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Charisma Jones

My life has been one struggle after another. Between my mom being a single mother, her illness, and finally her death, I don't think anything can rock my world on its axis anymore. One conversation changes what I thought my life was and makes me question everything I thought was real. Especially when one man walks into my life when I need someone the most. Can make something real work between us?

Jesse 'Grinder' Williams

As the Enforcer of the Blazing Outlaws MC, I take my job of protection seriously. I never wanted anything more than the variety of women being thrown my way because of the club and to make sure my brothers were protected and whole each time they go out on a run or other club business. One chance meeting with Charisma changes my entire outlook on life and what I'm really looking for. There's just one problem; a major problem. Can I make the choice between Charisma and the club? Will I be able to walk away from everything I want?
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Grinder’s Impasse is dedicated to Heather and her entire family. To everyone who has lost a loved one to cancer. Or fought the battle themselves. You’re stronger than you know and have a support system in people you may not know. 
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Charisma

GROWING UP, I didn’t have a perfect life. I don’t know if anyone honestly has a perfect one. My life was not typical by any means though. When I was a baby, my father abandoned my mom and me, if you believe what she says, so we struggled alone on our own. There was no child support or weekend visitations. Hell, there weren’t even every other weekend visitations. According to my mother, my father is a bastard who couldn’t keep his dick contained in his jeans. He didn’t want a family or anything to do with me.

I cried so many tears for the loss of never knowing what the love of a father feels like on a daily basis. Other kids would talk about spending time with their fathers and how they would help them with this or that. They would talk about playing sports and other games with their dads or how he would patiently show them how to do things when they were confused. I didn’t know what any of them were talking about or how it would feel to have the influence of a strong, male role model in my life.

My mother did what she could to be there for me and give me all the love I could get from one parent in our household. However, she did have her faults. Other than loving me and giving me the best life she could, there was nothing she could do to keep a job. Especially once she got sick. So, she started doing whatever she could in order to bring money into our house. My mom did everything from cleaning for our neighbors and babysitting, to pimping herself out and stripping. It’s not exactly the best place for a child to be raised in, but I didn’t know any better. I love my mom with everything in me.

A good thing I didn’t have to worry about with my mom is she never brought men around me. If she was talking to a man, I didn’t know anything. I’ve heard the stories about women dragging a revolving door of men through their homes and not caring what it was doing to their young children. My mom never once thought about bringing a man around me. When I asked her about it, she answered that there was never a man good enough to bring around me. Part of me always thought she was still in love with whoever my father is. That’s why she never dated for long or brought men around me. The door was always open if my father one day wanted to come back in.

When I was in school, there were no invitations to sleepovers or friends for me. I was bullied and treated like shit simply because of who I am. Kids dads knew my mom stripped sometimes and didn’t always make money the legal way. Add on the fact I didn’t have name brand clothes or even new ones and I was the perfect target for others to bully me. Plus, for some reason, I was always the fat girl in school. Even though we didn’t always have food to eat. My life was the perfect recipe for bullies to pick on and others to ignore. I’ve always been the invisible girl for anyone who didn’t want to make themselves feel better by putting me down.

After graduation, barely getting my diploma, I chose not to go to college. My mom needed me and there was no way I could leave her alone. So, my dreams were put on hold because she needs me. If I were to leave her, I’d feel horrible and guilt would eat me alive. Just like I have no one in my life, my mom doesn’t either. It’s always been just the two of us. Part of me believes she preferred us to be alone because it meant not having to answer to anyone and no one could hurt us when we least expected it.

I was ten the first time my mom got sick. They told her she had cancer and she was put on stringent treatments to try and slow the spread. Other than that, there was nothing they could do for her. The cancer had been inside her so long without her knowing and it spread through a lot of her body. Instead of letting it get her down, my mom fought with everything in her. The bad days are horrible for her and the good ones are when she’s barely alert. Now, she’s nothing but a shell of her former self. Still, she won’t tell me anything about my father or if I have any siblings other than a brother named Kyle.

Shortly after she got diagnosed, I tried to ask her about my dad and brother only to get the silent treatment from her for days. I’m not sure exactly what happened between my parents, but it was enough to make her hate my dad and not want me to have anything to do with him. Still, she should want to let me know who my brother is. All I have are pictures of him when he was a toddler and knowing his first and last name. I don’t have a clue where he is, if he’s still alive, or anything else about him. I’ve cried more nights than I’d like to admit for a family I have never known.

Part of me honestly hates my mom because she won’t give me the information I crave about the other part of my family. I think about the life I would have possibly had or how things could have been different if I had my dad and a brother while I was in school. Those are simply dreams I’ll never get the answer to though. Dreams which will never be fulfilled because my mom will take them to her grave at this point.

There’s only one person in my life other than my mom. A man named Ghost. I know it’s not his real name but it’s the only name I’ve ever heard him called. He would check on us and make sure there was food in our cupboards and fridge. If my mom was sick, he would make sure there was money for her medicine and take me from the house for a little while. Whenever he did take me out of the house, another man would be left with my mom to make sure nothing happened to her. 

I’m not sure who Ghost is other than someone my mom has known for a very long time. I’d say he was a father figure in my life, but he never once came on a regular basis or did anything to help us out of this situation. Other than helping out a little bit with food or giving us some spare change, Ghost has never been a person who comes around on a regular basis. Every time I tried to ask him, when I was older, why he came over, I didn’t get an answer. Ghost is the King of avoiding questions he doesn’t want to answer.

Now, I barely see Ghost. When I do, he’s got concern and something else hidden in the depths of his eyes. I know if I question him, he’ll only change the subject and not give me any sort of answer. Nothing of value anyway. Somedays I feel as if he knows the secrets of my past and is torn between wanting to tell me and wanting to keep my mother’s secrets. Over the years I’ve found them on multiple occasions talking quietly. If I enter the room or they hear me moving around, the conversation stops until I’m gone once more. It’s frustrating beyond belief.

However, the one thing I haven’t been able to get out of my mind is the way he said Satan’s name a few days ago when I saw him. There’s a reason he said it the way he did but I can’t figure it out. Then, my mind turns to the large man who kept me from falling to the ground. I’ve never seen a man like him in my life.

Grinder is his name if I remember correctly. He’s taller than me by a foot or more and filled with muscles. The kind from working hard and hitting the gym every now and then. Tattoos went down both of his arms and not a single one of them had color in them. His head was bald even though he had a beard. However, it was his light blue eyes with the hint of gray mingled in that drew me into him. It’s like the perfect mix of a cloudless day with the hint of a burgeoning storm mixed in.

Pain and curiosity filled his eyes as he looked down at me. I was filled with longing and these weird electrical currents running from him to me. Anywhere Grinder touched me, there was an instant zap of awareness linked between the two of us. Considering I’ve never been anyone the male half of the population has looked twice at, I shake my head because there’s no way in hell a man as sexy as Grinder would want anything to do with me. Whatever is going on is in my head and there only. I’ll do better to tamp it down if I ever see the man in question again.

“Hello mom,” I say, walking in the living room after getting up. “I wanted to let you know I’ve seen Ghost. He said he’d come by and see you soon. So, don’t be surprised if he comes knocking on the door to see you.”

My mom has been pretty out of it since I saw Ghost. Today, even though I’m only getting downstairs, I can already tell she’s more alert than she has been the last few days. Her eyes are following me around the room while I move to get her things around. I have to prepare the mixture going in her feeding tube since she can no longer eat food on her own. A nurse will be here in about five minutes or so to ensure her pain medicine is filled and ready for the day. No one wants her to run out before the next nurse comes on duty.

“When Evelyn gets here I have to head out to work,” I tell her as if she’ll talk back to me. “She’ll be here most of the day. Bianca won’t be back here because I was late the other day. I’ll have to find someone to cover her shift. For now, Evelyn will be picking up extra shifts.”

After making sure my mom’s clean gown is out along with the necessary items for her sponge bath, I head to the kitchen to get her food ready. I’ll hopefully have time to eat something before I head out to work. Though it’s not likely because I have so much to do before I can get ready for the day. Just another day in the life of me.

My days blend together, the same thing happening each and every second of the time I’m awake. Even my dreams are filled with duty and taking care of my mom. I lost the ability to dream and want things of my own a long time ago. Dreams are for people who don’t have to care for a sick parent and don’t feel as if they’re missing a piece of their heart and soul because they long for something they’ll never have; a family of their own. 
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Charisma

I’VE BEEN AWAKE long enough to take a quick shower, get dressed, and make my way down to my mom. Usually I wouldn’t take a shower before checking on her and starting our morning routine, but last night was hell and I was too tired to take one before faceplanting on my bed and instantly falling asleep. It happens every now and then because my body and mind are simply too exhausted for me to remain awake any longer. Once every few weeks I get uninterrupted sleep and then feel like shit because something could have happened to my mom, and I wouldn’t be there for her. 

Yes, there’s a nurse here throughout the night watching over her and making sure nothing happens. However, I feel it’s still up to me to be alert and awake at any given second to ensure I’m one of the last people she sees. I don’t want something to happen to my mom and one of her nurses to be the last thing she sees. I’ll never be able to live with myself if that’s what happens when the cancer finally takes her. That’s also one of the main reasons I hate working so much and only having one day off a week. If I’m lucky.

After rushing through my morning routine which isn’t much other than taking a quick shower, dressing, and brushing my teeth before brushing out my long hair. I’m not a girly girl who puts make-up on or worries about what others think of her. I’m more of a stay hidden in the shadows and don’t worry about what I look like kind of girl. Other than the large man who made me feel electricity flow through my body, a single guy has never caused me to turn my head or let them take up space in my mind. 

Now, I simply don’t have time for guys, friends, or anything else. My mom and working are the only things consuming my mind and life for the most part. There’s only room for one other thing in my life and that’s the constant worry I’ll never find out who my brother and father are. At this point, the thought of being completely alone in the world terrifies me more than almost anything else. I’ve never been on my own and I’m not sure how it would work out for me. It’s a fear I’ve kept to myself since my mom got sick because I don’t want her to worry about me.

Walking downstairs, it’s quiet as normal. The only sound that ever comes from the lower level of our house are the beeping of the machines keeping my mom alive. Or helping her fight to remain alive. We don’t have a television anymore because there was no room with everything needed to care for my mom. Plus, I can’t afford cable or internet right now so there’s no point in owning a television. I have a small radio in my room to play on the nights I’m really having a hard time sleeping. Music soothes me and helps get me out of my head when I need it the most.

Stepping up close to my mom’s hospital bed, she opens her eyes and looks up at me from her position against the pillows. Her eyes are bright today instead of the life fading from their blue depths. It’s been so long since I’ve seen her eyes as bright as they are right now and it not being because they’re filled with tears. Slowly, she lifts her hand up toward me and I step to her side. My mom holds my hand, even if her grip isn’t strong, it gives me hope that today is going to be a good day. Hope is something I don’t let myself have because we know it’s just a matter of time before she loses her final battle with cancer. Her good days are getting farther and farther apart.

“Good morning mama. How are you feeling?” I ask her, not holding out hope for an answer.

“Not. Good,” she slowly responds, her voice frail and low as I lean down over her. 

I grab the glass we keep by her bedside and pour a fresh cup of ice water for her. Marnie, her overnight nurse has already refilled it with fresh water as she walks back in the room with the mixture she’ll feed to my mom through her tube. Marnie always has a smile on her face when she’s here and I love her as much as I love Evelyn. She came to us when Torrie left us high and dry. Marnie’s just out of nursing school and has just moved here to Willow Creek. She doesn’t know anyone and went through a temporary agency to find work. Somehow Evelyn’s boss got her name, and she was sent here to help take care of my mom. She’s quiet and does her job without complaining.

Marnie’s a tiny woman. I’m not much over five foot tall and she’s just a hair shorter than I am. She’s got wild, curly, black hair that’s always up even though pieces escape more often than not. Other than knowing she’s twenty-one, I don’t know anything else about her. Since I don’t like people prying into my life, I haven’t pried into her life.

“Morning Marnie,” I greet her, my smile in place.

“Good morning,” her raspy voice greets me.

“How was mom last night?” I ask the same question every morning.

“She slept through the night and woke up smiling this morning. Miss Molly appears to be having a good start to the day,” Marnie tells me, her southern twang coming out more as she speaks.

“That’s great to hear. Evelyn should be here in a few minutes,” I say just to have something to say.

As usual, I get my mom out a new gown, towels, and a washcloth for Evelyn to give her a sponge bath. The soap is already on a tray next to the bed on the opposite side of the machines. We keep it there because there’s not enough room in the cupboard to store it there. After making sure the things for her sponge bath are ready, I begin taking inventory of the supplies we still have. Making two lists, I have one for Marnie or Evelyn to take to the agency with them to fill while I make the second for myself. I’ll have to run into town in a little while to make sure we’re stocked up. It’s one of the things I hate doing the most because it shows how real this is and how it’s slowly killing my mom.

When I’m done making the lists I need, I head to the kitchen to sit down at the rickety table to go over finances. My mom’s monthly disability check helps cover the bills, but it’s gone before it sits in the bank for very long. Especially this month because I have to pay taxes on the house and property. Things are really going to be stretched tight. Food will be light, and I see a ton of ramen noodles in my future. Or peanut butter sandwiches. I have enough ingredients to bake a few things with, but those few sales have decreased slightly since the new bakery opened in town. I’d love to go there and try some of the baked goods because it smells amazing the few times I’ve walked by. However, there isn’t enough money in the budget for those things. 

I’m not finished with the finances when there’s a loud knocking on the door. It’s a knock I recognize from one person; Ghost. He’s the only one who knocks so loud like that. Plus, the nurses all walk in without knocking. There are times I’m not here and my mom can’t open the door for them. So, they all just let themselves in. It’s not something I like because our neighborhood isn’t the best and I’d lose it if something happened to my mom because I left the door unlocked for the nursing staff. However, there’s not anything I can do about the situation because I don’t even have enough money to make a few spare keys for the nurses who will need to let themselves inside.

Standing up, I make my way to the door, trying to see the inside of our home through Ghost’s eyes. It’s been a while since his last visit and things have gone downhill fast in the last few months. If I could spend money on the repairs, we wouldn’t be living like this. Thankfully, the nursing staff hasn’t said anything about the house’s condition so an agency comes in to take my mom away from me. I mean, we have running water and the electricity is on. Heat is always on too because my mom is cold so often. That’s another expense I wouldn’t be paying if she weren’t so sick. Even in the summertime we have to keep the heat on.

Taking a deep breath, I open the door to find Ghost standing on the porch. I’m surprised his large frame doesn’t fall through some of the boards where they’ve rotted in places. Something else that needs to be fixed and there’s no money to get to it. 

“Good mornin’ Charisma,” Ghost says, a lopsided smile on his face.

Sometimes, like right now, I swear Ghost and my mom are related. Their eyes are different but when she used to smile all the time, it was the same lopsided one. Now, her mouth is always in a frown. There are a few other similarities in their mannerisms I’ve noticed when he’s here. I just don’t have the courage to ask him about it. Considering my mom is so quiet about my dad, I don’t suspect she would have ever answered me about Ghost either. So, I’ve kept the thought to myself and it’s something I’ll forever wonder about. 

“Morning Ghost. You chose a good time to stop by. Mom said two words this morning and is more alert than usual,” I inform him, stepping to the side to let him pass by me.

“That’s good to hear Riss,” he says.

Ghost either calls me Charisma or Riss. I’m not sure where the shortened name came from, but he’s the only one who calls me it. My mom didn’t ever shorten my name or call me anything other than Charisma. She loves me in her own way, but there’s always a large part of herself she’s held back from me. I suspect it has something to do with my father or the remaining members of our family I know nothing about.

I follow Ghost into the large room where my mom stays. It’s in the living room, but we had to move her off to the side because of the draft from the door whenever it gets opened. That’s why she has most every blanket we own covering her. Today, the bed will be changed, and fresh linens will be added. Evelyn will clean the blankets we own while making sure she has something on her to keep her warm enough. These are the days we have to be careful, so she doesn’t get sick on top of trying to fight the cancer. She’ll end up in the hospital. My mom doesn’t want to be in the hospital; that’s why we have nursing come in here to take care of her. 

Ghost is standing by her bed, smiling down at my mom. She’s looking up at him with a small attempt at a smile on her face. Their faces are eerily similar in this moment, and I have to turn my back on them before I blurt out the need to have my questions answered. I’ve always believed Ghost knows about my past and the day I saw him with the other men in vests like his sticks out in my mind.

Walking to the table where my things are set out all over it, I grab a chair for Ghost to sit down in. Taking it back in the room, I find him bent over my mom with his head close to hers. He’s whispering something to her, but stops immediately as soon as I enter the room, nothing new there. With a smile on my face, I set the chair down for him and head back to the kitchen. This will give them some privacy to talk, and I can finish doing what I need to do to find out how the finances are for the month. Very bleak; it’s always very bleak.

As I’m looking at the bills and the list of supplies I need to get, parts of the conversation Ghost is having with my mom filters into the kitchen.

“She needs to know, Molls. Riss doesn’t seem to think you have much time left and she deserves to know there are members of her family out there. I’ve not said a word because I promised you I never would. Now, things have changed and I’m ready to go against you to make sure Riss knows she’s not alone. She shouldn’t have been alone while you’ve been sick,” he tells her, anger lacing his voice as I carefully listen to the machines to make sure mom isn’t upset.

“No,” she states, her voice barely audible, but hard at the same time.

“Molly, I love you and always will. Charisma deserves to be given a chance to live and know she’s not alone. Why can’t. you give her that?”

“He. Hates. Us,” she says, as I unashamedly listen to the conversation.

My mom’s breath is coming out in short pants showing how much saying a few simple words takes out of her. She has to breathe between each word, and it takes a minute for her to settle back in after talking. I can see her a little bit from where I sit as I stare in the room. Neither my mom nor Ghost notice me watching them as Marnie finishes doing what she does before Evelyn gets here for her shift. I want to stop her from talking, but I know if I do, she’ll get upset. It’s always my goal to keep her as comfortable as possible which means not upsetting her in any way.

Standing up, I grab the stack of bills that need to be paid in a few days, grab my list of supplies, and make sure I have my purse, sunglasses, and keys to the house. 

“Angel isn’t . . .,” Ghost is saying when I walk closer to them. 

When he hears me stepping up to them, he stops talking as normal. This is crap if you ask me. These people are my family and I’m not allowed to know anything about them. Including their names. How can my mom be so cruel as to not give me this?

“I’m heading into town. Evelyn will be here soon, mom. Ghost, it was good seeing you again. I don’t know if you’ll still be here when I get back. Marnie, I’ll see you tonight,” I say, getting all of them in a few sentences before leaving the house.

Tears are filling my eyes as my frustration levels rise. I want so bad to demand answers, but Ghost is already fighting with my mom, so I keep my mouth shut. That doesn’t mean it doesn’t upset me beyond belief as I quickly walk through the house and out the door. I don’t slam it because it would probably fall off the hinges and then we’d really be fucked. This day started out better than most and is now shit. The worst part is I still have to work at the diner in a few hours and then tomorrow I’m back to cleaning several homes in the neighborhood. Plus, there are calls I need to make about a few office buildings I have a chance to clean.

Cleaning the office buildings will pay slightly more, but I’ll have to make sure I buy everything necessary to clean them. That’s the one drawback. I’m getting desperate though and need to add income in so I can buy food and make sure there’s enough money for the bills, medical supplies, and anything else that comes up. 

Tears spill over my lashes and roll down my face as I walk from the house to town. Really, we live in town, but walking three plus blocks depending on where I have to go makes me feel as if we’re on the outskirts instead of in the middle. So, in my head, I always say I’m walking to town. I can’t stop them from falling as my shoulders shake and my steps falter a few times because I’m not paying attention to the cracks in the sidewalk. I’m lost in thought and that’s not something I need to allow myself to be. Especially when the rumble of a bike fills the air. 

The sidewalk vibrates as it gets closer. Based on the sound alone, I know it’s not Ghost. His bike has a deeper rumble than the one coming toward me. Looking up, I notice the guy from the other day who helped me clean up the prescription bottles from the ground. He’s not wearing a helmet and only has the same blue bandana tied around his head. I’m surprised the top of his head isn’t sunburnt as it beats down on top of him. His eyes lock on mine as he passes by. A sexy smirk covers his face while he winks at me and continues riding past. Again, I feel some type of connection to the man and he’s nowhere close to me this time. What the hell is going on?

Turning my head from him, I continue walking toward town. Yes, I just got supplies a few days ago, but we always need more. I’ve learned to ration things out so every time I have a day off, I’m able to get more supplies to ensure everything is stocked properly. We can’t risk running out of anything. Today, I don’t even have it in me to stop and enjoy a few minutes of alone time with the sun beating down against me because of the turmoil filling me. It won’t disappear until I finally learn the truth.
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Chapter Two
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Grinder

RIDING BY THE woman I met the other day has my stomach churning and a feeling I’ve never had go through me. I can’t get Charisma out of my head. For the first time in my life, I want to know everything about a woman and let her get to know me. Not a single other woman has ever gotten that reaction out of me. I find one I’m attracted to either at a bar or wherever, and give them one night. After we have sex, I’ve already forgotten their name and what happened between us. You can call me an asshole or whatever else you need to. I don’t lie to these women or make them believe there is ever going to be anything between us when I know there won’t be. All I want is one night, or one fuck, and I’m ready to move on to the next one.

I’ve always liked a variety in my pussy. Some girls are sweet and want it gentle and slow. Others are wild as fuck and want rough and fast. There are women for every type of fucking, and I’ve explored almost all of them. Depending on my mood determines what I’m looking for. When I can’t find what I’m looking for, the house bunnies are always there for us to spend some time with. However, with more guys settling down with their ol’ ladies, the house bunnies are becoming extremely territorial and it’s getting really hard to be in the clubhouse. Especially when I try not to touch the same house bunny too often because more than one has gotten clingy and that’s not something I want to deal with. None of us do. 

Even kicking out the ones causing problems isn’t deterring the current house bunnies from making a scene and creating chaos in their attempts to get one of us in bed with them. They’ve even been poking holes in the condoms to trap us. Yeah, we’ve been seeing it all when it comes to the house bunnies. Most of them want a walk on the wild side with a biker for a night and only come around once in a while. Those who live here want to trap us into making them our ol’ lady. What they don’t understand is we’ll never give them that title with their deception and all the other bullshit they cause; that’s not the type of women we want, or need, in our lives.

One look at Charisma, and everything has changed. Now, I want to get to know her, spend time with her, and only fuck her. I’m not sure it would be for any major length of time, no one really knows that at the very beginning. What I do know is I haven’t been touching any of the house bunnies, or gone out searching for a piece of strange for the night. Or a quick fuck wherever we are. I might not have sex in front of others outside of the clubhouse, but there’s always a bathroom, backroom, and other places we can some time alone long enough to fuck. Hell, an empty field and my bike are good enough for me depending on how adventurous the woman I’m with wants to be. 

Yes, I’ve already pictured Charisma bent over my bike as I pound into her from behind. Mind you, like most of the guys in the club, I don’t put random women on my bike. Not a single woman has ridden behind me because they’re not my ol’ lady. Since I don’t ever plan on having an ol’ lady, no one will ever be on my bike. The few times I’ve fucked a woman on my bike, we’ve already been at the location, or she follows me there and it happens. Charisma has been the only woman I’ve ever imagined putting on the back of my bike. If I weren’t heading to the bar the club owns, I’d have turned around to offer Charisma a ride. I seem to want to break all of my rules for a girl who I’ve barely heard speak unless it was to Ghost. Someone I know nothing about and isn’t my usual type. 

I really don’t have a type, but Charisma is not a girl I would have ever looked twice at before now. She wears baggy clothes and seems to do everything in her power to remain hidden. Charisma isn’t a woman who wants to stick out or be seen by anyone who isn’t already a part of her world. The only reason I know that’s the case with her is because of her not wanting to meet anyone’s eyes. When Ghost talked to her, she looked at him. Then there was the way he said Satan’s name and she looked at him as if searching for something. I’m not sure what the story is there, but I will find out if it’s the last thing I do.

Ghost hasn’t been around the last few days. He gets in moods and just disappears for a few days. If we need him for club business, Satan can always get in touch with him. None of the rest of us can though. We don’t question him because he hasn’t been right since Angel died and Satan took the club over. They were best friends and he’s holding onto a ton of secrets about their past and things concerning Satan’s family. That’s just the vibe I’ve been getting off of him since we ran into Charisma. I’m simply biding my time until I can get him alone to figure out what’s going on. It’s my job to protect the club and I need to know what’s going on. 

Riding to the bar, I let thoughts of Charisma fill my head until I pull in. Usually, I’d do everything in my power to clear my head from all thoughts, but considering I just came from the clinic where I got tested and then saw her, she’s in the forefront of my mind. In my mind, Charisma and I are going to happen, it’s just a matter of time. There is no way in hell I’m going to go to her with the possibility of having something. So, I got tested and will keep the papers in my room to show her I’m not going to fuck her over or hurt her by taking chances with her health.

I’m filling in at the bar today. One of the bartenders called in and there’s no one else who can fill in. It’s a Friday night and it’s going to be busy. The Outlaw Den is going to be packed as hell and we all try to keep extra guys people on hand to control the crowd and make sure people aren’t waiting a long time for their drinks. Outlaw Den might be a biker bar, but there are plenty of nights when citizens or weekend riders make their way in there too. Especially on the weekends when most of the bikers show up. Women flock to the bar and it’s usually a good, but rowdy time. So, I let Satan know I’d fill in and help Taker behind the bar while some of the other guys make sure the crowd is somewhat controlled.

Pulling in the back of the lot, I notice I’m the first one here. It’s not a surprise really. I’ll go in early and make sure everything is set up. This includes turning on the grills and fryers, making sure the bar is stocked and all the glasses and plates are clean, and general cleaning before the doors open and customers start coming in. One of us takes care of all this shit every single day we’re open. Even when I fill in, I’m not usually the one who does this shit. Maybe it will keep my mind occupied enough so I can stop thinking about Charisma. Nothing else has worked so far, but there’s a first for everything.

After shutting off my bike, I pull out my smokes while remaining seated. I light one up and take a deep inhale. Releasing my breath in a cloud of smoke, I let the sun wash over me and warm my body. There is something peaceful about sitting here when no one else is around, the music from inside the bar isn’t blaring so loud you can’t hear yourself think, and a ton of people aren’t rubbing up against you and trying to grab your junk. Or ass and tits for the women. I can honestly say, I can’t stand how forward the women are in the bar when they get a few drinks in their system. This is a new development.

In the past few days, since seeing Charisma for the first time, but now my mind is all twisted up and I don’t know what the hell to do about anything now. Wrath is the one I need to talk to and he’s not here for me to talk to about things. All I want is to have one conversation with him. Though, it’s not hard to realize what my best friend would tell me in this case. He’d tell me to go after what I want and make sure I don’t hurt her. Wrath always wanted to settle down, have an ol’ lady, and a family of his own. So, he would definitely encourage me to try a relationship with Charisma. When I’d go to tell him I’m not a one-woman kind of man, he wouldn’t let me hide behind that shit.

Wrath firmly believed I was nothing more than afraid of being with one woman. Not afraid of what I’d be missing out on by not being with other women, but being afraid of opening myself up and becoming vulnerable to a woman. Or having someone go after a woman I’m with. Plus, I didn’t have any good role models when it comes to relationships, so I don’t know how to be in one and that scares me. At least according to Wrath it does. I’m not so sure he’s right in any of that. Now, we’ll never know because I don’t know if I’m going to pursue anything with the woman who has captured my attention. She could very well be a distraction because she’s not like any other woman I’ve ever taken a second glance at.

Most of the women I’m with know what’s going on. They get one fuck and not a repeat performance. You know, the women who are looking for a wild ride and don’t care much about things beyond that. Most of the girls I’ve been with have gone out specifically looking for a hook-up and nothing more. Charisma is sweet and innocent in all ways. I’m not sure how I know that, I just do. There’s something about her letting me know she hasn’t been with a man before and I have never been with a virgin. Not even when I was one. I’d ruin her life and make her dirty. I haven’t tainted a woman before the way I want to taint her. Charisma’s the kind of woman who makes you think of settling down and having a family with; not about taking her for a ride and then ditching her. I’m the hit it and quit it kind of guy.

Finishing my smoke, I finally get off my bike and head inside the bar. We’ve all got a key to the place. Well, the officers of the club do. Unlocking the back door of the bar, I quickly turn off the security system and make my way further into the place. Turning into the kitchen, I flip on the light switches and begin turning on what needs to be before heading out to the bar. I want to make sure it’s all stocked and ready for tonight. Lastly, I check the glasses and run a load of dirty shit that was left last night through the dishwasher. Along with getting the next load ready to go. 

It’s not long before others are heading in and lend a hand to help finish up what I’ve been doing. Together, Taker and I have the bar stocked and ready to go in a matter of minutes. We stack up the clean glasses and make sure the ice containers are filled and there’s more than enough cold beer for those who don’t fuck with mixed drinks. I take a break before we open the doors to the public because it’s not going to take long for it to get crazy as hell in here.
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We’ve been open for a few hours and I was right in thinking it was going to be crazy in here. Music is blaring, bodies are pressed against one another because there are so many people packed in here, and we’re running around like chickens with our heads cut off behind the bar. I’ve been hit on by women and yelled at by men thinking I’m flirting with their women. Honestly, I probably am. I flirt with everyone and don’t realize I’m doing it half the time. I’ve also broken up several fights between customers because they’re drunk as hell and being stupid. At this point, I’m ready to slam my head up against a wall because of everyone in here.

“Hey sexy,” a young woman calls out over the crowd and music. 

Walking her way, I take in her appearance. This one is young, barely legal to drink I’m guessing. She’s got long blonde hair, fake tits barely covered by her shirt. Her skirt, from what I’ve seen is shorter than hell too. It’s literally everything I usually go for because I know she’ll give me one hell of a ride and then leave without wanting more. Though sometimes they decide they want more and become a nuisance. Clingy is actually a better word to use for these women. Anyway, my cock doesn’t even twitch in my jeans as I make my way over to her.

“What can I get you?” I ask her, leaning forward so she can hear me over the music.

“Sex on the beach and a ride on your cock,” she states, very brazen as she smirks at me and leans further over the bar to show me her tits.

“You can have the drink. Not a ride,” I tell her, turning my back to make her drink.

“You didn’t say that the last time I was here,” she says when I make my way back to her.

“Well, if we’ve already fucked then you know you don’t get more than one night with me. So, again, I’m not fucking you. I’m sure you can find someone here to take a ride on.”

“Fuck you!” she screeches as Satan and Capone sit down at the bar, several customers having moved out of their way.

“No thanks. Obviously, you weren’t that memorable if I can’t remember you.”

I turn my back on her to find out what my President and Vice President want to drink. They’re both laughing their asses off at me. Neither one of them would be caught dead in this situation now that they’ve settled down with Raine and Hollie. Both great women and I’m glad my brothers found their one. Still, it’s not something I want. 

“Beer,” Satan says, his voice louder than normal.

Grabbing two bottles, I uncap them and hand them over to my brothers. I know one of them are waiting to say something to me.

“What’s goin’ on with you?” Capone finally asks, tipping his head back to take a deep drink.
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