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Brantley ‘Wood’ Parker

I’ve lived my life the way that I want to; free. That’s why I joined the Phantom Bastards MC as soon as I graduated high school. Things are starting to escalate once again and I now have someone that means more to me than my own life to protect. Yeah, I’d lay down my life for any single one of my brothers. Jennifer, Wade, and Boy Scout are different. Boy Scout is my best friend and someone that I do everything with. Including our women. Now, we have to convince Jennifer that she’s it for us amongst all the chaos. Will I be able to get through the storm that’s brewing and make sure that my girl and best friend are whole? Will the club, my family, survive what’s heading for us?

Jennifer ‘J’ Hayes

I’ve had a horrible beginning to my life. More damage has been done to me in such a short time that I don’t trust and I refuse to give my heart to anyone but my son Wade. Two men have taken me away from the only life I’ve ever known and I feel so much for the two of them. But, they have the power to destroy me more than anyone else has ever had in my life. Can I take that risk? Will I ever be able to stop looking over my shoulder for the past that haunts me?

Thomas ‘Boy Scout’ Reed

I followed my best friend to the Phantom Bastards MC. Wood and I have known one another a long time and we’ve shared our women for as long as I can remember. One fateful day, our lives changed when we met the one person that could make us want to settle down permanently. She’s got a past that we need to overcome and it’s going to take work; work that we’re both willing to put in. Can I get over my past and doubts to be the man that Jennifer needs me to be? Will I be able to lay everything on the line and let her in the same way that we ask her to do? Or will chaos take it all away from us before anything begins?
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This book is dedicated to anyone that has ever been abused. It doesn’t matter if it was physical, mental, emotional, sexual, or any other form of abuse. Abuse is abuse. If you have been in a situation and made it out the other side, this book is for you. You are stronger than you know and a warrior! 
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Jennifer

MY STORY ISN’T pretty or remotely close to being all neat with a little bow on it. It’s horrible and riddled with pain, betrayal, and abuse-until two men decided I was worth saving; that it was time for me to live my life.

Growing up, I had a typical family; a mom, dad, sister, and me. My parents both worked their asses off to make sure we had everything we could ever want growing up. Torie, my older sister, was a spoiled brat. She wasn’t happy if she wasn’t torturing me or getting her own way. Her primary goal in life was to be the center of attention, while I preferred to stay in the background.

Torie could have all the attention, drama, and material things she wanted. My goal was to live under the radar until I was old enough to move out of the house. School was my main focus, and I worked hard for my grades. Friends and social life weren’t important to me. I wanted to get an education in accounting and get a good job. Unlike Torie, I wasn’t prepared to live at home until the man I was going to marry brought me into his house. 

I never planned to be someone’s trophy wife.

That all changed with one spilt-second decision from one individual-a decision that wrecked my family and changed my life in more ways than one-forever. In the middle of winter, Torie decided she had to have these boots. The popular girls at school were wearing them, which meant she had to have them too.

Anyway, my mom finally gave in, despite knowing no one should be traveling with the way it was snowing outside. The roads were covered in snow and ice, while the winds whipping around made the conditions even worse. On their way home, my mom hit a patch of black ice and lost control of the car. They went over an embankment and died on impact. At least, that’s what the cops told my dad. I was fourteen.

I helped my dad make the arrangements to bury my sister and mother. It was mainly me, a fourteen-year-old girl, making tough decisions. He basically started living on autopilot. The funeral service was held just after New Year’s Day. We couldn’t bury them yet because the ground was frozen.

So, for the next four months I took over the household chores, paid the bills with my dad’s checkbook, and made sure there was a hot meal every night when he got home from work. That was on top of going to school and making sure I didn’t miss a beat with homework.

My life changed even more the day we finally buried them. It was like something snapped in my dad. He started drinking every second, of every day, until he lost his job. Then he started taking everything out on me.

It was my fault my mom died. I wasn’t cleaning or cooking correctly. When the money stopped coming in, I was blamed for the bills not getting paid, and the utilities getting shut off. The day the foreclosure notice showed up in the mail, I was beaten because that was my fault too. My dad almost put me in the hospital with his brutality that night-and he never once apologized; for anything.

After that, I stuck around for a few more months, hoping my dad would snap out of his shit, and go back to being my dad. That hope lasted until my fifteenth birthday. He beat me so bad I ended up in the hospital.

I was scared about what was going to happen to my dad, so I lied to the cops and Child Protection Services. But I knew I’d never be able to live with my dad again. When I got out of the hospital, I packed as much of my stuff into a duffel bag as I could, and left my home. I figured my chances on the street were better than being stuck in a house with him.

Boy was I wrong!

I knew if I went to shelters, I’d be questioned and probably picked up by CPS. So, I found condemned and vacant buildings to sleep in. There was no way to shower, so I’d clean up in the bathrooms of stores.

Every day I was scared to death of the shadows that lurked in the dark, and the men that leered at me while I walked by looking for a hot meal or my next place to sleep. My only concern was protection from the elements, and how I was gonna put food in my stomach.

One night, I was getting ready to lay down and sleep for a few hours, because living on the street it was dangerous to sleep more than that. Just as I got ‘comfortable, I heard what sounded like a window being smashed in. A minute later, there was a loud thump on the old floorboards before someone swore. After another few minutes, a conversation started just below the room I was in. I was scared to death to check things out. But something told me that I had to.

So, I carefully and quietly began to make my journey down the short flight of steps. Standing in what used to be someone’s living room, four guys were setting up drugs and paraphernalia. They were talking about it being the biggest rave they’d have so far, and I knew it was time to vacate the premises.

Unfortunately, my trek upstairs wasn’t as quiet as I’d hoped. There wasn’t anywhere for me to hide, and I couldn’t jump out of a second story window, so I stood at the top of the stairs and waited for them to find me. Not exactly my brightest moment.

The first guy stopped when he saw me and went to turn back around. I sighed a breath of relief but immediately tensed back up. Trey, the guy behind him, decided he liked the looks of me. He made it his mission to keep tabs on me and offer me a place to stay with running water and guaranteed food.

I greedily accepted his offer without finding out exactly what was going to be expected in return. Trey was a guy everyone on the streets knew. His reputation was horrible, but I didn’t care at that point. I was exhausted, dirty, and repulsed by the life I was living.

Trey made me his whore. At first, he kept me all to himself. I couldn’t leave the dingy and drafty apartment we shared unless it was to run errands for him. When he got tired of me, of how inexperienced I was, he decided his friends could have a turn with me whenever they wanted. It didn’t matter what I wanted, and I could never utter the word no. Trey had me convinced no one would believe a fifteen-year-old, so I did what he said.

I was with him for a little over six years. In that amount of time, he had me stealing, conning people on the street, and fucking everyone he knew. While I was whoring myself out to his friends and associates, Trey was getting money, drugs, and whatever else he needed. Looking back, it was the perfect training for the next chapter of my life. The one where I got traded to a guy named Alan to cover a drug debt.

Alan made me a prostitute even though I was already pregnant by Trey. It wasn’t long before I heard Trey got in over his head, and was found in a ditch somewhere along the highway leading out of town. That was about eight months after I got traded to Alan.

For the last seven years, I’ve been working as a prostitute. Now, my only concern is keeping a roof over my son Wade’s head. I’ve been beaten and tortured, and have no self-esteem or confidence that any man will treat me different.

I don’t know any other way of life, honestly. But I’m determined to make something of myself one way or another, I’ll go to school and have a profession that my son can be proud of. I refuse to live life on my back with my legs spread forever. It’s just a matter of figuring out how to save enough money to run away and hide from Alan.

My saviors came in the form of two men wearing leather and riding bikes. I’ve had clients like them before, and I really don’t trust them. But, so far, they’ve gotten me out, taken care of Alan, and helped get me in a house I didn’t have to worry about the shadow people coming to find me. The shadow people, as I used to call them, come out of nowhere and take what they want to from you until you have nothing left to give.

The one thing I learned though, is that I’m never going to escape my past. Not in Dander Falls anyway. That’s why Wood and Boy Scout packed me up and brought me to Benton Falls where their club, the Phantom Bastards, is located.

I have the freedom to make my own choices again. Too bad I don’t know what, or if I’m going to be able to push the pain and trauma I’ve suffered away long enough to realize what’s right in front of my face-the one thing I’ve longed to have most of my life; love and protection.
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Boy Scout

THE LAST YEAR has changed our lives in so many ways. Jennifer and Wade moved to Benton Falls after she suffered an attack at the hands of one of her old clients. Nathan was a brutal man that thought he needed to violate women to get off. His violence against women is something Jennifer no longer has to worry about. We took care of him and made sure that no one will ever have to suffer his wrath again.

The club owns the property, and we built a few duplexes for when other clubs come to town or if the guys want to have their own space. Jennifer and Wade have a place there. She has her own space and can feel the freedom that comes with being on her own but at the same time, have around the clock security. One of the prospects is always with her. Most of the time it’s Alex. He’s been there to go to the store for her, make sure no one but Wood, Kim, and myself go there, and help with Wade if she needs it.

J’s apartment is two stories. On the first floor is a small living room with a kitchen. There’s a small area off the kitchen that holds a small table big enough for us to eat at and her to sit and visit with Kim or anyone else that comes over. There’s a half bathroom on the first floor and a laundry room.

Upstairs are two bedrooms and a bathroom. J has Wade’s room decorated in soft blues with a few toys sitting around. His crib is covered with a few stuffed animals. On the other hand, her room is almost bare. There are a few decorations downstairs that Kim has brought over for her, but that’s about it. Most everything she owns is for Wade.

I haven’t been over to see Jennifer and her son today. As soon as we got up, Slim called church, and that’s where we headed. Wood and I are sitting at the bar with Dez and Stryker having a beer before going into our meeting room. Before we can finish our drinks, Slim comes stomping in and tells us we have ten minutes before church. So, we all drain our drinks and make our way into the meeting room to take our seats as the rest of the guys straggle in as they get up or make their way to the clubhouse from wherever they were.

Waiting for Slim to make his way in, we all talk amongst ourselves. Our Pres must be taking care of something before he comes in to let us in on why he wanted to have church this morning. So, I turn to Wood and he’s looking down at the table, lost in thought.

“You talked to J today?” I ask, trying to figure out what’s going on with him.

“No. I was gonna call as soon as we get out of here. I think Kim said she had to go shoppin’ today though,” he says, finally looking up at me.

“Then, let’s take her shoppin’ when we get out of here,” I say, wanting to get our girl out of the house and out of her own head for a while.

“We can do that and then have dinner. Try to stay the night with her tonight. Nothin’ will happen, but I want to feel her body next to mine while we sleep,” Wood says, adjusting the hat on his head before pulling out a pack of smokes and lighting one up.

“Same here,” I murmur, sitting back in my chair as Slim slams open the door before slamming it shut.

The loud pounding of his boots against the floor shuts every guy in here up real quick. He’s pissed as fuck about something, and Shy isn’t here to calm his ass down. She had to leave town for a little while, and I honestly don’t know if she’s coming back. Things are so fucked up, and she was upset when she went to go see her aunt.

Slim’s fucking up with her, and he’s going to regret pushing her away the way he’s been doing. Everyone here can see the pain he’s causing, but he won’t listen and get his head out of his ass where she’s concerned.

There’s a vein popping in Slim’s neck as he roughly pulls his chair out and takes a seat. He lights up a cigarette and takes a few seconds to try to gain some composure before he begins talking. “We all know there’s a run comin’ up. I just got off the phone with Renegade from Satan’s Anarchy. He’s been spooked about an attempt to get the shipment of guns durin’ the exchange. So, I want more guys goin’ from here.

“Wood, Stryker, Killer, Dez, and Whino, you’re all goin’. I’ll send two prospects with you too. Everyone else will be on the ready in case shit goes south. Wood, I want you to find as many escape routes as you can between now and next week. The rest of you, I want goin’ over ammo, guns, and any other weapons that you’re gonna be takin’. You will all be comin’ back whole and safe. We’ll deal with any fallout afterward,” Slim says, running a hand down his face in frustration.

“If you’re both so worried about another club stagin’ an ambush, why are we goin’?” Grizzly asks, sitting up in his chair to wait for the backlash from our President.

“Cause, I’m not gonna let some bitch club come in and think they can control what we do. We’ll fight anyone that comes knockin’ at our fuckin’ door, and they’re goin’ to learn that. Anyone else got any fuckin’ questions?” Slim asks, letting his anger and frustration out on us.

“Yeah. Why don’t we change up the location so no one knows where it is until the day of the meet?” Ghost asks, leaning back in his chair after putting his smoke out.

“Because, that’s still controllin’ us, and it’s not gonna fuckin’ happen. The meet will go on as planned and that’s it,” he says, slamming his fist down against the table.

“You sure that’s the best plan, boss? Sounds to me like you’re hopin’ for a war with some other club. Even if this club is just after Renegade and his boys, we’re still puttin’ ourselves in the mix,” Hitter says, voicing an opinion more than one of us have.

“From what Renegade says, it’s nothin’ more than some pussy club lookin’ to make a name for themselves. If that’s what they want, we’ll make sure everyone knows their names,” Slim says, looking at everyone around the table. “I get you don’t think this is a good idea. I’m not sure that it is either, but Renegade doesn’t want to change anythin’. And I agree with him to a point.

We’ll be doin’ what they want if we start changin’ shit up and makin’ moves without really thinkin’ about it or scoutin’ new locations properly. So, we’re gonna do this drop as planned. The next one will probably be changed up, but for now, you know your roles. Anythin’ else?”

“We gettin’ ready for a lockdown in case shit goes bad?” I ask, wanting to know what his backup plan is.

“Yeah. Get the girls to start gettin’ shit ready. Make lists of anythin’ that’s needed on our end, and we’ll make one trip. Boys, I want all the girls that have come here recently inside the compound. Jennifer and Wade, Sally and Natalia, Kim, Gwen, and Samantha and Caleb. Every fuckin’ person is to be here by the end of the day. That understood?” Slim says, making sure we all know what our roles are as soon as we get out of here.

“What about Shy? You leavin’ her on her own?” Hound asks, looking at Slim while the rest of us find other places to look. No one ever questions Slim about Shy.

“Not your concern, Hound,” Slim says from between gritted teeth. “Shy is one of us and will be protected, and that’s all you gotta fuckin’ know.”

Slim slams the gavel on the table and leaves the room. A door slams and I know he’s gone in his office for the time being. Maybe he needs to get a workout in and get rid of some of the aggression he’s hanging onto right now. Shy is the only house bunny he’ll touch, and she’s not here. Fuck! This isn’t going to be any fun if he’s in this kind of mood with everyone around.

Wood and I make our way out of church and toward the door. There’s no point in having a beer with the guys or anything since we have to go get J and Wade. It’s going to be a fight, but hopefully, she’ll be okay knowing that Kim and the rest of the girls are going to be here too.

It’s not just going to be her here with the house bunnies. House bunnies are what we call the girls that stay here for our enjoyment. We find a release with them and in return, they get a roof over their heads and protection. Some of them work at Allure while the rest stay here and make sure the clubhouse is cleaned and stocked. No one is forced to be here, and I’ve seen more than one of the girls get their education paid for by the club before they moved on with their life.

“Ready for this?” Wood asks, throwing a leg over his bike as we get outside.

“Yeah. Think we should take her shoppin’ first or bring her here? She can pack what they’ll need before we leave,” I say, getting on my bike and sitting still while Wood figures out the best way to handle the situation.

“Yeah. We have a few hours before we gotta be here. Then, we’ll get Alex to get one of the vans and meet us at the house. Wade’s gonna need shit we don’t have here for him yet,” he says, sliding his shades on before turning his hat around and starting his bike.

It takes us minutes to get to our girl’s place. We made sure she wasn’t too far away from the clubhouse when she got here. That way, if she has any problems or is having a bad day, we can be here in no time at all.

As we pull up, she’s sitting outside on the steps with Wade toddling around in the grass next to her. Her long blonde hair is blowing in the slight breeze. It’s good to see laughter brightening up her face and making her look free and light as she watches her son play and see what he can find in the yard. J hasn’t smiled like that in a long time-not since the attack. The smile lights up her face to the point that her crystal blue eyes sparkle.

“Hey, beautiful,” I call out, loving the blush that creeps up J’s face at my words.

“Hey, guys. What are you doing here?” she asks, turning her attention back to Wade as he starts to head in our direction with a huge smile on his face.

“Need to talk to you about some things. And we wanted to take you shoppin’,” Wood says, bending down to pick Wade up.

“What things?” she cautiously asks, standing up and picking her glass up to take inside.

“Well, there are some things goin’ down, and we need to move you and Wade into the clubhouse for a little while. Kim and the rest of the girls will be there too,” I tell her, following her inside.

“Why is that?” she asks, turning to face us.

“Club business. All we can say is that Slim wants everyone at the clubhouse until further notice,” Wood says, walking up to her and resting his free hand against her cheek. “Babe, you know we wouldn’t do it if it weren’t necessary. You’ll be in our room, and we’ll make sure you got what you need.”

“I know you will. You both take care of us. I’m just a little nervous about bein’ around all the guys,” she answers honestly, standing between us. “I’ll do whatever you think is best though.”

There’s a nervousness as Jennifer walks around her house and gets things ready to go. She said she needs to go get Wade some pull-ups and a few new clothes because he’s been growing like a weed and is outgrowing the clothes he has. We know Jennifer doesn’t have a lot of money. Most of it comes from assistance she gets while she is healing and trying to get back on her feet.

She’s talked to Kim about wanting to find a job and has put a few applications in at a few stores around town. But, once they see that she really has no experience, her applications get dismissed. Wood and I have been trying to think of something she can do that possibly means she’ll be working for the Phantom Bastards, but we don’t want to seem like we’re pushing our life on her.

“So, what do I need to bring with me?” she asks, setting the diaper bag down on the end of the couch and stopping her movements for the first time since we pulled up.

“We’ll need somethin’ for Wade to sleep in, clothes for both of you, and anythin’ else you think either of you will need,” I say, pulling her into my side in a show of comfort. “We’re gonna head out and go shoppin’ before we worry about that. You’ll have some time to process this, J.”

She nods her head and picks the diaper bag back up. Wood picks Wade up again, and we make our way out to the SUV she’s been using. It belongs to the club, but we weren’t about to leave her here feeling stranded and alone.

So, Slim gave us the keys for one of them and told us to make sure she could drive it before we just left it to her. He didn’t want her being in over her head and not saying anything about it. So, I took her out driving while Wood sat with Wade. J did really good and told us to make sure we thanked Slim for her. Out of all the guys, he’s the one that makes her the most nervous.

Sliding in the backseat, J climbs in front with my friend. She settles in and we take off. Wade picks up the toy motorcycle we gave him and starts racing it across his car seat before looking at me. I smile down at him and wait to see what his next move is.

He hands me his bike, and I run it up and down the car seat before starting to roll it across his arm and down to his hand. Wade starts laughing and J turns back to see what’s so funny. She laughs as she watches her son try to bat the bike away from his body while I continue to race it along.

The smile on J’s face makes playing with her son worth it. I love Wade like he’s my own, but the smiles we get from his mom are so few and far between that they light up the room when we get to see them. It’s not a hardship to play with Wade or spend time with either one of them, and if that’s what it takes to make her happy and prove that we want nothing but the best for her, that’s what we’ll do.
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Jennifer

THE RIDE TO the store is silent other than Wade’s little laughter. It’s my favorite sound in the world. Wood and Boy Scout have brought this side out in him. He’s always laughing and playing when they’re around. They don’t get upset if he makes a mess of them or when he spills things. These two men are patient and I can see the love they feel for my son.

Alex is the same way. He’s the main one watching over us, but he’s a little standoffish. Don’t get me wrong, he’s always there if I need help and he plays with Wade when I need him to, but something is holding him back. Sometimes I see a look of regret and sadness in his eyes as he looks at my son. I haven’t asked him about it though.

I’m so lost in my own head I don’t realize we’ve been sitting in an unmoving SUV for a few minutes now. Long enough for Boy Scout to have gotten Wade out and put him in a cart while Wood sits with me. Looking over at him, I can’t help but think of how sexy he is.

“You okay Spitfire?” he asks, pulling my hand in his.

“Yeah. I was just thinking,” I say, leaving my hand where it is while a shiver runs through my body at his contact.

“Thinkin’ about what?” he asks, never letting me hide anything from him as he tries to get me to open up more and more.

“Alex. Something has happened to him. I see the almost haunted look he gets in his eyes when he plays with Wade,” I say honestly, never once taking my eyes from his blue, almost silver ones.

“I’ll talk to him, babe,” Wood says, pulling my hand up to kiss the back of it making me break out with goosebumps.

Nodding my head, I pull my hand away so we can get what we need and head back to the apartment. I’m nervous as hell about being at the clubhouse, but I need to start getting out and spending time with the men that have given Wade and me so much.

This club has given us a roof over our heads, they make sure we have food, and they pulled me out of not one, but two situations I was in. I don’t think they’d be doing all this if it wasn’t for Wood and Boy Scout. But, it’s time I get over my fear and start interacting with more people than the four currently in my life.

Getting out, Boy Scout patiently waits for us, pushing Wade around in circles. I swear, these two act like little kids when they’re playing with my son. I’ve never seen two grown men love and pay attention to a child that isn’t theirs. Hell, after the accident, it was like my dad forgot I was his child, and I was treated as nothing more than a burden.

“Ready to go?” Boy Scout asks, stopping the cart next to me and letting me take over pushing it into the large chain store that’s a one stop shop.

“Yeah,” I say, turning to look at him as we make our way inside.

I head directly to the baby section so I can grab pull-ups and a few snacks so Wade has something to munch on when we’re at the clubhouse. The men follow me and throw a few other odds and ends in the cart as I push it along. There’s no point in arguing with them because I know they’re going to do what they want to anyway. Wood leaves us as I find the aisle with the pull-ups, and I can just imagine what he’s going to look at now.

“Get what you need and don’t worry about it,” Boy Scout says, as I pick a box off the shelf and place it in the cart.

Boy Scout pulls another box down and puts it in the cart. I stare at him in astonishment that he’s just adding what I’ll need in another few weeks to the cart. These men anticipate our needs all the time, and then just give it to me. I don’t have to ask for it or say in a roundabout way that I need something.

Every day they amaze me, and I can’t help but feel the ice that I surrounded my heart with melt a little more. It’s the little things that mean the most to me, and that’s what is making me melt toward the men in my life. Because without a doubt, Wood and Boy Scout are in my life.

Wood walks back with a pack ‘n play and places it on the bottom of the cart. I know they said we needed something for Wade to sleep in while we’re at the clubhouse. As I look at all the stuff in the cart though, I can feel a fine sheen of sweat begin to cover my body as I panic. I’m not gonna have enough money for all this stuff. I only get so much money a month as I look for work, and this is going to wipe out my budget for this month.

“Stop, Spitfire,” Wood says, taking my hands off the cart and pulling me away from it. “I can see that you’re startin’ to panic. You don’t need to worry about payin’ for this trip. Boy Scout and I make more than enough for us to live comfortably, and we’re gonna help take care of you guys.”

“But,” I begin as he wraps a hand around my jaw and makes me look at him.

“We’ve told you that you’re ours. Now, we’ve given you time to work through things in your head. But, we’re done holdin’ back. Jennifer, you will be our ol’ lady, and we will be a family. We’re not the douche canoes that hurt you and made you feel less than you are.

“Boy Scout and I are strong enough to help you carry your load, and we’re goin’ to prove it to you. You just need to let us in,” he says, never once taking his eyes from me. I’m not scared at the way that he’s holding me; I stopped shrinking away from him and Boy Scout months ago.

No, I’m scared that this will all be too much for them to handle and they’ll leave me alone and shattered when they’re done with me.

“Let’s just take this a day at a time and see what happens,” I say, not wanting to commit to anything just this second. “For now, we’ll finish shopping and then head home.”

His face changes when I say that we’re gonna head home. I’m not dumb enough to think we’ll fit in that little apartment I’m in, or that we’re ready for that step. But, I do know that I have never felt the way Wood and Boy Scout make me feel without even trying. That’s why I’m scared I’m gonna get hurt by them.

For the next hour or so, we walk around the baby section and I pick and choose outfits for Wade. He’s getting so big. It seems like I just bought him a ton of new clothes, and he already needs more. I can’t wait to see what happens when he gets older and going through clothes faster than he is now. At this rate, I’ll have to start saving money now for things he’ll need when he’s a teenager.

Wood and Boy Scout pick out a few outfits they like for Wade, and I laugh as they hold them up next to my son for his approval. Anything they choose seems to have a theme; bikes or vehicles on it. Of course, it all catches Wade’s eye and they use that as their reasoning to get him what he wants.

It’s funny to see two badass bikers wandering from rack to rack, making faces at some of the clothes, while other times, their eyes light up when they find something they like. I almost forget the small talk Wood just had with me and live in the moment. Moments like this are rare and will be gone before I know it as my son grows and gets older.

Before we leave the store, they walk me over to the women’s clothing section. I don’t have a lot of clothes, and I’m good with what I have. They think I need more since the weather is getting warmer again though. So, I pick out a few pairs of shorts while Boy Scout disappears this time.

Wood is standing at a rack of shirts and tank tops that are pretty. Making my way over to him, he’s already got a handful picked out that he tosses in the cart when I come to a stop. My eyes bug out while I catch a glimpse of Boy Scout coming our way with a handful of nighties. I haven’t ever worn them, and I’m not sure that I want to now, as he places them in the cart that’s almost overflowing.

“Guys, this is way more than enough. Can we get out of here now?” I ask, feeling very overwhelmed and uncomfortable.

“What’s wrong?” Boy Scout asks, blocking my path.

“I’ve just never had a lot of clothes or possessions. The things that fill the house are for Wade. I’m content with the few things I have, and I don’t need to be showered with material things,” I say, trying not to sound like a bitch when I’m getting confused.
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