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Robynn Graves

I was given the best gift anyone could have given me; the custody of my younger brother, Jerome, when my parents can no longer care for him. I know in my heart we need to start over and that’s what we do. Unfortunately, accidents happen and my life changes irrevocably in a split second. Now, I need to decide if I’m in the right place to start over or if I should admit defeat and head back home.

Can the attention from one man change my entire outlook on life and the events that shape us?

Knight ‘Anguish’ Baker

I’ve seen more shit in my life than anyone should ever witness or carry around on their shoulders. So many people depend on me for various reasons and I don’t want to disappoint a single one of them. Especially with all of the changes we’re going through and the failed mission still haunting so many of us. Everything changes as I get to know the one woman in town who wants nothing to do with me as more than a client. 

Can I show Robynn there’s more to life than how she’s living and that she’s not to blame for the past?
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Her Absolution is dedicated to anyone who has lost someone in their life. You aren’t alone and lean on those close to you. Don’t try to fight the battle alone.

~ Darlene & Erin
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Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Anguish

Three months after the anniversary of the failed mission

FOR THE LAST three months, we’ve been planning and doing thorough research about rehab centers and what the best place for Jason’s ex will be. We don’t know anything about the woman other than she’s an addict and doesn’t know much about raising a baby she now has sole placement of. I’ve been meeting with Marty about getting papers drawn up to give me guardianship for right now. As long as she completes the program and can remain sober for at least another six months, this woman will get her daughter back, have a job through us at any of our businesses, and have a home here on the compound. We’ll put her in the cabin next to Nanny so she knows she’s not here alone.

We did manage to find a rehab center that’s really close to Odin’s Gap. It’s less than an hour away so we’ll be able to go visit her once she’s allowed visitors and make sure she remains in her daughter’s life. To give her a constant reminder of what she’s fighting for and what’s waiting for her at the end of six months. Her baby girl should motivate her like nothing else will. If she’s the kind of woman I hope she is, her daughter should be her only concern and getting clean will be her only priority. 

Based on what little we’ve been able to find out about her, she had a piss poor childhood with no stable influences. Her home life apparently caused her to turn to drugs, despite having the responsibility of raising a child. Despite the obvious issues of an addict raising a baby, the fact remains that she needs to get her life straightened out so she can be a good parent to her little girl. Having her next to Nanny will ensure this girl stays straight because Nanny will mother her without making her feel as though she’s useless while teaching her other ways to cope. 

I don’t know why the hell the club decided I would take guardianship for a six month old baby girl, but it was a damn unanimous vote for me. The fuckers! I put Goliath’s name up since he’s already got babies of his own and has stepped into fatherhood with abandon. Even Scorch is more than ready to meet his little boy and start taking care of him. We still have a little bit to go before he and Fee become parents though. No, the guys think this is funny as fuck to make me the guardian of a baby. I’m going to fucking get each and every one of them back one way or another for this shit. They only thought I was a hardass when we were actively serving, that’s for fucking sure.

While we’ve been busy trying to figure all this shit out with Jason’s ex and the baby, I haven’t had much time to deal with Robynn or spend any time with her. What was supposed to be a few days for her to realize we are going to happen has now become three damn months. I’ve seen her in passing when I ride through town, but that’s it. The last time I saw her, it took everything in me not to pull over, yank her in my arms, and kiss the fuck out of her. She didn’t look as if she felt very good and concern filled me. I’m not used to caring and worrying about anyone other than my blood family, the guys in the club, and the family members who now reside within our boundaries. 

Yet I fall asleep each night with her on my mind and wake up with the previous night’s dreams still swirling in my head. Fuck, I’ve obviously lost my mind or something because this simply isn’t me. I keep my feelings to myself, however, unwilling to subject myself to the teasing that the fuckers I call brothers will put me through. Assholes, each and every one of them. Except . . . I’d take a bullet without question for any one of my so-called brothers, even now.

Getting out of my chair after cleaning off my desk and making sure everything is put away, I head out to meet Nova, Country, Hulk, and Fetch. They’re the ones going with me to meet this woman and let her know what’s about to happen. Jason might have been an asshole for going after Fee and trying to kill her, but we gave our word to save his ex and daughter. None of us will ever go back on our word for any reason. Even if it means giving our last breath for something we said we’d do.

Walking in the common room, I find the guys sitting at a table waiting for me. 

“Ready to roll?” Nova, my best friend, asks me, a smirk on his face. 

“Yeah. Got the papers from Marty here for her to sign her daughter over to me and I’ve already got her room taken care of at the rehab center. We’ll take her there after she signs the papers to make sure she gets settled in. I’ll hand the papers back over to Marty so he can file them, and we’ll get her checked out by Crewes when we get back here,” I state, pausing long enough to grab my keys from my pocket and have them in hand before leaving the clubhouse. 

“The women are already headin’ to the store to shop for the baby. They need us to text them her age and a picture or some shit so they know what to get her for clothes. We also need to figure out what formula and shit she’s on or whatever else she’ll need,” Hulk informs me. 

Nodding my head, we all head out. Today is already hot as balls and I know it’s only going to get worse. The only thing that makes it even remotely bearable is there’s no sand to be seen anywhere. I swear to Christ when we finally were stateside and able to shower once we’d all healed enough, we wore out the water heater trying to scrub every infinitesimal piece of sand from our bodies. I shudder with the memory as I wrap my bandana around the lower part of my face. The fucking bugs around here are brutal and I prefer my protein with a loaded baked potato. 
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Pulling up in front of a rundown house in Dobber’s Cove, Bane and a few of his guys are already waiting for us. We’re not anticipating any problems happening here today, but we’re in their territory so I gave them a head’s up about what we’re doing here today. I’m not going to step on his toes for any reason. Not when these men have gone out of their way to help us whenever it’s been needed. Not just the members of the club, but the ol’ ladies too. If it weren’t for Bane, Fee wouldn’t have been taken care of and watched over when she needed to get away before Scorch pulled his head out of his ass. 

“Bane,” I greet him after shutting down my bike and getting off it. 

“Anguish. You ready for this shit?” he questions me with a smirk on his face.

Yeah, he knows all about me taking over guardianship as well. The men with him are grinning as well, which tells me that I’ve been talked about at their clubhouse as well. 

“Yep. Let’s get this shit done with. Fetch, you got the car seat in the truck?”

“Yes, sir. Put it in and had Goliath double check it before you came out of your office,” he states, taking every single one of his responsibilities seriously.

Walking up on the porch, it creaks and groans under our collective weight. I try to push away the thought of falling through the damn thing as I pound my fist against the old, worn out door in front of me. The hinges rattle and let me know this fucking door isn’t secure in the least and if I keep banging on it, it will more than likely open up on it’s own. The door swings wide open, squeaking grating on my nerves as I take in the skinny woman standing in front of me. 

“Who are you?” she questions, looking at each one of us until her eyes widen in fear when she comes to Bane and his guys. “Bane, I haven’t done anything wrong. I-I-I promise.”

“I know you didn’t, Tracy. These men are here to talk to you about a few things. You need to listen and do as they say. Do I make myself clear?” Bane is typically harsh sounding on a good day, but right now, there’s a darker edge to his tone that has this woman paling even more if that’s possible.

Nodding her head, Tracy steps back to let us in the house. Looking around the small living room, it’s a lot cleaner than I expected it to be. Other than a bottle and a few dishes on the table in front of a couch that’s seen better days, nothing else is covering the floor and tables. Honestly, this gives me a good feeling to know she’s at least somewhat taking care of the house and hopefully baby based on what I’m seeing so far. 

“Tracy, I’m Anguish and the President of the Tattered and Torn MC from Odin’s Gap. A few months ago we found out your ex, Jason, was involved in the attempt of taking one of our ol’ ladies from us. He shot her along with two other men and she almost lost her life. When we were talking to him, he told us about his daughter and you. That you need some help in order to be the best person for your daughter. So, that’s what we’re here to talk about today,” I tell her, letting her absorb that small amount of information.

Her pupils are already pinned showing me she’s used today. This information needs to penetrate her brain so she fully understands what’s going to happen. 

“Where is Jason? He hasn’t been home in months. Nora has been doing nothing but cry since last night when she’s awake. I don’t know what to do,” Tracy says, desperation filling her voice. 

“He’s not coming back, Tracy. We’re here to help you though. I’ve put a few things in place so we need to sit down and talk about them now,” I begin, leading her to the couch so we can sit. “The first thing that’s gonna happen is my guy here, Fetch, is going to go check on Nora. That’s the baby’s name?”

“Yes. She’s in her crib. It’s the second door on the left,” she says, darting her eyes toward Bane as he stands in front of us. “Please don’t wake her up if she’s still sleeping. I don’t know what’s wrong with her to make her cry so hard and for so long.”

“I won’t, ma’am,” Fetch promises her.

“Okay. Now, I’ve got a room for you in a rehab center. It’s a six month program you’ll be going through. They’ll get you detoxed and then start with the counseling, both individual and group sessions. You’ll go through an intense program and you must complete it. When you’ve earned visitors, I’ll be there once a week to see you. I’m sure some of the others in my club will also show up to see you and let you know what’s going on with Nora. This shit is gonna be hard as fuck, but as long as you want to get clean and give your daughter a good life, we’ll help you no matter what it takes.

“While you’re in rehab, I’ll have guardianship of Nora. I’m not taking her from you and there are conditions in the paperwork from our lawyer about when you get her back. As long as you meet those conditions, I’ll sign my rights back over to you and you’ll have your daughter with no questions or anything. You’ll have a job, a place to live with us in Odin’s Gap, and more help than you could ever imagine having. Is this something you want to do, Tracy?” I ask her, trying not to overwhelm her with information.

“I do. I really do. I’m guessing I’m all Nora has left. I want to be good for her. I just don’t know how,” Tracy tells me, staring me in the eyes so I can see her truth.

Tracy’s eyes are filled with truth and a deep rooted pain. There are way too many reasons for a person to feel that kind of pain and I’m not even going to begin to guess what her past entails. Nodding my head, I pull out the paperwork Marty gave me and begin to go over every line of it with Tracy. She listens intently and asks questions every now and then when she doesn’t understand something. Honestly, I didn’t think she would be this smart about the situation or ask any questions other than if we had something to give her to feed her addiction. Is it being a bit pessimistic? Yep. I don’t really have all that much faith left in humanity after everything I’ve seen the last several years. 

“Are you sure you’re ready to sign these papers?” I question Tracy for the millionth time after going over everything with her. 

“I am. As long as I know I get my baby girl back when I’m done, I’ll sign them right this second. Are you sure this is a legit rehab center? I’ve been to a few places in the past and they were a joke,” Tracy informs us.

“I am. Hulk has done extensive research into the place and has assured us it’s the best in the area. You’ll be less than an hour from Odin’s Gap. Hulk, why don’t you tell her everything they got there?” 

“Like Anguish said, you’ll be going through intense counseling. They’re going to dig fucking deep and find the root of your addiction. Together, you’ll work through every single thing in your life you want to change. This shit is gonna be hard as fuck. You’re gonna wish we chose a different place for you based on what I’ve seen. They’re not gonna let you hide away or tell anything less than the absolute truth. And, for your hard work, you’ll be given rewards. There’s a swimming pool there you can gain access to, visits more than once a week, a day trip into town to shop, and other things. 

“During this process, we’re not going to keep your daughter from you either. We’ll bring her to visit. To give you a reminder of why you’re doing all this shit. You’ll also have to share your story with Anguish. Since he’s the one who will have your daughter, he’s the only one who will know every single aspect of your life. He isn’t gonna share a single detail of it with any of us in the club. The two of you will meet with your counselor and you can give out details to who you choose, when you choose. There will never be a demand for you to share anything once your six months there are up.”

Tracy nods her head in response to what Hulk has told her. There’s a small light in her eyes as they gloss over with unshed tears.

“Jason did this. Didn’t he?” she asks, emotion filling her voice. 

“He did. He wanted to make sure you and Nora were taken care of. So, that’s what we’re gonna do. Now, after your six months in rehab are up, you’ll move to our compound and focus on getting a job and starting to get back in your daughter’s life. When another six months is up, as long as you’re doing good, you’ll get your rights back. I would like to see you stay on the compound long term, but the decision is ultimately yours. Just know we’re not going to kick you out. We’d just like to keep an eye on you to ensure you’re doing the best you can for yourself and your daughter. I will also tell you now I’ll be doing random drug testing on you. Are these all conditions you can abide by and complete in order to get your daughter back and have a good life?” 

“They are. I’ve wanted this for so damn long,” she sobs, her voice breaking as she covers her face with her hands.

This woman appears to have the weight of the world resting on her shoulders and has for a long time now. If this is what she needs, I’ll happily provide the chance for her to become sober and be a mom to her daughter. I’ll help her in any way possible. It’s another way for me to honor Knight.

“Tracy, you’ve known me a long time now,” Bane speaks up. “I’m tellin’ you now, these men standin’ before you are above board and won’t fuck you over. I suggest you take this chance they’re offerin’ you and make the fuckin’ most of it. You hear me?”

“Yes, Bane. I want to get better and stop being like this. I’m done. So done,” she sighs, tears still rolling down her cheeks.

Tracy willingly signs the paperwork giving me guardianship of her daughter. Once I have it back in my cut, she gets Nora up and packs the formula and baby food she has on hand for her. I shoot a message to Cricket letting her know what information I have regarding baby Nora. They’re going to get everything we need from a crib to clothing, and everything in between. My room at the clubhouse is going to be a sea of fucking pink. I can already see it now. 

On our way out to the truck, Tracy loves on her baby girl before strapping her into the car seat. Instead of climbing up into the front with Fetch, she remains in back holding her daughter’s little hand. I’ve seen a lot of shit in my life. Watching this woman love her daughter despite drugs coursing through her body tells me all I need to know. We’re making the right fucking decision in this situation and Tracy will do whatever necessary to fulfill the promises she made here today.
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Chapter One
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Robynn

FOR THE LAST month or so, I’ve been feeling more rundown than normal. Every single day I try to exhaust myself so when I’m ready to climb into bed, my eyes close on their own and I’m not just laying in bed awake. When I’m sitting still, the demons and ghosts haunt me from the accident where I lost my brother. There is nothing I can do to stop the images from playing on repeat when I’m awake and just sitting still or sleeping with no defenses put in place to stop from being bombarded. However, what I’ve been feeling is more than the exhaustion I put myself through daily. I haven’t even been able to work out as I normally would. Or take my nightly jog. 

If you were to ask me, in the last five years, if I could get to sleep without running myself ragged, I’d have told you no way in hell. Now, I can’t seem to keep my eyes open starting late in the afternoon when I’m still working. Nothing I do seems to help either. I’ve tried changing my diet to even healthier food, drinking a cup or two more of coffee throughout the day, and moving around the office more when I’m not out showing a property to a client. Nothing at all works to take this soul deep exhaustion away. Now, I’m at the point, it’s becoming a real concern and I’ve broken down to see the doctor. 

I’ve been going to Dr. Crewes since I moved to Odin’s Gap. He’s a good doctor and knows what the hell he’s talking about. Hopefully he can inform me today I just caught some bug and I can’t shake it. If it’s anything more serious than a simple bug, I’m not sure what the hell I’ll do. No one in my family has any forms of cancer or anything, but it doesn’t mean I don’t. Especially since over the last three weeks I’ve been throwing up throughout the day and can’t seem to keep anything down. Even if I try dry toast or some saltines and ginger ale. Nothing is working to clear this shit up and I’m over it. 

When I called to make my appointment and explained what was going on, one of the nurses called me back to let me know Dr. Crewes wanted me to get some blood work done before coming in to see him. They want to have a good idea of what’s wrong with me so I can take the next steps in whatever testing or help is needed. Fear has been my friend the last few weeks and I don’t have anyone to reach out to in an attempt to get my fears out of my system. I’ve been trying to work out or go for a shorter jog, but I can’t. So, I’m consumed with this feeling something is horribly wrong and there’s nothing I can do about it. 

On top of all that concern, I haven’t seen Anguish at all. He told me the night we spent some time together he was going to give me a few days and then he was coming for me. It hasn’t happened yet and a feeling I can’t quite name fills me. Along with dread. Maybe after he fucked me, Anguish realized I’m not really all that worth it. I’m a plus-sized woman who spends all of my time working and then exhausting myself anyway I can. I can be outspoken, loud, and obnoxious as hell when I feel I’m in the right about something. Not exactly the type of woman men are beating one another to get to. 

The last boyfriend I actually had was when I was in high school. His name was Jake and I thought he was the love of my life. It turns out, I was just a fucking bet for him. Jake was the captain of the football team and his teammates bet him he couldn’t get me to fuck him. So, the guy I lost my virginity to, won money, and got to drive one of his teammates’ expensive as hell cars around for two weeks. That’s all I’m fucking worth. Everyone at school bullied me and teased me relentlessly for believing a guy like Jake would ever truly want someone like me. I’m just the fat chick who will never have a place in the world other than selling homes and property or being the butt of everyone’s joke.

Shaking my head to clear my thoughts, I focus on some poster across from the exam table I’m sitting on. I’ve been told to strip down to my bra and panties while covering myself with one of those horrid paper gowns. Since they don’t know what’s wrong with me, I have to have a full exam done today. I’m not exactly looking forward to that shit. I hate the doctor’s office to begin with after having to spend so long in them while I was recovering. They’re so fucking sterile and boring. The posters are all the same no matter where you go. Today I have the pleasure of studying the anatomy of a fetus at every stage throughout pregnancy. This leads my mind down a completely different path.

The night Anguish and I were together, he didn’t use a condom. Neither one of us thought about it while we were in the moment. I know without a doubt I’m clean because the last time I had sex was a long time before Anguish and I were together in his truck. Regardless, despite his reassurance of being clean, I still got tested by my own doctor. It’s not because I don’t trust the man, but I needed my own peace of mind because I’m wired that way. Anguish is a good guy from what I can tell the few times I’ve met with him in person or talked to him on the phone. 

“Robynn, how are you feeling today?” Dr. Crewes asks, walking in the room I’ve been waiting in.

I didn’t even hear him knock on the door as he always does. The man will never enter a room without announcing himself with a knock. Especially if he has a female patient. 

“I feel like shit,” I bluntly answer. “I’ve been feeling this way for weeks now. And I’ve been rundown even longer. Do I have some horrible disease? This can’t be the flu or some cold with the weather finally turning nice out again.”

“You don’t have some disease. Horrible or otherwise,” Dr. Crewes laughs his response. “You also don’t have a cold, allergies, the flu, or anything else like that.”

“Well, then what’s wrong with me? Nothing I do seems to help and now I can’t seem to keep anything down. The toilet has become my best friend and I’m sorry, but I’d rather spend less time hugging the porcelain throne than I have been recently,” I tell him, not being able to hold my sass back since the good doctor believes whatever ails me is funny.

“Robynn, you’re pregnant. I’m going to take a leap and guess you’re pregnant with more than one baby based on the levels we’ve found in your blood work. I could be wrong about it being more than one baby since I’m not an obstetrician. So, moving forward, you’re going to need to get in to see your doctor for a thorough checkup and to find out why your levels are so high. Today, I’ll do a preliminary exam just to make sure everything looks okay at this point. Are you okay with that?” he questions me as my mind spins out of control.

Pregnant. I’m fucking pregnant. Right now, I’m carrying Anguish’s baby and I don’t have the first clue about what the fuck to do with this information. I can’t be a mother. Killing my baby brother has more than proven that to me. 

“Robynn? Are you okay?” Dr. Crewes questions, stepping up next to me as concern fills his voice. 

“Um, I don’t know. You know what I did. I can’t be a mother, Dr. Crewes. I’m not cut out to ever be someone’s mother. I obviously can’t handle it,” I sputter, panic filling me as my heart races, I can’t catch my breath, and a panic attack overtakes me. 

The doctor calls out for a nurse to come in the room and together they get me through my panic attack. He performs an exam on me and asks me a million more questions about what’s been going on and how I’ve been feeling. I try my best to answer everything while not letting another panic attack overtake me. I’m going to need to start seeing my counselor again. The woman I saw right after the car accident when I couldn’t cope with what I had done to my family. My life is about to turn insane and I have no clue what I can do about this situation. 

“Robynn, you can be a mother to this child. You’re a great person and the accident was not your fault. You were hit by someone who couldn’t stop during a snowstorm. It could have been anyone else out there on the road who was put in the same situation. What would you tell them if they took on that guilt? If they carried the shame of complete blame for an accident where they were hit?” Dr. Crewes asks me gently.

“I’d tell them they aren’t at fault. Accidents happen every single day and sometimes there’s nothing you can do to prevent them from happening,” I answer automatically without having to think of what I’d tell someone in the scenario he just gave me. 

“And why can’t you take that advice for yourself? It’s the same thing, Robynn. I have full faith in you being the best mom out there. Before that day, Roman was showered in love, given everything he could have ever wanted or needed in his life, and you treated him as if he were your son instead of your brother. Robynn, please don’t make any rash decisions about this situation. Take some time to really think about everything and talk to the baby’s dad. Give him a chance to help you through this,” he advises before telling me to get dressed.

“I’m going to leave you a few scripts out at the desk. One of them will be for prenatal vitamins you’ll need to take every morning. The second one will be for an anti-nausea medicine. It will hopefully help control your vomiting and allow you to get some much-needed nutrition in your body. I’ll see you soon. Congratulations, Robynn. Please make a follow-up appointment with your other doctor to find out exactly what’s going on.”

Without another word, Dr. Crewes disappears to see his next patient and I start to get dressed in a thick fog. As soon as I’m dressed, I make my way out to the receptionist’s desk and grab my scripts with another congratulations from her. Heading out to my car, I know the first stop for me today is to the pharmacy in the grocery store. While I’m waiting, I’ll grab something to eat from the diner before heading home. Hopefully none of the club members are in Double M today so I can get in and out without talking to any of them. Especially Anguish.
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After getting something to eat from the Double M, getting my prescriptions, and making sure I had all the groceries I’d need for the next few days, I make my way home. When I’m having a horrible day, and it’s nice out, I love sitting on the swing at the back of my house. I hide my car away in the garage so no one knows if I’m home or not, take a drink and a book outside, and let the peacefulness of nature and gently swinging back and forth take all my pain away. It’s not much to most people, but getting lost in a great book is what I do when I need to simply forget what’s going on for a while. 

Reading for me is finding a story which sucks me in and lets me feel everything the characters are going through. It doesn’t matter if it’s something amazing and happy, or tragic and horrible. If an author can put me in that moment of his or her story, I will devour everything they write. I’ve found several whose books I buy as soon as they come out. Even if I don't know anything about the story I’ll be reading. Today, that’s something I desperately need as the word ‘pregnant’ fills my head and I can’t think of anything other than carrying Anguish’s son or daughter right now. 

Hell, I may be pregnant with more than one of his children. That’s not something I really want to think about right now because I can’t wrap my head around carrying one child let alone multiple babies. If I couldn’t take care of Roman how does Dr. Crewes believe I’ll ever be able to care for more than one baby of my own? I would have never treated Roman as if he were anything other than mine if he were still in my care. However, now, there’s no one else who can take this child from me when Anguish realizes I’m not meant to be anyone’s mother. I mean, he can take the child from me, but I don’t know if he’d even want me to keep the pregnancy going right now. 

Getting everything out of my car, I head inside to put my groceries away before taking my BLT, fries, and sweet tea out back. My tablet is already in the kitchen to grab on my way through so I can continue getting lost in the great story I’ve been reading. It’s a reverse harem story and the men are delicious with a kickass female who’s stronger than anyone I’ve ever met. She meets every single challenge thrown her way head on and doesn’t hide from any of her emotions or situations coming her way. That’s how I want to be when I grow up. Yeah, I’m not in my teens any longer, but I’m not grown up yet either. 

With everything put away, my dinner in hand, I slide my tablet under my arm so I can grab my sweet tea, then head outside and put everything in its place before sitting down in my rustic, white-washed swing with thick deep red cushions on it. This is my absolute favorite place in the world to be. Honestly, I don’t just come out here when I’m having a horrible day. Once I’m done for the day and want to unwind, I’d rather be out in this swing than anywhere else. Plus, I can ignore anyone just randomly showing up at my house if I don’t want to continue adulting and deal with my neighbors.

The main thought going through my head as I eat my late lunch is needing to inform Anguish of our current situation. That’s the one thing Dr. Crewes was right about. I can’t make any long term decisions regarding this baby until he knows what’s going on and we weigh all of our options. I would never take this from him or not inform him of the consequences we now face for our actions when we were both so consumed by our guilt and grief. 

However, I also feel I need to wrap my head around the situation before I even think of talking to him about things. It makes it easy considering I haven’t seen him other than a quick glimpse here or there around town. Despite how he now feels for me, we need to have this discussion. I just hope we don’t have an audience when it happens. This is a personal matter and he’s the only one outside of those who lived here at the time of the accident who knows what I did.  How horrible of a monster I am. Maybe it would be best if I hand our child over to him the day he or she is born in order to give them a good attempt at life. Of having a club full of men and women who will ensure I don’t bring any harm their way. 

Pulling out my phone, I call Dr. Matthews’ office to schedule an appointment. I know I recently had one, but the sooner I get in to be checked out by her, the better I’ll feel. Plus, I can let Anguish know when the appointment is in case he wants to go with me. We’re going to need to talk to her and find out all of our options and where to go from here. Then, I call my counselor and make an appointment with her to get in as soon as possible. I have a feeling life is about to become busy as hell and I’m not going to know if I’m coming or going.  
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Chapter Two

[image: image]




[image: image]

Anguish

IT’S BEEN ONE week since we got Tracy set up in rehab and Nora at the clubhouse with me. These last seven days have been one hell of a rollercoaster ride. As soon as we got back to the clubhouse, Dr. Crewes was here waiting for us. He checked little Nora over and gave her a clean bill of health. The only thing wrong with her is she’s slightly underweight. We also discovered why she’s so upset and constantly crying or screaming. Little Nora is teething which is putting her in a lot of pain. Plus, from the teething, she’s got an ear infection which is only adding to her misery. Poor little girl. 

Lyric is absolutely in love with Nora. She’s at the clubhouse every second she’s not practicing or at school to help take care of her. For now, Cricket and Fee are the main ones watching her. If they’re busy or at work, Nanny or my mom take over her care. There’s no end to the access of love and child care here on the compound. Even Mrs. Takle has been to take a turn watching over Nora while I’m at work or in church with the guys. Any excuse to get their baby fix I guess. 

Feeding Nora usually ends up with me covered in the disgusting slime she’s supposed to be filling her tummy with. At least until Nanny showed me a trick. Instead of just opening the jar and feeding her, she had me dump it in a bowl and warm it up slightly in the microwave. So far, Nora seems to like the warmed up slime better than having it cold. I still end up with baby food in places I’d rather not think about, but it’s better than when I first started watching over her. The only thing I don’t do for Nora is bathe her. I hate even changing her, but I’m her guardian and I take my responsibilities seriously. However, I just can’t bring myself to put her in a tub and clean her body. That’s something a woman should be doing for her. It might be different if Nora were my blood, but she’s not.

While I usually love working at the community center, helping kids learn something new or just being there for them, I’ve had to pull back. With Nora here now, she has to be my priority when I’m not working. Wheels and Nova stepped up to take over more responsibilities there in my absence though. They actually love helping Scorch work with this new kid. His name is Theo Harrison and he’s from here in Odin’s Gap. The four of them are working on putting an old motorcycle Scorch found back together again. Theo is extremely energetic about the project and always shows up when he says he’ll be there. He’s got a story, but none of us have pushed him to share it with us. However, when I was still going there, I noticed more than a few bruises on his body. Someone is beating that boy and it’s not going to continue happening if we have anything to say about it. For now, I know Nova, Scorch, and Wheels are keeping a close eye on him and have even followed him home to see where he lives.

Cricket, Fee, and Nanny are the main ones who bathe Nora for me. They understand my feelings on the situation and have made sure I’m as comfortable as possible with the baby I’ve taken on as my own. This is the shit I missed out on with Lyric since I was in the service already and Autumn wasn’t really sure how my family was going to react to her having Knight’s daughter. Her own parents treated her like shit and kicked her out as soon as she announced her pregnancy. Thankfully, Autumn was prepared for the reaction and already had enough money saved up to get an apartment of her own. It started out as a one bedroom place she upgraded over the years as my niece has grown. Autumn has also been a tremendous help with Nora whenever she can. The woman is amazing and I’m glad she chose to come to Odin’s Gap with us. 

We’ve also had pictures taken of Nora to celebrate her six months of life. This was Cricket’s idea because she does pictures every single month of the twins. Dillion and Briar are going to grow up in front of a damn camera and believe it’s normal. This set of pictures is adorable. I can admit it, and I can’t wait to show Tracy when she’s finally allowed visitors. For a few of them, Nora is in one of those old fashioned barrels Nanny has in the chicken coop. Blankets stuff the thing making it comfortable for the baby girl. Cricket dressed her up in a little red and white checked dress with a red bow around her head. Nora’s chubby cheeks were strained from smiling so big as she sat in the barrel with flowers surrounding her. I believe there might have even been some apples surrounding Nora as well. I can’t remember right now with all the pictures that have been taken of her in the span of a week.

For another set of pictures, Nanny is sitting behind her holding one of her feathered assholes in front of Nora. Nora wasn’t sure what to make of the chicken and the pictures Cricket took clearly capture her slowly warming up to the bird. Then there was one last set of pictures with Nora sitting in the grass with a bunch of toys we got surrounding her. Her little blue eyes were so wide with everything and the happiness was palpable as I stood there watching her sit so good through the pictures. Cricket’s going to edit them on her computer and print a bunch of them out. I’ll be making Tracy an album so she has something once she comes home to treasure of how amazing the pair of them did as they both adjusted to new ways of life. I also know Cricket has gotten more than a few of me sleeping with Nora laying on my chest when she’s had a bad night teething. We usually fall asleep on the couch in the common room those nights.  

The girls also decided it would be a great idea to throw me a baby shower. I’m not sure what the fuck they were thinking. This took place on day two of Nora being with us. I walked into the clubhouse after a long day at work to find everything covered in pink. Literally. As long as it wasn’t a person or animal, everything had something pink on it. There were disposable princess tablecloths covering the tables, pink balloons and streamers hung up everywhere, napkins, plates, cups, silverware, and banners in pink. Even pink bows tied to every other chair filled the room. Fee and Fetch made an amazing buffet-style dinner for us leading up to a pink on pink cake covered in flowers and a small tiara they cleaned off and put on Nora’s head. Yep, teaching her she’s a damn queen already. 

Honestly, I couldn’t even say I was mad about it. Yeah, I grumbled and yelled, but calmed right down as soon as Nora was in my arms. She was so damn happy with her little pink pacifier in her mouth to go with the pink dress and bow covering her head. I swear, the bow was bigger than her head that day. Again, Cricket took a ton of photos throughout the evening as we ate, opened gifts, and let Nora play with the wrapping paper. The squeals of delight filling the common room was music to my ears. Nora’s happiness is what made the entire night better than it could have been if she weren’t here. Already this tiny baby girl has me wrapped around her little finger and there’s no way I’m going to be able to let her go once Tracy gets out of rehab. Hopefully she’ll stay here with us and let us continue helping her no matter how she’s doing in her life.

My room now resembles a little girl’s section in a store with all the shit we’ve crammed in my space. This is not going to work for too long. Nora and I need separate spaces and I have a house that’s just sitting empty. For now, we’re making due and every single time I open my door, pink and purple flash in front of my eyes. Those two colors now dominate my mainly black space. I find myself shaking my head whenever I step inside to find blankets, clothing, little stuffed animals, and everything else we got for Nora to make her happy, safe, and comfortable here. 

All in all, life has been an adjustment over the last seven days and I think I’m doing a pretty damn good job with what’s been thrown my way. I’ve never taken care of a baby before in my life. Until Dillion and Briar were born, I’d never even held a small baby. Lyric wasn’t as small as Nora was the first time I saw her and got to hold her in my arms. That was the first time my life changed and I knew Lyric was going to be a major part of my universe. Now, Nora is adding another section to my universe and I know my life will never be the same without her in it. 
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Today has been the day from hell. Everything that could go wrong at the garage did. We almost had a car fall off one of the lifts, parts we ordered over two weeks ago still haven’t come in, and I got sprayed with oil from one of the cars I was working on. To make it even worse, I slammed my hand in a door and foolishly ripped it from the offending object. I’m in pain. There’s no way I can take Nora from one of the girls until I’ve had a shower and scrubbed every inch of my body from the day.

Pulling into my spot at the clubhouse, I notice everyone’s bikes parked outside already. It looks as if I’m the last one here. Hulk and Scorch will be leaving again. They come back to have dinner as a club a few days a week and then go back to the shop to finish for the night. If Fee weren’t pregnant and ready to pop any day now, Scorch probably wouldn’t make the move to come back here to have dinner with her, but his woman is his world and he wants to be there for any possible thing going on in her life. 

Fee is miserable, not working right now as much, and has spent more time in bed because there have been a few issues with her blood pressure. After being stuck in bed for so long after she was shot, Fee resents being in the same position again now. However, she’ll do whatever’s necessary to protect her little one and make sure he’s healthy and stays in her as long as possible. Scorch is going out of his mind with worry and doesn’t want to let his wife out of his sight for any reason. He also knows if he doesn’t work, she’ll more than likely kill him. Or have Cricket do it for her right now. It just depends on how pissed he makes her. So, he compromises and comes home to eat with her and has been booking less clients since she could go into labor any time now. All of his clients get a warning as well. They understand if his phone rings and it’s time, he’s leaving mid tattoo and someone else will wrap them up before sending them on their way. No one will touch them with a tattoo gun because it’s his piece. They’ll just ensure they know the aftercare instructions and are taken care of until he can get them back in his chair.

Walking inside, my eyes immediately search for Nora. I don’t see her anywhere in the common room, but everyone here on the compound is sitting around the various tables. Panic starts filling me as I race further inside to search for her. 

“Where the fuck is Nora?” I bark out, still searching for her.

“She’s right here,” Lyric says from across the room. 

Making my way over to my niece, I spot Nora asleep in Truffles’ bed. Hellion and Timbre are curled up on either side while Truffles is behind her. These three animals have taken to Nora like nothing I’ve ever seen before. When they’re in the same area as her, she’s always in their sight. Truffles will sit at whoever’s feet that has her or at the bottom of her highchair during feeding times. I can only imagine the fucking donkey when she goes up to Cricket and Goliath’s house. 

“You got her for another ten minutes, Lyric? I need to wash all this shit off me before I come down and get her ready for dinner.”

“Of course, Uncle Anguish. You do smell pretty bad,” she laughs at me, making me smile at her in return. 

Heading upstairs to my room, I let myself inside and take a quick shower. The longest part of my shower routine is my hair. I wash and condition it before moving on to my body. As soon as I’m sure nothing left from the garage is still on me, I get out and dry off. Taking out a new pair of jeans and tee-shirt, I quickly dress before brushing out my hair. I’ve also learned I need to keep it up out of Nora’s reach because she loves to pull hair and it can hurt when she gets the strands wrapped around her little fist. Not an experience I’d like to repeat any time soon. 

Walking back downstairs, Fetch, Fee, and Nanny are setting out dishes of food along the top of the bar where Rai is already getting ready for tonight. We’re not having a party or anything, but she’s here almost every night to serve drinks and help the Prospects out. Autumn makes her way over to me as soon as my feet hit the bottom step. She’s got an awake but still sleepy Nora in her arms. As soon as Nora sees me, she immediately begins to squirm in Autumn’s arms and cry until I’m holding her. Talk about a punch to the gut! To know this baby girl wants me when I’m around makes me feel like the king of the world. 

I head over to a table where Lyric and my mom are already sitting. Nora’s highchair is already sitting at the table as I continue holding her until her dinner’s ready. I’ll feed her before getting my own food. It’s what I always do. This little one snuggling into my chest is more important than eating myself when I can easily heat up food later on. 

“I’ll go get her some dinner,” Autumn lets me know, leaving the common room. 

It’s only going to take a matter of seconds for her to heat up the baby food and get Nora’s bottle around. While I don’t want to relinquish holding her, I put Nora in her highchair and fasten the bib around her neck in an attempt to save her outfit from the destruction of whatever Autumn gets her to eat tonight. Then, just before I put her to bed, I’ll feed Nora some baby cereal with a bottle. This is the only way she’ll sleep more than two or three hours at a time. I’ve definitely been learning a thing or two taking care of Nora.

By the time Autumn returns and takes her seat next to me, Nora is more than ready to have her dinner. I just start feeding her when the main door of the clubhouse opens up to reveal Robynn standing there. My heart races in my chest and my breath catches as Lyric comes back to the table with a full plate of food. She’s smiling up at me from her seat as I turn to see what was made for dinner tonight. 

However, Robynn’s here and I need to find out why. She’s never come to the clubhouse when we haven’t had to discuss business before. Currently, we’re not looking for any new properties or anything. 

“Robynn,” I practically whisper her name as Nora begins beating on the tray of her chair. 

“Um, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you’d be with your wife and children. I’ll just be on my way,” Robynn says, tears filling her eyes as she turns to leave while everyone in the clubhouse goes completely silent.

Jumping up from my chair, I race to her before she can get completely out of the door and into the parking lot. Wrapping my arms around her body, we both stand completely still. This is the first time we’ve touched since the night we were together up at the lookout. I’m sure she can feel my heart thudding almost painfully against my chest and into her back. 

“Don’t leave, Robynn. This isn’t what you’re thinking. Let me explain what’s going on here,” I plead with her as she tries to turn and face me. 

“Anguish, if you’re married or with someone, I’ll just head out. I’m not some homewrecking slut and didn’t know you were involved with anyone when we were together that night,” she says, a lone tear escaping and sliding down her cheek. 

Stopping the tear with my finger, I lean down to look in her eyes. 

“I’m not married or involved with anyone. Those aren’t my kids either. Well, I mean I’m Nora’s guardian for now, but she’s not my daughter. The woman sitting next to me is Autumn, then my mom is next to her, and my niece is the girl I was sitting next to. Nora is the baby in the highchair. Her mom is in rehab for six months and I’m now her guardian so Tracy can focus on getting sober to be there for her baby girl. Autumn was with my brother before he died. So, no woman for me. No one but you,” I promise her, needing her to believe me. 

“Anguish. I’m not sure you’re going to feel the same way when I talk to you about something,” she says, her voice hitching.

“Let me make sure my mom and Autumn can handle Nora and we’ll go in my office to talk. Give me just a second.”

Heading over to them, Autumn assures me they’ll finish feeding Nora and clean her up for me while I talk to Robynn. Motioning her closer, I don’t introduce her to anyone as I lace our fingers together and head down the hall to my office. Other than my bedroom, it’s the only place we’ll get any privacy for whatever she’s gotta tell me. If I thought my heart was racing when I saw her step through the door, it’s nothing compared to what’s going on now. It feels as if my heart is going to burst from my chest and land at her feet.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TATTERED AND TORN

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ERIN OSBORNE

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

DARLENE TALLMAN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.png
R





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png
NJ Lom
ABBOLUTION

TATTERED AND TORN MC - BOOK THREE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ERIN OSBORNE
INTER J\llJrl&L.d STSELLING AUTHOR

DARTENE TATTH AN





