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Based on the themes in this book, one of which I have personally been through in a few different relationships, this book has a two-part dedication. The first people that I would like to dedicate it to are the women, and men, that are unable to have children of their own for whatever reason. I can’t imagine what you feel hearing that news, and I won’t pretend to. However, I hope you all realize that there are other ways to make that dream a reality. For those of you that have taken the opportunity to give a child a home filled with love, you have my utmost respect and love. You are truly amazing men and women!!

The second part of this dedication goes out to anyone that has ever suffered any type of abuse. I have been there through emotional, physical, verbal, and mental abuse. Please know that there is help out there for you and there are ways to get away from the situation. If anyone ever needs an ear to listen, or to hear stories so you know you’re not alone, feel free to contact me through email or PM me on Facebook. I have no problem being there for anyone that has suffered through this.
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Chapter One
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Caydence

TODAY IS THE DAY of our high school graduation. I’ve been ready to be out of school for so long now that I can’t wait for the ceremony to be over. Saying that I’m just passing is an understatement. Honestly, I’m surprised I’m graduating with the rest of my class. The only thing that I’ve cared about for the last four years is spending time with my man, Connor.

He’s been waiting for this day to come too. Now he can begin prospecting for the Wild Kings MC. His dad was in the club and he’s going to follow in his footsteps. Something that he’s known he was going to do since he was a little boy. Hell, most every picture there is of Connor is one of him with members of the Wild Kings or sitting on his dad’s bike. No, I’m not with him for a patch or anything like that. I’m with him because of the way he treats me and for the way he makes me feel.

We’ve been together since our freshman year and we seem to get closer, and closer every year. If we could right now, I’d marry this man in a heartbeat. But, he doesn’t want to get married. Connor watched the hell his mom put his dad through and he refuses to go through that with anyone. So, he says that it’s easier to just be with someone and if things don’t work out one of them can just pack up and leave with no messy divorce or anything else. The only thing he will consider is having kids. Granted, that means that whoever he has kids with is tied to him for the next eighteen years, but they don’t have to be together. Too bad he doesn’t know what I just found out a week ago.

My senior year of high school and I find out that I can’t have children. I have to have more testing done, but at this point I will never be able to have them. For two days, I laid in bed and wouldn’t talk to anyone. Not even Connor. He had no clue what was wrong with me and he still doesn’t. I don’t know how to tell him. We’ve honestly talked on and off about having kids, we don’t use protection, and I’m not on birth control. It hasn’t happened in the last year and now I know why. The doctor told me that even if I manage to get pregnant, the chances of carrying the baby to term are almost non-existent.

“Caydence, are you almost ready to go?” Connor asks me.

“Yeah. I just need to finish my make-up and we can go.”

“Is your mom comin’?” he asks, stepping up right behind me.

“Nope. She’s choosing to work instead of being there. It is what it is, and I’d expect no less from her,” I tell him, leaning back and resting against his hard stomach.

I want to tell Connor what’s going on with the news I heard at the doctor. I’m just scared to tell him and then have him leave me because he wants to eventually have children. It’s a fear that I’m not going to be able to get over, but I don’t know how I’m going to keep it away from him. We don’t keep anything from one another. This is killing me inside and it’s killing me knowing that I’m not telling him the truth.

“Babe, I know that there’s somethin’ goin’ on with you. Why won’t you tell me?” Connor asks me, breaking me out of my thoughts.

“I want to tell you. I really do, but I don’t know what you’re going to say when I tell you.”

“Unless you’ve cheated on me, we’ll work through it,” he tells me.

“I don’t know if we can work through this one babe. It’s big and I’m not dealing with it well. So, I really don’t know how you’re going to deal with it,” I tell him, leaning forward and putting my head down.

“I can’t answer that if I don’t know what’s goin’ on Caydence.”

I ask him to go sit on my bed and give me a minute. While he’s doing this, I turn my mirror away so I don’t have to look at him while I’m telling him what’s going on. Taking a deep breath, I tell him what the doctor said to me. How my periods were so bad, and hurt me so much that my mom finally pulled her head out of her ass long enough to notice. I tell him how the doctor told me that more than likely I would never be able to have children and if I get pregnant, I’ll more than likely lose the baby.

When I’m done telling Connor what the doctor said, he doesn’t say anything for a few minutes. I start to get worried about what’s going to happen and I’m fully expecting him to get up and leave the house. Surprisingly, he comes over to me and wraps his arms around me. I cry into his chest while he holds me and just let the pain seep out. Well, as much of the pain as I can. Because there’s no way that I’m ever going to get over this.

I’ve always wanted to have a lot of kids. I grew up as an only child and I didn’t want to put my own child through that. So, I’ve always wanted at least three. I don’t care what they are, I just knew how many. Now, I’ll never get to have that. As long as Connor is with me, he’ll never get to be a father. I’m taking this away from both of us. Maybe I should be the one to leave him.

“Baby, we’ll get through this. It’s not as bad as you think. I don’t care if we have to adopt our children, if we choose to have them, we’ll find a way to make it happen.”

“I don’t want to adopt a baby. If I can’t have one the natural way, I don’t want one at all. There’s too much that could go wrong with adoptions and things like that. People change their minds all the time and I couldn’t survive that.”

“We’ll talk about it when this isn’t so fresh in your mind. What’s the next step to find out exactly what’s wrong?” he asks, making me face him.

“I have to go in next week for testing. Hopefully I’ll get results from that. I think the first one is going to be an ultrasound,” I tell him.

“I’ll be there. I’m not sure what’s goin’ on at the clubhouse, but I’ll talk to my dad and make sure that I can leave to be by your side,” he tells me.

“I don’t expect you to. You can find someone that can give you what you want and need babe. I’ll be fine.”

“You know how I feel about it. I’ve always said that if it happens, it happens. If it doesn’t happen, then we’ll have one another and the kids of members of the club.”

“It’s not the same thing and you know it,” I tell him, looking away and finishing getting ready. “I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

“That’s fine babe. But, we will talk about it again when we find out exactly what’s goin’ on and what your options are.”
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The ceremony is over and we’re all getting ready to go celebrate. Bailey, Connor, Dec, Levi, Mason, and Logan are all going out to a club. Well, after we get done with the party at the clubhouse. Our parents are going all out tonight throwing a celebration for us. Even though it’s a joint party, I wouldn’t have it any other way. It’s not like my mom is really a mom to me. The members of the Wild Kings MC are the only family that I have.

Unlike some kids I know, my mom isn’t a drug addict, she doesn’t change men like her underwear, she’s not an alcoholic, or anything like that. She just simply decided one day that she was tired of being tied down with a child. I can’t remember exactly how old I was when she made the decision for me that I was old enough to take care of myself. I just remember that she simply quit doing anything for me and with me. If I need a ride, I need to find my own. When I need money, I better find a way to get it. I’ve been doing my own laundry, cleaning the house, cooking, and finding odd jobs around town to make money for as long as I can remember. That’s how I met Connor and the rest of the Wild Kings members to begin with.

I think that’s another reason why I have depression. Now, I haven’t been to a counselor or doctor to diagnose me, that would mean my mom would have to do something for me, but I know the signs of it and I have a lot of them. The news that I’ll never have children is just making it worse right now. Connor and the rest of the people I hang out with know something is wrong with me, but I’m getting better at pretending everything is fine a little more every day. Well, other than with Connor. He can read right through the fake smiles, laughing and joking around with everyone, and all the other little things I do to pretend I’m normal.

Tonight, for example, I don’t even want to go out to the club with everyone. But that’s what everyone wants to do, so I’m going along for the ride. If it were up to me, I’d be home in bed with the covers pulled up over my head. I wouldn’t talk to anyone and I wouldn’t do anything other than cry. But, that’s not something I can do right now. I have to act like a normal and happy eighteen-year-old.

“Where are you planning on getting ready for tonight?” Bailey asks me.

“I don’t know. Probably at my house. Why?” I ask, looking away.

“Just wondering. Connor doesn’t seem to think that you want to go out.”

“I don’t. But, it was decided that that’s what we’re doing, so I’m going.”

“What’s going on with you Caydence?” she asks. “You’ve always been like a loner, the last week or so it’s been worse. You know you can talk to me, right?”

“I know I can. I just don’t want to talk about it,” I tell her, looking out the window of her car.

I rode to the ceremony with Connor, but the members of the club brought brand new bikes for the guys to ride back to the clubhouse. That’s what they got as graduation presents. The rest of us have to wait until we get to the clubhouse to get ours I guess. Personally, I don’t need anything. I never have, and I never will. Maybe it’s because I’m so used to depending on no one but me. Who knows? So, now I’m riding with Bailey to the party.

We pull up to the clubhouse after making the half hour drive and I see the parking lot packed to capacity. I honestly don’t know where we’re going to park until one of the prospects tells Bailey to follow him. He leads us around the side of the building where Kenzie’s car is already parked. She made the decision half-way through the year that she wasn’t going to attend graduation. None of us know why, we just know that she changed. Started distancing herself from all of us, and wouldn’t tell us anything about her life anymore. She’s Logan’s cousin so he’s taking it really hard.

Ma is the first person that comes running over to us. She wraps us both in big hugs and the tears are running down her face. The one thing she’s always told all of us is that she wanted us to graduate high school. Whatever we choose to do now is up to us. If we want to go to college, she’ll support us. If we want to simply find work, then she’ll support us in that decision too. I don’t know what I want to do yet. My future is up in the air and I don’t know what to do.

“I’m so proud of you guys!” she gushes.

“Thank you, Ma,” we both tell her.

Out of everyone involved in the club, Ma is the one that is the closest to us. She helps us with whatever we need help with. If we need a shoulder to cry on, an ear to listen to us, or anything else Ma is the first person to step up. She’s been more of a mother to me than my own mother has been. Her husband, Pops is the same way. I just can’t bring myself to talk to either one of them. Not about anything that’s going on with me.

“Caydence, you know we all know something is bothering you. One day, you’ll tell me what it is,” Ma tells me, leaning in close so no one else can hear her.

“I doubt I’ll tell you. I’m sorry, I know you want to help me out, but I just don’t talk about things to anyone. It’s hard for me to even talk to Connor about things.”

“I know that too. I see more than what you think I see honey.”

With that, Ma walks away. I know she’s heading back to put the finishing touches on the party. She just wanted to make sure that she was the first one to congratulate us as soon as we got here. Now, it’s just a matter of time before Pops finds us. He’s the one I want to hide from though. He truly sees things that you don’t want him to see. Pops will know without a doubt that something is wrong, and he won’t stop asking and prying until he finds out what’s going on with me.

As soon as we step foot in the door, everyone greets us and gives us hugs. It’s honestly like this every time we step foot in the clubhouse. The only difference is there’s a few people from other chapters here to help celebrate, including Brock. He’s not with a new chapter just yet, but he’s already said that he wants to go to a new one. According to him, there’s too many guys in this one, and he wants to be somewhere smaller. I’d love to pack up and leave to go somewhere smaller. But, I won’t leave Connor. His family is here and there’s no way he’s going to leave just so I can go to a new town and forget about everything here.

Pops makes sure that he’s the last one to pull us in for hugs. When he gets to me, he leads me out the back door. This is what I didn’t want to happen. Now, I’m going to have to answer a ton of questions about things that I don’t want to talk about. Or, he’s going to be able to guess what’s going on without me saying a word to him.

“I know that you’ve been fightin’ a battle none of us can help you with,” he starts. “I’m not blind to it. I need you to get the help that you need to though honey. Connor is goin’ to need you to be strong for the prospectin’ he’s about to start doin’.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You’re goin’ through a depression. Somethin’ has made it worse. I see you tryin’ to be normal and act like the rest of the kids, but it’s somethin’ that you’re not successful with. I still see the pain and torture behind your eyes. I’m beggin’ you to get the help you need before it’s too late.”

“I don’t want to talk to anyone about what’s going on though. I’ll just learn to cope and deal with everything on my own.”

“That’s not gonna be enough. You’re gonna have to talk this shit out honey. Especially whatever you got goin’ on now.”

“How do you know what I’m going through right now though?”

“I don’t know exactly what you’re goin’ through. I just know that it’s somethin’. It’s somethin’ big and you’re not goin’ to be able to cope with it on your own.”

“I’ll think about it then,” I tell him, trying to make him happy.

I’m not stupid though, and I know that he can see right through the lies I’m telling him right now. He is going to hound me until I get the help he thinks I need. So, I’m going to have to continue to make up excuses as to why I’m not talking to a counselor, and getting put on whatever drugs they want to force down my throat. I’ve heard the side-effects some of them have and I’m not willing to go through that shit. I’d rather stay depressed than do that.
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We’ve been at the clubhouse for hours and I’ve been drinking for the last hour and a half. Connor’s been watching me, so I know he knows I’m drinking more than just soda, but he won’t say anything. He’ll just figure that I want to forget what I told him earlier and I’m starting a little earlier than the rest of them. What he doesn’t know is that I’ve been drinking faster and more than what he realizes.

“Caydence, you ready to get dropped off at your house?” Kenzie asks me.

“Yeah. Who’s picking me up to go out?” I ask, just to make conversation.

“I think the guys are all picking us up. Why don’t you ask your man?”

“He’ll call if he’s the one that’s getting me,” I reply, not really wanting to go talk to him right now.

Kenzie just looks at me because she knows that I’m all about Connor and wanting to be with him. The way I’m acting right now makes it seem like I don’t want anything to do with him. Maybe that’s how I’m feeling right now, like pushing him away so he can find someone that he can have kids with and shit. She just doesn’t need to know that, no one does. I think that sounds about the best way to handle this situation though. At least in my drunk mind.

As soon as I’m done getting ready, I hear a bike pull up and I know that Connor is the one that’s picking me up. I probably should have thought drinking through a little more, but I don’t care right now. I’m ready to hit the club because it means that I can get home and climb under my covers sooner. That’s all I want. I want to be alone and hide from the rest of the world. I want to hide from Connor and his ability to see things that I don’t want anyone else to see. Ever.

“Babe, you ready?” he asks, walking into my room.

“Yep,” I slur out.

“You drunk already?” he asks, and I can hear the disappointment in his voice.

“Yep.”

“How am I gonna get you on the bike when you’re drunk?” he asks, sitting down on my bed.

“Don’t know.”

Connor looks at me and I know he’s trying to figure out what’s going on. There’s no way that he’s going to know what’s going through my mind right now. I don’t even know what’s honestly going through my mind, so there’s no way he’s going to know.

“Alright, let’s just go,” he says. “I’ll just take it slow and we’ll get there when we get there.”

There’s no point in arguing with him. He’s going to do what he wants to do when he wants to do it. I know that we’ll make it there and I’ll be okay. Connor will make sure of that. If there’s anything I know for sure regarding Connor, it’s that he’s going to do everything he possibly can to make sure that I’m safe and happy.
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We’ve been at the club for hours. The girls and I have been drinking, dancing, and having a good time. For the first time in a long time, I’m actually having fun without having to pretend I am. I’ve also been ignoring Connor like he has the plague or something.

Right now, I’m out on the dance floor alone. The rest of the girls went to get more to drink and cool down. I don’t want to go over there right now though. As I’m dancing, I feel a set of arms wrap around me and someone step up close behind me. It’s not Connor. I know that from his scent and the feelings I’m not getting. When Connor is anywhere near me, I get feelings I can’t explain, and I know without having to look or anything that he’s close by.

Kind of like now. Without opening my eyes, I know that Connor is standing in front of me. Opening my glazed over eyes, I see the pain and rage filling his eyes. He has no clue what’s going on with me and where my mind’s at right now. All he knows is that I’m allowing some other guy to touch me and dance with me. Connor doesn’t know that I’m trying to push him away so he can find someone that can give him what he wants and needs. Not someone that’s broken and can never fulfill certain parts of life.

“I suggest you back the fuck off man,” Connor says, wrapping a possessive hand around the back of my neck before pulling me close.

“I don’t hear her telling me that.”

“She’s not in the right frame of mind to tell you anythin’. I am though and I’m her man.”

“When she tells me, I’ll gladly back off,” the guy says, not understanding who he’s messing with.

“He’s right,” I begin. “He’s my man and you shouldn’t be touching what belongs to him.”

The guy that was trying to dance with me takes a good look at Connor and for the first time realizes that he’s wearing a prospect cut. Hell, it’s the first time that I’m seeing it. Before anything else can be said, the guy is backing away and putting his hands up in surrender. I guess he doesn’t want to mess with a future member of the Wild Kings.

“I don’t know what’s goin’ on with you baby, but I’m not lettin’ you push me away. We’ll work through this and figure out where we go from here. Together.” Connor tells me.

“I can’t give you what you’ll eventually want. It’s better to end it now, before I fall more in love with you,” I tell him, my voice breaking with unshed tears.

“You think I’m goin’ to let that shit happen? I’m in this for the long ride. This is not goin’ to break us and I’m not lettin’ you go because you can’t give me what you think I want and need. Let me be the judge of that.”

“We’ll see,” I tell him, not believing his words.
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Chapter Two
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Irish

Six months later

IT’S BEEN A HELL OF A RIDE LATELY. Between prospecting for the club and things going on with Caydence, I don’t know what to do most days. The club takes up most of my time and I have to still find time to spend with my girl. She needs me, and I don’t feel like I’m giving her the time and attention she deserves. However, I don’t know how to fix it.

“Irish?” Pops yells out.

“What’s up?”

“Need you to come here for a minute. We have somethin’ to talk about.”

This is never good when Pops calls you out. He sees more than you want him to and he doesn’t let any of us get away with anything. I know that he’s talked to Caydence about things in the past, but it’s been a while. I’m sure that he’s seen the struggle I have with spreading my time between everything I have going on in my life.

“Son, I know that things are rough right now. You need to look into what’s goin’ on with your girl though,” he starts out. “I hardly see her around here anymore and I know there’s somethin’ wrong with her. One of you needs to have the courage to talk about it with someone though.”

“I can’t. It’s not my story to tell. It’s hers,” I tell him, looking him in the eyes.

“I know you want to talk about it. I can see the pain in your eyes Irish. Tell me what you can, and we’ll go from there.”

I take a minute to think about what I want to do. On one hand, I don’t want to betray Caydence and push her even farther away. But, on the other, I need to get this out and try to figure out the best way to help her. She’s more important to me than this club or anything else. I’ll leave the club if I have to for her.

“Don’t do anythin’ rash son. I see the thoughts runnin’ through your mind. Leavin’ this club ain’t gonna help anyone.”

“I want her to get the help she needs, but I don’t want her to feel betrayed by me. She’s already pushin’ me away, Pops.”

“That’s why we need to get her the help. She’s pushin’ us all away, son.”

Taking a deep breath, I begin to tell Pops what’s going on. “She found out just before graduation that she can’t have kids. After further testin’, we know now that she has Polycystic Ovarian Disease. So even if she manages to get pregnant, she’ll more than likely lose the baby. Caydence is takin’ it hard and it’s sinkin’ her further into her depression than she already was.”

“Just because she can’t have kids by herself, there are plenty of other ways to have children. You can have a surrogate, adoption, fosterin’, she needs to think about that.”

“I’ve tried several times to tell her that and she won’t listen.”

“Then I think it’s time to make sure she listens to someone. We’ll give her an intervention if we have to,” Pops tells me.

“I don’t know that she’s goin’ to go for that,” I tell Pops honestly.

“We’ll figure it out.”

Pops gets up and walks away. That’s just how he is. He says what he has to say and then he’s gone. Right now, he’s probably going to find Ma so they can start planning some sort of an intervention for my girl. They’ll make sure that only certain people are involved so that Caydence will be as comfortable as possible, but know that she’s loved and cared about by all of us.

About the same time, I hear someone else calling my name. Must be time to do something else a prospect is needed for. I know that Grim, Cage, and Joker are already busy escorting Gage down to a new chapter. And Glock is probably already doing something else. I just hope that it’s not cleaning up more puke. The last time I had to do that, I about lost my lunch myself.

Walking into the clubhouse, I see Crazy Eyes waiting for me. I hate when he needs me to do something for him. The man is full blown crazy, and I don’t know how he’s still in the club with everything he does. You never know what you’re going to have to do when he’s the one calling for a prospect.

“What can I do for you?” I ask, coming to a stop in front of him.

“Need you to go on a beer run,” he says. “Gonna have a party tonight and we need more alcohol.”

I nod and go to get one of the cages. There’s no way I can take my bike for a beer run. Whenever I have to take a cage, I hate it. I’d rather be on my bike, feeling the freedom and wind. Riding around in a cage, you don’t get that. It’s why I’ve been trying to take Caydence on the bike as much as I can. She loves it and I know that she’d spend her days on the bike if she could. Hell, I’m surprised she hasn’t gone out and gotten her own yet.

Making my way into town, I see Caydence walking down the street towards the pharmacy. I know she hasn’t been feeling well, and I hope that she’s going to get herself some medicine to get her over whatever is going on. I want to stop and pick her up, but I can’t right now. When I’m doing something for the club, I have to be doing that and nothing more. Obviously, there’s circumstances that exist meaning I can stop. But, picking up my girl is not one of them.

When I get to the liquor store, I pull around back. Someone from the club already called in an order and all I have to do is pick it up. I don’t even touch a single box. One of the employees comes out and loads the cage, gives me the bill, and I pay before making my way back to the clubhouse. As soon as I get there, the club girls will be waiting for me to unload it so they can put it away.
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We’ve been at the party for a few hours now. Caydence is here but she’s been so quiet and sticking to herself. She hasn’t even been talking with the girls. Instead, she’s sitting in a corner with a glass of soda in front of her. I know it’s only soda because Ma will make sure it’s that, after the last few weeks and the way she’s been drinking. I want to go be with her, but the members have us all running around like chickens with our heads cut off. So far, I’ve been on three condom runs, been to get more alcohol since a few visitors showed up, I’ve cleaned puke up twice, and I’ve collected garbage from overflowing cans so much I can’t even begin to guess how many times.

Pops has been watching my girl and I know he sees that I want to go see her for a few minutes at least. Now, I see him talking to a few other members and I know we’re about to have this intervention. I nod my head to the rest of the girls, Grim, Cage, Joker, and Glock. We’re all going to be a part of this so that Caydence knows that she’s loved and we’re all here to support her.

“Caydence,” Ma calls out. “I need your help for a little bit.”

“Coming.”

I watch as she follows Ma down the hallway towards the game room. It’s set up more for the kids of the club and we’ve spent a lot of time in there. After a few minutes, Pops gathers the rest of us up and we all make our way there. As I enter the room, I see Ma and my girl moving a few of the chairs around. Must be this is the way Ma chose to keep her in here until we could get here.

Grim stands by the door so that Caydence can’t leave once she realizes what’s going on. The rest of us all sit down in the chairs and on the couches that are now moved closer together. Caydence looks at us all and I can see the moment she realizes what’s going on hit her. Her head lowers and she looks at the floor. Instead of trying to make her way out of the room or throw a fit, she takes a seat next to me. I grab her hand to let her know that I’m on her side.

“If we’re gonna do this, I don’t want the rest of the guys in here,” she tells us all. “I’m fine with Pops and Irish, but I’d be more comfortable if everyone else left. The girls are fine to stay too.”

One by one the guys get up, hug my girl, and make their way back out to do whatever needs to be done. Caydence takes a few minutes to gather herself before she starts talking. She holds my hand the entire time.

“With the way I’ve grown up with my mom, I’ve had depression for a very long time. Some days are better than others and some days I don’t want to get out of bed. Most of the time I paste a fake smile on my face and try to laugh and joke around just to be ‘normal’. In reality, I feel like I’m dying inside with no one to help me,” she takes a break and I pull her into my side for support and comfort. “I’ve had to spend so much of my time depending on no one but myself, that I didn’t know how to tell any of you what was going on. Hell, Irish doesn’t even know what’s been going through my mind.”

“I do know part of what’s been goin’ through your mind. You’re pushin’ me and everyone else away from you. You want to deal with this all yourself because you think you know what I want and need. I love you baby and I’m not goin’ anywhere.”

Caydence looks at me with tears in her eyes and I see the love that she’s buried deep trying to shine through. It’s been hiding for so long now, that it takes my breath away to see it. She gives me a watery smile and I know she’s about to get to the part that is killing her inside.

“The next part is not to leave this room. I don’t want anyone else to know. Irish is going to have to lean on you, Pops, and the girls in this room pretty soon,” she says, trying to pull away from me. “Just before graduation, I found out that I’ll never have children of my own. I have Polycystic Ovarian Disease. Even if I do get pregnant, I’ll more than likely never carry a baby to term, or even long enough to deliver alive and safely. I’ll end up having a miscarriage. I’m debating having something done to prevent me from even having to worry about that. This news has made my depression even worse, and I know that it’s making me push everyone else away. I don’t feel like a true female since I can’t do the one thing that I’m supposed to be able to do,” Caydence says as she takes another break. “Earlier today I found out that I am in fact pregnant. I know you saw me walking to the pharmacy Irish and I was going there to get a test. It came back positive and that’s why I’ve been sitting all alone all night.”

There’s nothing I can say right now. I can’t feel joy and excitement at hearing that I’m going to be a dad, the baby will not be born unless a miracle occurs. Instead, my heart is breaking for the loss that’s imminent. I can’t imagine what my girl is going through right now. She’s been tryin to deal with this all alone, and I know it’s taking every ounce of strength to be telling us all this.

“Baby, we’re going to be there for you no matter what you’re going through,” Ma tells her. “What we need to do right now is get you in to see someone so you can get help with the depression and we’ll figure out the rest once we get you feeling better. Unless you already have a plan in place.”

“I do have a plan. I’ve been dying to tell Irish about it, but I’m scared as hell to even be voicing the fact that I have depression.”

“What’s your plan then hun?” Bailey asks. “We need to know so that we can help you stay on track. Or anything else that you need help with.”

“I made an appointment yesterday to start seeing a counselor. They couldn’t get me in today, but I go in tomorrow right after lunch. Today I made the appointment to see an OBGYN. Even if there’s a slim chance that I’ll be able to keep this baby, I want to do everything possible to make it happen. Other than that, I’m going to have to start being more open with you all. I just don’t want anyone outside of this room to know what’s going on.”

“We’ll all be there for Irish. And you,” Pops tells us. “Irish isn’t the only one that’s goin’ to be goin’ through this shit. You are goin’ to be dealin’ with it as well. We will be here for you whenever you need to talk Caydence. I may not understand what you’re goin’ through as far as bein’ a woman, but I have ears to listen and shoulders to lean on.”

Caydence and I just look at the truly amazing people in this room with us. They all have their own lives, personal issues they’re going through, and things they deal with daily. Yet, they’re willing to be here for my girl and me whenever we need someone to lean on. I’m glad that these individuals are our family and I wouldn’t trade any of them for anything in the world.

After sitting here for a few more minutes, Ma and Pops leave the room. I’m sure that the girls want to talk and hang out for a bit without having me around, so I stand up. Pulling my girl up with me, I give her a hug and a kiss before I tell them all I’ll see them soon. I should’ve known Pops would be waiting out in the hall for me, but I figured him and Ma wanted a little bit of time alone.

“That was a lot to take in, son. How are you feelin’ about everythin’ you just heard?”

“Honestly, I don’t know. I can’t even be happy about the fact that I’m goin’ to be a dad. More than likely she’s not goin’ to carry the baby to term so I don’t know how to feel right now. She dropped a lot on us all and I need to sort it all out,” I tell him honestly.

“I’ve already talked to everyone and you’ve been given the rest of the night off. Take some time in your room and wait for your girl to join you. I think Ma already put some drinks in there for you. And there’s soda in the mini fridge for Caydence. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Thank you for everythin’,” I tell him, pulling him in for a hug.

Making my way into my room, I close the door behind me and settle in on my bed. Just as Pops said, there’s a bottle of Jack Daniels on my stand and I know there’s beer in the fridge with Caydence’s soda. My night is going to be one where I won’t remember a thing after the bombshell I heard tonight. But, I’m also going to have to try to be there for my girl too. She’s going to need me to be there more for her. Somehow, I’m going to have to figure out this time-sharing thing better than what I’ve been doing.
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Chapter Three

[image: image]




Caydence

Three years later

I’VE BEEN IN COUNSELLING for years now. There’s been a few times that I’ve quit going and stopped taking my medicine. These times did not turn out good. I started lying in bed all the time, not hanging out with my friends even when I got out of bed, I was back to pushing everyone away again, and I have lost myself in my own head. The only thing I thought about was the baby that we lost, and I’d spend days in our bed doing nothing but crying. I couldn’t eat, drink, or do much of anything.

Irish has been by my side through everything. Once he got patched in, it wasn’t long after that he made me his old lady. It was the happiest day of my life and the closest I’ll ever get to being his wife. I’ll take it. I honestly couldn’t ask for a better man to be sharing my life with. The only problem I have is the hell I’ve put him through. He’s taken it all on though and I think we’ve gotten stronger as the years have come and gone.

Today, I’m actually going to a job interview. It’s not much, just bartending a few days a week, but my counselor thinks I need to get out of the room more. Right now, I spend my days taking care of the room I share with Irish and helping out with anything that needs to be done around the clubhouse. It’s good to get out and do things. Especially when I’m having a bad day because it helps get my mind off things.

I know that Irish isn’t going to like where my interview is, but right now, he doesn’t have a choice in the matter. I’ve been depending on him for far too long, and it’s time that I make a change and start helping him support us. So, I’m going to interview at the strip club as a bartender. I won’t be stripping, and I know the guys will make sure I’m as protected as the rest of the girls working there. Hell, they’ll probably be worse with me because I am an old lady to one of the members of the club.

Glock is the one that manages the club, so I’m not sure if Irish has heard that I’m interviewing there yet or not. If he has, I won’t be surprised to walk in and see him standing there. If he hasn’t, I know it’s only a matter of time before he does find out. For now, I’m going to take my chances and hope I get the job so that I can help cover the bills. Irish makes more than enough money, but I don’t feel like I’m pulling my weight. I haven’t been for a long time and I need to do something here to feel worthy.

Pulling into the strip club’s parking lot, I see my man’s bike sitting there so I know that Glock told him. I’m not going to fight and argue with him. He’s either going to see my point, or he’s not. I will be working one way or another though, so he should just support me in this decision. It’s not like we haven’t talked about me working, we just never discussed the strip club before.

“Hey baby,” I hear as soon as I walk in the door. “Thought I’d sit through your interview.”

“No.”

“What do you mean ‘no’?” Irish asks me.

“I’m doing this on my own. We’ve talked about me working and I’m going to work. I know you probably don’t want me working here, but it is what it is.”

“I don’t have a problem with it as long as you’re not strippin’. No one will see what belongs to me and that’s that.”

“I love you babe,” I tell him, walking back towards the office.

“Love you too.”

Honestly, I should’ve known that he wasn’t going to fight me on this. Irish pretty much lets me do what I want to do, as long as I’m safe and don’t end up naked. I am surprised though, because of how I got when I was trying to push him away. No, I never cheated on him, but I allowed other guys to dance with me and get closer than they should have. Irish made them disappear from my vicinity and then we moved on. I’ve only done that once or twice and I know it hurt him. It hurt me to do it. I just couldn’t think of any other way to push him away.
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It’s been a few days since my interview at Wild Times, the clubs’ strip club. I got the job and it’s been amazing. Because I’m just starting out, I only work three nights a week and two of those nights are slow, so I can get used to bartending. I’ve also already been called in on a day off because one of the girls can’t seem to get her shit straight. Glock is a good guy to work for, he’s fair but harsh when he needs to be.

Irish is trying his hardest to stay away from the club on the nights that he knows I’m working. He doesn’t really hang out there, but there are times that members of the club are needed. One night a few of them came in because one of the girls was being harassed. They were hoping that their presence would make the guy back off, but it didn’t. If anything, it made him try even harder to get the girl to fuck him. I guess he wanted to prove something to the guys. The only thing he succeeded in was getting kicked out, an ass whoopin’, and told never to return to the club again.

There are a few guys that don’t belong to the club that act as bouncers on the busy nights I guess. I have yet to meet them, but Glock and Irish have told me to stay away from the one named Greg. He doesn’t care if a female is taken or single, if he decides they’re good enough for him to fuck he’ll do whatever it takes to make it happen. I guess that’s why I’ve been told that I need to wear my rag whenever I’m working. No one else would be allowed to wear anything but what Glock says we can, and I truly don’t want to be treated any different. But, I needed to do what my man and Glock say to protect them and myself.

“You gotta work tonight?” Irish asks me, sittin on the edge of the bed while I brush my hair.

“Yeah. I’m just finishing up. Why?”

“Tonight’s gonna be busy. I’ll be there.”

“Why are you gonna be there?” I ask confused.

“Grim wants all hands on deck tonight. There’s a party comin’ in on top of all the regular customers. Greg and the rest of the bouncers will be there too.”

“Damn!”

“Yeah. I won’t pay any special attention to you, I just wanted to make sure you knew I was gonna be there. I think the plan is to put Cage at one end of the bar and Tank at the other. Anythin’ happens, you get one of them immediately.”

“Okay babe. I’ll be fine.”

“Kind of like you were fine the other night when Poncho tried to grab your tits and smack your ass?”

“He was drunk and didn’t know what the fuck he was doing. He’s never done anything like that and the next night he apologized.”

“Don’t matter. He saw the rag and still touched what belongs to me. Not gonna happen again.”

“It won’t babe. Leave Poncho alone.”

Irish doesn’t say another word. He just gets up and heads out of the room. I’m honestly not trying to upset him this time. Or push him away. Poncho was having a bad day and got a little too drunk. If one of us girls got a little too close to him, he tried to play grab ass. Honestly, he’s about the only guy in there that I’m not afraid of. Poncho is an older man closer in age to Pops. He’s the sweetest guy that comes in and he always tips well. I don’t even think he comes in to watch the girls strip. I think it’s just a place he’s comfortable enough to drink a few drinks and unwind after a long day.

Putting the finishing touches on, I make my way into the kitchen and see my man leaning against the counter with his head hanging down. I walk up behind him and wrap my arms around his waist. I rest as much of my body against him as I possibly can and soak in his strength. Before he can move, I maneuver myself so I’m in front of him and lean up to kiss him. This is what I miss about the time we do get to spend with one another. We don’t get much of it these days between my job and club business.

“Take me to work on the bike?” I ask.

“Absolutely baby. I’m sorry, I just don’t like knowin’ someone else put their hands on you.”

“I know babe. Poncho was having a bad day and I know it won’t happen again by him.”

“I know. Glock already talked to him and he apologized to him several times. I just get taken back to when you were tryin’ to push me away I guess.”

“Baby, I’m done with that. I need you in my life. I need our entire family in my life. But, you’re the one that centers me and gives me what I need the most; unconditional love and support.”

“But, you need to let me in more than what you do baby. I can’t keep tryin’ to guess what’s goin’ on with you, with us. I know you’re still doin’ what you gotta do with your counselling and shit, but I don’t know how any of it goes. Or how you’re truly doin’. I know you want to protect me from what’s goin’ on, but that’s not what I need. I need to be let in and not have our lives kept separate.”

“I’m not trying to do that. How about you come to one of my appointments with me? That way you can see what I talk about and see for yourself how I’m doing.”

“You don’t have to go that far babe.”

“I want to. Because you won’t let me in either. I know you’re feeling shit and you won’t tell me what it is. We’ve never talked about losing the baby. Even though we already knew it was going to happen. I don’t know if we ever truly mourned our loss.”

“Okay. You let me know when you want me to go with you and I’ll let Grim know.”

We make our way out to the bike and I climb on behind Irish. It feels like it’s been forever since I’ve been on it and I can’t wait to feel the wind in my hair and on my face. One of these days, we need to take a long ride like we used to. Somewhere just the two of us go, where we spend the entire day together not really doing anything but riding. The only time we stop is for a meal, gas, and pee breaks.
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We’re finally done cleaning up from the party at the club and I’m more than ready to go home. I want to shower and wash the night away and climb into bed with Irish. Tonight wasn’t only busy, it was fucking insane. There were a bunch of fights over girls while they were stripping. Poor Hannah got taken off the stage after a beer bottle hit her upside the head. She got the rest of the night off while she rested in the office after getting cleaned up.

“You ready to head out?” I ask Irish.

“Not yet. We need to go over some stuff. Can you catch a ride with one of the prospects?”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess. I’ll see ya when I see ya.”

“Hey, I love you babe and I’ll be home as soon as I can.”

“It is what it is.”

Heading outside, I look for a prospect. There’s one standing by the building finishing a cigarette so I make my way over to him. I think this one is brand new considering I’ve never really seen him around the club. As I get closer, I get a sense that he’s not right. There’s something menacing about him and I think I should find a different way home. Walking would be better than riding with him. He’s the first person that I’ve gotten the creeps from just by walking closer to them.

I make it look like I’m looking for someone so he doesn’t think I was walking towards him and head around the back of the building. At the back corner of the building I see another prospect standing there. This one is not new, and I know him. His name is Blane and I walk just a little bit faster towards him.

“Blane, can you give me a lift home?” I call out as soon as I get a little closer.

“Yeah. Irish got to stay a while?” he asks, turning towards me.

“Yeah. He wanted me to find you and see if you could take me home.”

“Not a problem hun.”

We head to his truck and I’m glad to see he doesn’t have his bike. There’s no way I’d be riding on the back of it. He’s not my man and that would be one of the most disrespectful things I could do to Irish. His bike is the only one I get on, the only one I belong on.

“You goin’ home or the clubhouse?” Blane asks, starting the truck.

“Clubhouse.”

Instead of trying to make small talk, I use the time to think. Now it seems like Irish is pushing me away. If I let myself truly think about it, it’s almost as if he’s seeing someone else with the little amount of time we spend together. But, he’s been busy with club business, and I’m not sitting at home anymore. So maybe it’s just my mind playing tricks on me. I hope that’s it anyway.

Or maybe Irish is finally deciding whether or not he wants to truly be with me. Just because he’s not cheating on me, doesn’t mean that he’s not deciding to cut ties and leave me. To some men, not too many in the Wild Kings MC, making someone an old lady doesn’t necessarily mean it’s forever. It’s supposed to mean that the two people are tied to one another for life. It’s deeper than getting married because once you become an old lady it’s for life. I never thought Irish would be one of the men that don’t take it seriously, but I honestly don’t know anymore.
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It’s really early in the morning by the time that Irish gets to the clubhouse. I’m not sure what he had to do that would’ve kept him out all night like that, but it was hopefully something club related. I can tell that he’s trying to sneak in so he doesn’t wake me up and I’m debating whether or not to let him know. He should know that it’s hard for me to sleep when he’s not here though.

“Where have you been babe?” I ask him.

“Club business.”

“Oh. Well, I’ve missed you.”

“You too.”

Without saying another word, Irish heads into the bathroom to take a shower. This is just getting out of control now. There’s never been a point in time where he didn’t talk to me, or barely talk to me. It’s time I find out what the fuck is going on. So, I get up and walk into the bathroom.

“We need to talk,” I say.

“What’s goin’ on?”

“That’s what I’d like to know. You’re pulling away like I do sometimes. I just want to know what’s going on. What I did wrong.”

“I don’t know. I guess in a way I’m protectin’ myself for when you do it again. I don’t want to go through this again with you baby.”

“We’ve talked about this babe. I’m not gonna stop going to counselling again and I’m going to continue taking my medicine. I won’t be pulling away again.”

“I know we’ve talked about it. I’ve just been throwin’ myself into club business. We have a lot to do because the club is thinkin’ about movin’ to a new location. They don’t want to be here anymore,” he tells me.

“I heard there’s been talk about it. How soon are you guys thinking of making the move?”

“I don’t know. It could still be some time yet. We have a lot of plans to make and locations left to scout.”

“So, that means you’re going to be leaving more and more?”

“I don’t know who they’re gonna have go to the different places yet. I know there’s been talk about a town not far from where Gage went. One of them might be able to scout the location for us and give us the information we need.”

“Oh.”

“Well, are you gonna get in here with me or what?” Irish asks, making room in our shower for me to get in with him.

There’s no reason to answer. I quickly strip out of my cami and boy shorts. My hair is already up, and I leave it that way. Irish opens the door for me and I step in, directly under the warm spray of the water. Irish pulls me in close and leans down to kiss me. The kiss is deep and all consuming. I wind my arms up around his neck and dig the fingers of one hand into his hair. I love running my fingers through his hair whenever I get the chance to do it.

“Hop up baby,” Irish says.

I hop up and wrap my legs around his waist. Our shower is big but not big enough to really maneuver too many ways to have fun. When it comes to being with my man, I’ll take him how I can get it, when I can get it. It’s just that good all the time with him.

Irish reaches down between us and slides his fingers through my folds. He inserts two in me and pumps them in and out to make sure that I’m ready for him. He pushes my upper body until my back is resting against the wall in the shower. Irish supports my weight while he slams into me. This is going to be hard and fast, just how I like it. I move my body so that I meet Irish thrust for thrust. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pull him in for a kiss that’s as heated as what’s going on between our bodies.

“Harder Connor,” I moan out.

Irish does as I ask and slams into me harder and harder. I can feel his movements becoming erratic and I know that he’s getting close to finding his release. Taking one hand, I reach between us and start rubbing on my clit. He’s waiting until I find my release before he’ll let himself go. I’ll just speed up finding my release so he can let go. I love it when he lets himself go and doesn’t think about how hard he’s giving it to me. It’s the best for me when he reaches that point. Not that every other time with him is amazing.
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