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Jasmine

I have been alone for so long now. I’m living in my car because I don’t want to waste money on a motel. Most of the towns I’ve been in are only a place to crash for a few days and make some money before moving on. It all changes when one girl decides to befriend me. Now, I’m living in Smokey’s apartment while he stays at the clubhouse for the most part. Still, I’m klutzy as hell and that’s the one thing I can’t do anything about. Have you ever spilled several plates of food on a biker? I have. It’s not fun and I’m scared to death every time people sit in my section. 

Things change when I find out my cousin is living in the same town. Now, I have a reason to stay in Shadowville. I take her in and raise her as my own. Then, a little boy absolutely captures my attention, and he needs someone to love on him and take him in too. That’s when everything changes. Again.

Smokey

I don’t want an ol’ lady or children. My only focus is the club and what we’re doing. However, I can’t stop myself from helping Jasmine. There’s a pull between us and I have no problem exploring it. As long as she understands it will never lead to anything important between us. Nothing is ever long-term with any woman who spends time in my bed.

When kids become involved, I can’t handle it. There is no way in hell I want to be in the same home as Jasmine and the kids. My past rears it’s ugly head and I make the worst decision of my life. One I might not be able to come back from. No matter what happens, it’s not just between Jasmine and me. There are other people to consider, and I’ve never had to do that before.
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This book is dedicated to my best friend Rose. You have been there whenever I need you, support me no matter what is going on, and make me laugh when no one else can. You’re the sister I’ve never had and will never be able to thank you enough for our friendship and everything you have done!
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I want to take a minute to thank all of you for reading Satan’s Anarchy. Sadly, the series is now done, and these characters won’t be seen anymore. Well, they might in a book or two in the future. I plan on doing a second series for the other chapter and a second generation series. Thank you for all of your support for this series!

Erin
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Smokey

TODAY HAS BEEN filled with getting things ready for Jasmine's birthday party. As far as I know she has no clue what’s going on. Phoebe and the ol’ ladies took her out for a late lunch and to get pampered while the rest of us got the clubhouse and cookout ready. We have a table filled with all sorts of gifts for her nestled up against the clubhouse. Under a canopy sit two more tables filled with all sorts of food while several tubs contain ice with drinks of all kinds. We’ve all been working hard to get things ready for when Jasmine gets back here.

The babes are pissed as hell because they’re not allowed out with us even at night as they usually would be. They’re relegated to their rooms inside and if any of the men want to fuck them, they can go to them. Otherwise, we better not see a single one of them outside or in the common room where Jasmine could see them when she went to the bathroom or for any other reason. Other than locked doors, she’s not being kept outside or anywhere else. 

Today is all about Jasmine and she’s going to be as comfortable as possible while here at the clubhouse. This is the first time she’ll really be here and I’m not going to have anything hurt her or make her want to leave before she gets to see we’re a family who will only support and encourage her as much as she needs. We all want her to know she can see us as friends and her extended family. We’ll be there to protect her and make sure no one hurts her. If she comes to us and begins opening up. No one can get any information from her about her life. If a conversation turns personal, she veers it in other directions.

Jasmine consumes my mind. Her entire being is extremely jumpy and her klutziness only adds to her appeal as far as I’m concerned. The girl is constantly on my mind and I want to find out what makes her tick. I want to be the man she turns to when she’s hurt, upset, happy, and everything in between. Unfortunately, I heard Corrinth’s warning loud and clear. I’m not the man for Jasmine and I never will be. She deserves children and a man who can love her the way she deserves to be loved. No one will be good enough for her as far as I’m concerned.

Renegade and Grave are manning the grills today. They’re fiercely competitive when it comes to cooking. You’d think Psycho would be the one in competition with his brother, but he’s content to sit back and worry about other things. The aroma of steak, chicken, burgers, and hotdogs grilling fill the air, wafting around on the gentle breeze. My mouth instantly waters at the thought of eating all the good food we have on hand today. Corrinth brough most of the things here from her diner. She usually does help when we have a cookout. 

Most of the guys are lounging around the yard waiting for our guest of honor to make an appearance. The only woman here is Corrinth. She’s been here since bringing the food over when she shut down the diner. Her customers know there are times she can’t be open and fully understand it. They’ve all come to love Jasmine in the time she’s been working there and know we’re doing something special for her today. I think a few of the dishes Corrinth brought are from individuals in town who want Jas to know they welcome her to town.

Maybe a half hour after taking a seat by the fire pits we’ll light later on tonight, the door to the clubhouse bursts open showing all the ol’ ladies arriving. Phoebe is first as her eyes scan the yard and land directly on me. A smirk covers her face as they all exit the doorway and head straight for their men. Jasmine is the last one through the door. She comes to a complete stop, looking around.

Standing up, we all yell “Happy birthday!” 

Jasmine’s face blushes as I take in her appearance. Her long, fiery red hair is pulled up in a high ponytail with barely any make-up on her face other than some smokey shit done to her eyes, making her eyes sparkle and pop even more than normal. Today instead of the clothes that are too big for her, she’s wearing a black summer dress with cherries covering it. The dress stops just above her knees showing more skin on her than I’ve seen outside of my apartment. Sandals cover her feet, showing off the red nail polish coating her nails. Her ample chest is on display as the material dips down low and does nothing to hide her tits from my view. 

Now, my mouth waters for a different reason. I have never wanted a taste of someone more in my life than in this second. She is so damn sexy and classy with her shyness shining through more than anything. Before I can take a step in her direction, Corrinth is at her side and pulling her into her arms. Whispered words are exchanged between the two. I’m honestly surprised Charlotte isn’t here with her today. That girl is Corrinth’s shadow when she’s not at school or studying. 

I watch on as Corrinth leads Jasmine farther from me. Dropping back into my seat, I wait for them to get their food before I make my way over to get my own plate. Psycho plops his ass down in the chair next to me. I barely see him as my gaze lingers on Jasmine.

“What are you doin’ about that?” Psycho asks me, taking a sip of his beer before handing me one.

“Nothin’.”

“The fuck you talkin’ about? You got her in your house and from what I hear you stay the fuck here most nights,” Psycho says, his voice filled with disbelief.

“She’s not for me. I’m not good enough for her and neither is anyone here,” I state without looking at him.

“We may not be good enough for a single one of them, but we go after what we want. My question is, what the fuck is stoppin’ you? We all see you watchin’ her, lettin’ her in your space, and you don’t let a single fucker near her. Also been hearin’ you spendin’ all your free time at the diner on her shifts. Smokey, what’s really goin’ on?” Psycho asks, his voice filled with concern for me. 

“Nothin’ is wrong. I can’t be the man she needs,” I answer, downing half my beer in one gulp.

For now, I sit back and keep my eyes locked on Jasmine as she sits at a table with the rest of the women. Jasmine barely put any food on her plate. What she did is filled with salad, green salad. There is no dressing on her food, and she’s got a bottle of water to drink as well. This is how she eats on a regular basis. I’ve seen all the food at the apartment sent home by Corrinth for Jas. She leaves it for a few days for me before tossing it in the garbage. Never do I see containers empty because she ate the food herself. 

Shaking my head, I stand up and make my way over to the grills. Grabbing a plate, I have Ren put a piece of chicken on it for me. Walking down the line of food, I fill the plate with salads, beans, rolls, and a brownie. Jasmine will not be starving herself on my watch. Not anymore. If I have to go to the apartment every single day to ensure she eats, that’s what I’ll start doing. 

After making sure I have enough food on the plate for Jasmine to eat, I walk over to her sitting at the picnic table with the ol’ ladies. They all stop talking when they notice me walking over to her. I set the plate down in front of her and take the one filled with salad. Jasmine looks up at me with tears in her eyes. 

“What are you doing?” she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

“You need to eat. Enough of this salad bullshit,” I tell her, trying to keep my voice gentle. “Jasmine, you’re fuckin’ perfect the way you are. Eat some real food. Please?”

She nods her head, a lone tear sliding down her face. I wipe it away with my thumb before making my way over to grab my own plate of food. Not a single person says a word to me as I get my food and head back to the chair, I was previously sitting in. Corrinth stares at me from across the yard, a small smile on her face. She knows I’m going to remain careful of my time spent with Jasmine and I won’t step over that line.
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Today is turning out to be an amazing day. Jasmine has been letting lose and I’ve seen her smiling more than anything else. The only time she’s shown any sadness on her face was when she began opening all the gifts everyone got for her. You’d believe no one had ever thrown her a birthday party before. Or celebrated her birthday at all. She thanked each and every member and ol’ lady for what they gave her.

She’s been in the middle of the yard with the rest of the ol’ ladies as they dance to the different music blaring through the speakers. It’s the first time I saw her completely open and free. While she may not move the way the rest of the women do, she’s not trying to catch anyone’s attention. Her movements are jerky and reserved where the rest of the women are dancing to entice their men. They want to make sure tonight is a night none of them will forget. 

Corrinth made her an amazing cake. It’s one layer with music notes on it along with ‘Happy Birthday Jasmine’ in red icing. Apparently, it’s her favorite color. Just one more thing to add to the small list of things I know about the girl. Half the cake is yellow, and the other half is chocolate. Other than blowing out the candles, Jasmine didn’t have a single piece of her own cake. Again, that’s not going to fly with me. 

I walk over and grab a piece of cake and take it into my room. Jasmine’s gifts are actually in my room because I didn’t want to make a big deal out of what I got her. They are just things I thought she could use and would like to have. Walking back outside, I find Jasmine coming inside. The sun has turned her skin a few shades lighter than a lobster. Fuck! She’s going to hurt when it finally begins burning her.

“Hey Smokey,” she says, her voice low as she averts her eyes from me. 

“Hey darlin’. How is your day goin’?” I ask, not letting her pass me.

“It’s good. I can’t think of a time when I had a party to celebrate my birthday,” she says, realizing after she speaks what she let me know. 

“Listen, I’ve got your gifts in my room. This isn’t a trick. Saw you didn’t eat any cake either,” I tell her, not sure she’s going to go with me.

“Um I was just coming in to use the bathroom,” she tells me, still not looking up at me. 

“You can use mine. It will be better than usin’ the main bathroom. Those things are disgustin’.”

After thinking for a minute, she finally nods her head in acceptance of going to my room with me. Placing my hand on her lower back, an electrical current floods my body as I guide her to my room. Unlocking the door, I let her step in first. There are four presents sitting on the middle of my bed and her piece of cake rests on my dresser. I point to the open door in my room indicating my bathroom. Jasmine gives me a small smile before stepping through the door. 

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I wait for her to enter the room again. It’s only minutes before Jasmine opens the door and looks at me with her cheeks blushing on top of the redness from the sun beating down on her most of the afternoon. Now, after pulling her ponytail out, her hair is curtained over her face to hide from me. This is one of the techniques she uses to protect herself. 

Standing up, I walk over to her, not wanting to miss my chance to be close to her. 

“You don’t have to hide from me,” I tell her, my voice hoarse as the smell of vanilla washes over me. 

It’s subtle and all Jasmine. There are no expensive perfumes or other fragrances trying to catch someone’s attention. No, it’s just her lotion and the shampoo and conditioner she uses. A tremor fills her body as our bodies brush against one another.

“It’s just habit,” she says, looking up with desire pooling in her eyes making them a darker green than normal.

I walk her over to the bed and take a seat next to her. Handing her the first gift, I watch as she rips the paper open. When the paper is removed, she’s holding a brand-new tablet. Jasmine looks up at me with tears in her eyes.

“I’ve noticed you always listenin’ to music and readin’. I thought if you had this, you could read more, find some new authors or somethin’. And listen to your music when you’re in your room and not just in the livin’ room.”

“Thank you,” she murmurs, as I turn to reach for the next gift. 

This one is a gift card for some of the local clothing stores. She needs new clothes; some that actually fit her. There’s a gift card to buy books, and then finally a necklace I saw in a jewelry store on my last run. It’s a very precious silver chain with a silver music note on the chain. There’s an emerald sitting in the middle of the musical note that made me think of her eyes as soon as I saw it. Lifting her eyes to mine, Jasmine stares at me with a few tears spilling over her lashes.

“It’s too much,” she tells me, her voice shaking.

“It’s not enough, Song Bird,” I tell her, the pet name just spilling from me without thought.

Jasmine pulls the necklace from the box it rests in and holds it out to me, silently asking me to put it on her. Nodding my head, I hold it over her head and bring the ends around her neck. Leaning in close to her to close the clasp, I’m overwhelmed with the urge to kiss this beautiful, shy woman. Pressing my lips against her neck, goosebumps immediately break out on her skin as another tremor wracks her body. I pepper a few kisses along her neck until my mouth stops just under her ear. The softest moan I’ve ever heard escapes her mouth as her pulse and breathing picks up.

“Smokey,” she breathes out, her voice nothing more than a whisper.

Turning in my arms, Jasmine stares at my lips instead of looking me in the eyes. She’s fucking killing me right now. I want her more than I’ve ever wanted another woman in my entire life. There’s never been anyone else who can make me hard as a rock from just a glimpse of her usually pale skin. Being so close to her now, all of her freckles stand out against her skin, more pronounce because of her slight sunburn. Fuck, they’re cute as hell, splattered across her nose and covering her arms.

“Jasmine,” I whisper, a tremor to my voice as I stare at her. “You’re killin’ me here. There is nothin’ more I want right now than to kiss you.”

“Please?” she questions me, finally looking up in my eyes.

Leaning in, I place my lips against hers. Jasmine’s eyes slide closed, dark lashes splayed against her skin. I let my eyes close after tilting her head with a hand on each side of her face. Jasmine’s skin is so smooth and silky soft under my calloused hands. The strands of her hair slide through my fingers, letting me feel exactly how silky it is too. Nipping her bottom lip Jasmine doesn’t hesitate to open her mouth. Sliding my tongue in along hers, her inexperience becomes immediately evident. I’m not sure why, but that does something to me. 

I want to be the man who gets to taste her first; be all of her firsts. The only man to taste her and show her what she does to me with a look. There are no other thoughts on my mind as I slowly let Jasmine used to what I’m doing to her and kiss me back. She tangles her tongue with mine, resting her hands on my chest. Even through my tee-shirt, the scorching heat fills me. Her nails slightly dig in as I deepen the kiss even more. 

Not wanting to scare Jasmine away from me, I don’t move my hands from her neck and the side of her face. The thoughts flooding my head right now are spinning out of control of everything I want to do to her. Jasmine’s hands move from my chest up to my shoulder, wrapping around my neck. Breaking my lips from hers, I pepper kisses from her mouth down to her neck. She turns her head to the side giving me better access to her skin. 

After several minutes of kissing, nipping, and sucking her skin, I pull back. If I don’t slow the hell down right now, I’m going to take things too far. I’m not that guy and I won’t be that guy for Jasmine. My women are always willing and more than ready for me to fuck them. Jas has no experience and I’m not going to force myself on her because it’s what I want.

“Did I do something wrong?” she questions me, her vulnerability showing.

“No, Song Bird, you did absolutely nothin’ wrong. If I don’t stop now, this isn’t goin’ to stop at a kiss. A kiss I loved more than anythin’ else,” I tell her, lifting her face so she can see the truth of my words in my eyes.

“What if I don’t want you to stop? I know I’m not experienced and won’t what to do, but I want this to happen,” she tells me, ripping the last piece of my self-control to shreds. 

“Are you sure, Jasmine?”

She nods her head. That’s not going to work for me. 

“Need the words, baby,” I tell her, still not moving a muscle.

“I want you Smokey. I want you to be my first.”

Standing up, I remove her gifts from my bed. Coming in here, I never imagined this happening between Jasmine and me. It’s something I’ve only dreamed of happening, but never thought would be a reality. Now, she’s giving me the best gift I’ve ever been given, and I’ll treasure it for the rest of my life. Jasmine is the only woman I’ve ever dreamed of being with in every way possible; making her my ol’ lady, my wife, and the mother of any children she blessed us with. Things I don’t want because there is no way in hell I’m a man to have children. My parents sure as hell couldn’t do anything right with us. 

Once her gifts are moved to my dresser, I remove my cut and hang it on a hook on the back of my bedroom door. Reaching up behind my neck, I pull my shirt from my body. Jasmine never takes her eyes off my chest and body as I continue to expose my skin. Toeing off my boots, I remove them before undoing my belt and jeans. I barely wear underwear and today is one of those days as my cock springs into view immediately. Jasmine’s eyes widen in shock. Not only at my size, but at the metal lining the length of my cock. 

“Is that going to fit?” she gasps, finally dragging her eyes up my body to my eyes.

“It will fit Song Bird. It’s goin’ to hurt and there’s nothin’ I can do about that. I’m goin’ to get you ready for me before anythin’ else,” I tell her, walking closer to the bed where she’s still sitting with wide eyes. “We don’t have to do this. Not today or any other day.”

“Please?” she pleads with me, locking our eyes together.

Nodding my head, I reach out for her trembling body. Helping her stand up before me, I slide my hands under the edge of her dress and drag it up her body. When I pull it over her head, Jasmine tries to cover her body. She’s wearing a deep red bra and panty set that’s covered in lace. It matches the blushing of her skin right now.

“Don’t hide from me, baby,” I tell her, slowly sliding her arms from her body. “You are gorgeous.”

Removing her bra from her, I take in her dusky rose nipples already begging for my mouth. They are more than a handful and I can’t wait to suck her hard nipples into my mouth. I slide my hands down her sides until I reach the edge of her panties. Sliding them down her legs, gravity soon helps them drop to the floor. Helping her out of them, I lay her back on the bed, kneeling down before her. The hair covering her lower body is trimmed close to her skin as the scent of her arousal fills my senses. Without taking my eyes from her, I lower my head. My tongue pokes out, sliding through her folds until I reach her clit. 

“Smokey,” she moans out, her hips raising off the bed closer to my mouth. 

“It’s Gabe in here, Song Bird. You’re the only one who will ever use my real name. Any time my mouth, hands, or cock are near you, that’s what I want to hear spilling from your lips.”

Lowering my head again, I don’t hesitate to devour Jasmine. Her body squirms under my touch and mouth as I lay my arm across her stomach to hold her in place. Sucking her clit into my mouth, I slide a finger in and out of her wet, warm pussy. She clamps down around me. After she’s used to the invasion of my finger, I add a second one, scissoring them to loosen her up a little. Jasmine’s hands dig into my hair, making sure my mouth remains on her body.

It’s not long before her pussy is rippling around my fingers and her body is shaking under me. Moving my arm from her stomach, I slide my hand up her body until I reach her nipple. Pinching and pulling it to add a slight amount of pain and pleasure, Jasmine explodes around my fingers. I don’t give her any time as I move up her body, taking her mouth with mine. 

As we’re lost in the sensations flowing through us from the kiss, I grab the base of my cock and line myself up with Jasmine’s pussy. Her body remains lax as I keep her attention on my kisses. Slowly, inch by inch, I slide inside her sheath. Jasmine wraps her arms over my shoulders, digging her nails into my back. Wrapping her legs around my waist, she digs her feet into my ass. I’m trying to go slow here, but she’s going to have pain no matter what I do. Pulling back slightly, I break through her virginity until I’m balls deep. Stilling, I lift my head from her and look down to see her eyes closed with a few tears sliding down her cheeks.

“Are you okay Song Bird?” I ask her, hating seeing her in pain.

“It hurts,” she says, her voice wavering in pain as a few more tears escape.

“Do you want me to stop?”

It will kill me to stop right now, but I’m not going to make her continue if it’s not what she wants. Jasmine is the only one who matters right now.

“No. The pain is fading away.”

Lowering my mouth, I suck a hard nipple into my mouth. Her back arches off the bed and her heels dig into my ass once again. Taking it as my cue to move, I slowly slide out of her body until just the tip of my cock remains inside her. My hips move until I can’t move any further inside her. Sliding in and out of Jasmine’s pussy, it’s not long before I feel the telltale tingling in the base of my spine. 

She’s so tight and wet, I’ve never felt anything like it before in my life. With her nipple still in my mouth, I reach between us with one hand until my fingers find her clit. Rubbing circles around it, I press down a little harder every few seconds until her body begins shaking beneath me once more. Moans and pants are escaping her mouth. She’s all real, soft, and the sexiest I’ve ever seen her. Jasmine’s skin is flushed with arousal, her head thrown back with her eyes closed as her red hair clashes against the black pillowcases on my bed. 

“Gabe,” she calls out as her pussy begins to clamp down on me.

My hips speed up, adding a twist to them as I grind down on her pelvis. Jasmine’s nails dig harder into my back, drawing blood I’m sure, as her body arches up into mine. Her legs shake as she tries to keep them wrapped around my waist. Screaming out my name again, Jasmine sucks me in. Three more thrusts are all it takes for me to fill her with my release.

“Fuck! Jasmine!” I yell out as my body tenses and I still inside her.

Lowering my body to her, I roll to the side and wrap her in my arms. Rubbing my hands up and down her sweat covered back, our breathing slowly goes back to normal. Standing from the bed, I make my way into the bathroom as Jasmine lays in my bed. Guilt consumes me as I realize what just happened. Not only did I take her virginity, but I also didn’t use a fucking condom. I’m clean. It’s just the thought of repercussions from what just happened. Cleaning myself up, I turn on the water in the shower in my room. It’s not a bath, but it will still help Jasmine with the soreness that will soon fill her. 

Walking back in the room, she’s sitting up on the side of the bed with her back to me. I walk around to face her as tears slide down her face.

“Song Bird, what’s wrong?” I question her, kneeling down between her legs.

“Thank you,” is all she whispers. 

“Jasmine, I’m not sure what you’re thankin’ me for. I thank you for givin’ me such a precious gift as you have. But I didn’t use a condom. I’m clean and I know you are too. I’m so sorry,” I tell her as she looks up at me. 

“I’m not on birth control. I don’t have good reactions to it,” she informs me as I hang my head. “I’ve got a hot shower runnin’ for you. It will help ease any tenderness you feel.”

Helping her in the bathroom, I let her have some time to herself. I need to get my own head wrapped around what just happened and what may come of it. Fuck! How did this happen? I let this happen because I was so wrapped up in Jasmine and what her body naked under my own was doing to me. Now, there may be consequences I’m not prepared to deal with. Ones I never in my life wanted. 

Getting dressed in the same clothes, I sit on the bed and hang my head in my hands. It’s not long before the water shuts off and the bathroom door opens. Jasmine hesitantly walks into my room wearing just a towel wrapped around her delicious body. My cock is already hard again with want for her. I watch on as she dresses again. Running her fingers through her hair, she keeps her eyes off me. I know she’s crying as her shoulders shake slightly. 

“Do you want to go back outside or home?” I ask her, not caring what her choice is.

“Um, I think I’d like to go home.”

Grabbing my keys out of my pocket, I grab her gifts and lead her from the room with my hand on the small of her back. There is no one in the common room as we make our way through the front door to my truck. I won’t put her on the back of my bike wearing the sundress covering her body. Too much could go wrong, and I won’t hurt her like that. Helping her up in the passenger seat, I close the door after handing over her things. Someone has already placed the rest of her gifts in the back seat with her cake and extra food. 

It doesn’t take long for me to pull up outside of my apartment. Jasmine doesn’t wait for me as she opens the door and closes it softly behind her. Opening the back door, she begins to grab as much as she can in her hands. It’s not really hard considering they put everything in bags. She’s got all of the bags in her hands as I grab the food and cake. Together, we make our way upstairs. When I go to say something to her, Jasmine tells me she’s sorry before closing her bedroom door and locking me out. 

Taking care of the food, I leave the apartment and head back to the clubhouse. She needs her space and I’m going to give it to her. Hell, I think I need my space as well. Parking my truck back in it’s parking spot, I make my way in the front door. Everyone is sitting around talking and laughing as I grab a bottle of whiskey and make my way back to my room. I don’t stop until the door is shut behind me. Vanilla fills my room and reminds me of just what went on in here not that long ago. Something I’ll always remember.
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Jasmine

IT’S BEEN THREE days since the club threw me a birthday party. After the ol’ ladies took me out to a late lunch then a spa to get pampered, they dressed me and did my hair and make-up before we headed over there. I tried to resist going to the clubhouse, it’s not somewhere I’m needed or wanted. I’m not an ol’ lady and only work for Corrinth who has ties to the club. There is no reason for me to ever show up there. Not unless Phoebe needs me to grab something for her. Other than that, I always turn down invitations to go there. I was shocked beyond belief when I realized everyone was there to celebrate my day.

I haven’t been able to get what happened with Smokey out of my head. If anyone was going to take my virginity, I could only see it being him. He was gentle, kind, and made me feel small and sexy under his muscled body. Honestly, I couldn’t have imagined it any better than what happened. Yes, it hurt like hell. Smokey was still willing to stop what was going on between us. No one else would have done anything like that. Then, he let me have time to myself as I stood under the hot spray of the shower. Tears flowed down my cheeks at how special he made my first time. Others might not see it as anything special, but to me it was. Even without the hearts and flowers; that’s not something I need to ever have.

Smokey is always on my mind though. He’s sexy with his blond hair that always looks as if he’s either just woken up or been running his fingers through it. Blond stubble always covers his jaw too. Not a full-on beard, but enough to let others know he doesn’t care about his appearance and what they think about him. Don’t even get me started on hips. They are so full and softer than I thought possible for anyone. Smokey has grey eyes that change with his mood. When he’s pissed, they turn dark grey reminding me of the sky during a horrible storm. His body is a work of art between the muscles and tattoos covering his tan skin. That sexy as sin V I’ve always read about in my books is something Smokey has. 

It’s not his looks that have me constantly thinking of him though. Smokey’s personality is what has always been the large draw for me. He’s silent and watches over me without me asking him or wanting him to. I can’t ever hide from him no matter what secrets I want to keep to myself. Smokey is that way with everyone he comes into contact with. He has given me a place to live, made sure I have everything I could want, and protects me while I’m at the diner working. No one says a word to me as he watches silently over me. I never have to feel anything other than safe and protected when he’s near me. Not a single person in my life has ever protected me. The man also notices the little things in life such as my not eating the food I bring home from the diner. In my eyes, Smokey is the total package. Any woman would be lucky to call them hers.

He barely smiles unless he’s with Ink and Phoebe. Those rare occasions he shows his magnificent smile are the times I always look forward to. His entire face lights up and those grey eyes I love looking into turn almost a silver color. Usually, he’s too quiet compared to the rest of the men. His voice sends shivers through me when he does speak though. It’s smooth and deep. The only time I ever here it harsh and laced with venom is when he’s pissed off. Those times usually revolve around someone saying something to me out of anger or defending me. 

I’m not stupid enough to believe anything will ever happen between the two of us. Having sex with Smokey was a one-time deal. From what I’ve heard said in the diner and from the ol’ ladies, Smokey doesn’t take anyone into his bed more than one time. He doesn’t fuck the women at the club because they like to cause too much drama. When he chooses to find a woman for the night, it’s at a bar or anywhere when he’s out on the town. Women throw themselves at him on a daily basis. The women he’s with are all skinny, sexy, and could have any man they want. Men like Smokey who are also sexy. I’m as far from sexy as you can get honestly.

The night we were together is more than likely a night he felt sorry for me. I let him kiss me and in turn he made me feel sexy. That’s why I was with him that night. Since then, he hasn’t been back to the apartment and I haven’t seen him at the diner when I’m working. It wouldn’t surprise me to learn he’s avoiding me because he doesn’t want me to cling to him or make things up in my head about what we are or aren’t. Yes, he’s starred in every single one of my fantasies. That doesn’t mean I’m stupid enough to believe he wants to have anything to do with me outside of that one time. I’m not a lovesick fool who will try to get him in bed again or believe he’s my man. That’s not my style; it never has been, and I won’t start now. 

Today is my day off at the diner. I’ve been pulling extra shifts to help Corrinth out, but she stopped me today. She’s worried about me working myself to death. I’m not in school and there’s only so much cleaning I can do at the apartment on a daily basis. Boredom fills me to the core, and I can’t stand it. I’m always doing something. Usually cooking and singing. Or reading. However, I can only read for so long during the day before I’m going crazy. Yeah, I’m that girl who could never stand to sit still no matter what my appearance makes others around me think. 

On top of working at the diner, I discovered a channel on Smokey’s cable that shows workout routines. I’ve been doing them a few times a week to start out. My hope is to workout each and every single day for an hour or so a day. Until I can get to that point, I’ll make do with what I can manage. It gives me something to do and I’ve been feeling better about myself too. I’d die if anyone ever caught me though. I’m sure I look like a beached whale trying to get off the sand when I move to the routines on the TV in front of me. It’s my secret to keep as I work on becoming stronger and more self-confident each day. 

I’ve been cleaning the apartment this afternoon after working out and taking a bath to relax my sore muscles. I’ll end up taking another shower later on after I clean and cook dinner. There’s a new recipe I found in a book I want to try. It’s a baked chicken dinner I’ll make roasted potatoes and steamed vegetables with. Smokey had some dirty laundry in the basket in the bathroom I washed and folded, leaving on the table for now because I’m not allowed to go into his room. after I’m done with my laundry, I’ll put his clothes in the basket. I always leave it outside of his door when I take the chance and wash any of his clothes. 

I’ve gotten the laundry in the dryer, dishes from breakfast washed and put away, and have dinner out thawing so I can prepare it in a few hours. Whenever I use food or anything, I write it down on a list I keep in my room so I can replace it. There is no way in hell someone will tell me I’m not pulling my weight since this is not my apartment and none of the food has been bought by me. Smokey has bought everything I’ve used or been given since moving in with him almost three months ago. I will do everything in my power to pay him back for his generosity. 

While my laundry is in the dryer, I begin to dust and clean off the tables in the living room. Smokey has glass topped tables at the ends of his massive leather couch and sitting in front of it. I have been using folded up napkins to ensure I don’t leave rings on the tables though I typically clean them on a daily basis. Like I said, boredom consumes me, and I have to stay busy at all times when a book can’t keep my attention. The TV is playing Without Me by Nate Moran as I clean the apartment. I’ve built a few playlists on Spotify to listen to as I clean or lounge back and read. 

As I walk from the end table to the coffee table sitting in front of the couch, I trip on something. There is nothing to reach onto so I can stop myself from falling face first into the table. Tossing my hands out in front of me, my arms go through the glass as it shatters. Glass shards cut into my arms, face, and chest as I land on top of the glass and metal frame of the table. I cry out in pain and embarrassment even though no one is here. Smokey is going to be so pissed off at me. Tears spill down my face as I lay still for a few minutes. I’m not going to be able to get up very easily without cutting more of my skin open. I’m screwed. 

Finally, I carefully push myself up off the floor. As predicted, glass penetrates my palms and I cry out even more as the song playing on TV is the only noise in the apartment. Walking to the bathroom, I know there are pieces sticking in the bottom of my feet as well. With the way it shattered and went all over the floor, there is no way to believe I got away without cuts on the bottom of my feet. Closing the door of the bathroom, I remove my clothing so I can pick the pieces of glass out. It stings as I carefully pull out one piece after another. This is going to take forever, but I don’t want to risk getting an infection because I left something in my skin. 

I’m not sure how long I stand in front of the mirror, picking out the glass. Tears stream down my cheeks the entire time with squeals of pain mixed in. To say I’m a mess right now is an understatement. Finally, all of the glass is out of my arms, chest, face, and palms. Sitting down on the closed toilet seat, I begin to pull pieces from the bottom of my feet. As I knew, there are several small slivers of glass under my skin. These ones take even longer to pull from my body. They also hurt more for some reason. Or maybe the adrenaline has finally worn off and I’m feeling each and every sting and pain now. 

When the glass is finally out of my body, I step into the shower. Since I didn’t want to let the water run wastefully, I don’t turn it on until I’m in the shower. A blast of cold water hits me dead on as I scream out. I don’t move or get out of the way as it takes some of the sting away before the hot water washes down over me. I watch on as my blood mixes with the water before swirling down the drain. The stinging sensation filling me is even worse now. It’s only going to hurt more as the shampoo, conditioner, and body wash rinse down my body.

Still, I take my time in the shower because I know I’m going to be slow moving until the self-imposed wounds heal. Yes, I consider them self-imposed because if I weren’t such a damn klutz this wouldn’t have happened. Finally, I get out of the hot water, dry myself off, and change into clothes I have lying on the end of my bed for tonight. It’s not ideal because it’s merely a cami and pair of pajama shorts that do nothing to cover my body. Once I’m dressed again, I make my way back to the bathroom to clean the counters and make sure there is no glass around for anyone else to get cut on. 

Back in the living room, I put away the chicken in the refrigerator because I’m not going to be standing in the kitchen long enough to cook it, and I don’t want it to go bad before Smokey has a chance to cook it. Grabbing the broom and dustpan from the small closet all of the cleaning supplies are in, I don’t go near the broken table until I have my sneakers on my feet. I don’t want to get anymore glass in my feet. Now, I’ll have to throw my sneakers out though because I’m still bleeding. 

Sweeping up all of the glass, I double check everywhere before realizing there is nothing more for me to sweep up. Dumping the shards in the garbage can, I fill the mop bucket with steaming hot water. Before I begin mopping the living room, kitchen, and bathroom to remove any blood I may have left behind, I pick up the mangled table frame and place it by the door to take out to the dumpster. Mopping the floor, I don’t miss a single speck of blood as I make my way through the house. While the floor is drying, I sit at the table with my purse next to me. I keep all of my spare cash in there in a hidden compartment. 

Pulling it all out, I leave most of it on the table for Smokey. I’ll write him a note before I’m done and leave his apartment. He has the right to know why I’m no longer living here. He’s going to be so mad at me for messing up his table. Honestly, I’m surprised I haven’t done more damage to his apartment with falling and tripping over absolutely nothing more than air. Grabbing an envelope from the cabinet Smokey keeps them in, I place the cash inside before sealing it and writing his name on the outside. Next, I head to my room to begin packing my things in the few duffle bags I have. 

It doesn’t take me long to pack my new clothes, the gift cards, presents, and shoes I have in my possession. Everything I own can fit in a few bags and it makes my heart break to realize I’ll never have a stable home at the rate I’m going. All of the money I’d been saving to get my own place will now be Smokey’s to replace everything I’ve used and to replace his table.

Over the year I’ve been on the road so my father couldn’t find me, I’ve learned to only keep what I absolutely need. My clothes get rolled up instead of folded because I can fit more into my bag. I have learned to make things as small as possible in order to keep as little with me as possible. Especially the blankets I have saved from my mom. No one will ever get their hands on them if I can help it. However, it was nice to be out of the car, I never expected to go back this soon. I should have realized living in someone else’s space was never meant for me.

After everything is packed with the exception of my purse, and tablet, I begin to write Smokey a letter. Maybe it’s time to move on from Shadowville altogether. I can live somewhere else where no one knows me. It’s not as if I ever believed I’d make this small town my permanent home anyway.

Smokey,

I want to thank you for everything you have done for me. You took a chance and let me into your home. I’ll be forever grateful for everything you did while I was here. For the first time in my life, I felt safe and protected. That’s all because of you.

I’m truly sorry for breaking your table. I don’t know what happened as I was attempting to clean and fell into the glass top. I’ve done my best to clean up the mess I made, and the frame is going to be in the dumpster. There is an envelope of money for you. Not just for the table I damaged beyond repair, but for the food I’ve eaten and anything else I’ve used while staying in your home. 

As for what happened at the clubhouse, you don’t have to worry. I’m not going to make it out to be more than it was. One night in your bed. You made it special for me and that’s what I’ll remember as I move on with my life. I was never going to make you feel some type of way for taking my virginity. I’m not clingy and wouldn’t dream of believing it meant more than it did. If anything comes of that night, I will raise him or her with all the love I have to give. Other than letting you know about him or her, I will not bother you. Not for money or to be a part of our child’s life. You didn’t have to tell me you don’t want children. They will grow up knowing their father is a kind, gentle man in my eyes while a solid protector at the same time.

I am truly sorry for each and everything I have damaged and done while here. Especially dumping food and drinks all over you and the club while you were in the diner to eat. 

Thank You,

J

A lone tear falls on the piece of paper, smearing the ink where my first initial sits. I’ve tried to make sure there is no blood on the paper from the cuts still bleeding as I fold it and stuff it in another envelope. Taking it out to the living room, I stop dead in my tracks as Smokey stands at the table with the envelope of money in his hand. He looks up at me as I hold the other one in trembling hands.

“What the hell happened?” he asks, his voice laced with concern as he rushes to my side.
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