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        Rebel Guardians MC

        Braxton *Axe* - President

        Twisted - VP

        Davidson *Bandit* - IT

        Elijah *Law* - Club Attorney

        Turk *Chief* - SAA

        Jayden *Hatch* - Enforcer

        Kade *Capone* - Road Captain

        Harley *Smokey* - Secretary

        Duke - Patch

        Chef - Patch

        Chet - Patch

        Boothe - Patch

        Jaxson - Patch

        Maxum - Patch

        Women

        Caraleigh *Cara*

        Nan

        Donna Jo *DJ*

        Paisley

        Trinity

        Hannah

        Cassarah

        Bridget

        Lulu

        Kids

        Luca

        Lily

        Ralynn

        Tig

        Maysen

        Claree

        Shelby

        Talon

        Jasper

        Emma

        JJ

        Forrest

        Foster

        Faith

        Layne

        Landon

        Evie

        Axton

        Cherish

        Cora

        Kaylee
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        BLURB

      

      

      

      Hannah Nelson has been running for a long, long time. Getting out of the dysfunctional household she was raised in, she knows if she doesn’t get out of the small-town she was living in, she’ll always be branded with the same brush her parents and siblings are...white trash, no-account, good-for-nothing pieces of filth. But Hannah has dreams of being an artist. Whatever she touches, she makes beautiful. Determined to make a new life for herself, she takes her kitten, Duckie, packs up her four-door SUV and leaves. When she arrives in Corinth, low on money and out of options, she takes to parking in the back lot of the RGMC Truck Stop. It’s close to the interstate and she has hopes of getting a job, maybe in town somewhere.

      

      Harley “Smokey” Richards and Davidson “Bandit” Richards are twin brothers who are bound by blood, and their oath, to the Rebel Guardians MC. Smokey is a Texas Ranger for the state’s national park in the next town while Bandit handles the IT work for the RGMC as well as on a contract basis for several local firms. They grew up with two dads and one mom so that lifestyle has always appealed to them, but they’ve never found the right woman to claim as theirs.

      

      When Hannah winds up in Corinth, she draws the attention of the two men in an unexpected way. Can they break through her fear of the past? Will she allow herself to love both of them?

      

      
        
        **This is an M/F/M and may be unsuitable for readers under 18**
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        Hannah

      

      

      If I never hear ‘you’re nothing but white trash’ again, I’ll be happy. Then again, if I had a dollar for every time I have heard that, I wouldn’t be in my current predicament. Looking at my kitten, Duckie, who I couldn’t leave behind, I scratch him behind the ears until he purrs. “Sorry, boy, that I don’t have the good stuff to give you,” I murmur. I’m down to my last three hundred dollars. Not enough to rent a place, but dammit, living out of my SUV is getting old. Then again, I’m free. Finding this truck stop with the back parking area where truckers can park when they need to take a break has been a godsend to me. I drive around during the day, looking for work, but I know I’m a bit worse for the wear. I know the truck stop has showers and I need to see if the man will let me wash some clothes. I hate leaving Duckie in the car, but thankfully, it’s still cool enough that with the windows cracked, he’s been okay. Putting my ball cap on, I lock the car up and stroll inside. This place is freaking awesome. On one side, they’ve got a diner and the smells coming from there have my stomach growling. On the other is a modified convenience store with the usual snacks and drinks, as well as basic amenities. I pick up a small bottle of shampoo and conditioner, as well as a bar of soap, some deodorant and a toothbrush and toothpaste. At the counter, I glance at the man and freeze. I’ve never been one to be affected by a man’s presence, but this man makes me want things I never dared dream. “Hi, um, I was wondering if I could use the laundry upstairs and also take a shower?”

      “You a trucker?” he asks, ringing up my purchases.

      “Um, no, just passing through, but I need a shower and some clean clothes.” He looks me over and I want to cringe. I know I look a hot mess, my hair is so greasy I put the ball cap on to try and hide how awful it looks and my clothes have definitely seen better days.

      “Normally, it’s for truckers only, but since you’re passing through, go on ahead.”

      He hands me a key for the upstairs then says, “That’ll be ten-fifty.” I hand him a twenty and he gives me change. “Let me know if you need anything else,” he says.

      “A job,” I murmur, already turning away.

      “Come back down when you’re finished and we’ll talk. I need a few employees, we just took over about a month ago.”

      “I will, thank you.”

      
        
        Smokey

      

      

      I know she’s been sleeping in the back lot. I’ve seen her car parked there every night when I make my rounds before leaving. In fact, she doesn’t know it, but I’ve had prospects watching over her to keep her safe. I don’t trust anyone with a single female sleeping in her car. I don’t know her story but after speaking with her, I want to know more. Picking up my phone, I shoot a text to Bandit telling him I think I may have found her. Our one. She draws me in like no other ever has, I know it sounds weird that I can look upon her and know that she’s what I want, but I trust my gut instincts, they’ve never steered me wrong before. I don’t get a return text from my brother, my twin, but I know that I’ll be seeing him soon with the message that I did send. I go back to stocking the cigarettes behind the counter and try to forget about the woman who is already haunting my every thought. I’m in such a dazed fog only thinking about her that I don’t pay close enough attention to the other truckers who come in and pay for a shower, I shouldn’t have let anyone back there while she is in the showers, alone. I’ll never forgive myself for not thinking things through thoroughly.

      
        
        Bandit

      

      

      I look at my phone and smile at the text that Smokey sent me. Now, curiosity is getting the better of me and I decide to head on over to the truck stop to check this woman out who’s managed to catch my brother’s attention. I don’t respond to his message, because he knows me well enough to know that I’m on my way. I walk out to my bike and fire her up, my bike is my pride and joy, and I enjoy every second I have her between my legs. The rumble of her engine always makes the day’s worries disappear and I look forward to the wind in my hair and the freedom of the open road. Whenever I need a minute to think, I ride, whenever I need to leave the stress and worries of the world behind, I ride. Whoever Smokey and I end up with, will either have to enjoy the ride, or she’ll have to leave me be when the open road calls to me. I’d prefer to have her behind me, her arms wrapped around me, but I’ll settle for someone who just understands and supports my needs.

      It only takes me fifteen minutes to get to the truck stop, and I kill the engine. Now that’s a sound I hate, because it means that the siren’s call of the open road is done, and I have to get back to reality and responsibility. Smokey and I grew up in this life, but our fathers’ MC was more of a one percent club than the RGMC. The death and destruction was more than either one of us could take, so we chose not to prospect for the club we were raised in. Instead, we hit the pavement and went about our lives, we settled in a small town and did the college thing, which was frowned upon by my parents, who were and still are all about the MC lifestyle. Their beliefs are that as long as you can fight, party and fuck, education isn’t needed. Something my brother and I disagreed with, and we took it upon ourselves to make our own path in life.

      I’m proud of everything we were able to accomplish, then we crossed paths one fateful night with Axe and Hatchet and our lives forever changed.

      Hatchet became one of my closest friends in a short period of time, and with him finding DJ, I find myself longing for that type of relationship. I envy my brother to a point, but I’m so happy for him at the same time. He has a houseful of kids, a beautiful home and a woman who would lay down her life for him. And lately, the easy pussy and lifestyle Smokey and I have been living is lacking something...something I’m determined to find. Dare I say it, a relationship, something steady that has the capacity of finding permanency?
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        Hannah

      

      

      I get my clothes in the wash and wrap a towel around me, the only item of clothing I seem to have clean. I know it’s a risk, but I need as many clean clothes as I can if I am able to get one of the positions the man behind the counter says he’s looking for. There’s no one else here besides myself, so it’s a move I’m willing to make, and pray that no one else comes for a shower or to wash clothes while they’re here. I take my hygiene products and make my way into the single shower, I lock the door, thankful for that being there, and begin to clean my body and hair. I even found a razor tucked away in my dirty clothes bag and decide to shave my legs and under my arms while I’m able to. I would’ve never thought that I’d be living this way, as a matter of fact if you’d asked me this time last year, I would’ve laughed in your face. I thought I had it all, I had a good home and a steady job, but my family was a thorn in my side. Every time I took one step forward, their reputation would push me back two steps. The reason I lost my job is because they found out that I changed my last name in an attempt to not be linked to them. But jeez, my dad is the town drunk and my mom...well, let’s just say she likes parties with other men a bit too much. My sister is the town slut and my brother runs the local gang. How could someone like me, someone who was obviously not interested in becoming a teenage statistic, survive around them? The simple answer is, I couldn’t. So, I legally changed my name, I took my childhood savings and went to the courthouse, and filled out, and filed, the appropriate paperwork, I even got the official documents in the mail. But that didn’t seem to be a good enough excuse to not share my parentage.

      I lost everything when my employer terminated me, I had to let my lease go and hit the road, hoping that whatever my destiny is meant to be would be waiting for me wherever I landed.

      I’m so lost in thought that I don’t hear the handle jiggle and when I come out and see the beer-bellied man standing there, I scream and throw the bottle of shampoo at him. I attempt to run, but he grabs me around the waist and puts one hand over my mouth, to muzzle the screams.

      “Girlie, been watching you skulk around here. No one can hear you up here,” he says, his rancid breath making me want to puke. Fuck that, I’m fighting. I’ve fought off bigger men than him and am grateful that the old security guard at the school took an interest in me and taught me some self-defense moves. I bite his hand, hard, and he briefly lets go, cuffing the side of my head. Despite the ringing in my ears, I let out a scream worthy of a horror movie. I fall down to the ground, and he’s standing over me. I kick my legs and manage to make contact with his dick and balls. This manages to anger him further than he already is, it should’ve incapacitated him, but it had the opposite effect. He reaches down and starts using his fists on me while I continue to kick, punch and bite. There’s no way in hell this diseased piece of shit is touching me and taking what I’ve fought to protect for twenty-three years!

      I may come across as timid, but I’m anything but. I can’t...no I won’t sit back and let him ruin or break me in any fashion.

      
        
        Smokey

      

      

      I laugh when I see Bandit walk through the doors less than thirty minutes after my text. “Where’s she at?” he asks, coming up to the counter.

      “She should be back down by now...she went up to take a shower and wash some clothes. Thinking she’s on hard times because she’s been staying out back,” I tell him.

      “What the fuck? Why would you let that happen?” he responds.

      “Slow your roll, asshole, I’ve had guys watching to make sure she’s safe. Today’s the first day I talked to her, and that’s when I texted you.” I’m about to say something else when I notice the red light flashing indicating something’s needed upstairs. It was a feature we wanted so that we could service the showers, but something tells me this time, it’s more serious. Damn instincts. They may have saved our lives over the years, but sometimes, it would be nice not to have them. I bypass Bandit and race up the stairs only to see some trucker come barreling out of the shower area, blood running down his face, it looks like a cat has attacked him with all the claw marks marring his face, I notice he is also cupping his dick. Seeing red, I yell out at Bandit, “Stop him and I’ll check on her!”

      “On it,” Bandit yells back at me as he tackles the piece of shit. I hope he hurts him, in a way that he doesn’t wake up for quite a while. I rush down the hallway and come to a dead stop, she’s laying there in a ball, protecting her head, and still screaming. I crouch down next to her, instead of touching her, I begin speaking softly to her.

      “Shhh, hey there, it’s alright, I’m here now. That son of a bitch won’t touch you again, I swear it.” She looks up from the protection of her hands which were covering her face, she blinks her eyes as if she’s trying to make sure what she’s seeing is real.

      “He...he said he’d been watching me, I can’t believe this is happening,” she sobs out.

      “The guy who attacked you, he told you he’d been watching you?” I ask for clarification. She grabs a hold of my cut and pushes her face into me. I hold her head to my chest and let her cry it out.

      “I’m so sorry, you don’t know me and here I am crying all over you,” she says, between hiccups.

      “No worries, doll...I’m washable,” I tell her, attempting to lighten the mood some. “Let’s get you cleaned up, and off this floor,” I say, standing up and holding out my hand to help her. She gratefully grabs my hand, and I pull her up, then walk her over to the sink. I help her wash up and realize that she only has a towel wrapped around her body. “Where’s your clothes?” I ask her.

      “They’re in the washing machine still, I needed to get all of my clothes clean since I was anticipating, hoping that I could get a job working for you.”

      “After what happened to you here, you’d still be interested in working for me?” I’m doing my dead-level best not to notice that the towel barely covers her. She’s got curves for days that are making my hands ache and my dick swell. Definitely not the time!

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      “Well, yeah,” I answer his question. I need a job, I can’t afford to be picky at this time.

      “Well, first things first, let’s get your clothes into the dryer, I’m going to use my keys and lock you in here, for your safety,” he says, and I nod my head in agreement, I’d rather be locked in than have the possibility that someone else could enter the room with me. “Here,” he states, taking off his vest and giving me the shirt he was wearing. It’s going to be long on me but then again, most things are since I’m barely five feet, three inches. I can’t help but admire the perfection that is this man, I want him, even after what I just went through. Then again, a man that looks as good as he does would never be interested in me. I’m not the petite girl, nope, I rock the three ‘B’s’ pretty damn good, with boobs, belly and butt for days. I’ve always been secure in who I am, but I know that there are levels of acceptable numbers that go together. Ten’s stay with ten’s and two’s stay with two’s. I’m a seven at most, and this man standing before me is most definitely a ten, maybe higher.

      “Thank you,” I reply, taking the shirt from him. I wait for him to close the door behind him and until I hear the click of the lock before I quickly dry off and slip the shirt on. Granted, the girls are free right now, but my only bra is now going in the dryer. Fuck, he’s going to see I’m not a Victoria’s Secret kinda woman, but instead, opt for whatever’s on sale. That won’t be forever, I remind myself. Just until I can get things turned around. At least everything is new-ish, with no elastic fraying or holes. I think. I’m also thankful that I don’t purchase undergarments at the thrift stores like I do my jeans and t-shirts. While I wait, I comb out my hair and smile. I think it’s my best feature actually. Long and thick with a wave that goes through it, and natural blonde highlights. I’ve never been one of those women who’ve had to spend a fortune at the hairdressers getting foiled or capped or whatever the fuck they do to get the highlights I was born with. I’m thankful for at least one thing that I don't have to spend money on. I get a trim here and there, but that’s the most activity my hair has ever seen. I sigh thinking about all the things I do need to spend money on, and quickly. Because if that bozo has been watching me, I no longer feel comfortable sleeping in my car each night. Maybe if I had a huge-ass dog, but my kitten, Duckie, would probably curl up in his arms and purr. He’s lovable though, and his full, bushy tail always makes me grin, even on the shittiest of days when I have to make a package of noodles count as sustenance. Come to think of it, I believe this has fast-tracked my weight loss, because I can see ribs again. Silver lining?

      I hear a knock on the door, which brings me out of my reverie. “Yes,” I call out.

      “It’s me, doll. Could you open up?” I need to get his name. I feel bad calling him the hot guy in my head.

      “Just a second,” I say, looking in the mirror one last time. Knowing this is as good as it’s going to get, I open the door, slightly, just enough to make sure it’s really him. Stupid. I think, as I realize, who else would it have been?

      “Hey, one of my brothers’ old ladies is bringing you some clothes while yours dries. She’s about your size, but since I didn’t know that for a fact, she’s bringing some yoga pants and a few shirts for you to try out. I don’t know what yoga pants are, exactly,” he says, and the slight smile, that lifts the left corner of his mouth is cute, “but I figured they must be close to sweatpants. You know, one size fits all type of thing.” I burst out laughing, this guy is fucking funny as hell. Wait, yoga pants? Hell, my ass is gonna look as big as Texas in those! Oh well, it’s not like he was showing any true interest, so there’s that.

      “I appreciate your sister-in-law being willing to share her clothing with me,” I tell him.

      “She’s not technically my sister-in-law, she’s married to my brother, not my blood brother, but my club brother,” he informs me.

      “Huh?” I’m confused, either it is his brother or it isn’t.

      “Honey, you ended up in the right place at the right time,” he states. “This truck stop is owned and operated by the Rebel Guardians Motorcycle Club.” My eyes open wide because I’ve read books that have those clubs in them. They don’t generally operate legitimate businesses though so now I’m wondering if they use this as a front for something more nefarious...maybe gun running or something? Ooh, I know, they use this place to clean their money from their illegal activity. Now I feel like I could be starring in a Bonnie and Clyde sitcom.

      He sees my face and starts laughing. Soon, he’s laughing so hard he’s doubled over and slapping his leg. What the fuck is so funny? Stomping my foot, which hurts from that dickhead kicking at it, I ask, “What’s so fucking funny?”

      “Doll, if you could have seen your face when I mentioned my club, you’d understand,” he replies, still laughing and wiping at his face where genuine tears are rolling down his cheeks. “We aren’t the kind of club you’ve either heard or read about,” another man says, walking into the room. Holy fucking shit. Am I seeing double here, did I get hit in the head and didn’t realize it, because my God there are TWO of them?

      “Am I awake? Did I hit my head, can you check for a lump?” I ask hottie number one.

      “Why?”

      “I think I’m seeing double, although my vision isn’t blurry,” I say as seriously as I can without having a panic attack. They both double over in laughter. Assholes. I happen to find absolutely nothing funny about a possible concussion.

      “Babe, we’re identical twins,” hottie number two states, still chuckling.

      “Someone call the looney bin, I think I’m hallucinating,” I say.

      “She’s perfect for the two of you,” I hear, as a woman walks through the door. She’s absolutely stunning, and I immediately decide that I want to be her when I grow up.

      “DJ,” hottie number two says, reaching his hands out to take the bag from her hands.

      “I can’t keep calling y’all hottie number one and hottie number two, care to swap names?”

      “You think we’re hot?” number one asks me. Well, duh? Did he forget to eat his Wheaties this morning?

      “That’s it, I’m taking her to the hospital, she obviously hit her fucking head,” the woman they called DJ states.

      “Now, gorgeous, perhaps to her they are...hot,” another man states as he makes his way into the room, which is getting smaller by the second. Damn he’s a big man, I bet someone could climb him like a tree. I can see he has a vest on that says ‘Hatchet’ and based on the fact he pulls the woman into his arms, I figure they’re a couple.

      “Really? Can y’all let the poor girl get dressed so my man can get a statement from her?” another woman’s voice asks. Suddenly, I’m wondering if perhaps I’ve fallen into a parallel universe, or maybe the Twilight Zone, because there’s no fucking way all these gorgeous people could be real. I mean, really? Now I feel lower than a seven. Dammit, I was doing so good, too.

      “Honey, you’re a ten at least,” hottie number one says.

      “I said that out loud?” I squeal out in embarrassment.

      “Oh yeah,” the DJ woman says, laughing.

      “Not funny!” I snap at her.

      “I like her,” DJ says, “can we keep her, honey?”

      “What am I, a fucking dog?” I snap out at her.

      “No, doll, you’re a beautiful woman,” hottie number two states. “Now, y’all head back downstairs and let our guest get dressed. I’m sure Chief wants a statement?” he asks, looking at the second woman.

      “He does, he’s downstairs now um...talking to the person that Bandit detained,” she replies, rather primly.

      “Detained, more like whooped his ass,” hottie number two says.

      “Names?” I snap. “Can’t expect me to go around calling you all what’s running through my head, now can we?”

      “Depends,” the man, who’s vest thing says Hatchet says. “What’s running through your head about me?”

      “Hot guy, who someone could climb like a tree,” I tell him.

      “Yeah, kinda like that, let’s go with it,” he says, his woman smacking him.

      “Oh, that’s my favorite position!” DJ squeals, causing me to laugh. I kinda like these people even though I still feel a bit strange about the whole situation. They’ve brought me some clothes while mine dry and there’s a police officer already there to take my statement. Now all I need is a place to stay...some money to add to my empty pockets, and to avoid the hottie twins like the plague.

      “We’ll wait downstairs for you while you get changed,” the woman, whose name I don’t know, says as they all walk out.

      Hottie number two says to me, “I’ll wait in the hallway and escort you down when you’re done.”

      
        
        Bandit

      

      

      I’m standing outside the door waiting for the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen to come out and wondering what has brought her here, to our town. Guess that’s something we need to find out because right now, I want her to stay. Forever. Fuck. I suspect we’re not going to hear the end of this because we gave each of our brothers absolute hell when they found their woman. Hell, I don’t even know her name yet, but it doesn’t matter. Something about her calls to a part of me I thought would be empty forever and I’ll kill Smokey if he’s not on board. But then again, he is the one who texted me saying that he believes he’s found our one, so I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt on this one. I’m about to knock on the door to see if she’s okay when she opens it in front of me and my breath catches. She’s shorter than DJ but curvier and the yoga pants or whatever the fuck they are cling to her like a second skin, showing off each curve to perfection. The shirt is hanging off her shoulders and I can imagine leaning in and kissing her neck. Shaking my head to ward off where my thoughts are heading, I ask, “You ready to do this? We’re gonna meet them on the diner side.”

      “Yeah, I’m ready. Then I need to find someplace else to stay since I’m not safe here.”

      “Don’t worry about that just yet, m’kay?”

      “You say don’t worry, but that’s all I’m going to do, I can tell you that now. That’s all I’ve ever been able to do,” she mumbles out. “And I need to check on Duckie, too.”

      “Why’s that?” I ask, my curiosity getting the better of me.

      “That is a story for another day,” she says to me.

      We reach the group that has taken up residence at most of the tables when it hits me what she says. “Who’s Duckie?”

      “My kitten,” she says as she walks over to Chief. Thankfully, he was on duty so he’s in uniform, otherwise, she wouldn’t have had a clue who to speak to about everything.

      Wait, she has a kitten with her? Fuck. How hard of a life has she had that she’s staying in her vehicle with a pet? And will Jester get along with it? Jester is my bull mastiff, and he’s never been around a cat before, I hope he doesn’t think it’s a chew toy. I’d really like to keep her around, and I have a feeling that if my dog accidentally maimed her kitten, that isn’t a likely scenario.

      “I’m Turk Dennison, Chief of Police,” Chief tells her as he holds out his hand. “But everyone just calls me Chief,” he tells her.

      “Hannah Nelson,” she replies, giving him a firm handshake. I’m impressed by her bravado because she’s been through a bit of a trauma and has the bruising to show for it, but she’s standing around all of us like it’s nothing. I knew that when we found ‘our one’ she’d be a brave person, she’d have to be to put up with us, the ‘hottie twins’, I laugh to myself.

      “Tell me what happened, Hannah,” Chief commands as he pulls out a notepad.

      The next twenty-minutes we all sit and listen as Hannah gives a play-by-play of what happened. My anger grows and I wish I had had a few more extra minutes alone with that asshole. I don’t feel he got enough of my wrath, something I haven’t unleashed in a very long period of time.

      “Now what?” Hannah asks.

      “Now, I think we should introduce you to the clan,” Smokey tells her.

      “Hottie number one is Smokey,” DJ tells her.

      “And hottie number two is Bandit,” Trinity says. Smokey and I each bow to her as we are introduced...formally. She chuckles at our exuberant show.

      “I’m DJ,” DJ states, pointing to herself. “My old man is the one you said could be climbed like a tree, his road name is Hatchet,” she tells her.

      “And I’m Trinity,” Trinity interjects with a small wave. “And I’m with Chief, who you’ve already met,” she says, leaning into Chief’s embrace.

      “Sorry to meet you under these circumstances,” Chief tells her, shaking her hand again.

      “Okay, now that introductions are out of the way, how about that job?” Hannah asks Smokey.

      
        
        Smokey

      

      

      Is it wrong that I want to wrap her in cotton, and tell her she never has to work a day in her life, again? “We need a waitress in the diner and a clerk behind the desk at the convenience store, which one are you wanting?”

      “Well...I’m not sure, which one pays better?” she asks me.

      “The diner pays about four-dollars an hour, but you get to keep your tips. The clerk position pays about nine-dollars per hour,” I tell her, knowing that whichever one she chooses, I will make sure I’m working the same shift as she is. I can’t stand the thought of her being here working and me not being around to protect her at all costs.

      “Could I do both?” she asks me, causing my eyes to widen with surprise at her question.

      “Both? Are you sure you didn’t hit your head?” I ask in a cautious tone. I’m really worried, no one could pull both of those shifts, it’s too much for one person.

      “I don’t think so,” she says, and I can see she’s thinking about it.

      “Don’t think you’ve hit your head?” Bandit asks, just as confused as I am.

      “I didn’t hit my head as far as I know, but I really could use the money, and I’ve never been scared of a challenge before,” she says.

      “Why do you need to make money so badly?” Hatch asks her.

      “Because, I obviously can’t be living in the back out of my car any longer and I barely have three hundred dollars to my name.” Damn, I knew she was on hard times, but I didn’t realize they were actually that bad.

      “Is there anything you need right now, besides a place to sleep?” Trinity asks her.

      “A place to sleep and a job are my top priorities right now, anything else can wait. Well, and I need to get Duckie Wuckie his food,” Hannah replies.

      “Someone call Axe and see if he has a spare place in the Townhomes?” Hatchet asks.

      DJ pipes up, “I rented the last unit yesterday morning.”

      “Well shit,” Chief says.

      But, I am having a ding...ding...ding moment. Because we technically have a spare bedroom at our place. I look over at Bandit who nods his head at me, letting me know we’re on the same page.

      “There is a place you can stay, no strings attached or anything,” I state. I know I likely sound hesitant but after what she went through a bit ago, there’s no way I want her to think the offer comes with strings attached. Even though, if we have our way, eventually she’ll be tied to us in every way possible—patched as our woman, married to one of us and committed to the other, and eventually carrying our children.

      “Stay where? With you?” she asks.

      “Well, with us,” I reply, pointing between Bandit and myself. The women start cracking up and I notice the guys with smiles on their faces. “What’s so funny?” I ask, scowling at each and every one of them. Apparently, the shitstorm they’re going to bring to us is starting now.

      I vaguely hear DJ murmur, “Karma, boys. Karma,” before I see Hatch put his hand over her mouth.

      “And there’s no expectation, correct? I’m free to come and go as I please? What about my kitten? Where I go, he goes,” she responds.

      “How is your kitten around dogs?” I ask her. Because Jester is going nowhere, we’ve had him since he was six weeks old.

      “No clue, to be honest. Why?” she asks.

      “We’ve got a bull mastiff named Jester that we’ve had since he was weaned. He’s a big boy but a gentle giant. Just don’t want him to think that your fluff ball is his next snack.”

      “Guess we won’t know until we introduce them,” she says.

      “We need to take her shopping,” DJ announces, out of the clear blue sky.

      “What? Why?” Hannah asks. “I’ve got what I need.”

      “Honey, I swapped the clothes out. You need clothes. And I’m sure, if you’ve been living out of your vehicle, you brought the bare minimum, right? What about your kitty? Doesn’t he need things?”

      I watch Hannah’s head drop as she takes in everything DJ has said and make a decision, looking at Bandit once I’ve done so. He nods and I beckon Trinity over. She’s a helluva lot more level-headed than DJ and even Cara at times, so I’ll entrust her with this task. Once she’s closer, I lean in and ask, “If we give you the money, will you get her sizes and then go pick up some stuff for her? And get what her kitten needs too.”

      Trinity grins at me and I can see the mischief swirling. Fuck, we’re gonna catch it from the women as well. “Definitely. I’ll hook you up. I’m sure DJ and Cara and maybe even Paisley will wanna come with me.”

      Once I get Trinity’s okay, I walk over to where Hannah is standing, her eyes downcast. I have to crouch a bit because she’s definitely tinier than both of us, but I want her to look at me. Lifting her chin, I’m not prepared for the shock that hits me when I touch her skin. “Hannah? We’ll get this for you, okay? Please let me...us...take care of it for you. If not for what that piece of shit did, you wouldn’t find yourself in this position. As for the jobs, how about you do the store during the weekdays, with me, so I can train you. And on Thursday evenings and Friday evenings, you can work the diner. I... that is, neither of us want you to wear yourself down.”

      “I have money, Smokey. I can pay for what they’re getting,” she says.

      “Doll, I know you can. This isn’t meant as a slight at all. Save that for a rainy day, yeah?”

      I can see the moment it all hits her, and she lets out a sigh. I would give anything to pull her into my arms and tell her it’s all gonna be alright, but it’s too fucking soon. “Okay.”
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      I go up to the laundry room and gather up Hannah’s clothing. I’m not great at folding clothes, so I stuff them in her bag as neatly as I can. She seems a little hesitant about coming home with Smokey and myself, but we’ll ease her into trusting us, and hopefully she’s willing to give us a chance. I don’t think her life has been an easy one, and I want to change that for her. Once I’ve got her clothes packed up, I go back into the bathroom and gather up the few things she had in there. Seeing the nondescript, generic shit makes me angry. Our woman will have the best of everything, that I can guarandamntee! I’m sure, once we have her home, she’ll want to put a bra on now that they’re dried, but I’m not minding seeing those full, luscious melons swinging underneath the shirt she’s wearing.

      Knowing that they’re waiting on me to leave, I hurry back downstairs and rush to their sides. I find them out in the back lot standing next to Hannah’s car. It’s run down, rusted and has definitely seen better days...wait a minute, is that duct tape holding her mirror together? Fuck me, it is! I know we’ll be getting her a newer, safer, vehicle as soon as we can, that’s for damn sure!

      “Here’s your bag,” I state as soon as I’m standing close enough to them.

      “Thank you,” she says, attempting to take the bag from my hands.

      I pull my hand back and tell her, “I’ll put it in the back for you.”

      She rolls her eyes and asks, “Is this what I have to look forward too?”

      “Pretty much,” Smokey tells her.

      “Great,” she mutters under her breath. “Alphaholes, just what the doctor ordered.”

      “What the fuck is an alphahole?” I can’t help but wonder.

      “Alpha and asshole mixed together,” she replies with a straight face.

      “Hey, that’s a good one,” I tell her. Smokey and I begin to laugh.

      “Oh, brother,” she says, blowing her hair out of her face.

      “We have plenty of those,” Smokey tells her.

      “You mean there’s more than the two of you?”

      “Yep, both by blood and brotherhood,” I tell her.

      “None as good looking as us though,” Smokey informs her.

      “This is true,” I agree with him.

      “Alphaholes and self-centered, I’m a lucky woman,” she states.

      “You have no idea,” I tell her, opening up her door to place her bag inside, only to have a kitten come barreling out of the car and attach himself to my skin.

      “I take it this is the infamous Duckie?” I ask, as the little tan and white fluff ball purrs in my ear then licks my chin before curling up. I can see his tail is full like a squirrel’s and it makes me laugh.

      “Don’t laugh at him, he’s sensitive. Aren’t you, boy?” she asks, running her hand down his back, causing him to arch and dig his nails in further.

      “Not keen on the nails, Khaleesi,” I tell her.

      “What the fuck? Khaleesi? I think you should learn what my name is and use it, if you want to keep your balls attached, that is.”

      “Yeah, you’re gonna be our queen, sweetheart. Get used to it.”

      “Oh, that means queen? Now I feel stupid,” she mutters, kicking a rock that is loose on the pavement.

      “Definitely not stupid, Doll,” Smokey states. “You had the wherewithal to scream and scratch at that bastard, otherwise today could have been a lot worse.”

      “Oh, I’m street smart, just not as book smart as most,” she replies.

      “Pretty sure you’re smart, Hannah. Now, get in your car and follow us, yeah?” I state as I hand the kitten back to her. I watch as she takes him and curls him into her arms as she kisses his head and whispers to him and cannot wait until that’s me...us.

      “Lead the way, HN1 and HN2.” The fuck?

      “You’ll need to explain that one darlin’,” I tell her.

      She gives me a ‘duh’ look before saying, “Hottie number one and Hottie number two.”

      Oh great, she’s got jokes. This should be good because Smokey and I have survived most of our lives joking around. My mother used to call us the clown jesters of the MC and family. Then again, for us, it’s been somewhat of a defense mechanism, so perhaps hers are as well.

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      As I’m following these guys, I can’t help but wonder what the fuck I am thinking. I never do this, but for some reason I’m instantly comfortable around these two and trust them which I thought would be impossible. I don’t trust easily, not being raised in the Jefferson household. And I’m not talking about the funny family on television, no that would be the one I was birthed into. I learned at an early age to lock and bar my door because mommy dearest often brought home ‘friends’ whenever Dad was out on a bender. Her friends were creeps and I shiver thinking of how they would look at me as if I was a piece of meat. “So, Duckie Wuckie, looks like we’re gonna be living with these two and their dog. Now, don’t be scared of a silly little dog, you’re a tough boy, y’hear?” Yeah, I talk to him. Don’t judge. He’s been the one constant in my life since I found him outside one day as a small kitten, drenched from the rain and filthy from the puddle he had tried to jump over. He loves to jump and ‘fly high’ as I like to say, but that day, he was too weak and landed in the puddle at my feet. I took one look at him and his fluffy pluffy tail and was lost. Seeing as I found him on Easter Sunday, I named him Duckie. The ‘wuckie’ is because it rhymes. Good thing I was still working when I got him fixed and he got all his shots, at least I don’t have to worry about that for another few months and hopefully by then, I’ll have money saved up. They may not want me paying rent, but I pay my way and if that means I take care of the household chores and cooking, so be it. Now, to learn how to cook.

      I pull up to a house behind them and am stunned at what I see. It’s a huge, sprawling, ranch-style log house with a deep front porch and what looks like a tin roof overhang. Empty flower beds line the front and I can see several rocking chairs with small tables in between across the porch itself. Both men pull their bikes under an attached carport. There’s also an enclosed garage. I’m still sitting there when Smokey comes up to my door. I know they’re identical, but I know instinctively which man, is which, for some reason. They don’t even have a birthmark that’s different, or any outward scars that are apparent. He opens my door and I hand him Duckie. I can hear his low chuckle and the rumble sets off something deep inside of me. Dammit, it’s not like I’ve never been around good-looking men before, but these two men have butterflies dancing. I even feel the effects of the fluttering in my vagina. Get your shit together Hannah, I mentally scold myself.

      “Anything else you need out of here?” Bandit asks, coming up alongside Smokey.

      “Just my clothes and I have to get Duckie’s stuff from the far back. I have his covered litter box and food bowls. Granted, not much food lately, but it sounds like their friends are going to hook my little man up.

      Smokey walks away and heads up to the front door and opens it. I was slowly walking behind him until this beast of a dog comes leaping out of the house. I instinctively turn to run only to have the damn thing follow me. He jumps on my back and I faceplant into the grass. He begins to lick my neck and ears and I try to wipe it away as his slobber trickles down my neck.

      “What is this, get it off!” I scream out, terror taking over me.

      “Jester, get off of her! Heel!” Bandit bellows. The dog/horse removes himself from me and I get up on my hands and knees. I look up at them and give them my best death glare.

      “That…” I say, pointing at the dog in question, “is not a dog! That is a miniature horse!”

      “Jester is a bull mastiff, Doll,” Smokey states. “He’s still a puppy.” With that, the two of them double over, laughing their asses off at me. I know I likely now have grass stains to add to my bruises. I start giggling imagining how I must look with a face that’s multi-colored, my hair all curly and flying everywhere, and the girls bouncing free under my t-shirt. Soon, the three of us are laughing so hard that we cannot talk. That’s how everyone finds us when they start pulling in.

      
        
        Smokey

      

      

      I can’t help but notice how beautiful she is, all matted up, covered in bruises, but that doesn’t deter from her beauty that is shining from the inside out. She literally takes my breath away, and I cannot believe after everything she’s been through today, that she can still let loose and laugh at herself.

      Seeing the cars pull up has me reaching my hand out to help her up, Duckie still in the curve of my other arm. “C’mon, Doll, looks like we’ve got company.” I see Axe with Nan and the two older kids get out of the first vehicle, followed by DJ and Hatch and their brood in the other. Chief and Trinity pull up as the others are making their way toward us.

      “Axe,” I say, nodding at him since both hands are full. One with a kitten and the other with the woman who will be ours until we draw our last breath. Granted, she doesn’t know that yet and honestly, I haven’t run it by Bandit, but it’s gonna happen.

      “See you’ve got your hands full, brother,” he states. Looking over at Hannah, he says, “Name’s Braxton Callahan, but my club calls me Axe. This is my mother, Nan, and my children, Lily and Luca. My wife apologizes that she isn’t here, but we just had twins and she’s home dealing with them right now.”

      “It’s nice to meet you,” Hannah says. She introduces herself to Axe, Nan and the kids.

      “Look at the kitty!” Lily says, pointing to my shoulder, where Duckie has taken up residence. I’m glad he didn’t take off because we’ve got a lot of acreage and I don’t wanna be tracking him down. He seems to be content right where he’s at though, which is good.

      “Jester, get down,” I hear Luca chuckle, and look over to see him slobbering all over Luca. Jester is a big baby, he loves kids and anyone who pays even a sliver of attention to him.

      “Let’s go on inside,” I state. I’m kind of nervous about the kitten and would rather we were inside in case he chooses to bolt. When all the humans and animals are inside the house, I notice that Duckie jumps down and begins exploring. Jester, deciding he needs to explore the new animal, has his nose buried deep in Duckie’s backside. Duckie arches his back and I think there’s going to be a full out animal brawl, but instead the kitten starts entwining himself between Jester’s legs. When Jester leans down and puts his nose against Duckie, Duckie reaches out a paw and bops him, prompting Jester to lick Duckie’s face. The sight of the kitten’s face, fur now smooshed down with dog slobber, has me laughing again.

      “What’s so funny?” Hannah asks. When all I can do is point toward the two animals, she nearly screams before saying, “Duckie! He could eat you without even trying, you little goober!”

      “Oh please,” DJ says, “that damn dog wouldn’t hurt a fly. That’s no attack dog, that’s a big baby in a horse-sized body.”

      “Where should we put these bags at?” Nan asks, and I suddenly feel like I’ve already become a bad host.

      “That’s too much stuff,” Hannah insists, seeing all the bags that have been brought into the house.

      “Horse hockey, a woman has needs. Now hush up and let us take care of you.” I love this old woman. “Now, first things first, let’s make sure these clothes fit you,” she says ushering Hannah out of the room. She looks back at us over her shoulder and has a deer in the headlights look. Yep, she’s been caught, she is now officially one of Nan’s adopted kids. I laugh at the thought of her being caught hook, line and sinker. Now I just have to reel her into the dark side, that would be where she’s mine and Bandit’s. The smirk that appears on my face is mirrored by his, yep, definitely time for the wooing to begin. Of course, our way of wooing isn’t the typical kind, our mission is to make sure that she can’t live without us, we need to become necessary to her existence, she needs to eat, sleep and breath us. This is one conquest that I won’t give up on or lose, she will be ours, I know in my bones that she’s ‘our one’, now we just have to convince her that it’s her who’s chasing us. Let the motherfucking games begin!

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      This woman has a screw loose somewhere, she is literally dressing me. I don’t know her, only met her literally fifteen minutes ago, and she has hands everywhere...she’s as fast as a rattlesnake and I can’t seem to shake her no matter what I do. “I think I got it,” I say to her, when she tries to put my bra on me, I mean, where are the boundaries?

      “Hush up, girlie, we all have the same parts,” she huffs. I swear if she puffs, she’ll blow the damn house down. And it’s such a gorgeous house, I’d hate to see it go up in an explosion.

      “I’ve been dressing myself for a long time,” I say.

      “And have you ever had the trauma like you did earlier? Hmm?” she asks as she continues to tear tags off of things and then put them on me, like I’m a two-year old. Realizing that I’m getting nowhere fast, I decide to humor her, lifting my arms or legs, whichever she asks for. The sooner we get this over with, the better. I feel like I’m being molested by a woman past her prime.

      “No, not exactly,” I reply.

      “What do you mean by ‘not exactly’, young lady?” she responds.

      “Well...let’s just say that home life wasn’t all a bed of roses, okay? It’s why I left. Had to get out of there before it got worse for me.”

      Before I can say anything else, I’m engulfed in her arms. The hug itself is surprising because I usually shy away from touch. I’m not anti-social, but where I come from, touches usually cause bruises. Instead, her arms are rubbing my back soothingly and she’s quietly crying. “Nan? Are...are you okay?”

      “Honey, you picked the best possible place to land. My boys will make sure no one ever fucks with you again. Ever.” Well, alrighty then. What can you really say to that type of statement?

      I figuratively pick my jaw off the floor from her words because who on earth would expect someone like her, a matriarch if ever I saw one, to say the word ‘fuck’? Certainly not me. “They’re only helping me because of what happened earlier. It’s nothing more than that.”

      She starts laughing at me before replying, “Um, not sure you realize it yet, but you’re gonna be a part of the RGMC family.” What the fuck? How? Why? All these questions are still swirling in my brain as I try to process what she has said when she states, “Okay, we can go back out to everyone else. Not sure if this is going to be your room or not, but it has the look of a guest room so I think we’ll presume it will be, at least for now.”

      “What do you mean, for now?” I know this woman is not expecting me to become the middle of a man sandwich, but yummy, just the thought of those two having their wicked way with me has goosebumps forming on my arms. Something her sharp eyes don’t miss, she laughs and pulls me behind her out of the room. I need to keep a poker face around this old biddy it seems. Then again, she doesn’t really look old, just mature. She’s trim and fit and her hair is done in a becoming style, which makes me wonder why she’s still single. She picks up on everything, even your deepest, darkest fantasies. With my background, and family’s reputation, this isn’t a fantasy I should be having or wanting. I want to get away from the ‘white trash’ reputation, and become known for the person I truly am. I am a good person dammit, I don’t sleep with every Tom, Dick and Harry I cross. In fact, other than some fumbling around with a high school boyfriend, I’m still a virgin, so there’s that, right? However, I do have more class in my pinky toe than my mother and sister have in their entire body. We make it out to the living room where everyone has now found a place to sit, with the kids in the middle of the floor watching Jester and Duckie play. Their antics have me giggling, because every time Duckie nuzzles Jester, he licks him. Duckie looks like he’s had a bath, but is purring his head off. Looks like my worry about these two getting along was unwarranted, because they’ve quickly become the best of friends.

      “C’mon, boy, let’s get you outside,” I hear Bandit call out to Jester. I watch in amazement as Duckie gets up and follows him to the backdoor.

      “Silly kitty, you don’t go outside to use the bathroom, let’s let Jester do his business and we’ll get your litter box and food set out.” He looks up at me as if I’ve suddenly become the enemy, traitor.

      “Let me show you where we got his litter box set up,” Smokey says. I follow him after scooping up Duckie and he takes me to a laundry room that is bigger than I’ve ever seen. Cabinets line the wall and there’s a space where an ironing board is set up, along with countertops for the folded clothes. They’ve even got inset racks for hanging clothes that can’t go in the dryer. He leads me over to the corner where they’ve got his box set up and I see that they put a placemat that one of the girls must have bought on the counter, along with a water dish and a massive bowl full of food.

      “Look, Duckie! You’re getting your favorite,” I say to him as I set him up on the counter. He immediately shoves his head in the bowl and starts eating, causing Smokey to chuckle. The timber of his voice isn’t something I can readily explain, but it’s like smoked chocolate poured over the finest alcohol. All dark and hot. I could come from him talking, he won’t ever need to touch me to make my body soar. Dammit, now I sound like a hussy, I need to stay as far away from these two as I possibly can. I know I’ll be living with them and having to see them on a daily basis, but I need to erect that wall and keep it solidly in place. It will be made of concrete and stone, no possible way of them penetrating it or tearing it down...right?

      I follow Smokey back out of the room and see Bandit with his head thrown back in laughter, is it weird that his Adams apple has my mouth salivating? I may be in more trouble than I first anticipated. I swear these two men are Greek gods, I would love to have the opportunity to sit down and draw their portraits. Art is my release, it’s how I lose myself and my troubles leave my mind. It’s what I actually would like to do for a living, but being an artist is hard to make a living off of, people want beautiful things hanging on their walls, but the artist always seems to starve until that one perfect piece gets you noticed.

      It’s a dream that I hope to one day make reality, but until then I’ll take whatever jobs come my way. I don’t plan on starving to death, and I’m sure Duckie would like to have some food as well. He may only be my fur baby, but he’s all I’ve got and I don’t plan on not taking care of him to the best of my abilities. Even if that means living out of my car again. Which I hope doesn’t have to happen, ever again. These past few months were enough to make me realize that I like my creature comforts, such as a working bathroom and shower. Oh, and food on a regular basis. Somehow, I think these two men are going to ensure that I have everything I need and then some. Now to make sure my heart is protected because I think they’d be lethal to its well-being.
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        Smokey

      

      

      Finally! Everyone leaves and I’m ready to jump for joy. I love my brothers and their families, but sometimes they’re a little too much and I’m afraid they overwhelmed Hannah. “So, the room that Nan took you to, will it work?” I ask Hannah, who is sitting on the couch, her legs curled underneath her.

      “Um, yeah, I guess. I mean, I didn’t really look around. I was too busy being dressed by Nan.”

      Her words have me laughing because Nan tends to be a force to be reckoned with and apparently, something about Hannah has called her protective nature into play. “She...she dressed you?” I ask, my chuckles ramping up to full laughter at the mental picture I now have of Hannah and Nan.

      She shoots me a dirty look and I grin at her, unrepentant in my response. That shit’s funny as hell, for fuck’s sake! “What?” I manage to get out between my bouts of laughter.

      “I know how men think, I know you’re thinking something dirty went on, but I promise you other than some touches here and there it was all innocent.” Oh hell, I’ve got her fuming mad now.

      “I didn’t think anything raunchy was going on, swear,” I say, holding my hands out in front of me, as if I’m surrendering to her, which I will be. Soon, if I have my way.

      “Now what are you thinking? You made a face,” she asks, staring me down.

      “What face, I didn’t make a face,” I tell her.

      “Yes you did, it looked like this.” And let me tell you, the face she shows me, let’s me know there’s no way in hell I made that.

      “Honey, I don’t know if I could make that face even if I tried,” I say, holding back the laughter.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You had a look that was a cross between constipation and someone who’s pissed off,” I reply.

      “I did not!” she gasps, and shouts, at the same time. I need to find out how she does that, because I could use it to my advantage with the women of RGMC.

      “Stop teasing her,” Bandit says, as he enters the room. I think, though, he’s gonna like it when we rile her up because she’s very expressive and if that translates to responsive, we’re gonna be in for a wonderful, wild life.

      “I’m not teasing her, we’re having a conversation,” I tell him, with as straight of a face as I can manage, because this woman makes me fucking happy, all I seem to want to do is smile while she’s in the same vicinity as I am. Fuck, I may as well hand the man card over to Hatch because of all the shit I pushed his way when DJ came into his life. I know, instinctively, that life hasn’t been easy for her, and believe that the three of us have more in common than we think.

      “I think I’m ready for bed,” she says. Standing up and looking at us, what for I have no clue, but deciding to play along I get up and grab her hand and begin to lead her down the hallway.

      “Wha...what are you doing?” she gasps out.

      “Heading to bed, doll,” I tell her.

      “You are not going to bed with me!” she says, with panic in her eyes. Okay, maybe I took this too far too quick.

      “I was just being your escort to your door, doll,” I say as soothingly and calmly as I can.

      “Oh, okay,” she says. As we make it to her door, she reaches up on the tip of her toes and kisses me on the jaw. “Well, thank you,” she says shyly.

      “No need for thanks,” Bandit says from behind me. She goes around me and kisses him on his jaw as well.

      “Duckie!” she calls out, “time for bed, let’s go, boy.”

      Jester and Duckie walk up the hall together, they both give us a look letting us know they won’t be separated tonight, or any night for that matter.

      “Um...” I stammer, “I have Jester’s bed in my room, looks like I’ll be moving it to yours,” I say, scratching the back of my neck.

      “Looks like it,” she replies, giving the duo a look I can’t quite decipher.

      “We’ll show you the rest of the house tomorrow,” Bandit tells her, “we know it’s been a long and eventful day. Um, do you need any Tylenol or anything?”

      “No, I’m good, I think. Wait, what do I do if he wants to go outside in the middle of the night?” This seems like a duh moment, but I’ll hold my tongue. I have a feeling she wouldn’t like my sarcasm right about now.

      “Let him out of your room, there’s a doggie door and he knows where it is, he’ll come back in on his own,” I say instead.

      “Maybe I should leave my door cracked because I’m sure Duckie will want his litter box too,” she murmurs, almost to herself.

      “That might work best. I promise, Hannah, you’re safe here. With us. Jester is obviously taken with you and as big of a goof as he is, I swear he has a protective streak a mile wide.”

      “This big horse? He seems to be more of a lover than a fighter,” she replies, looking at Jester skeptically.

      “Don’t let his size fool you,” Bandit tells her. “Now, is there anything you’ll need for the morning? Each of our bedrooms has a bathroom and it should be stocked with the basics because we had the women help.” Yeah, I remember their help. For fuck’s sake, those women matched towels to the covers we had on the bed. Oh, and they bought matching sheets too.

      “I should be good, thank you both,” she replies. “Good night.”

      “Night, doll,” I tell her, barely restraining myself from pulling her into my arms.

      “Sleep well, khaleesi,” Bandit says, earning him a grin. I smack his shoulder when she turns away and he gives me the ‘what the fuck did I do?’ look.

      
        
        Bandit

      

      

      After Hannah’s light turns off, Smokey and I go back into the living room. We sit down, both of us wanting to talk, we need to have a plan of attack where it comes to winning Hannah over.

      “Thinking we need some beer and a shot or two of Jack for this one,” he says before getting back up and grabbing us a few cold ones. Yeah, he’s right about that one. Never have I ever had this instantaneous attraction to someone before. No, not talking about lust, but the need to know everything from what color nail polish she prefers to how she likes her coffee. Or even if she drinks coffee, for that matter. Lost in thought, I react when Smokey hands me the beer, twisting off the cap and taking a long pull.

      “We’re fucked,” he says, keeping his voice down so we don’t wake her up. Granted, she’s in the guest room at the far end of the hall, but still, I know today was rough on her and she needs to sleep.

      “Ya think?” I respond, taking another pull from my beer. “She’s everything we’ve always said we wanted, man, and... fuck...now we have to figure out how to make her ours.”

      “I have a feeling she’s going to be a tough nut to crack though, do you see the way she reacts whenever someone tries to get personal with her? I think there’s something she’s running from, and we need to make sure whatever it is stays far away from her, I want nothing touching her that can harm her emotionally or physically.”

      “Yeah, we need to look into her family. Thinking that’s where it’s coming from,” I mutter. Good thing I got her name from where she gave Chief her report today. One of the nice things that many don’t know is I have one of those memories that catalogs everything. Almost instantaneous recall, which means when I hit my room, I’ll start a search on one Miss Hannah Nicole Nelson and see what turns up.

      “Thinking you’re on the right track with the family thing. Nan pulled me aside earlier and shared with me that Hannah confided in her that she doesn’t have the best family life. Something really bad happened with them, and it has her running, we need to make sure she sticks here and doesn’t run once she has enough money to split,” Smokey informs me.

      “Well, we may need the women for that one. Get her in good with them and she’ll never wanna leave.”

      “Even if she shares with them though, you know they’ll never tell us. The women have a bond and trust like we do with the brothers.”

      “Then we need to work on wooing her, Smoke,” I tell him.

      “Yeah, like we know how the fuck to do that, you jackass,” he replies.

      “Duh...google? Ever heard of it? We’ll google the shit out of it and of course, we’ll watch the brothers and see what they do for their women. Easy peasy.”

      “Is your answer to everything google, you nimrod?” Smokey jokes with me. We’ve been taking shots, so I know we’re getting tipsy.

      “Pretty much, yeah. I mean, you wanna know how to cook a turkey? Google will tell you. The best positions for sex? Again, google. Trust me, we’ve got this one in the bag.”

      “Well, at least you didn’t say Pinterest, that recipe Paisley tried out at the clubhouse had me gagging, I’ve never wanted to hide my food as quickly as I did that day. It made me wish Jester was there, so I could’ve given him my plate to clean up,” Smokey says, and I visibly see him shiver at the memory. Not one of the best meals we’ve ever had, that’s for damn sure.

      “I’m thinking not even Jester would’ve eaten that shit,” I tell him in response. “Okay, so we know she’s gonna wanna work and you’ve got that sorted out. Not keen on her working so much, though.” I say, getting us back on the topic at hand.

      “Yeah, me either, but you can tell by the fact she was living in her fucking car that she’s rather independent,” he replies. The thought of my khaleesi being desperate enough to seek sanctuary in her car pisses me the hell off. “The car that’s being held together by duct tape and God knows what else?” Smokey asks. I cringe at the thought that she likely slept with one eye open most nights and hope like hell she feels safe enough here that she’ll sleep.

      “Ya, thinking we need to find a way to get rid of that piece of shit,” I say to him. “Didn’t DJ or Cara keep their smaller cars? Maybe we can talk her into buying one of those, at least for right now. I’m pretty certain she won’t let us go all...what did she call us again? Oh yeah...alphaholes. I’m pretty sure she won’t let us go all alphahole on her and buy her something brand new. At least not yet.”

      “I’ll put the idea into Hatchet’s head and have him bring it up to DJ.”

      “Make him think it’s his idea...nice,” I fist bump him. “Maybe if it goes like that, she’ll be more likely to accept it, don’tcha think?”

      “I believe that to be a truthful thought, brother.”

      Shit, we’ve been sitting here drinking and based on his last statement, I think we’ve gone past tipsy into drunk. “Ya drunk?”

      “Gettin there, thinkin maybes we shoulds calls it a night.”

      “Getting there...huh?” I ask, he’s fucking shit-faced. “Time for bed, bro,” I say helping him on his feet, “always were the lightweight.” I get a love tap to my shoulder, he meant it to be a punch, but I would’ve felt more from a fly.

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      Laying in the most comfortable bed I’ve ever slept in, I can hear the low murmur of voices coming down the hall, followed by a few not-so-quiet bumps into the wall. Hmm, looks like I missed a party, and also someone can’t hold his alcohol. I grin because who am I kidding, I drink two wine coolers and I’m out like a light. I can hear them talking but not the words. Sighing, I snuggle back under the covers, a feeling like I’ve never had before coming over me and lulling me into a deep, dreamless sleep. I’m safe.
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      The next morning comes quickly and I wake feeling nice and warm. I snuggle down, enjoying the fact that I slept laying down instead of in a seated position. An arm comes over my stomach and I immediately freak the hell out. “What!” I scream out and jump up out of the bed, or should I say I attempt to jump out of the bed, except then I realize someone is in front of me as well as behind me. “The fuck!”

      “Shhh...baby, trying to sleep,” I hear mumbled. I’m going to go to prison for murder! I wonder if they’ll let me take Duckie, though. That thought gives me pause. The gall of these two, who do they think they are?

      “Don’t you have your own rooms?” I ask, untangling myself from the twenty arms and legs that I feel pinned down by. “I mean, you said this was the guest room...that usually means there are other bedrooms.”

      “Yeah, we do,” the other voice mumbles. “But, doll, you were having a nightmare and neither of us could wake you up. You only settled back down when we each crawled into bed with you.”

      Well fuck. I hate my nightmares, I really do. They suck me down and under and leave me feeling...hell, I don’t even know the word, but I feel awful. Scared, desolate, alone. “Well,” I say, “let’s not make a habit out of this, okay?”

      “Oh, it’ll eventually be a very enjoyable habit,” Smokey says, popping one eye open to look at me.

      “So, which one of you was it that was stumbling down the hallway last night? I ask, curiosity getting the better of me.

      “That would be Smokey,” Bandit says, “he always was unable to hold his alcohol.”

      “Fuck off,” Smokey says, attempting to pull me into his embrace. Something I’ll not let happen.

      “I think I need to get up, take a shower and make sure the animals have food and water,” I say, as I crawl between the two down to the end of the bed.

      “Nice ass, doll.” I turn over and squint my eyes at him, then I throw him the bird over my shoulder causing him to laugh. Yeah, these two are gonna be lethal to my well-being, not to mention my heart, if I can’t keep the damn wall upright. Those fucking arms wrapped around me had me feeling safe and secure for the first time in forever.

      “Need some help washing your back?” Bandit asks me. “Maybe washing your hair? It’s awfully long, we need to make sure you get all the conditioner rinsed out,” he continues, winking at me and I think my panties just got wet from that action.

      “Think I’m good, Bandit,” I reply, going to the bags that I didn’t put up yet and rooting through them for clothes. I grab my panties and bra from my bag because, well, I wanna wash whatever they bought me first, but I’m okay with regular clothes being worn straight from the store.

      “Don’t forget, you hit your head yesterday, sure you don’t need one of us in there in case you get dizzy or something? That shower can get awfully slippery,” Smokey calls out at my retreating back. I pause in my steps, not sure how on earth I’m going to ever survive these two.

      “Nope, still good,” I reply, not daring to look over my shoulder. I can feel their eyes on me, tracking my every move, and hope like hell they can’t tell that my damn nipples have hardened under my sleep shirt. Knowing them though, even for this short bit of time, I bet nothing escapes their attention. It’s as if they harbor some sort of x-ray vision into my soul, and my body. I quicken my steps and rush into the bathroom before they come up with some reason that I’ll actually give into and allow them to join me in the shower. When I close the door and look around, I’m stunned. I mean, I used the bathroom last night but wasn’t really paying attention to the details, y’know? Everything is color-coordinated and I grin, knowing instinctively that the two laying in my bed were not responsible for that feat.

      When I see girly shampoo and conditioner on the counter, my eyes tear up because it’s the good stuff. I’ve been getting by using generic shit and my poor hair has paid the price, as has my skin. Seeing lotion there as well, I let out a tiny squeal, excited that I’ll smell good again. “You okay, doll?” a voice calls out. Yeah, I know it’s Smokey because he’s decided that’s what he’s gonna call me.

      “I’m fine!” I call out, “I’ll be out shortly.”

      “We’re going to start breakfast, do you have any likes or dislikes? Do you take coffee in the mornings, or do you want juice instead?”

      “Diet anything for my caffeine rush, I like pancakes, crisp bacon, and scrambled eggs. Oh and buttered toast,” I reply, quickly stripping down and starting the shower. Holy hell, there’s a towel warmer in here too! I may never leave.

      
        
        Smokey

      

      

      That’s a tall order for such a little person, I can’t help but think as I walk into the kitchen. I repeat the order to Bandit who raises his eyebrows at me and I shrug my shoulders. If that’s what she wants, that’s what she’ll get...every single thing she requested.

      “I need to run out and get her some Diet drinks,” I tell Bandit, “be back shortly.” I grab my keys and run out the door. I want to get back before she’s out of the bathroom if possible. I fire up my bike, throw on my helmet and head out to the closest convenience store. Granted, I’ll pay out the ass for them, but we can always go shop later, because I suspect she needs more than what the girls brought over. And if she insists, I’ll keep a ‘record’ of what she owes, even though I don’t plan to take a dime of her money. The ‘record’ of money owed may magically disappear, I can use the excuse that I’m not a very organized person, she’ll believe it after she gets to be around me for a while. Hopefully, mine and Bandit’s bachelor ways don’t scare her away.

      I rush through the store in a breaking record amount of time, I’m not even sure if my feet actually hit the floor, the thought of seeing Hannah with her long hair dripping wet from her shower has me longing to get back. As I’m at the checkout counter, I see that there is a small bouquet of mixed, seasonal flowers. Thinking I can purchase some and pull it off as a welcome gift, I grab the freshest set I see and add them to my purchase.

      “Double bag those for me please,” I tell the clerk. Thinking that since I’m on my bike, I don’t want to put them in my saddle bag because I don’t want them to get crushed, I’ll have to put them between my legs. The clerk is young and cute, and before Hannah entered the picture, I’d be all about trying to get her into our bed, but she doesn’t hold a candle to my girl. I grab the receipt and am fixing to put it into my pocket, when I see writing on the back.

      It reads: Give me a call sometime handsome, Dolly (555) 382-7256.

      I look at her and she’s fluttering her eyelashes at me. Instead of leading her on, I crumble up the receipt and toss it in the trash can as I exit the store, calling over my shoulder, “Have a good day, Dolly.” I’m not rude after all, plus this is the store I stop and get gas at, almost on a daily basis. I get my purchases situated, and head home, as quick as humanly possible. It’s been a long time since I’ve actually wanted to be home, it's usually only used as a place to lay my head at night. I used to find any excuse to not be there, whether it’s at the clubhouse, work or just riding my bike, anything was better than the feeling of loneliness, every night, that would hit me before I would succumb to sleep. As I pull into my driveway, a feeling of happiness hits me for the first time in a very long time. Excited to get inside, I grab the twelve-pack of diet soda and the flowers and rush to the front door. I open it up and walk into the kitchen and am disappointed to see only Bandit in there.

      “She’s not out yet?” I ask.

      “Nope, but I’ve been tortured with her humming and moaning in there, I think my dick may fall off from the lack of release,” he says, turning to face me. “What’s in the bag?”

      “I got her some flowers, kinda a welcome gift,” I tell him. He cracks a smile at me and turns away, usually this is where we’d give each other a hard time, but I think I’ve done something he approves of. I rush out of the kitchen and take the flowers out of the bag, I lay them on her pillow and rush out of her room. I stop dead in my tracks when I see that Duckie is grooming Jester in the middle of the living room floor, “Y’all are strange, y’know?” I mutter as I’m passing them by, still not sure what to make of their oddball relationship.

      “Did you see Jester and Duckie?” I ask my brother, as I go into the kitchen to help him finish up.

      “I’d say they’re in love, but that would be just too sick to think about,” Bandit says. I have to agree with that, those two definitely make the standard ‘dog hate cat’ scenario appear to be...wrong. “I was hoping they’d get along so that Hannah didn’t want to leave, but I have a feeling we’ll have a depressed dog on our hands if we even attempt to separate those two.”

      “Truth,” Bandit says. Then I hear it, a moan that puts any porn star to shame. “See! That’s what I’ve been dealing with, I’m hard as fucking granite here!” he says, pointing to his dick.

      “I don’t need you to point that shit out to me,” I say disgustingly. She does it again, and now I’m in the same boat as he is. “Maybe a cold shower will help,” I mutter.

      “I’m not sure at this point even that would help my situation,” he tells me.

      “Fuck! I have a feeling I’m gonna rub myself raw until we get the opportunity to be buried inside of her.”

      “Thinking you may be right,” he says, throwing the last of the bacon onto a plate. We set the table and get to listen to a live porn show. I know there’s no way I’m standing from this chair until she’s finished eating.

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      Stepping out of the shower, I can’t help but feel the loss of the heat on my muscles. Nothing has ever felt as good on my skin and achy back as that shower did. I’m not gonna lie, I used the shower head, and thoughts of two delicious hotties, to get myself off in there. After the verbal foreplay with them earlier, I was panting with need of a release. Even though I’m a virgin, I still have needs and have learned to take care of them myself. Whoever said a woman needed a man to feel ecstasy was a liar. I’ve been able to get myself off on my own for quite a while now and haven’t needed anyone else to help out in that department.

      I rub lotion on my body, apply my deodorant and decide to wait to brush my teeth until after I eat breakfast, the likes of which I can smell like a hound dog. My sense of smell has my tummy rumbling in hunger. I quickly put my clothes on and make my way out of the door. I head for my room so I can put my dirty clothes up and see a beautiful bouquet of flowers. I go over and pick them up off my pillow and breathe in the perfume they’re putting off. I excitedly grab them wanting to get them in some water. I walk into the kitchen and stop in my tracks when I notice two sets of eyes look up at me. They both have wide eyes and I wonder what it is that has got them looking at me this way.

      Bandit clears his throat. “Have a nice shower?” he asks, and I immediately blush.

      “I did, thank you. Do you have a vase I can put these in?” I ask, indicating the flowers in my hand.

      “I’m sure we have something you can use,” Smokey says, “first, come sit and have breakfast.”

      I lay them on the counter and go join the guys at the table. “No one has ever got me flowers before, thank you so much, they’re absolutely beautiful.”

      “They’re a welcome present,” Smokey says, clearing his throat, because his voice is a little scratchy.

      “Are you two okay?”

      “Fine.”

      “Great.”

      “Hmm…” I say, the food starts getting passed around and our plates begin to fill with food. I take a bite from my bacon and the flavor explodes on my tongue. “Oh my God, this is so good,” I moan out. I notice Smokey shift in his seat, then look over at Bandit, who has his eyes crossed.

      “Are you sure there’s nothing wrong?”

      “Yep.”

      “Positive.”

      I’d call them liars but damn, this is the best food I’ve eaten in, well, forever. They must still be suffering the aftereffects of their drinking the night before. Yeah, that’s it. There’s no way they heard me in the shower because, well, it’s just not possible. Or is it?

      “So, what are the plans today?”

      “Well, we thought we’d give you a tour of the house, since you didn’t see all of it yesterday. Then we’d like to take you to the clubhouse and introduce you to the rest of the members that you didn’t have the opportunity to meet yet. That way you know who you can trust, and you don’t fear them when they walk into the truck stop. Then we need to get you some clothes and shoes and whatever it is you need still. After that, we need to get your paperwork filled out, so you can start work. Before you can start we need to get your drug test. That can be done today as well,” Bandit tells me.

      “Wow! That’s a full day of running around,” I reply.

      “We’re both free today, so we decided we would escort you around and get things taken care of, so you don’t get lost and get a day to help you get your bearings,” Smokey says.

      “I have GPS,” I inform them.

      “You may, but there’s been a lot of construction done on these roads and they redirect you to use another route, it’s confusing and we’d like to spend some time with you anyways,” Bandit says.

      “What better way to get to know one another than a day filled with being stuck in the car?” Smokey asks, and I have no argument for that. The only question I have is, do I really want to get to know these guys and spend that much time with them?

      “Hmm...are you sure you two shouldn’t be working? I’m pretty sure I can find my way to the truck stop, I did spend a couple of weeks living there after all.”

      “But...we have other things to do, that you’ll need us with you to accomplish,” Bandit says.

      “We could always do the clubhouse thing another day,” I say hopefully. Not sure if I want to be so overwhelmed with so many strangers getting into my business, and if they’re anything like these two, they’ll be all in my shit. Literally! I already had to put up with being felt up by a complete stranger yesterday as it is, how much more invasive can these people get? I have no clue, and I don’t want to find out.

      “What’s that look about?” Smokey asks me.

      “I’m just thinking,” I say, “I don’t do well with strangers, I’m not sure I’m ready to bring too many people into my life right now,” I tell them honestly.

      “Doll, these people will be instrumental in keeping you safe, and having your back. You need to know who they are, and what roles they play,” Smokey tells me.

      “Why would they be instrumental?” I ask.

      “If anything was to ever happen, and we aren’t around, you’ll have people you can call and count on,” Bandit answers.

      “What could possibly happen?”

      “Anything could happen,” Smokey replies.

      “Your car could break down, you could need a tire changed, you could cross someone who is bigger than you are, kinda like what happened last night,” Bandit says, raising an eyebrow at me.

      “Fine,” I huff out, giving in. Because honestly, it would feel good to know I have big, strong, burly men at my beck and call. What woman wouldn’t want to have what they are offering? Protection sounds nice, it’s something I haven’t had much of in my lifetime. It’s something I’ve always longed for when I was hiding from my parents, and my mother and sister’s ‘friends’, that wanted to get their dirty mitts on me. My body shivers at the memories that are suddenly flooding my thoughts.

      “You cold?” Bandit asks.

      “No, just some bad memories trying to take hold,” I say.

      “One day, I hope you’ll trust us enough to share,” Smokey says.

      “Maybe?” I shrug my shoulders, even though what I really want to do is tell them everything. Why? I couldn’t tell you, because I make it my mission in life to protect that dark secret that I won’t allow to follow me into my new life.
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        Bandit

      

      

      I look at her, and can’t help but want to wrap her in the safety of my arms. I know she’s been through hell, but honestly, I’m going to do everything I can to make sure that she doesn’t ever see a hard day in her life, from here on out. It is my goal in life to see a smile grace her face, each and every day. It’s only been a little under twenty-four hours since I’ve met her, and I already want to know that she’s in my life from this day forward.

      “So, about that tour?” she asks, breaking me out of my reverie.

      “Sure,” Smokey says, standing up and holding his hand out to help her up from her chair. I stand up next and lay my hand at the small of her back. If he has contact with her, then so will I. I know it makes me sound like a crazy person, but fuck it. She needs to know my touch just as well as she needs to know his. We may look the same, but we are two different people. We have individual feelings, and both would like to have our own times with her without the other around.

      “Obviously, you’ve seen the kitchen and laundry room,” Smoke states, pointing around the room and then through the door that leads to our laundry room. “There’s a door off the laundry room that goes into the garage.”

      We then lead her into the living room. Our house is an open floor plan, sort of, and the living room is at the center. “We’ve got an informal family room back here,” I tell her, leading her off the side of the kitchen. “This is where we hang and watch TV and shit when we’re actually home.”

      “You’re not home much?” she asks us.

      “Well, we’re home, but with nothing to come home to, we spend a lot of time at the clubhouse. And with getting the truck stop set up and running, I’ve been kind of busy,” Smokey replies.

      She looks at the huge-ass TV we bought and starts giggling. I’m entranced because her laugh is musical.

      “What’s so funny?” I ask her, looking at the TV that’s mounted on the wall and then back at her.

      “Um...nothing, really. But with a television that size, are you sure you’re not overcompensating for something?” she responds. Overcompensating for what? I wonder. Then it hits me and I react without thinking and pull her close before saying, “Trust me, khaleesi, there’s no need for either of us to overcompensate.”

      Her eyes grow wide when Smokey crowds her from the back and I’m pretty sure she’s feeling him hard against her ass because I’m harder than a steel pipe against her front.

      “Oh my, is that an indication you’re happy to see me, or are you packing some heat?”

      “We’re always packing heat, doll. Just not the kind you’re indicating,” I reply, and I see an immediate blush come across her face. She looks down at the ground and suddenly, I want to know what was going through her mind.

      “Doll, please don’t look away. We need to know where your thoughts are leading you. You’re like an open book with your facial expressions,” Smoke tells her.

      “Exactly!” she hollers out. Then clamps her hand over her mouth when she realizes what she said. Her reaction causes me to burst into laughter, earning me a death glare. The saying ‘if looks could kill’ was applied here, I’d be flat on my back and sporting the one-hundred-yard death stare.

      “Anyhow, we like to chill in here. Let’s show you the rest.” I lead her back out and down the hall on the opposite side of the room she’s staying in and where our rooms are at right now and straight to the other side, where we knocked out two other rooms and made it into a master suite to rival anything out there. Our thoughts were that at some point, we’d find someone and would need the space for three people.

      I open the door and gently push her inside. We haven’t decorated or anything. Hell, we don’t even have furniture yet because we recently saw a customized bed that’s like twelve feet across and have one on order. Once again, her eyes are wide as she looks around because we used one of the other rooms and converted it into a walk-in closet with space enough for three peoples’ wardrobes.

      The other room was made into a master bathroom with a three-sink vanity, a place for our woman to do that frou-frou shit with make-up, a huge-ass walk-in shower with benches and shower heads everywhere, and a garden tub that’s big enough to fit two grown men and their woman, should the occasion arise. We even went further and put in two smaller ‘closets’ with two urinals and a toilet in one, and a toilet in the other.

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      “Umm...are you two preparing for the apocalypse or something? There’s no way a normal couple would need this much stuff,” I tell them. I’ve never seen anything of this magnitude before. This is a lot of space for one of them, let alone a couple in a relationship.

      “What’s going through your mind right now, Hannah?” Bandit asks me.

      “This is a lot of space, and that bathroom, I mean shit. I know that y’all are big guys and all, but even if you find yourself a woman, this is too much.”

      “Do you know what a polyamorous relationship is?” Smokey asks me.

      “I think so,” I respond. “Isn’t it where there’s several women to one man,” my eyes widen at that thought. “Are you looking for a harem?”

      “No!” Bandit hollers out, “we had one mother and two fathers growing up,” he tells me. I think about that for a minute and my mouth goes dry. That poor woman, is all I can think. Can you even imagine having to deal with two overgrown boys wrapped in men’s bodies? Hell no, not me, I’ll have a hard enough time dealing with one...these guys are crazy, what would people say? Think? I’ve been down that road and don’t want to walk that path again. No siree, not me.

      Then again, my mind taunts me, they’re both hotter than hell and seem to be very caring, if a bit overprotective. And they did come in and calm me after my nightmare last night. I must admit, the feeling I woke with, while being wrapped in their arms, is indescribable.

      “Well, I hope you find what you’re looking for,” I tell them. I try to keep the disappointment from my tone because these two seem to have a lock on me when it comes to what I’m thinking or feeling.

      “We already have, doll,” Smokey says before pulling back slightly.

      “What? You have a woman and brought me here to stay with you? She’s not going to scratch my eyes out or anything is she? I’ve read all about biker women and know how mean they can get when someone messes with their man, or if they believe someone is out to break them up. Nope, not happening, I’m packing my shit. I’m not into the cat fight scenario, thank you very much.”

      And now both of them are laughing at me! What the ever-loving-fuck? Huffing out a breath, I try to pull away from Smokey’s hand. They probably think I’m some kind of a flake, jumping to conclusions and shit, but I read a lot and even if what I’m reading is fiction, there’s always a bit of truth in fiction, right? Not to mention, I don’t want to be a Hannah sandwich, that would definitely make me out to be a laughingstock. I’ve already grown up with the title of trash and slut. Although, if no one ever finds out and we keep this a friends with benefits type relationship I could deal with that. But I’d have to swear these two to a blood oath of secrecy, and let them know that Lorena Bobbitt ain’t got shit on me, if they decide to pull the wool over my eyes, and blab to their friends about it. Things to think about I suppose.

      “Doll?” Smokey asks, looking at my face. I’m sure every stinking thought I just had has crossed over my face, and he knows what I’m thinking.

      “Yeah?”

      “Care to share?” Do I? No, I don’t think I do.

      “I’m just wondering who your woman is?”

      “Do you need a mirror?” Bandit asks.

      Huh? What the fuck? Why would I need a mirror? “Wait, what? What are you talking about?” I ask.

      “Because if you had a mirror, you’d be able to see who she is.” And like a true blonde, the lightbulb goes off in my brain, and I have an anxiety attack approaching.

      “Breathe, doll,” Smokey murmurs near my ear. Breathe? Yeah, like that’s gonna happen. Still, his voice is calming and I find myself listening to him as he talks me through the attack. Fuck, I haven’t had one of those in what...three or four days? We breathe in and out and the little fluttering of lights slowly start to dissipate.

      “You two don’t even know me! How can you make that kind of decision when we’ve just met one another? What if I leave the cap off the toothpaste or hog the covers or...or...fuck, I don’t know. I could have warts covering my legs or a third nipple.” Okay, now my imagination has taken hold and I find myself spewing shit that has even me groaning inside. These two though? They’re laughing so hard they’re bent over double, holding their stomachs. Bandit keeps slapping his leg and looking at me before he goes off again. I didn’t think what I said was that fucking funny, though. These are valid concerns.

      “That’s why we’re not jumping into anything headfirst. We need to take the time and get to know one another better first. But, Hannah, don’t think you’ll be running from us, because we will find you and bring you back.”

      “And what? Drag me back by my hair like a true caveman would? Please, I’d cut your balls off!” They both look at me and I see the blood drain from their faces. They both cup themselves and now I’m the one laughing like a loon.

      “Don’t threaten a man’s balls, doll. It’s rude,” Smokey says with a straight face.

      “I think I need a minute,” Bandit says dramatically. He walks out of the room, but I can still hear him laughing. He’s not taking me seriously here.

      “Your balls really will be in jeopardy if you try that macho man crap with me,” I say to Smokey, with a straight face.

      “Not funny, doll,” he growls out. But then he does something I’m in no way prepared for or ready for at this stage of the game. He walks up to me, grabs me by the nape of my neck. His hands travel to my hair that is attached there and pulls back. My head leans back with the action, since I like my hair where it is and all. Then... then he slams his lips down on mine and I gasp at the surprise of his action. When my mouth opens with said gasp, he shoves his tongue inside. My initial reaction is to bite down, but then tingles begin to grow in my stomach and I kiss him back. Oh my God! This man can kiss, wonder what else he can do with that tongue? Bad Hannah! No, you can’t let this happen, I scold myself. But then he does some sorta swivel thing with his hips and his hard dick hits me right on my clit and I forget that I’m supposed to be ending this…instead I join him and get lost in the sensation that is overtaking me. Then, I feel breath on the back of my neck, it’s hot, and tiny kisses begin at my shoulder, and make their way up to my ear. Then, Bandit, I presume...God I hope! Begins nipping, and licking, and my legs nearly give out from underneath me. It’s official, I’m a slut. Because all I can think about is centered around the two men who are kissing me to distraction. I’m so lost in my thoughts that I don’t realize that Smokey has broken off our kiss and turned me in his arms so that Bandit can kiss me. Fuck my life. These men obviously went to some kind of school or some shit because Bandit’s kiss, while different than Smokey’s, is just as intoxicating. I’m under some sort of spell, that has to be it, because all I want to do is throw them down on the floor, and have my dirty way with them. Granted I may not know what to do exactly, but I’ve read enough and know the mechanics of sex thanks to pornhub.

      “That enough to clue you in, doll?” Smokey asks, his voice husky as he presses into my back.

      “Um...yeah?” Fuck, I know it came out as a question, but my senses are overstepping my brain.

      “Alrighty, then, let’s continue the tour,” Bandit states. “We’ve ordered a custom-sized bed for this room that will be big enough for three, as well as for those times when kids wanna climb up and watch a movie.” Wait...kids? Jesus, I think I did hit my head yesterday. “Of course, those won’t come for a while,” he continues, leading me back out of the master house….er, bedroom...and down to the other end of the hallway where I’m staying. They show me a half-bath in the hallway, then each of the other four rooms that are there. How many damn kids are they planning on having anyways? You can tell that their rooms are temporary because they aren’t really decorated or anything. “Once we’ve moved forward with us...and trust me, doll, it’s gonna happen, we’ll redo these rooms as guest rooms unless you want a room for crafts or shit.”

      “I like to draw,” I quietly say.

      “Then we’ll make sure one of the rooms is set up so you can do that, okay?” he asks. “Now, let’s see what the animals have gotten into. We’re heading down the hall when I hear a noise from my room.

      “Wait...it sounds like they’re in my room,” I tell them, breaking away and going in. I follow the noise until I get into the bathroom, where I see both Jester and Duckie hanging out in the bathtub. “What the hell?” I ask, giggles bursting forth. Jester is standing there while Duckie inspects the tub, knocking shit down. “Boys, what’re y’all doing?” I ask as I walk towards the tub. Jester gives me a doggy grin while wagging his tail and Duckie...well, Duckie is now busy chasing his own tail.

      “Jester, out!” Bandit commands. I can hear the laughter in his voice, but Jester reacts to his request and leans down, picking Duckie up gently with his mouth, he hops out of the tub then proceeds to walk right by the three of us, Duckie happily purring. “You’re stuck with us, khaleesi,” Bandit states. “Those two aren’t gonna be separated.”

      “Like I said, there’s a lot we don’t know about one another. What if we don’t even like each other?”

      “Well, I like Smokey and he likes me, so it’s really just you that has to get with the program,” Bandit states. Alphahole!

      “Of course you two like each other! You shared a damn womb!” I holler out, “I wasn’t part of that bonding time, so excuse me if I need to step back and see how things progress.”

      “I don’t always like you, man,” Smokey states. “Like, when you drink the last of the beer and don’t refill the fucking fridge, then I’m wondering why I didn’t eat you in utero.”

      “That’s okay, little brother, I only tolerate you sometimes because our mother told me I had to.”

      “Three minutes, asshole! That’s not enough time for you to throw the big brother card out at me!”

      “Sure it is, I was born first and you invaded my territory.”

      “Y’all are crazy,” I reply. It’s definite now...I’ve fallen into a parallel universe and this is my...punishment? Reward? Fuck if I know. Maybe when we get to the clubhouse, I can see if that woman, DJ, can take me and make sure I’m not suffering some sort of traumatic brain injury. It’s the only plausible thing I can think of that has me wanting to stay in this crazy place.

      “Why don’t you go to work, big brother, and allow me to take our girl to the clubhouse and introduce her to the others.”

      “Not happening, you little shit,” and I swear, these two are about to brawl. I need to stop this. Unless they take their shirts off, then it’s every man for himself.

      “Y’all hide your crazy for a bit, okay? I didn’t think anyone was working today anyhow,” I state.
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        Smokey

      

      

      When we get done acting like a bunch of two-year-olds, Hannah ushers us out of the house. It looks like our ploy worked, I wink at Bandit to let him know she fell for our shit...hook, line and sinker. My brother and I have never fought a day in our lives, we’ve had each other’s backs since the day we were born. But we knew we’d have to pull some drastic strings to get her onboard with leaving the house and meeting our brothers. We’ll bide our time when it comes to making her ours because she’s so hesitant, although that kiss will go down in the record books. Jeez, looks like cold showers for a while. Fuck my life. My dick is already wanting to hide from the rawness that will be inflicted on him from having to rub one off for myself. He doesn’t seem to want anyone but her, not even me. Something else to do, Bandit and I need to get tested so we don’t have to use protection for long, at least not in what I’m sure will be a hotter than hell pussy. Fuck. Thinking of her like that has me adjusting my dick and the slap against the back of my head, Three Stooges style, has me shooting a glare at Bandit. “Knock it off, asshole,” he mutters at me as we follow Hannah to our truck. She can’t get in by herself because it’s a big truck made for us, so to speak.

      “Where’s the ladder to this thing?” she asks us, and I smile at the knowledge that it will be one of us hoisting her up while holding onto that glorious ass of hers. Damn, I hope she gets with the program sooner rather than later!

      “We got you, doll,” I tell her, opening up the passenger door and lifting her before she can say a word. “Scoot over and sit in the middle.” She rolls her eyes at me and suddenly, I can imagine bending her over my knee and spanking her. Her ass would look superb with my hand print attached.

      Once she’s in, I jump in next to her. It’s Bandit’s turn to drive today. We generally take our bikes but since she’s here, until we get her used to riding and can alternate with her on the back of our bikes, we’ll take the truck. Plus, this way, she has no choice but to hold a conversation with us.
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      Or maybe not. She didn’t say a word on the way to the clubhouse, despite both of our attempts. She doesn’t look pissed off, but she’s definitely closed herself off to us and I’m worried we went too far. “You okay, doll?” I ask, leaning in toward her.

      She looks at me before saying, “Mmmhmmm. Why?”

      “You’ve been quiet.”

      “Just thinking. It’s a lot of changes in a short bit of time is all,” she replies.

      “But it’s a good change, khaleesi,” Bandit says to her.

      “That remains to be seen,” she retorts. Damn, her sassy mouth makes me hard. Hell, who am I kidding, the whole fucking package that is her makes me hard. Something I think will happen until I draw my last breath if I’m being honest.

      “If you want to see, doll, we’ll show you,” I say, cheekily. She looks over at me and the look on her face is one of stunned shock. “I promise you’ll like what you see,” and this time she slaps my thigh, just a little too close to the promised land. My hips raise of their own accord and she looks up at me and is a little turned on by the action, if her face is telling me right. So fucking expressive!

      “Are you this expressive in the bedroom?” I whisper in her ear and smile when she shivers. I see goosebumps run up her arms, and I want to brush my hand down the length, and see what the rise of her skin feels like on my own.

      “I...I don’t know,” she whispers back, almost to herself. Her words cause me to sit back in shock. Surely in this day and age she’s not still a virgin, is she? The look she gives me has me holding my next comment back because it’s a combination of shame and embarrassment. I think I sense a little fear in there as well. Fuck that, our woman will never feel those around us. Ever.

      “We’ll find out when it’s time, okay?” I respond, tucking a curl behind her ear. I’m about to say something else when I notice that Bandit has pulled into the clubhouse and parked. He hasn’t said anything, but I know he heard every word judging from the look he gives me. I nod just enough to let him know that we’re really going to have to proceed with caution.

      “Sure,” she whispers. I lean over and kiss her on her jaw, I make it quick but sweet. I see Bandit reach over and squeeze her hand with his own, and she sends a shy smile his way.

      “Okay, let’s go introduce you to the best group of people we know,” I tell her, opening my door. Bandit, however, is quicker, and he gets her out on his side, which is fine. She needs to get used to both of our touches.

      
        
        Bandit

      

      

      When I wrap my arms around her waist to help her out of the truck, I feel a full body shiver coming from her and I want to feel that shiver while she’s between Smoke and myself. One day, I tell myself, one day it will be reality. I won’t accept anything less than making her ours.

      “Look what the wind blew in,” a voice calls from the doorway and I internally groan. DJ should have been at work, for fuck’s sake. My face must have communicated that thought because she continues, “already done with work and hanging here because apparently, you guys have church. Give her here, we won’t hurt her.”

      “You better not,” I all but growl out. Sometimes, I wonder how in the hell Hatch survives her, but then again, they’re made for one another as far as I’m concerned and since she doesn’t have to live with us, it’s all good.

      “Why didn’t we know about church?” Smoke asks me. I shrug my shoulders because how the fuck would I know, I’ve been with him.

      “Because neither one of you dipshits answered your phones,” Chief says, coming up behind us.

      I jump like a little bitch and scowl at him for making me look like a pussy in front of my woman. But her giggles have me stopping from putting my fist down his throat.

      “The fuck man,” I say to him.

      Smokey checks his phone and sees several missed texts. “Sorry, Chief, we uh...overindulged last night and then were showing Hannah around the house. Never saw ‘em.”

      “Might wanna have a better excuse than that when Axe asks about it,” Hatch says. Damn, the brothers are coming out of the woodwork today, I wonder what the fuck has happened to cause this emergency meeting taking place.

      “Well, we’re here on time, so it shouldn’t matter,” I mutter.

      “We were supposed to start thirty minutes ago,” Axe states, coming to stand next to Hatch, his arms crossed over his chest. Fuck. He doesn’t pull his president look or voice out that often, but today, he’s got it going on in spades.

      “But you love us anyways, don’cha, prez?” Smokey asks.

      “That’s debatable,” he answers, and I clutch my fist to my chest in my mock outrage.

      “After all we’ve been through...done for the club...and this is how we get treated?” I ask.

      Axe cracks a grin and before long, we’re all laughing. “C’mon, y’all. The rest of the old ladies are inside and Mom is working on some food. We’ve got a lot to cover.”

      With that, we head inside, dropping Hannah off with Cara and DJ and Nan. When I ask where Paisley is, Twisted advises she has Tig at the doctor’s for possible flu, and if it’s positive, she won’t be coming by, she’ll just go home.

      Once we make it into church and the meeting begins I am immediately attuned to what the topic of conversation is. Usually I’m in my own little world during these meetings, but Axe’s question has me intrigued.

      “What all do you know about Hannah’s family?”

      “Not much, why?” Smokey asks him.

      “When the man who attacked Hannah was questioned, he stated that her family, mother in particular, hired him into scaring her back home. This brings about many questions, but the main one is why? Why would they want her back bad enough to send someone after her?”

      “No clue, man. She’s been a bit close-mouthed about them, to be honest. I know this isn’t normal for us, but we need answers. Should we bring her in and ask?”

      “I wanted to speak with the both of you before we went that route, but I’m not sure there’s another alternative,” Axe says.

      “Well, we’re planning to claim her at some point,” I tell him. May as well get that out there so the few single brothers remaining don’t think she’s fair game. “Let me go get her.”

      I step out of the room and head toward the kitchen where I can hear the women cackling over something. Walking in, I see DJ and Hannah with their heads together and immediately know, based on the blush on her face, that whatever they’re talking about must be good. “Hannah? Axe needs to ask you a few questions, khaleesi,” I tell her.

      “Me? Why?”

      DJ gives me a look that would have me shaking in my boots if I didn’t know that deep inside, she’s a creampuff. She can be a badass and we’ve all seen it, but around the women and kids, total creampuff. Well, a creampuff on steroids, that is. She’s one mama bear that I’d never want to poke, that’s for sure.

      “C’mon, Hannah, everything's gonna be okay, I promise,” I say to her extending my hand.

      “Let’s get it over with then,” Hannah says. I can see the dejected look on her face and figure that she’s thinking Axe will give her the boot, but that’s far from the case here. We need to know what the hell is going on with her family so we can be sure she’s safe. We may be a legit club, but nobody fucks with our women or kids. Ever.

      
        
        Hannah

      

      

      Bandit walks me into the room that they’re meeting in and promptly sits me between him and Smokey. Suddenly, I don’t feel as fearful, no matter what comes out of Braxton’s mouth. “Hannah?” he asks me, and I can hear the power in his voice. Doing my best not to cringe, I nod.

      “You’re not in trouble or anything, but we got some information from the man who assaulted you yesterday. Any reason why your family would want you back home?” Axe asks.

      “Jesus, Axe. A little blunt there, why don’t you just rip the band-aid off?” Smokey growls out, his protectiveness coming out a little fiercer than I could’ve anticipated.

      “Don’t forget who you're speaking to,” he says, in his authoritative voice.

      I feel like I’m going to have to play referee for the second time in one day. “Guys, can we put the testosterone on hold until I can understand what’s going on,” I cry, and I wipe the corner of my eyes. I’m not really crying, but as a woman I know that a tear will cause men to backpedal and forget all about their arguments.

      “Don’t cry, darlin’,” Braxton says, getting me a kleenex.

      “Thank you,” I sniff, dabbing my eyes with it. I should’ve become an actress, I’m better at this than I knew.

      “Doll, I’m with Axe, your tears are breaking my heart,” Smokey says, and I reach over and grab his hand in mine. I need his strength right now, because my family is not a topic of conversation I enjoy having. Will they judge me once they know?

      “Do you need some water or something stronger?” another man asks. I don’t know him yet, but his vest says they call him Law.

      “I’m okay,” I tell them, adding a little sniffle for show.

      “I know this must be hard, but we really need to know what we’re dealing with here,” Braxton says.

      “What do you want to know?” I ask.

      “For starters, do you have any clue why they want you home?” I internally sigh, because there’s a lot of reasons why they’d possibly want me back.

      “One reason would be because they like for me to financially support their ‘endeavors’ for lack of a better word.”

      “What kind of stuff are they into?” Bandit asks.

      “What aren’t they into?” I respond. “Let’s see...my dad is the town drunk. My mom and sister are the town sluts and my little brother is working his way up the chain of a local gang. They didn’t like the fact that I changed my last name and moved out. My brother even threatened to sell me for a profit when I refused to pay his cell phone bill once. He’s a real piece of work. Are you sure you want me to continue?” I hear a growl and am not sure which direction it came from, but it was a scary sound, almost as if it came from a wounded animal or something.

      “Sold,” I hear whispered from next to me. Only it wasn’t the kind of whisper you’d use to tell someone a secret.

      “So what you’re saying is you tried to get away from your family of origin. How did you end up here?” Law asks.

      “Well, I had a great job, had been there since I changed my name and had worked my way up to the office manager position. So, I was there almost four years I think? Anyhow, I went in one Monday morning and was called into my boss’ office. When I went in there, they terminated me, stating I lied to them. When I asked what I lied about, they said my name. I still don’t understand how that was a lie, because I have legal paperwork, including an updated birth certificate, showing my name to be Hannah Nicole Nelson,” I state.

      “That sounds illegal as fuck,” Bandit states.

      “What was your name before you changed it to Nelson?” Hatch asks, and I see he’s really wanting the answer since he’s on the edge of his seat. Literally.

      “Manchester,” I say slowly, as if it’s acid on my tongue. They have no clue the shit I dealt with or the torment I withstood because of my last name. None. The taunts that I would become just like my mother and sister, the whispers whenever I walked by. My head drops as the memories begin to swirl around in my brain. White-trash. No good piece of shit. Whore. Now the last one is laughable because I’m still a virgin. But when you have a mom and a sister who flaunt their stuff all over town, I guess I can understand the leap that I’d be the same way. For once I want someone to get to know me before they judge me. It’s what I was hoping for with Smokey and Bandit.

      “Don’t look so frightened there, doll. We’ve got your back, you may not realize it yet, but you will...soon,” Smokey says to me, and for some reason, I believe him. I don’t trust easily, but if they can deal with my past, who am I not to give this a shot with them?

      “I’m going to try,” I tell him, “but with the people from my past, trust is a hard thing for me to give,” I tell him honestly.

      “Trust is earned, we get that,” Bandit says to me. “But we promise you, that when you give us your trust completely, you will recognize who it is that will never leave you in despair.” Aww, that’s kinda sweet.

      “Bandit, run a search on Manchester, will you?” Braxton asks.

      “Let me grab a laptop and I’ll start it now,” he replies, getting up from his seat. I bite the inside of my mouth, nerves getting the best of me now. What if what they find out makes it to where they are no longer willing to help me? What if they figure out, my strings that come attached, are too much for them to deal with, and they kick me to the curb, like the trash my family is?

      “Get your head out of there,” Smokey whispers. “I can see you’re thinking that what we might find is gonna be too much. Doll, you don’t know it yet, but we’d fight anyone to keep you here.”

      “You just have no idea who you’re messing with. My biggest fear is that with you digging into them, they may find out and take it out on me.”

      “Gotta get through all of us, first,” Law states. Smokey gives him a nod, one of those man things I’ve noticed since being around them, and I want to roll my eyes. They don’t know my brother, Butch, or that ragtag bunch of assholes he runs with, the Devil’s Demons. Those guys always gave me the creeps because their eyes looked dead inside. I wouldn’t put it past them to have been involved in some of the home invasions that were happening in my old town. Let alone the missing women who sporadically kept disappearing. I’ve always felt they were involved, but I wasn’t brave or strong enough to point fingers in their direction. I was living alone after all. I wouldn’t have been noticed as missing until day three of not showing up for work, or when my parents or sister needed monetary support from me. The shudder that wracks my body has Smokey pulling me into his lap and wrapping his arms around me. Safe. I’m safe here. Maybe if I chant it enough, I’ll start to believe that fact.

      “Anything else?” Braxton asks.

      “Not that I can think of right now,” I state. There are some secrets a woman has to keep to herself, maybe in time I’ll share all, but I’m not ready for that yet.
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