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ORIGINAL BASTARDS CODE






Motto: Fuck around and find out. 





DEFEND: Your cut and your brothers come before all else. Both must be defended at all costs.


RESPECT: is earned. Give it. Get it. 


OBEY: The President’s word is law.


BROTHERHOOD: Always have your brother’s back.


LOYALTY: If you fuck with one of us you fuck with all of us. 













  
  

OB MC MEMBERS
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 Murder


East


 Viking 


 Prodigy 


 Banks


Link 


Holy 


Sandman


Roane


Smoke


Nav 


Slick


Static 


Crawl


Knuckles 




















  
  
Dedication 




To undeniable love.











  
  
Lady & The Biker




She’s an angel thrust into the chaos of the devil’s playground. 

I’m an Original Bastard who doesn’t deserve her. She’s too young for me. Too pure and too good. I’m going to ruin her and break her heart. I know it and she knows it and yet neither of us can stay away. I watched Wylla Mae transform from a girl into a lady. She’s forbidden and tempting with her soft curves and big doe eyes. Everything I crave and all that I deny myself until a moment of weakness forces me to break.  








  
  

Chapter 1 
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Rolling up behind Murder on my black and chrome Softail motorcycle outside of the rundown two-story home a bad sensation passes over me. The older man kills his dark cherry Road King and motions for me to do the same. Fuck. He said he had to make a quick stop. Walking up on the natural wood porch of the two-story with white outdated siding, this doesn’t seem fast to me. I scrub a hand over my face and make note of the worn boards nailed over the front window and the bag of garbage that the cats or a dog has scattered across the front lawn. Soda cans, water bottles, candy wrappers, and old toilet paper are strung amongst the overgrown grass. 

Prez knocks twice. The patter of footsteps sounds and the dingy white door creaks open. He pushes it wider and enters. I follow behind him, and he squats to speak to a little girl who is sitting cross legged on the floor in front of a Tv watching cartoons. She’s a tiny thing with hair so light it’s almost white. “What’d I tell you about opening the door without asking who it is first?”

The kid sniffles and wipes her slender pale hand across her red tipped button nose. “Sorry,” her angelic voice rasps in a low tone. 

“Where’s your mom? I picked up your prescription.” Murder pats her on the head. He turns to me and hands me the white and blue bag from the pharmacy. “Give this to the kid,” he gruffly orders me and stomps up the stairs. His boots echo on the floor overhead. 

“You sick or something?” Her warm brown eyes widen as she takes me in. I don’t get a reply. Ripping the bag open I pull out a bottle of pink liquid. “What’s your name, Lil’ Lady?”

“Wylla Mae,” she answers me with a sniffle then coughs. 

I measure out the dosage, following the direction printed on the label and hand the plastic cup to her. “Drink it all down.” I glance at the bottle again and it says the contents need refrigerated. The kid follows me to the kitchen. When I open the fridge door up and see that it’s bare inside, I go tense. I grind my teeth, biting back a smart assed remark about the lack of food. Not even a package of bologna is present. I slam the door shut. No way for a kid to be living. Shit like this burns me up. I may not be much but I’m not heartless. I look around the kitchen. The dishes are stacked by the sink and covered in wiggling maggots. My stomach coils at the sight. I throw a hand up over my mouth. The putrid smell of the rotten food overflowing from the garbage can and onto the floor hits my nose. Flies buzz around the forgotten room. Murder storms back down the stairs, boots thundering on the dark hardwood flooring with a hot pink backpack in tow. Clothes and a purple stuffed bear are hanging out as he attempts to zip it shut. 

“Put a jacket on her and take her to the clubhouse. I’ll be there when I can.” 

Christ on a cracker. I scrub a hand through my dark hair, and he holds the backpack out in my direction. “I’m no damn babysitter. I’ve got plans. It’s Friday night.”

“Don’t give a fuck what you have planned. Make sure she gets her meds and get her something to eat. I’m counting on you.” He thrusts the backpack at my chest, and I grab hold of it to keep it from hitting the dirty floor.

“Who is this kid?”

“I’ll explain later. Just fucking do what you’re told, East.”

“Fine.” I accept the backpack and the job, taking the medicine back out of the fridge and shove it in the side pocket. 

Murder stares at Wylla Mae. His voice goes all soft losing its harsh grit. “Listen, Cupcake. My brother here is gonna take you for a ride on his motorcycle.  His name is East. You be a good girl and I’ll bring you some ice cream later once I get your mom to see the doctor. Okay?” He pats her head and she nods as a tear trickles down her cheek. 

Shit. Double shit. I know nothing good will come of this. I don’t know who this kid is, but I can’t go against my Prez. He better not have me in some mess with a custody issue or some shit. Last thing I need is to be called in for kidnapping this little girl. 

Murder stomps back up the stairs. Halfway up he turns back to me. “Get her out of here now,” he growls.

I shoot him a chin lift. 

“All right, Lil’ Lady. You got a jacket somewhere?”

She goes to the closet by the front door and tugs out a winter coat. It’s black and has a gold princess crown embroidered with her name across the back. She gets her coat on and shoves her feet into black boots trimmed with fur. Maybe her mom fell on hard times because her clothes are in good shape and name brand. I shouldn’t judge so harshly but the empty fridge and dirty dishes pisses me off. 

“You have anything else you need?”

“No,” she whispers and coughs. 

“Zip that jacket up.”

She struggles to get the ends of the zipper to meet, and I end up placing the backpack on the couch and dropping to my knees to see to it for her. The tip of her nose candy apple red and crusted with dried snot. She looks like Rudolph The Red Nosed Reindeer. I want to wipe her face off, but I can hear Murder upstairs and know he’ll have my ass if I don’t get her out of here. “There. Let’s go.” I hand her the backpack and she loops her fingers around the straps dragging it behind her. 

Outside, I shove the straps of the backpack over her shoulders. Lifting her small frame up by the waist, I plop her down on the seat of my bike. “Listen, I’ll drive slow. You don’t need to be scared. My helmet is too big for you, so you’ll ride without one. Keep your feet on these pegs.” I tap her leg and point. She nods. “When I get on, put your arms around my waist, head on my back. Don’t lean or move. Don’t panic. I’ll keep you safe.” Gathering her long pale locks in my hand, I tuck them down inside her jacket, so the wispy strands doesn’t smack her in the face during the ride. 

I get on and she curls her fingers in the belt loops of my jeans holding on tight.

I let out a breath and hope I won’t regret this.

The sound of my Harley roars into the night as the little girl with soft brown eyes clutches tight against my form. 

The moment I roll up to the Devil’s Playground, our clubhouse, I know bringing the kid here is a bad idea. I take one look at the two-story brick building that once housed offices before it was converted to the clubhouse and know this is the last place a kid should be. A party is in full swing or about to be. I shut off my bike and once she lets go of my pants swing my leg over. I ruffle my fingers through her pale hair. “See nothing to it. You’re a natural.” I grip her waist and pluck her off the seat, planting her black boots on the ground. “Keep your head down and stick to my side. Don’t look at what’s happening inside just keep walking until I tell you it’s okay.”

I trudge toward the entrance, the classic rock music growing louder. Fuck. This is no place for an angel. No place at all. Fucking Murder. What the hell was he thinking tasking me with brat duty? This is some shit one of his muffler bunnies should be handling. What the hell am I supposed to do with her? I know shit all about taking care of a kid. 

Here we fucking go. I push the heavy metal door open, the classic rock of Lynyrd Skynyrd filtering through and blasting me right in the damn face along with a cloud of smoke. I scan the room and the festivities haven’t started. My brothers are sitting around drinking and playing pool. A few hangarounds are on hand but nothing provocative is happening yet. I check my watch. The night is still young. 

“Hey handsome,” Mariah purrs, licking her lips and rubbing up on my right side, her fake tits spilling out of her neon green tube top. I’m in no mood for her and the bullshit she brings with her. Woman is nothing but pure drama. Catty and clingy as hell. Two things I don’t want or need. 

I push her off. “Not now.”

“Shit.” She notices my shadow. “Didn’t know you had a kid, East.”

“I don’t.”

“Wait—you aren’t into some sick shit, are you?”

My brow furrows and I ball my fist. “Fuck you for even saying some shit like that, you fuckin’ dumb cunt.” I shove past the bitch as she flips her stringy bleach blonde hair with dark roots and go to the bar. I stick Wylla Mae on a stool. “Get her a Sprite,” I yell over the noise to Slater.

He gives me a chin lift, grabs a can from the cooler, and slides it down the bar. I pop the tab. “Don’t drink nothing or eat a damn thing unless I give it to you directly. No one here would hurt you but shit happens, and I’d rather be safe than sorry. Understood?”

Her doe eyes gaze up at me. She doesn’t say anything but accepts the pop and chugs. 

“You hungry?”

“Uh huh.” 

“Come on. Let’s see what we can find in the kitchen.” She slides down the stool and curls into my side where I keep her pressed until we get there. It’s only a matter of time before shit starts to get wild around here. The kitchen door swings open and Pam stands on the other side.

“What are you up to?”  She raises her arms over her head, securing her dark curly hair in a ponytail, revealing the skull and roses tatted on her left hip. 

“This is Wylla Mae, my charge for the evening. Whatchu’ got good, fast, and hot?”

“I’d tell you but it’s not appropriate for small ears.” Her laughter rings out. 

I shake my head. I walked straight into that one. 

“Stick this in the fridge will ya.” I dig the medicine out and toss the bottle her way. 

“Aw, sweetie, are you sick?”

Wylla Mae sniffles and wipes at her nose reminding me that I need to wash that face. While Pam gets the medicine in the fridge and questions the kid about what she wants to eat I grab some paper towels and wet them. 

“C’mere, Lil’ Lady.” I grip the back of her head with one hand and use my other to clean her face. She scrunches her nose and squirms, twisting from side to side doing her best to avoid the wet end of the paper towel. “There. Good as new.” I turn toward Pam and toss the paper towels in the trash. “You busy tonight?”

Her finger wags in my face. “Oh no, you aren’t putting your job off on me. It’s Friday night.”

“Come on. You know I don’t know shit about taking care of a sick kid.” 

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Feed her. Give her water and the pink stuff as directed.” She smirks. 

“I’ll owe you one.”

“Hmm.” Her black painted nail taps against her chin. “You’d owe me more than one.”

“I wanna stay with you, East,” Wylla Mae shouts and barrels into my side, surprising the fuck outta me. 

“You heard the lady.” Pam winks at her and slides a grilled cheese sandwich onto a paper plate. “See you later, daddy.” She cackles going out the door, leaving me on my own with Wylla Mae. 

Fucking great. 

I cup the back of my neck and look down at the little girl. “How old are you anyway, kid?”

“Eight and a half.” 

“Christ. You look six.”

“Do not,” she sasses then wheezes out a cough and rears her boot back kicking me in the shin.

“Ow shit. What’d you attack me for?”

“Momma says you shouldn’t say bad words. Now you owe me a quarter.” Her wrist flicks, palm turned upward. 

“I didn’t. Never mind. You don’t go around kicking people. Get your food,” I growl at her. 

Her bottom lip trembles but she doesn’t shed any tears. Those doe eyes hold me captive, and I realize I’m acting like a jerk. Wylla Mae is sick and stuck with strangers. Who knows what happened with her mom or when Murder will come to collect her? I can see it in her gaze. Fear. Sadness. But there is something else there. A glimmer of hope. My heart constricts in my chest. 

“I’m sorry I yelled at you, but you don’t kick me. You don’t kick adults.”

“Okay.” 

“All right. I’m gonna take you upstairs to a room where you can watch Tv or whatever.” 

“Okay.” Her hand trembles as she grabs the paper plate. 

“Christ. Let me have it.” I take it from her before she drops it, and she grasps my free hand wrapping her clammy fingers around mine, squeezing tight. My heart squeezes tighter. What the hell am I doing? 


      [image: ]Upstairs, I pace the small room. I crash here sometimes when I’ve had too much to drink or simply don’t want to make the ride home. It’s not much but serves me when I need to scratch an itch or pass out. The space fits a full-sized bed, couch, small table, and a flat screen mounted on the wall over the dresser. Like I said it isn’t much. 

Wylla Mae is sprawled out on my bed hugging her purple teddy bear. I turn on some channel that exclusively shows classic cartoons. She seems content and hasn’t even bothered to ask about her mother once. Not that I would have an answer for her. Hell, I don’t even know who her mom is. 

“Hey.” I grab the remote control and press the button to turn the volume down on her show. “What’s your mom’s name?”

“Alexa.”

“You got a dad?” Her head moves side to side. “An aunt, uncle, cousin, grandma?” There’s gotta be someone else who can take her in until whatever is going on with her mom is settled. 

“Just my mom.”

Great. Of course. “Okay.” I increase the volume on the Tv. I need a damn smoke. A tension headache throbs in my temples. Pulsing faster and harder with every passing second. My head is about split in two. I go over to the window and crack it then dig through the top drawer of the dresser for my emergency cigarettes stash. Bingo. At least one thing has gone my way tonight. Back at the window, I lean against the ledge. I light up my Marlboro and take a hard drag. Tobacco pulls through my lungs in a familiar burn that I’ve grown addicted to tasting. 

“You shouldn’t be smoking in here.” Wylla Mae glares at me up on her knees in the center of the bed, lips jutted out and a hand on her hip. She looks ready to pop off like a little firecracker in her white tee with a sunflower ironed on the center and matching yellow sweatpants with a sunflower embroidered on the pocket. Little sassy assed brat is what she is. She looks like an angel till she opens that mouth. Kid was shy at first but now she won’t shut the hell up. She’s a damn motormouth. 

“Why is that?”

“Because it’s bad for you. You could get cancer and die or worse.”

“What’s worse than death?”

“You’re exposing me to secondhand smoke and I’m just a kid.”  She falls back on the covers and sighs with a hand to her forehead.

I chuckle, blowing my smoke out the window. 

“Why are you laughing?”

“I’m not.”

“Are too,” she sasses.

My lips tug into a smile. 

God this kid and her mouth. I pity the poor soul who marries her one day.








  
  

Chapter 2
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“The fuck you mean I gotta keep watching her? You said you’d be back last night with ice cream. She won’t shut up about it. Goddamn.” I clutch my cell phone to my ear wanting to break the damn thing in half. 

“You owe me another quarter,” Wylla Mae chants.

“Hush, brat. I’m on the phone.” 

“I’m not a brat.”

“Are too,” I growl. 

“Jesus. Are you two done?” Murder snarls in my ear. “Listen, some shit happened with her mom. It’ll be a couple more days. You can handle a kid, can’t you?”

“Christ. Days?” I hold my cell phone from my ear and glare at it. Putting it back to my ear I ask him again, “Days?”

“Take her to your place. I’ll be over Monday.”

“Monday,” I roar but the line is dead. He’s hung up already. 

“Let me guess. You gotta keep watching me.” She blows out a breath that has her bangs flying up. 

“Shut up and eat your eggs.” I slather butter on my toast as Pam shakes her head at us. 

“Fatherhood looks nice on you, East.”

“I’m not her dad. For fuck’s sake.” Clang. I drop the butter knife to my plate. 

“That’s another quarter,” Wylla Mae singsongs. Her voice is still raspy, but she has more color in her cheeks this morning. 

“Yeah well, we’ll take it off my fees.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Nothing. Pam, you seen Grudge around?”

“No, why?”

“Need a helmet for the brat.”

“I’m not a brat. Yesterday you called me Lady.”

“Fine.” I blow on my coffee. “Lil’ Lady needs a helmet.”

“Stop calling me little.” 

Fucking hell my head is splitting. Kid is driving me nuts. 

“You’ve got your hands full. Never would have thought I’d see you handed your balls by an eight-year-old.”

I scowl at Pam and drink my coffee. 

“East has balls? What kind of balls? I like to play with balls. Dodgeball is fun. I don’t like football or baseball. Soccer is okay. Mom wouldn’t let me play soccer. Said I’m too little, but I’m not even the shortest kid in my class. Bobby Miller is like this tall.” She holds a hand to her shoulder to demonstrate the Bobby kid’s height. 

I look to Pam, massaging the rough pads of my fingers over my temple. “You got any aspirin?” 

“Nope. Sorry.” She shrugs, loving every minute of my misery. I’m being punished. For what? Who the fuck knows? But I’ve somehow landed in hell. 

I scarf down my toast, thankful that the clubhouse is quiet and most of my brothers are still in bed, so I don’t have to catch hell for having a kid with me even if it was Prez’s orders. “You done eating yet?” I look over to Wylla Mae who has egg yolk dripping down her chin. “Ever heard of a napkin?” I shake my head and hand her mine. “Can you keep an eye on her for like ten minutes?”

Pam rolls her eyes. “Ten minutes. That’s it, East. I mean it. You aren’t sticking me with your problems.”

“Yeah, yeah.” I wave her off. “I’ll be back.” I point at Wylla Mae and she shoots me a dirty look all pinched faced. “You better behave.” 

“Where are you going? I don’t want to stay with her. She doesn’t even like me.”

“Neither do I,” I tell her gruffly and her face falls. 

Her bottom lip juts out into a pout. 

“Stop that. Shit doesn’t work on me.”

Those big doe eyes gaze up at me filled with unshed tears threatening to breach the brims. “Do you truly not like me, East?” 

“Shit, kid. I was only kidding.”

“You owe me another quarter.”

I pull my wallet out of my back pocket. I thumb through the bills until I find the one I want. “Here.” I hand her a ten-dollar bill. “That should cover it.”

She smiles big eyeing the money. “Oooh. Can you take me shopping?” Those tears faded away awful fast. She’s a damn natural. Bet her mother taught her how to get what she wants. 

“Shopping?” I grunt. “Hell no.” 

She pouts again, but I’m not falling for that shit. 

“I’ll be back. Listen to Pam and take your medicine.” 

Wylla Mae’s lips part, her pink tongue darting out between them directed at me. Fucking brat. I shove off my stool and go in search of Grudge. 

I find him outside tinkering with the driver’s side door of Pam’s car. It’s a four-door sedan that needs towed and turned into scrap metal. The bottom of the driver’s side door is rusting out. “Hey, man. You have a minute?”

“Just trying to unlock this piece of shit car for Pam. Locked the damn keys in it. What’d you need?”

“You still have that kid’s helmet you kept for Tempest?”

“Should be in the garage. What you want with it?”

“Fucking Murder gave me a babysitting detail. Got an eight-year-old by the name of Wylla Mae I’m charged with.”

Grudge strokes his chin, running his fingers over his graying beard. “Wylla Mae you say. That’s Alexa’s girl. Blonde hair. Pretty little thing.” His weathered face brightens. 

“Smart mouth.”

He chuckles. “Shit. Alexa always was bad news. Yeah you can use it.”

“What’s your opinion about this Alexa?” I question, following him to the garage that sits behind the clubhouse.

“She was always best friends with Prez’s daughter.”

“Rochelle?” Her picture hangs in the clubhouse in the hallway by Prez’s office. Rochelle was a beautiful girl. Long light brown hair, big brown eyes. Freckles on the bridge of her nose. Bet I’ve looked at her photo a hundred times. Pass by it often enough. Such a shame a young life gone too soon. 

“Yeah. God rest her soul. Alexa was with her. In the car with her. Nearly killed her too but she walked away. Murder’s always had a soft spot for her, but girl was always wild and needing him to come rescue her. Has a habit of getting with losers who show their love with their fists. Has issues. They call it survivor’s guilt.”

Fuck. “The kid ever get caught up in it?”

“Once. Murder threatens her. Says if she don’t get her shit together, he’ll take Wylla Mae away from her, but he never follows through with it. He goes over there and plays hero every damn time. Says Rochelle would want him to.”

I cup the back of my neck. Prez’s daughter died in high school. Got drunk and was driving too fast. That was before I lived around here. Grudge opens the garage and starts poking around in old boxes on one of the shelves against the back wall. “Eureka,” he shouts after a few minutes and produces a small black helmet with a pink skull on the back. “Should be about the right size.” He rubs an old rag over the top to get the dust off it. 

“Thanks, man.”

“No problem. It don’t do nothing out here but collect dust now that Tempest is older and too cool to hang with grandpa.” He smiles but I can see this flash behind his smoky grey eyes that says he misses her. 

“Think she’d want a job babysitting?” 

He shakes his head. “It’s Saturday. She’s gone to her dad’s for the weekend. Won’t be home till tomorrow evening I’m afraid.”

“It was worth a shot.”

Grudge slaps my back. “Don’t worry. Alexa is a lot of things but she’s a good mom. She’ll be beating down your door for the kid soon enough.” 

“Good. I’ll get this back to you whenever I’m done with it.”

I take the helmet and head back to the clubhouse to grab the kid. The clubhouse is no place for her to be hanging around. I sit the helmet on the seat of my bike and when I walk inside Devil’s Playground I have to blink because I don’t believe what I’m seeing. Wylla Mae is sitting on top of the bar and Roane, the club’s tattooist and a prospect has hold of her arm. 

I stomp toward them my mood souring. I’m losing my goddamned mind. It looks like he’s putting a tattoo on her. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“Look, East.” Wylla Mae snaps her head to me wearing a toothy grin and holds up her arm. “Roane gave me a tattoo of a sunflower.” Underneath the sunflower in cursive font is one word. Lady. 

Fucking hell. 

“Easy, man, it’s just a temp. It’ll wash off.” 

I let out a breath. “You.” I point at her. “Get down from there.” I turn back to Roane. “Where’s Pam?”

“She’s um occupied. Link.” He chuckles. Link is Pam’s Ol’ Man. Link, Grudge, and Pam run the clubhouse better known as The Devil’s Playground. 

“Hell, I don’t even want to know. You got your backpack? Medicine?” 

“Yup. Do I get to ride on your motorcycle again?” Those warm brown eyes sparkle with hunger for adventure. 

“Got you a helmet.”

“Cool.” She slides off the bar with help from Roane.

“See you later alligator,” he says holding his fist out for her to bump. 

“After while crocodile,” she singsongs, skipping toward the exit, dragging her backpack on the floor.

“Cute kid. She wouldn’t shut up about you. Just be careful.” 

“What’s that mean?”

“You’ve not been around in the past when Alexa starts her shit is all I’m saying. I was a few grades behind her in school. I know shit. Heard some things, but not my story to tell.” 

“Wait. You know the kid and her mom?” 

“You’ve got a lot to learn it seems.” He scratches the back of his neck. “It’s not my place to say shit. If Prez wants you to know he’ll tell you, but that kid, better protect her with your life. She’s important to Prez. Just file that away. Know what I mean?”

I give him a chin lift, but no I don’t know what the fuck he means. 

“Come on, East,” Wylla Mae whines, trying to jerk the heavy door open. 

Roane shoots me a look that says, ‘don’t say I didn’t warn you.’ 
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“Yeah.”

“Did you build it yourself?” She plops her pink backpack down on the black leather couch. 

“No.”

“Did you buy it?”

“No.”

Her eyes go big. “Did you steal it?”

“What? No. You can’t steal a house.”

Her brows knit together. “Then how did you get it?”

“It belonged to my father.”

“Did he build it?”

“No. I don’t know. You ask a lot of questions.” 

“Are you married? You don’t look married. I don’t see any stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?” I look around my cabin wondering what she was expecting.

“You know. Girl stuff. Pretty pillows. Flowers. Candles that smell good.”

“Maybe I don’t like that stuff.”  

“My mom likes girly stuff. When she feels happy, she lights candles and sprays stuff on the furniture to make it smell good. I bet she’d make this place look better.” She picks up a magazine and scrunches her nose as she gapes at the cover. “Ew.” She drops it as quickly as she found it and my jaw ticks. 

Shit. A Playboy. But in my defense, I wasn’t expecting to be on brat duty. 

“Stop being so damn nosy and put your medicine in the fridge.”

“Do you have a Tv?” her gaze darts around the room.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I like to read.”

“Read?”

“Yeah. Books. Maybe you need to try it.” I sigh and grab the bottle of pink liquid from her backpack.

“I don’t see anything besides your nudie books.”

“Nudie books?” I chuckle. 

“Maybe that’s why you don’t have a wife.”

Fucking hell this kid. I put her antibiotic in the fridge then open up my junk drawer and find what I’m looking for. “Here.” I hand Wylla Mae the pad of paper and an ink pen.

“What’s this for?”

“Go draw or write a letter to your best friend or some shit. I don’t know.” 

“Do you have any games? I like games.” 

“No.”

“I’m bored, East.”

“Christ on a cracker.” I huff. 

“What’s that?”

“Nothing. Just sit on the couch. I’ll be back.” I grab my cigarettes and lighter off the kitchen counter wishing it wasn’t too damn early to crack open a beer. I walk outside and suck in a breath. This kid is going to be the death of me. She never shuts up. All night last night she chattered till my damn ears felt like they were going numb from the sound of her voice. I passed out sometime around one in the morning on the couch. The Tv was still on and that damn motormouth was still rambling. Swear my hand to God I could hear her talking in my damn sleep. 

I take out a cigarette and light it up. I feel calmer the moment the familiar burn of smoke pulls through my lungs. I lean over the railing of the porch and stare out at the view of the river. The tranquil sound of the water moving against the bank usually settles my spirit. It’s going to be a long day and I already want a damn nap.








  
  

Chapter 3
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“I can’t thank you enough for keeping my Wylla Mae for me,” Alexa thanks me for the third time since she showed up on my doorstep twenty minutes ago to collect the kid. 

“No worries. We survived.”

She bats her long thick lashes at me. “I hope she wasn’t too much trouble.”  

“Mom, East makes the best chicken in the whole world. You should make it for her for dinner sometime,” she prompts, staring at me. 

“Yeah, um sure. Whatever you want, Lil’ Lady.” 

“What’s this?” Alexa turns Wylla Mae’s wrist over inspecting the fading tattoo Roane gave her. 

“My tattoo. Isn’t it pretty? I’m going to get a real one as soon as I’m old enough.”

Alexa smiles at her daughter. The woman is gorgeous, and I can see a lot of where Wylla Mae gets her features from. When she grows up, she will be one hell of a heartbreaker. 

“Let me treat you to dinner. My place. I won’t take no for an answer,” Alexa presses, gliding her manicured fingers up and down my forearm. 

“Please, East. Pretty please with cherries on top,” Wylla Mae starts in, giving me her signature pout. 

“Sure. Name the time. I’ll be there.” I’m a damn sucker. 

“Perfect,” Alexa purrs, leaning in close. “I’ll make you something special for the occasion.  I’m betting you’re a beer man. I bet I can guess your label too.”

I pull back slightly uncomfortable with the way her tits are rubbing up against me with her kid standing here watching. “No doubt.”

“How’s tomorrow night work for you?”

Both are staring at me now, putting me on the spot, but I find myself unable to say no to either of them. “Sounds good.”

“It’s a date.” She shoots me this look with her eyes that tells me she plans on doing a lot more than feeding me. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you better, East.” 

I bet she is, and I’m enough of a bastard to let her. 


      [image: ]This time when I pull up to Alexa’s house, I’m on my own and shit looks different. The garbage is gone from the yard. The grass is trimmed. There’s a welcome mat in front of the door. Before I can knock the door swings open and Wylla Mae is grabbing me by the hand. “I knew you’d come.” Those doe eyes melt into me, and I can’t help but grin when I see that damn sunflower is still on her wrist. She’s wearing jeans and a purple tee with a mermaid on it.

Damn brat is growing on me. 

“Mom made roast. She said men love meat and potatoes.”

“Your mom is right.” 

“I wanted mine diced, but she said no and made me mash them. How do you like your potatoes?”

“Cooked,” I answer as she tugs me through the door. She laughs. “I see that snot nose cleared up.” That earns me a scowl. 

“Hey, you. So glad you made it.” Alexa walks out of the kitchen, and I get the sense I am in a different house than the one I was in Friday. It smells like cinnamon and vanilla. Looks clean. Like a home should. Not that I got that much of a look the last time I was here other than the nasty kitchen. 

“Thanks for having me. I can’t turn down a home cooked meal from two beautiful ladies, now can I?”

“I would’ve been offended if you were a no show. No woman takes lightly to be stood up.” Her medium length dirty blonde hair hangs smooth and stick straight down her back. In a barely there denim skirt with stones and beads around the pockets, her legs are lean and tan. Long enough to wrap around a man. A black Harley Davidson tank top shows off her midriff and the black lace of her bra is playing peekaboo with the deep scoop neck. Alexa is fucking hot. If the kid wasn’t here, I have no doubt in my mind that we’d be skipping dinner and going right to dessert. “I hope you’re hungry.”

“Starved.” I lick my lips, my mouth watering at the smell of the roast wafting from the kitchen. 

“All right. Sweetpea, you go wash up. East and I won’t start without you.”

Wylla Mae darts up the stairs.

“Shall we?”

“Right.” We move into the kitchen and it’s clean. I gotta admit I was worried about Wylla Mae having food when I watched them pull out of my driveway, but I put in a call to Prez and he said he took care of shit. The counter has a bowl of fresh fruit on it and there’s a spread on the center of the kitchen table. Rolls, roast, and veggies. Mac and cheese too. 

I observe Alexa as she pours a glass of milk for her daughter, handing me a bottle of Budweiser next. “You’re good.” I pop the cap off and take a hard pull. 

“I’m better than good, East. Do you mind if I call you East?”

“It’s Easton but yeah you can call me whatever you want, cooking me a meal like this.”

Her plump berry stained lips stretch into a sexy smirk. “That so.” Swiftly, her finger dips into the bowl of mashed potatoes. She sucks the slender digit between her plump lips and moans. “So creamy.” Repeating the motion of slipping her finger into the food, she brings her finger to my mouth. “You try.” 

“Ready to eat,” Wylla Mae announces before I get the chance.

“Maybe later.” I wink at Alexa. Grudge was right, she has trouble written all over that banging body. The three of us pull out our chairs and get settled in at the table. Alexa offers me my plate first, but I tell her to go ahead and set Wylla Mae up with hers. I can hear her stomach grumbling. 

The food is delicious. The meat is juicy and tender. The potatoes are a little lumpy and could use more salt, but overall Alexa did a decent job. Wylla Mae talks nonstop about her friends at school. There’s some boy that’s all the time pulling her hair and stepping on the back of her shoe. Fucking with her backpack. 

“The other day he flicked my ear all through our reading group.”

“He does those things because he likes you and don’t know how to go about showing or telling you.” Her eyes narrow into tiny darkened slits at my words. “It’s true. Ask your mom. She’ll tell you. Guys pull off stupid stuff to get your attention even if we go about it all wrong.” 

“Mom says men are only good for two things. Lifting heavy stuff and making babies but they aren’t very good at either. That’s why she keeps that pink thing in her drawer by her bed. If you turn it on it vibrates. She goes through a lot of batteries.”

I choke on my bite of carrot and Alexa’s face goes beet red. 

“Wylla Mae,” she hisses. 

“It’s true. That’s what you said on the phone to Mitzy.” 

“It’s not polite to listen in on adults, Lil’ Lady.” I shoot her a pointed look and she shrinks back in her chair. “Or to go through their things.”

“Sorry, Mom.”

“Let’s just…we can talk about it later. Okay? Who wants cheesecake?”

“I could go for a slice. What about you?” I nudge Wylla Mae’s knee as she pouts, folding her arms across her chest. 

“Sweetpea?”

“Sure.”

“We can eat in the living room and watch a movie or something. Wylla, baby. Why don’t you go pick us out something to watch?”

“Sounds good to me. Go on now. Listen to your momma.”

Her chair scoots back with a creaking sound and she skitters out of the room. 

“Sorry about her. She’s not used to anyone calling her out on her actions. It’s my own fault. I’ve spoiled her.”

“She’s a good kid.”

“You think so? I’m always terrified that I have screwed her life up. I’m not the most together person. I’m sure you know that already. It’s just me. Sometimes it all gets a bit heavy, and I’m not the best at reaching out or asking for help. I felt like I was drowning with no way to break free the other day. So, it means a lot to me that you were there for Wylla Mae when you didn’t know me or her. You could’ve put her off on anyone, but you didn’t.” She pauses. “My life is complicated.”
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