
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: Text

Description automatically generated]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Copyright 

[image: ]




Valentine’s Eve, Royal Bastards MC: Nashville, TN © 2023 Morgan Jane Mitchell

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Cover design by Morgan Jane Mitchell 2022

www.morganjanemitchell.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Eve

[image: ]




“I never intended for any of this to happen. They say the road to hell is paved with good intentions. Well. I had nothing but good intentions, and I'm in hell right now, torn between an angel and a devil. And I hardly know which is which anymore. All I know is that I've been given a second chance, a chance to have everything I want, or at least everything I wanted. I have a chance to turn back the clock. All I have to do is take the advice I should’ve taken in the beginning of this whole mess. Well, you remember, I was here talking to you...”

It all started when I was late, really late, like I don't know how I missed that I was late last month, late. But my periods came like the wind. They were never regular. The fact had never mattered before in my life, in all my twenty-one years, not before I met Hallow and lost my virginity to the bastard. 

I was allowed to call him that because technically he was a bastard, a member of the Royal Bastards MC, a biker club in Nashville, Tennessee. I tried not to think about how my deflowering happened, under threat of the biker’s President. That fact hadn’t bothered me at the time because I’d wanted Hallow so desperately. Come to think of it, any dick for that matter. 

And I’d boned him habitually since.

Therefore, in all actuality I was on my second month of being late. 

I was over the fucking moon. 

Like I mentioned, Hallow and I had been at it like rabbits. We were already engaged, planning a wedding even though he had wanted to tie the knot right away. I wanted to wait. I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to have the wedding of my dreams. That took planning. I never planned on being pregnant during it. 

I asked my best friend, Donette, “What do you think? You think I should tell him?”

Donette didn’t answer since she was six feet under. Sitting by her gravestone in the lush greenness of Spring Hills Cemetery, a breeze tousled my hair, reminding me I survived what Donette did not. 

I went on, “I know you really shouldn't tell anybody until you’ve given it some time. I’d hate for it not to stick. Will I be jinxing myself?”

Staring at the sky, I could only imagine what Donette would say. I was sure she’d tell me to wait to tell Hallow I was pregnant. If I actually was. She’d tell me to take a goddamn test already. And to not get my hopes up. That was something I didn’t want to hear, Donette’s specialty, telling me the truth. And, she’d be correct, as always. I shouldn’t count my chickens before they hatch. 

Most importantly, my best friend would be happy for me because I was finally living life. I’d made her that promise as she was put in this very ground. I’d always live to the fullest for her sake.

Sadness overtook me. I cried for a moment over the life Donette didn't get to live. As I arranged the fresh flowers I’d brought for her grave, I let her know, “I’ve been doing it, singing at Royal Road. Not all the way, but I’m working on it. For you.” I’d promised her that too, that I would no longer be a chicken shit, as she would call me, when it came to singing for a crowd.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” I chirped as I got up and dusted off my pants. “Dylan’s in jail. Drugs, I’ve heard.” I snickered about her ex. “From whom? You won’t believe it, but his brother’s a prospect with the Royal Bastards MC named Bull. Dylan wanted to prospect, too, but next thing I heard he was in jail. You really dodged a bullet,” I added and instantly cried again because Donette had been shot. 

I smiled sideways too. Donette would get a kick out of me sticking my foot in my mouth. 

In tears, I hurried back to Fran’s orange, El Camino. With Gran gone to the nursing home back in Flippin, Arkansas, I should’ve thought of the car as mine already, but I didn’t. And I’d much rather be on the back of Hallow’s Harley. As it was, I had an appointment at Royal Road. 

The President of the Royal Bastards MC was bound and determined to help me earn my keep. In this world of bikers and outlaws and all manner of bad men, Kingpin was king. Though I had intimate knowledge that our Prez was the lesser of evils when it came to bad men in Nashville, like the men who killed my friend. Therefore, when Kingpin insisted I sing at Royal Road, that he could help me get over my stage fright, I felt obliged to agree. 

Furthermore, I was keeping my promise to Donette.

Since Hallow had healed from the gunshot wounds that saved my life, my man, my biker was busy earning his keep. A paycheck with the Royal Bastards MC meant he was often gone on a run for the club. His absence left me with nothing but time on my hands. Originally, I'd come to Nashville from Arkansas to be a singer. Hit it big. Singing at the Honky Tonks on Broadway felt out of the question now. Especially since Noah Fond, the man who was responsible for not only Donette’s death, but my old boss and others, basically ran Broadway. When the Royal Bastards bested him, he put a target on my back. Not to mention the Asphalt Gods thought I was a trader now. The only safe choice was for me to sing at Royal Road. 

Hallow had said so himself. 

All in all, it wasn’t a bad choice. The biker’s life centered around this club, after all, and I agreed to be his wife. Though most of the Ol’ Ladies steered clear of Royal Road, preferring the Eagles’ Nest, where all the families stayed, settled safely away from trouble. But I made the best of it. I even tolerated Kingpin and his training. 

Amazingly enough, his unorthodox methods were working. I sang more at Royal Road than I ever did at Bootsies. There was just something about the biker president that pissed me off to no end. I wasn't about to let him see me fail.

As usual, when I made it to the clubhouse, I avoided the first building that held the main attractions, the casino, stage, and bar. It was way too early for anyone to be there, anyhow. I strolled past the pile of ash that used to occupy Hallow’s time only a week ago. Construction on the arena would begin soon, I knew from overhearing Kingpin’s conversations. When it was up and running, Hallow could fight again, and I’d see more of him. That gave me some comfort as I missed him terribly.

Meeting Kingpin over at the Big House, the name of his grandiose private estate at Royal Road, I had a key to let myself in. Unlocking the door, I went straight for the staircase. Downstairs was set up like a hotel with an indoor pool, hot tub, and bar. To me it might as well have been a seedy bathhouse. I’d never partake in the biker’s parties, not in a month of Sundays. Not even if Hallow begged me.

I’d been to one of their orgies and that was enough. 

Speaking of orgies, waving, I smiled a greeting to Kingpin’s two women who were coming down the steps. Two yawning zombies, Memphis and Junebug trudged down the stairs, practically ignoring my presence as usual. It’s not just that the whores didn’t like me, my coming over was second hat. They were all too used to seeing me bright and early. Not to mention upset at having to be long gone at this hour as Kingpin demanded.

As to why I wasn’t their favorite, I glanced at the very reasonable engagement ring on my finger. I was practically Hallow’s Ol’ Lady. And Ol’ Ladies didn’t come to Royal Road, heaven forbid. Not as often as I did. They came for scheduled events, but they didn’t work there. They wouldn’t be caught dead performing as I did, alongside the strippers. The lot that married into this bunch of bikers had too much pride for that. The women at the Eagles’ Nest thought they were tough and righteous, but most of them were kept women in my eyes. Mostly kept away from Royal Road. Never planning to be a kept woman, I intended to contribute to my marriage. 

Junebug didn’t want things to change around Royal Road, ever, so my presence at the Big House jarred her. Memphis managed the sweetbutts, so didn’t know how to treat the likes of me, someone who wasn’t a whore for all the biker’s pleasure. A woman valued by a member, by the president. A woman at Royal Road who had to be respected. One she couldn’t rule around the clubhouse on a daily basis. 

The audacity of me.

On the second floor, the President of the Royal Bastards waited for me. The head biker had half of his residence set up as what he simply called his music room. But it was anything but simple. A baby grand piano graced the entrance which was set up much like a living room. Further inside, all the equipment one could ever want was artfully displayed. Like the club house, it was fancy, high scale. The best part, a little recording studio hid in the back, complete with a vocal booth which I preferred. Apparently, Kingpin had been into music before he spent years in prison for a crime he didn’t commit. He often explained, he only dabbled. It was his hobby. But the fact his twin brother used his name and story to become one of the most famous stars in Nashville wasn’t lost on me. 

The biker’s eyes met mine only briefly before he quickly took me in. “Eve, you're practically glowing this afternoon.” 

Glowing? Like I’m pregnant. Good thing Hallow was gone or he’d know. I’d not be able to wait. On the other hand, Kingpin could see right through me. And he was always full of compliments. 

I rolled my eyes. “Let's just get on with this.” 

“Feisty as ever I see, Angel.” He winked.

“Lordalmighty. Don’t call me that.”

“Ain’t it your name?” He knew better. He’d been calling me by my middle name since he’d found it out.

“I wish you’d put a shirt on.”

“What? Does all this distract you?” Kingpin gestured toward his tattoos and piercings with a sly grin. 

In nothing but tight leather pants the biker looked like evil incarnate with his jewelry sticking out of him like he were a voodoo doll. Kingpin had earrings, a nose ring, his eyebrow pierced, bars in his nipples and one in his tongue. I’d heard he had his nether region pierced too. 

Lordalmighty, I couldn’t imagine. 

Chunky silver rings, practically satanic looking, adorned his fingers that were tipped in black. Since he didn’t have on any damn shoes, I saw he had matching black toenails. They matched his long dark hair and beard, like he’d gone to some goth salon. 

It was as if Ozzy Osbourne and Marilyn Manson had a love child, and Alice Cooper had been his nanny, taught him eyeliner. But that wasn’t exactly fair. Kingpin’s eyes were lined better than mine ever were. You couldn’t exactly tell until you had to stare in his eyes. 

Whatever it was, I didn't like it. Not one bit. Where I was at least southern rock, if not all country, Kingpin was thrash, blood-sucking metal. The definition of a biker, like Judas Priest kind of biker, Prez was the original with leather and chains and spikes. 

Oh my. 

It wasn’t that I wholly disliked bikers. Oh heavens no. My father had been a notorious one, called Fighting Cock. Therefore, I spent my life defending the bunch, ridiculous names or not. And I was with Hallow, after all. But my biker wasn't that kind of biker. Sure, he had his cut, leather chaps and biker boots with his jeans. Nevertheless, Hallow was hot in a more wholesome way. Though tough, an ex-cop and ex-detective, he’d remind me, and all, there was a goodness to my biker that shined through his rough exterior. Hallow still craved justice, to do right. That was one thing I loved about him.

Just one look at Kingpin and you could tell he was bad to the bone.

Instead of putting his shirt on, he lit a cigarette. Scrunching my nose, I touched my middle thinking of my late period. I couldn’t complain or give myself away. Prez noticed everything. The man was quick. The last thing I needed was for this biker to have any more power over me. 

Luckily, Prez hadn’t noticed. In nothing but his leather pants, Kingpin was in deep concentration as he fiddled with the microphone. 

“Crap, where’s my manners? Get us a drink, will ya?” He spoke to the microphone, not me.

Blowing out air, I went to his drink cart and poured him some Dickel into his fancy glass. Not only did he have polished rings, but his glasses were also adorned in metal skulls. Sometimes I had a shot, to ease my nerves, too. I’d turned twenty-one in December so at least I legally could. I wouldn’t be drinking that day. Too bad there was no water or anything without a proof, for that matter. 

I handed Kingpin his drink while he was still setting up equipment. Taking it, his hand brushed mine. As if triggered by the touch, his eyes narrowed. He smiled sideways at me like he would eat me but not exactly in the bad way. 

Suddenly, I felt parched.
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I waited for it, but Kingpin didn’t make a pass at me. Thankfully, it seemed we were past him reminding me if Hallow gave me up, the club would take me as a whore, and he’d be the first in line. I’d never have it anyways and argued with him until I was blue in the face. Sometimes, I felt he only stopped pestering me because he hated to waste time.

“Enough with the pleasantries,” he declared. 

Honestly, most of the time anymore, Prez was strictly business, or I would’ve stopped coming.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

I nodded, but he wasn’t looking.  “Yeah,” I breathed.

Kingpin had some sort of theory that if I could sing in front of him, I could sing in front of a crowd. And for the most part, he’d been right. After all, he was the one I feared the most around this biker clubhouse and for good reason. Even more than Leviathan, the biker I was told would want to kill me all because of my father’s ties to a rival gang, the Asphalt Gods’ MC, Kingpin held all the cards. 

With his drink in hand, Prez went to his piano. He might play, or he might just rest his chin on his hand and stare me down as I performed. I was expected to look at him too, keep eye contact, and sing to him. I wouldn’t be allowed to look away as he undressed me with his eyes. Here all this time, I thought I needed to imagine the audience naked. 

Silly me.

“If you could just find one person to focus on instead of the size of the crowd,” he’d said, like he’d struck oil. 

It’d been exactly what had worked for me before at Bootsies, on the rare occasion I did get up and sing. Little did he know, the eyes I made contact with were the flat painted eyes of our mechanical bull. Come to find out, getting comfortable singing in front of a scary biker like Kingpin did make me more relaxed on stage. We’d been working for months like this. And it’d turned into more than just overcoming my nerves. 

Kingpin knew a thing or two about music, so our practice sessions were actually good for me. He taught me how to warm up properly, work on my breath control and emote and enunciate. Kingpin told me that he and his brother both took professional lessons as children. We practiced scales and he taught me tongue drills. I’d simply sang in the church choir where they’d taught me none of this. Maybe if I’d joined the choir in school, it’d be a different story. 

From the moment I stepped into the Big House, I felt I had so much to learn and someone who wanted to help me improve. Prez coached me when he wasn’t just saying shit to make me angry. He'd learned when I was mad, I didn’t care about the crowd. I'd never been able to rehearse like this before at home or at Gran’s, even back in the church choir in Flipping, Arkansas. Plus, I had a real studio to train in. 

I’d become mighty grateful for it all.

Kingpin let me pick the songs. Hell, he’d even hired a band for me. He didn’t mind me practicing my own songs, either. Said I could sing whatever I thought appropriate at Royal Road. That really narrowed my choices, though. Nevertheless, he was giving me that responsibility. The biker thought I could eventually sing somewhere other than the clubhouse, but he wasn’t talking about Broadway in Nashville. He filled my head with loftier dreams. 

Kingpin and I were finding my vocal range. He’d decide to make me sing something I didn’t think I could. Like something from an amazing vocalist, like Allison Krauss. I’d at least try it for him.  “Sleep On”, was a hard one for me. 

At one point I faltered, I broke his stare and looked to the ceiling. 

“That was flat.” Kingpin didn’t care one bit to tell me.

“I know,” I complained.

“I’m losing my boner.”

“You’re disgusting,” I spat. My hands shot to my hips. 

Kingpin smiled at my reaction. 

“I think I’m done for the day. I ain’t here to be your entertainment.”

“The crowd’s disgusting too. All those men’s eyes on you. Keep your shoulders back. You’re slumping.” As demeaning as it sounded, he was right. I had slumped over like a potato sack. 

Kingpin’s stare left my eyes to travel down my body. His look made me want to cover up.  But that was the point. I was supposed to ignore it and sing anyway. Kingpin reminded me I was selling a product. A beautiful noise, out of a beautiful body, he’d say. Again, gross, but he was right. But at least he was no longer coming over to pull my shoulders himself. We’d developed some boundaries. Putting my shoulders back, I pushed out my girls. I knew he noticed. 

I ignored him.  

And it worked. 

For two hours I forgot all about everything, about Hallow’s absence, about being late. I was 100% focused on music. And yes, Kingman, irked the hell out of me during it, critiquing every note I made at times. Pissed me off at every turn. Hell, at this rate, I’d never have stage fright again. The man nitpicked at everything. How could I possibly fail on stage when I had to overcome the likes of him?

Prez left the piano, a sure sign we were finished.

“How was that?” I asked him eagerly before I caught myself. I never usually sought his approval.

Crossing the room, he paced, “I think you're ready for a bigger crowd.”

My head went side to side as I continued to keep eye contact like before. I shook my head to break out of the hypnosis. 

“You really think so?” I glanced at my feet.

“I do. This weekend,” Kingpin suggested, his voice excited.

So far, I’d never performed on the weekend. “I don't know. I'm still a nervous wreck.”

“We'll practice on stage tomorrow in front of the small crowd.”

A small crowd, that much I’d been doing. Shuddering my head automatically, I said, “I’ll think about it.”

Kingpin’s voice boomed. “You won’t think about it. This is the next step. You’ll never be ready if you keep waiting.”

“I don’t know.”

“Ain’t that the goal? Ain’t that the point of all this? You being able to perform?”

I had half a mind to ask him to promote Hallow to an officer if he wanted me to perform so badly. Shrugging my shoulders, I couldn't muster the courage to bargain for my fiancé. I didn't know if Kingpin really wanted me on stage or if this was just a favor to us as well. Because I agreed to this shit, Kingpin already took care of all Hallow’s medical bills, tying him even more to the club. Prez knew, more than anybody, the measly amount of money Hallow made as a member and nothing else. 

He also knew that my fiancé was in hiding. He couldn't just go get a regular job like everyone else. When Hallow came to the Nashville chapter, he had high hopes of becoming an officer immediately, especially with his background in law enforcement, but he quickly found out how much Kingpin didn’t trust the police. Not just that, Prez didn’t trust them because his no-good father had been a cop.

Kingpin took the misgivings written on my face as nerves about singing. “It'll be okay. You're going to be a star. Hell, you'll be better than Dimple.” He spoke of our Elvis impersonator who was a member. 

“I’d hope so.” Nothing against Dimple, but he was the fat, drug laden Elvis if anything.

“Could be better than Bubba.”

“Is that why you're helping me, Kingpin? So, I can take down your brother, the great Beau Strick.”

Kingpin took a seat in the middle of his couch and put his feet up on the coffee table. He stretched both arms along the couch so I couldn’t take a seat. I wouldn’t sit beside him anyhow. 

“Wouldn’t it be grand if you did?”

“Really? I don’t think I’ll be up against him at the CMA’s anytime soon.” 

“No. But somebody has to keep the crowd coming around here with our fights paused. Besides, you need this. You're getting paid. You'll be able to afford that honeymoon that you want with that detective of yours.” 

Prez rarely used Hallow’s name. And he did pay me well for my performances even though they were few and far between. I knew he had high hopes that I’d bring in a much larger crowd, and that I’d be able to perform almost every night soon. I wanted that too. Hallow and I needed the money that a full-time job brought, even though my fiancé didn’t seem to think so. And with me being late, we were about to need even more money. I didn't know if this biker and high rolling crowd at Royal Road would want to come and see a pregnant lady belting out a tune. I’d have to act soon if I wanted to bargain and Prez to promote Hallow. Wringing my hands, I tried to work up the courage. My mouth opened and shut a few times.

Kingpin made a funny face. “If you’re worried about money, Eve, don’t worry. I can pay an advance.”

“No,” I said, quick. I didn’t need to owe him more than I did. 

“Beau... speaking of Bubba. He wants to shoot his video here.”

“You’re going to allow that?” Everyone knew how much Kingpin hated his brother. And even normal guests weren’t allowed to film inside the clubhouse.

“You could sing during the after party. It pays better than I do. Plus, they’ll be industry people around,” he offered. 

Instantly, I felt his kindness had to be a trick. “Maybe I’ll get discovered and can leave Royal Road for good,” I spat.

“Wouldn’t be the first time someone here hit it big and left. Just don’t forget us when you leave with my brother,” he joked. “We’ll clear the clubhouse out of course. Take down anything that would give away the location to the public. What do you think? With Bubba’s money we could rebuild the arena right away.”

“Why are you asking me?” I sounded almost as perplexed as I was. 

“It’d bring your man home. I need him as a fighter, not in Texas. You’ve got to be getting lonely.”

“Keep your nose out of our business,” I sneered, but as far as I knew Hallow was cleaning up some loose ends in Arkansas. 

“I’m just trying to make chicken salad out of chicken shit. I want you on stage, Eve. Not that I’d throw you out of my bed, but it’s quite crowded already.” 

“Three too much for you?” I knew besides Memphis and Junebug, he dated a redheaded woman. Them being blonde, brunette, and ginger, he nearly had a whole set.

“I ain’t as young as I used to be,” Kingpin said, cracking his arms. 

I closed my eyes, so I didn’t notice how nice his body was for his age. “When I met you, you were at an orgy.”

“Hosting. I didn’t partake. Only one of us got laid that night,” Kingpin said with a sneer. “At the Orgy,” he added to make sure I knew he had sex afterwards.

Thinking about how he demanded Hallow participate in the show, have sex with me to prove he wasn’t lying about our relationship, I stared daggers at him.

“You can’t deny you had every intention of losing your virginity that night,” he said as some sort of explanation. 

“I’m sort of over all of that.” After all, I was engaged to Hallow. 

“It was Hallow’s fault for lying to his President.”

“Is that an apology?” I rolled my eyes. 

“No. It’s a fact. Your detective disrespected me, his President. He has no loyalty.”

“Are you serious? Like y’all are a loyal bunch.”

“Even with Hallow’s lies, this club saved his ass and yours. I did.”

Hallow made the choice to save me from the Royal Bastards MC. Yes, he lied to Kingpin to do it, and afterwards, Kingpin saved Hallow and I from certain death. But it felt much more complicated than that.

Before anything else could be said about the matter, Kingpin’s third woman appeared in the door frame, frowning as she often did when she saw me. It was my turn to have daggers shot at me.

I was no threat to Ginger. 

“See you tomorrow, Eve. Mainstage at noon,” Kingpin said, shooing me out.

I left as fast as I could.
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Blasting the radio, I drove home to an empty house at the Eagles’ Nest, the place Kingpin rented out to Hallow and I. Stepping through the door, solitude greeted me. 

“Honey, I’m home,” I called out anyway. 

Plugging up my phone, I couldn’t even call Hallow. He was on that kind of job, he’d said. I’d have to wait for him to reach out to me. I thought about Kingpin saying he was in Texas but quickly dismissed it. Of course, I wouldn’t know where Hallow was if I couldn’t even contact him.

Reminding myself, I was all alone because Hallow was out winning our bread and butter, I made myself just that. White bread and Country Crock. I’ve been craving it. Maybe the weird hankerings had begun? But something else started. Suddenly, I couldn’t eat. An excruciatingly unbearable sickness lurched in my stomach. I was gonna shit my pants and puke at the same time. I spent hours on the toilet. Thinking I ate something bad, I went over every meal I’d consumed in the last couple of days. I cursed my love of fast food as I did. With all the junk I’d crammed in my mouth I didn’t know how I was still as thin as I was. 

Eventually, the pain subsided enough that I could fall asleep. 

I woke up in an empty bed. Rolling over, I breathed in Hallow’s pillow. Still smelled like him. I missed his warmth beside me. Without him, I was freezing even though I was wrapped up like a burrito. A floral comforter burrito. Sitting up, I noticed the red sauce. My panties were soaked with blood. 

I’d started my period. All my hopes of being pregnant went out the window. Last night’s sickness had been cramps, I thought until it happened again right away. A sharp pain shot through my pelvis. Thinking about the ER, I knew I didn’t want a large bill. Frankly, I didn’t have a doctor in Nashville. I didn’t know who to call. I’d not been to an OBGYN since living in Arkansas. Being young and healthy, I simply got my birth control online. 

With all my worries, I called Royal Road to tell Kingpin I wouldn’t be into practice.

Minni answered, “Who’s this?” It was abrupt, but I doubted at eight in the morning anyone was awake at Royal Road.

“It’s Eve. Can you give a message to Kingpin?”

“Too early for that. Kingpin wants everyone to use his direct line, anyhow.”  She gave me his number.

“Just tell him, I won’t be in. Okay?”

I was aggravated for a moment because I preferred not to communicate with Kingpin that way. If I called him, he’d have my number. 

“I’m heading home soon,” Minni explained.

“Leave a note.”

“Prez says no more notes.”

I started to ask her to text him for me, but decided this was the least of my problems. Reluctantly, I put her on speaker and entered his number into my contacts. 

“Is that all you need?” Minni asked. 

One of the sweetbutts, she’d have to know where to go for women’s problems. So, I asked her. “Preferably somewhere I can get in right away.”

“For an abortion?”

“No, for a test. A checkup,” I squeaked.

“Who’s this for?” 

“Me,” I answered honestly. “Just need my yearly checkup,” I lied, but sprinkled in the truth, “Ain’t had one since I moved from Arkansas.” 

“Need a checkup right away. Right?” she inquired, sounding all too curious.

Fuck. “Minni, I need this kept between us.” 

“You’re smashing the boss, ain’t you?”

“No,” I bellowed. I didn’t have time to dispel rumors at Royal Road. I shouldn’t have even asked her. “I’m engaged,” I reminded her. 

“Prez doesn’t do favors for nothing,” Minni said, matter of factly. “Pretty soon he’ll expect you to pay up.” 

“Seriously,” I whined. “You can’t tell anyone I asked.”

Before I could hang up on her, Minni gave me a recommendation, but I could tell by her voice she thought I was nothing but Kingpin’s whore. 

None of that mattered because the dull pain lingered. I called and the women’s clinic scheduled me in right away to see a nurse practitioner. Driving myself there was out of the question. I thought about getting my neighbor Connie to drive me, but a member’s wife, she’d tell him, and he’d tell Hallow. I didn’t want to worry my fiancé when I could just be having bad cramps. I opened the app on my phone and requested an Uber.

Sitting in a hospital gown, my ass sticking to the thin paper meant to keep the padded table clean, I found out I’d been right. I was pregnant. A couple months so, at least. My world spun. Elation took over. Then worry. Still having cramps, I was bleeding. Something wasn’t right. 

Then came the questions. How were my periods? Irregular to say the least. The door opened and my nurse was joined by a man, the actual doctor I found out as I took his clammy, harry hand. They had all kinds of questions about my sex life. I’d only recently had one, Hallow being my first and last. But there was no time for me to be too embarrassed. Everyone around me had a nervous energy as they hurried along with my exams. Doing an ultrasound, they confirmed the worst. There was no heartbeat. Plus, I was farther along than they’d thought. 

The tears were instant. Although the possibility had hung in the air, I hadn’t been prepared for the news. The nurse tried to comfort me. They said I’d have a procedure to remove all the tissue. They were fixin’ to scrape me out like a pumpkin. The good news was, they could do it today.

“Do you have anyone to call?” she asked. “To help you process the loss?”

Looking over at my purse that sat on my bundle of clothes, hiding my drawers. I knew my phone was inside. But I couldn’t call Hallow. Not being able to contact him really stuck in my craw. A simple hello was all I needed, but I could put him in real danger.

“Do you need me to get your purse?” the nurse asked.

I nodded. 

Saving face, I searched for my phone and found it. The nurse stepped out of the room. Staring at my phone, I didn’t have anyone to call. I’d never get a hold of anyone in my family and if I did what would I say? Anyone at the club, I didn’t want them to know my situation and tell Hallow.

Fuck, it was almost noon. 

Thumbing through my contacts, I halfheartedly clicked on a name. I shot a text to Kingpin. “I can’t come over and practice today.”

He answered right away, “Who’s this?”

“Lordalmighty. How many women do you see?”

“Eve? Eve Angel Newberry.”

Fuck. He had my number and was probably entering my full name.

“You’re not coming? What’s wrong? Did Ginger scare you off?”

“No. I’m sick. Really sick. There’s no way I can sing today.”

“That’s no good. What’s wrong?” 

At the words, I cried and thought about how I felt so alone. 

When I didn’t answer he answered, “I’ll send Connie over with some chicken soup.”

“Thx,” I texted back.

And that was that. 

The nurse returned asking if I had a ride home. Making sure my phone was on silent, I stuffed it back in my purse. 

“My fiancé is out of town. I’ll take an Uber home.”

The D&C just made it all real again. I’d been pregnant and lost the baby before I ever knew it. After it was complete, I didn’t take in all the instructions, everything they said. They had all my labs back. My doctor told me in no uncertain terms, I wasn’t to try to get pregnant again. Not right away. Something was wrong with my blood work, with my thyroid. 

Getting pregnant would cause a slew of complications for me. He droned on about how they could take care of it. Something about radiation. But I shouldn’t get pregnant during that treatment either. He also said my blood pressure and my sugar were way too high. He said by the looks of me, that was triggered by the pregnancy. Whatever that meant. And in the end, they made an appointment for me to see an endocrinologist six months down the road to figure me out.

Trying to wrap my head around it, I left the doctor's office in a daze. In the car, I checked my phone to see if I had anything from Hallow. Nothing. He was still on a run. Confused, I read over the paperwork. I had a referral to a specialist that simply stated, “Infertility.” I stared at the word until my eyes crossed.

Back at the house, Connie waited on my doorstep. She’d brought soup.

Before I got out of the sedan, I stuffed the paperwork in my purse so she wouldn’t see it. Connie caught my elbow and helped me to the front door. “Girl, you look like roadkill. What on earth is wrong? Where have you been?”

“Just got back from the doctor. I have the flu.” Sniffing for good measure, I took the bowl she offered. “You don’t want to come in.”

Connie stepped back, mumbling something about not wanting her grandbabies to get sick. 

“I’ll call you,” she said as I locked myself inside. 

I didn't leave our house at the Eagles’ Nest all week. I texted Kingpin that I had the flu, and I wouldn’t be around. Never mind it was nearly April. Regardless, everyone seemed to buy it. The next time, Kingpin sent Alli to check on me. I guess Connie didn’t want my germs. Alli, on the other hand, didn’t care. I couldn’t get rid of her. 

I never told her the truth, but I cried so much she figured it out. 

“I won’t tell anyone,” she promised. “Hallow will be back soon and you can try again.”

As luck would have it, Hallow returned the next week. Since I had no flu symptoms, I simply explained I was on my period, a bad one. That I felt like shit. After all, I wasn't supposed to have sex for two weeks. And that was just the beginning of me refusing Hallow. 

Going forward, I kept what happened from him because I was scared of the worst part of it. The doctor acted like I shouldn't get pregnant again. And talking like once I had treatment for whatever was wrong with me, I couldn't get pregnant during that time either. I was to be seen for infertility. What if I could never have children? All Hallow talked about was wanting to have a baby with me. Here we were on track to get married and have our happily ever after. If I wasn’t able to give Hallow a family, I worried he wouldn’t feel the same about me. 

I kept the secret allowing it to eat me away inside. 

“Hallow, would you ever keep anything from me?” I asked him one night.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Something you feel is personal but also, I should know about.”

“You found out about the pig hunt, didn’t you?”

Pig hunt? “What are you talking about?”

Hallow had been caught. He explained he hadn’t been on a run for the club when I was suffering a miscarriage. He was in Texas hunting wild hogs with Thorn and other members.

“I planned it before we got together,” he said as if that explained why he hadn’t told me about it. Why he hid it. “You know I bought that Winchester.”

“Yes, I know you bought a two-thousand-dollar gun while I’m worried about paying bills.”

“It wasn’t nearly that much. And you don’t need to worry,” Hallow tried. “You don’t need to be singing at the clubhouse, either.”

“I thought you were in Arkansas, and I couldn’t contact you. That I would get you killed or something. And what do you expect me to do while you’re hunting pigs?”

“We did have shit to do on the way, in Arkansas. I never said I was going solely on a run. I simply told you I was running with Thorn and Creek. I figured you realized.”

“Next thing I know you’ll tell me you were with other women in Texas. Like I was supposed to figure that too.”

The biker’s face dropped for a moment.

Fuck. “Spill it.”

“Okay, Eve. It was no big deal. I wasn’t with anyone. I didn’t touch a woman, but we went to a massage parlor, and I had a happy ending. But only a hand job, I swear.”

With that, Hallow and I had our first real fight that seemed to drag on for weeks. But our lives went on. We made up slowly. Hallow ran with his club, while I performed at Royal Road, for Kingpin. And yes, I planned a wedding. All the while, even though he had hurt me, I felt guilty. Like I was tricking Hallow into a life with me. Defective me. But I was also so angry at him that he hadn’t been there for me. That while I was alone, suffering, he was having a happy ending. Getting jerked off by a stranger. There was no way  I could open up to him and tell him the truth.

Then all of a sudden, Kingpin met someone. We stopped practicing for a long while. I seemed to be flying solo, able to perform without him. Something I always wanted. Hallow and I saw each other when we could. Eventually, I was able to have sex with him, but it wasn’t as regular as he wanted it. I chalked it up to wedding nerves. With such a big secret, and resentment, I found it hard to be intimate with my fiancé. I knew I needed to tell him the truth. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it and fight again.  

I lied by omission. 

That's why I couldn't live with it. That's why I got cold feet about our wedding. 

That's why I called my brother Hob the day before the wedding. 

“I can’t go through with it,” I said to my younger brother. We hadn’t talked often but the bond was there. I felt I could confide in him. “I wish I wasn’t in this mess. I feel like I can’t back out even if I wanted to.”

“Come back to Arkansas. I’ll protect you,” he promised. 

I had no idea that he was running with the Asphalt Gods MC. Last thing I knew, Hob was in college. 

Then I heard the news that night.

Keeping traditions, Hallow and I weren’t to see one another the night before the wedding. He was busy having a bachelor party outside of Royal Road that I didn’t want to think about. I didn’t even know where he was or what he was doing. Or who? I cursed those sorts of thoughts. 

The ol’ ladies at the Eagles’ Nest put together a party for me, complete with strippers who I definitely did not want to touch. Though nice to look at, I’d not known where these handsome, muscly men had been. I was just happy not to be on Broadway in Nashville with a million other brides to be. The other ladies had a blast as they gave me a biker version of a bachelorette party. It was raunchy as hell with dick shaped everything and really cheered me up. 

I began rethinking running as the party progressed. The more I drank, the more confused I became. Especially when the women initiated me into their ol’ ladies’ club. When they first mentioned it, I thought they were going to beat me in. But no, I got to take a swing at all of them, one by one. If I landed a punch, I would be higher than that ol’ lady I hit. If I hit one of them, she could try to hit me back. 

Needless to say, I missed all my punches. I didn’t want to mess up my face for my wedding. Which I felt was the point. Afterall, any of them could kick my ass. I was the low woman on the totem pole, and I knew it. Even so, I had a good time and felt more than included in the group. When the party ended, I rode back to Royal Road on the back of Connie’s motorcycle. Off to spend the night in a separate room from Hallow. 

That’s when Opry let me know since he ran the business side of Royal Road. 

I was staying over the clubhouse. He knocked on my door. “Slight change of plans tomorrow. Don’t come out until the music starts a second time.”

“Why on earth?” I asked, although I meant to run off. 

“Since we already have the clubhouse set up, and everyone’s going to be here, Kingpin’s fixin to use the space. Before your wedding. Don’t worry, after that, it’s all about you and Hallow.”

Thinking Opry was talking about some sort of club meeting, I asked about the music, genuinely curious. “What? Is Prez fixing to walk down the aisle?”

With a befuddled expression, Opry tilted his cowboy hat. “No, but I reckon, Sky’s going to.” 

Lordalmighty.

“Kingpin’s marrying a girl he’s been with a little over a month, and it’s got to be on my wedding day? The day I’ve been planning nearly eight months?” 

Livid wasn’t the word. I got so angry that I called Hob, called the whole thing off. I wouldn’t run. But my brother wouldn’t have it? He said he was coming to get me, and nothing could stop him. I didn’t think him showing up would amount to a hill of beans. We’d have to hide the fact he was my brother from Leviathan but otherwise, I had every intention of walking down the aisle the next day.

Getting ready for our wedding, I knew I loved Hallow to pieces. I’d marry him first and then tell him about my infertility issues before the honeymoon. I reckoned that was as good a solution as any. But just as I was about to go on, Hob came roaring in with ten motorcycles, with the Asphalt Gods MC. 

At the sight of him, wearing a cut from our enemy club, I had no choice but to leave Hallow at the altar. All to save my brother. 

However, my biggest mistake was asking Kingpin to help me win Hallow back. 

Chapter 4
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Kingpin shined a light on me in the dark dank, abandoned factory where I waited on him. 

I had called Paisley to come pick me up. We formulated a plan to get Kingpin out to me, by giving him a note I’d written signed by Noah Fond, one of his biggest enemies. We wrote, Mr. Fond would kill his wife and child. That he should come alone. The whore added that last bit about his baby. I hadn’t known, but she’d heard Sky was pregnant. That explained Kingpin’s shotgun wedding.

“What the hell is this about? You really ran off?”

I’d been crying my eyes out, and he was blinding me. “I reckon.” 

Kingpin’s jaw dropped. The biker handed me his bandana. 

Hell, having spent the better part of the day on the back of a motorcycle and with all my tears, I must’ve looked a fright. I cleaned up as much as I could. 

“Nice fucking note. Threatening my wife.” Kingpin was fit to be tied. 

“Lordalmighty. Would you’ve come for just little ol’ me?” 

“What’s going on, here? We followed a slew of bikers out of Royal Road.” Kingpin was angry but still surprised. 

“Now don’t fly off the handle. I wasn’t kidnapped. I need you to break it to Hallow, softly. I still love him. I’ve really screwed up.”

“What’s going on? Talk to me.” Kingpin shifted into the steadfast methods we used while I got over my stage fright. “Look at me,” he demanded in his incredibly overbearing way.

Bracing myself, I did just that. I stared down this evil powerful man. I started to explain. Then I stopped. Hush my mouth, I couldn’t tell my secret. It was just too personal for the likes of him.

Kingpin banged on the table scaring the Dickens out of me.

Jumping, I puffed air. 

Prez leapt to his feet. He was going to leave.

“Wait, Kingpin. I need you. I’ll explain,” I howled.

The man looked like he’d kill me at any moment. I was keeping him from his honeymoon.

“You’re the only one who can help me,” I pleaded. 
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