filling his time so he’s not alone.

For a while, I thought Slim was the man that I’d have that with. I’m twenty-five years old and a little younger than his daughter. That should’ve been the first clue that he was never going to take the next step with me. No, I had to go and fall in love with the man.

Shaking my head clear, I try to get excited about the new beginning of my life. I have to get to the house so I can meet the men from the furniture store. Living at the clubhouse allowed me to save any and all money I received from the club. Now, I could buy my little house and everything I need to make a home for myself.

I pull into the driveway just as the moving truck comes to a stop in front of me. Pulling around the side so they can unload and then get back out, I park in the grass and get out of the car so I can open the front door.

“Miss Carter?” one of the men asks as I walk back down the porch.

“That’s me. I’m sorry I’m late,” I say.

“You’re not late. We’re a little early,” he says, offering me a smile.

The two men get to work unloading the new bedroom set, living room furniture, and dining room table. I tell them where I want everything and go back out on the porch. This way, I’m out of the way and they can get their job done so I can relax.

Moving my furniture and packing up the few things I had at the clubhouse were the last things I had to do. Yesterday, I got all the groceries and other essentials I’d need and brought them here so no one would see them at the clubhouse. Even though some of the guys knew that I was moving out, I didn’t want to give them any indication that it would be as soon as today.

It takes the moving guys about an hour to unload everything and set it all up where I want it. When they come back outside, I sign the final paperwork, thank them, and make my way into my new home. The quiet immediately engulfs me as I look around.

As soon as I enter the door, I’m standing in my living room. Through a doorway on the left is my kitchen. It’s as big as my living room and I love it. The walls are painted a cream color and all the appliances I bought are stainless steel. There’s an island in the center of the kitchen with a few barstools on one side, leaving the side closest to the sink open. I don’t have a dining room in the house, but there’s a space at the backside of the kitchen where my table sits. I can sit here and look out over my backyard in the morning when I’m having my coffee.

On the right side of the living room is a staircase. I have two bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs. Even though there’s not a bathroom downstairs, I don’t mind. It’s not like anyone will be coming to visit me.

My room is painted dark grey and the sheets I have to put on my bed are red and black. I like my room to be a bit darker instead of light and cheerful. I’ve never been one that wants a house full of bright colors and a ton of shit all over the place. I like simple things and I don’t need a lot out of life.

As I finish unpacking the little bit of stuff I brought with me, my phone goes off. Jennifer is calling me and I can only guess she just found out I moved out of the clubhouse. They were all expecting it, but no one really thought I’d leave.

“Hello,” I say, sitting down on my bed.

“Where the hell are you?” she asks, not pulling any punches or beating around the bush.

“I left. You all knew it was coming. I had to, Jennifer,” I say.

“I know,” she says on a sigh. “Slim is flipping the fuck out right now.”

“There’s nothing I can do about that,” I say.

“Come to Phantom tonight. The girls will be there and I want to see you,” she says, putting her hand over the phone as someone else says something to her.

“We’ll see,” I tell her.

“Come around eight-thirty,” she says.

We talk for a few more minutes about random things. Once I hear Wood in the background, I know it’s time to get off the phone. So, I tell her I’ll think about going out tonight and hang up.

Wood is the one person I’d tell where I am. Out of all the guys there, I was the closest to him. But I don’t want anyone to know where I’m at. Otherwise, I would’ve said something before I walked out the door.
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Chapter Two
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Slim

I’M IN MY office going over never-ending paperwork when there’s a knock on my door. I yell out for them to come in and turn my attention back to the paperwork in front of me.

“Slim, she’s gone,” Alex says, not fully stepping through the doorway.

“What do you mean?” I ask, finally looking up at him.

“Shy, she’s gone. We just took her stuff out to her car,” he says.

“Where’d she go?” I ask, standing up and rounding my desk.

“I don’t know. She wouldn’t tell anyone where she was goin’,” he says, backing out of my way as I storm past him.

I walk down the hallway leading toward the house bunnies’ rooms. Flinging her door open, I see there isn’t a single trace of Shy left. Everything she had in the room to make it hers is gone. Walking into the room, I flip the mattress over and punch a hole in the wall before making my way out to the common room. Some motherfucker in here has to know where she went.

The common room is full when I walk in. All conversation immediately stops as I stand in the middle of the room and look at everyone. I’m trying to figure out who she would’ve told and come up empty-handed.

There’s no way Shy would’ve told the girls where she was going because she knows they’re the first ones I’d ask. She’s a smart woman, smarter than anyone else I’ve ever known in my life. Looking at my brothers, I notice Wood sitting at the end of the bar looking at his phone. That’s where my feet lead me.

“Where is she?” I ask, sitting down next to him.

“Who?” he asks, looking up at me and adjusting the hat that’s always on his head.

“Shy. Where the fuck did she go?” I ask, taking a shot of Jack Daniels and tossing it back.

“I don’t know. She hasn’t told me anythin’ since gettin’ back from her aunt’s house,” he says.

Slamming the shot glass down on the bar top, it smashes under my hand and the pain from broken glass slicing through my hand doesn’t even register. Next, I pick up the barstool I just vacated and slam it against the bar until all that’s left are splinters.

“I want her found,” I bellow out to the room as my brothers begin to race out the door to their bikes.

Shy has never done this shit before. Yeah, she left to go to her aunt’s house a few times over the last three years, but that’s it. She’s never actually left when she said she was going to. And I can’t call her aunt and find out if that’s where she went because she changed her number recently. No one here can find it. I’ve had Fox on it and even he can’t find anything.

I head back into my office and wait for the guys to come back with news of where she is. The only reason I’m not going out looking for her myself is that I’m the last person she’s going to want to see. I’ve hurt her beyond repair and pushed her away for the final time. She tried telling me and I didn’t listen to her.

By the time I’m sitting in my chair, anger has returned at the thought she could just disappear without telling anyone where she is. It’s not safe out there for anyone that’s been associated with the club. That’s the same reason I kept her at arm’s length and didn’t give her all of me when it’s the one thing I wanted to do. Fuck!

I scatter the paperwork in front of me and it goes all over the place. Right now, I couldn’t give two fucks about the mess I’m creating in my path. The only thing that matters is where Shy is and what she’s gonna do now. No matter what happens between us, she’s always going to be the most important person to me. She’s the only one that I’d ever put before the club and that scares the shit out of me.

[image: A close up of a logo
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After a few hours, no one has been able to find Shy. They all agree to go to Phantom tonight and hang out for a while. Knowing I don’t want to be in the clubhouse alone, I go with them.

As soon as we pull up, I can tell tonight is gonna be busy as fuck. That’s a good thing from an owner’s point of view. Wanting to drink and be alone means that I don’t want to be here. But my brothers are here and I’m going to stay for a drink before making my way back to the clubhouse. I’ll either do more paperwork, once I get the office cleaned up, or go to bed with a bottle.

When we walk in, the first person I see is Shy standing at the bar. She’s talking and laughing with Sam, Gwen, and Sally. I know that Kim will be upstairs in the VIP section and Jennifer will be wandering around here somewhere.

Tonight, she’s wearing one of the skimpiest dresses I have ever seen. It’s silver and shines as the lights from the dance floor bounce all around. Her long auburn hair is left down with curls flowing down her back, hiding the fact that there’s not a back on her dress. I can’t see her closely from here, but I bet she’s barely wearing any make-up, only showcasing her eyes. My cock instantly stands at attention and wants to go home.

The guys pull me up into the VIP section because they know if I’m left down here, I’m gonna go to Shy and demand answers— answers that I don’t have a right to ask for. I take a seat at the rail and look down at the girl that has haunted my dreams, fulfilled my fantasies, and makes me want to be a better man all at the same time.

Once we’re all seated and have a beer in hand, I look down and watch the small group of girls dancing in the center of the dance floor. Shy is swinging her hips and dancing provocatively as I watch. There’s a group of men standing off to the side, watching the girls. Killer, Stryker, and Sam are watching the men as intently as I am. If they make one move toward them, they’ll strike first and ask questions later.

It takes about ten minutes before a guy approaches the group of girls. He makes his rounds and each one turns him down flat— until he gets to Shy. A smile lights up her face as she begins to dance with him. It’s a smile that used to be reserved just for me. Now, she’s giving it away because I can’t get my head out of my ass when it comes to her.

Shy and the man dance for two songs before I lose my shit and make my way down to her. I stand close and watch as she grinds on him and dances like no one else is around her. I’ve seen her dance like that when she’s been up in the middle of the night cleaning the clubhouse and I hate the fact that she’s dancing like that now in front of everyone here.

My anger gets the best of me and I can’t stop myself from moving toward the pair. I stand in front of them while Shy has her eyes closed. She hasn’t opened them or stopped dancing. The douche canoe behind her has stopped moving and looks like he’s ready to piss his fucking pants. That’s funny as hell to me as I move around her and take his place, shoving him out of the way none too gently.

I move to the music even though I hate dancing. Shy in front of me is what I want, so if I have to move, I will. She continues to gyrate and grind her hips on me until the song is over. Without turning around or acknowledging me, she opens her mouth and what she says makes me freeze in my tracks.

“You can’t have it both fucking ways, Slim. Either you want me or you don’t. You’ve proven you don’t, so don’t act like we’re together and you need to piss on me to mark your territory now that I’m gone,” she says.

“Where the fuck did you go?” I ask, my anger coming back even stronger.

“Not your business anymore,” she says, finally turning around to face me.

“The fuck it’s not!”

“You know it’s not. I’m not in your bed, not in your clubhouse, or riding your cock anymore. You could’ve had it all and instead you chose to push me away. Why? Because you’re afraid I’m gonna let another bitch push me away? Or is it more? That you just want what you can’t have anymore?” she asks, turning on her heel and walking away before I can respond.

I stand in the middle of the dance floor and watch her head over to the bar. She says something to the girls before leaving the club. After she’s gone, I walk out the door of the club and make my way to the clubhouse.

I don’t want company. What I want are a bottle of Jack and my room. Shy has never talked to me like that before, but she’s fucking right. I’m so scared of losing her, one way or another, that I pushed her away. Now, I’m going to act like she’s still mine when she isn’t?

Fuck that. Shy will come back to me. She may have a place right now, but she’s gonna miss being at the clubhouse. When she comes back, I’m taking what’s mine— her.
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Chapter Three
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Shy

AFTER SEEING SLIM at Phantom the other night, I’ve stayed at my house. It hurt so much to see him and know I’ll never be in his arms again. We’ll run into one another from time to time, I know that, but I’m not ready to get up close and personal just yet. And for him to chase off some guy I’m dancing with? That’s messed up.

Jennifer and Kim have been trying to get me to meet them for lunch or dinner, but I’ve turned them down every time. They have been keeping me up to date on the guys at the club and what’s been going on with Hound and Ghost in jail. I’m thankful everything seems to be turning around for them all, but I’m not part of it anymore.

Mercy by Brett Young has been playing on repeat since seeing Slim at the club. No matter what that man does, he is sexy as fuck. All I have to do is close my eyes and I picture him perfectly in my mind. He’s reaching close to fifty and doesn’t even come close to looking his age.

Slim’s got dark hair and a beard he keeps trimmed close. His eyes are the color of dark steel and it feels like he can penetrate someone straight to their soul when he’s looking at them. Both arms are covered in tattoos along with one on his chest. His back is covered with the club colors. Slim is covered in muscle and he works to keep it that way. When I first slept with him, I was shocked to find out he’s got a Jacob’s ladder piercing too.

Today, I’m going to see Playboy. Allure is close to re-opening and I need a job. Slim won’t be there so I’m going to find out if Playboy will hire me. I don’t know if I stand a chance with the way I walked out of the clubhouse, but I’m going to try.

I park in the back of the building so no one passing will see my car parked here. I’m not ashamed to be here, I just don’t want Slim to know.

As I walk around to the front of the building, I see the row of bikes parked by the door. Slim’s isn’t among the sea of beautiful and powerful machines. It seems every other man from the club is here though.

Slim has a black-on-black bike. The Phantom Bastards colors are painted faintly on the gas tank in a way that you really have to look for it to notice. I’ve been on his bike more than once and I fell in love with riding. It’s so freeing and peaceful with nothing but the wind whipping past you and the roar of the engine surrounding you.

Walking in the door, I take a minute to look at the new strip club. The walls are painted dark purple with small lights attached strategically around the room. There are booths along the wall and tables filling the remaining area of the main floor. In the front by the stage is the biggest table I’ve ever seen outside of the clubhouse. That’s where all the guys are parked as a girl struts her stuff onstage.

Along the left wall is the bar. It’s completely black with dark purple behind it. There’s a large mirror that covers most of the length of the bar with the club’s logo etched into the glass. Bottles of alcohol already line the shelves.

At the end of the bar sits the hallway that leads back to the dressing room and Playboy’s office. I’m still looking around at everything when Playboy walks in from the hallway. He’s heading for the table everyone is sitting at, but at the last second, he notices me standing just inside the door and changes direction to come toward me.

“Shy, it’s good to see you,” he says, pulling me in for a hug.

“Hey, Playboy. This place looks great,” I say.

“What can I do for ya?” he asks, getting right down to business.

“I need a job. I was hoping you’d give me a chance to waitress or tend bar,” I say, holding my breath while I wait for his answer.

“I have no problem hirin’ you. Not sure that my dad is gonna like it,” he says, rubbing a hand down the back of his neck.

“I don’t care what he says. Yes, Allure is a club business, but you run it. Please, Playboy, I need this,” I plead with him.

“Okay, Shy. You can be a waitress and that’s it. No dancin’. We open Friday night, be here at four. I’ll make sure your uniform is here and you’re ready to go. The only thing you need to bring with you is a pair of black stilettos,” he says.

“Thank you,” I say, giving him a hug before waving to the guys who have been watching our interaction from afar.

“By the way, Shy, you know I’ll have your address now that you’re gonna be workin’ here. You have to fill out the paperwork. Be here a little early on Friday to fill it out,” he says, watching me leave the club.

Heading back to my car, a smile covers my face. Not only do I have a job, I’ll get to see the guys again. I miss them more than I thought I would. Every guy in that club is like a brother to me and I miss the interactions of a big, boisterous family.

Knowing I have a job now, I decide to head to the mall and splurge a little bit on myself. I barely buy anything I want, usually only shopping out of necessity. But I have a guilty pleasure in sexy underwear and nighties that I haven’t indulged in a while.

Walking into my favorite store, I take my time and look at everything before deciding on a few new bra and panty sets. It feels like someone is watching, but I don’t let it bother me. I continue with my shopping and end up spending more than I wanted to at my two favorite stores.

I walk out of the mall with five bags and almost start running to my car as the feeling of being watched intensifies. Maybe I'm paranoid right now. There hasn’t been anything going on with the club for a little bit, not since those men came in and killed a house bunny.

That thought makes me move even faster to get in my car, lock the doors, and make my way home. I take backroads and all sorts of turns to ensure I’m not being followed. No one needs to know where I live and I’ll be damned if someone going after the club targets me when I’m not with them anymore.

Once I’m back home, I run inside and make sure every window and door is locked. My paranoia level is higher than it’s ever been. I knew my life would be different leaving the clubhouse, but this is the first time that I’ve ever felt like someone was watching me like that. I’m used to being followed around by Prospects whenever Slim deemed it necessary but today felt different. It felt like something bad was about to happen.

My instincts are telling me to call one of the guys for help. It’s not an option, but it would be nice. I can’t call the girls because they’d know that something is off and pester me until I told them where I live now. My house would end up crawling with guys and I don’t want that either. So, I suck it up and try to take my mind off things.
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