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Onyx Martins

My life has never been easy. I’ve lost my mom, my dad has checked out when he’s not pissed at me or trying to pawn me off on some man, and I’m a single mom. Deciding the best thing I can do is take off to find my own path and get away from the monster chasing me, I end up breaking down in a small town. There I meet more people than I have in a long time, but I still refuse to let them in. I can’t have anyone get too close to me. Will one man be able to break down the walls I’ve so carefully created?

James ‘Pyro’ Steele

My life ended with the loss of my loved one. She was taken in front of my eyes and there was nothing I could do to change the outcome. Every decision I’ve made since then has been about protecting those I love and keeping them away from the damage and danger I bring around. I’m not a good man and I’m willing to go to any lengths to protect those I love. Even if if breaks my own heart on a daily basis. I don’t let a woman get close to me anymore. I spend only as long as I absolutely have to with them before moving on. Until one woman. Does she have what it takes to thaw my heart and break down the barriers I’ve put in place?
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Onyx

AFTER ARRIVING IN Willow Creek, I thought for a split second my luck was finally changing. Not only did Pyro stop to help me when I was stranded on the side of the road on a freezing cold night, but I have a roof over Theo’s head, and a job working for an amazing woman. She is so sweet and kind. I don’t know of anyone who would offer a complete stranger with a time limit on their availability to work a job. Especially one with a young son who isn’t so trusting. However, she did, and I actually love working at the diner. Despite it filling up with members of the same club Pyro and Torch are in. They’re all large men who are intimidating, and I get so flustered whenever they stop in. Including Charisma’s husband, Grinder. I’m sure they’re all nice men once you get to know them, but I won’t be here long enough for that to take place. 

Yesterday was my first shift at the diner and I’m still exhausted. Charisma let me have a few days to settle in and make sure Victoria was going to be a good fit for my son. It’s busy as hell despite there being another diner in Willow Creek. I didn’t get a chance to eat or really take a break with how busy it was. As soon as a table cleared out, more people were waiting to fill it. Today is supposed to be even worse since there’s a football game. Once the game is over with, the diner will be flooded and I need all the hours, and tips, I can get. The more money I can save, the sooner I can move on. I’m not used to having to pay for a room in a motel for Theo and me. Usually we sleep in the car. I get a few hours and then get up to continue on our way. Charisma told me we’d have a steady crowd of customers before the game starts so they don’t have to worry about eating there and possibly missing something. During the game, we might slow down, but it really depends on the townspeople. It’s hit or miss and I’m hoping it’s slightly slower tonight than it was yesterday. 

Victoria is going to watch Theo while I work. She doesn’t live too far from the diner and her husband is also a member of the same club. After meeting Victoria, I knew she wouldn’t hurt my son or let anything happen to him while she’s watching him. It just sucks for me because I don’t want to leave him with someone while I work. My plan was never to go to work while I had an infant. It was to stay home until they were old enough to start school so I could start working again. By then, I would know what I want to do with my life. Plans don’t always work out the way you want them to though. Anyway, Victoria has assured me she’ll meet me at the diner to pick Theo up, and then take him back to her house until I’m done with work. The only other place she’ll go is the tattoo parlor if her husband needs anything. I’m okay with that. She’s also not charging me an arm and a leg to watch him which is good with the new expenses I have.

Pyro is still lodged in my head no matter what I’m doing. His eyes are so haunted as they fill my dreams making me want to take his pain away. There aren’t many things to make a man look as haunted and exhausted as he is. At least in my experience. This tells me he’s lost someone not only close to him, but someone he loved so much he can’t bear to live without her. Much like myself, there are walls built up so high around his heart and emotions no one will ever get a chance of being let back in there. The only reason I can see this in him is because I see the same look in the mirror when I’m in the bathroom. No one will ever get close to me again. There’s too much at risk now and I can’t let anyone in my life more than working at the diner already is.

Today, however, I know my luck isn’t changing for the better. See, the motel I’m staying in is about two miles from the diner. My car is still at the garage. Even if it’s fixed and ready to go, I still have no clue how the hell I’m supposed to pay for the repairs since I have no spare money. This morning started out bright and sunny which let me take Theo outside to a small park where we could enjoy the beginning of the day. Sometime while I was in the shower to get ready for work, the sky literally opened up and it’s now pouring. Pyro and Torch brought Theo’s stroller to me so at least he’s protected from the weather. I am not protected in any way from it. There is no umbrella or anything for me because there’s no money to buy one. Not even a cheap one from a dollar store or something. The best I could do was place the outfit I’ll wear at work in the stroller and hope it doesn’t get soaking wet. There’s nothing I can do about my hair though. It’s going to be wet as hell when I start working. 

I’ve got blankets surrounding Theo, so he doesn’t get cold in the stroller. The one I have thankfully is completely enclosed so I really don’t have to worry about him getting soaked right along with me. He can still see outside which is the only reason he’s not screaming his head off as lightning strikes and thunder booms loud above us. Loud noises scare both of us for good reason and it would make this horrible trip even worse if I were stopping to take care of him and make sure he’s okay every few steps. Especially when a car carelessly drives way too fast for the storm we’re currently having to splash me with muddy water from the road. Instead of just being wet, I’m now wet and covered in a fine layer of grime and mud. Today honestly can’t get any worse!

When I’m about a half mile from the diner, the loud rumble of motorcycles fills the air. My heart breaks for them being out in this weather. The rain is pelting my skin as if I’m being hit with pebbles and rocks so I can’t even begin to imagine what they’re feeling. I’m also not having to deal with the wind whipping against my wet skin in the same way they are. Looking up, a small group of men ride slowly past me making sure to stay as far on the opposite side of the road as possible. I’m not sure if they’re worried about me walking to close to them as they ride the rain covered roads, or if they’re thinking of something going wrong and one of them taking my son and me out because they’ve hydroplaned. Either way, I’m thankful they are not only going slow, but they aren’t riding too close to me.

By the time I manage to get to the diner, there isn’t much time for me to hand Theo over to Victoria and get changed into dry clothes before starting my shift. I won’t ever be late for a job despite the conditions I’m in. This is why I actually leave earlier than I have to when it comes to getting to work. Victoria is waiting inside for me when I finally manage to get to the diner and maneuver the stroller inside.

“Onyx, are you okay? Why didn’t you call? I would have come to get you two,” Victoria questions me as she looks from Theo to me. 

“I don’t have anyone’s number. Or a phone to use other than the one in my room at the motel. I’m okay. I’ve got clothes in the stroller with Theo’s diaper bag I hope are dry. There’s not really anything I can do about my hair at this point in time,” I answer her, shrugging my shoulder as the door opens and Tags, Torch, Grinder, and a few other guys come in the diner. 

Each man looks at me as they pass us by. Tags is the only one who stops next to where I’m standing with his wife. After pressing a kiss to her lips, Tags turns to look at me from head to toe. My face flames in embarrassment as he takes in my appearance. 

“You okay?” he questions me, his voice a low murmur.

“As good as can be,” I answer. “Victoria, thank you for watching Theo. I’ll get done as early as I can. I just need to grab my clothes from his diaper bag so I can change.”

Grabbing my clothes, I open the stroller up so I can give my little boy some hugs and kisses before leaving him. Hesitantly I pull away from him to head to the bathroom. If I don’t leave him now, I’m going to be late as hell and that’s the last thing I need to make today completely ruined. With my son out of my view as I walk in the bathroom and close the door behind me, I silently let a few tears slide down my face. Today is my day where I allow myself to have a small pity party with all the things going on in my life I have no control over. Usually, I just suck it up and move on with my life. Not today. I’m going to let myself think about how low I’ve sunk in the last few months and what I still have to worry about.

With one last sniffle, I pull up my big girl panties and peel the wet clothes stuck to my body off, tossing them into the pile on the floor. There’s nothing in here for me to dry off with so I grab a few paper towels to use for now. Desperate times and all that shit. After making sure most of the water is off my body along with getting off the mud and other grime I don’t even want to think about, I finally manage to put on my dry clothes. With a look in the mirror, I take in my hair. There’s nothing I can do about it since I don’t have a brush here with me. Thankfully, I have a hair tie, so I pull my hair up in a messy bun on top of my head. Grabbing my dirty, wet clothes up, I hang onto them so I can place them in a bag until it’s time to leave.

“Good afternoon, Onyx,” Charisma greets me as she’s busy cooking food. 

Jess, a young waitress who was hired just before me, is busy moving from one table to another. She’s a big flirt from what I can gather so far after working with her for a few hours yesterday while she showed me the ropes. If a table is full of men, that’s the one she wants and she doesn’t care who’s section it’s in at all. Jess took three of my tables yesterday until she made the mistake of trying to take the table some of the guys from the club were sitting at. Including Grinder. He went off on her and told her to leave them alone and start worrying about her own tables and not the men in the diner. Needless to say, she doesn’t like me too much.

“It’s about time you got your fucking ass here. I’ve been waiting on all the tables here alone,” Jess snarls out, her voice almost too low for Charisma to hear as I tie my apron around my waist and grab a pencil and pad of paper.

“Jess, that’s enough. It’s not her fault you got in trouble yesterday. Plus, she’s here early and still technically has about five minutes before she even has to start working,” Charisma informs the young girl. “If you want to continue to be like this, you can find your way out the door and we’ll make do without you.”

“You can’t fire me,” Jess states, starting to cause a scene without caring who’s in here.

“I own this place. I can do whatever the hell I want. In fact, why don’t you get outta here for the day. The two of us will meet tomorrow morning and we’ll figure out where to go from here,” Charisma states, never taking her eyes off the grill or raising her voice.

After waiting for a second, Jess tosses her notepad and pencil to the floor before rushing out. I’m not even sure she took the time to gather any of her belongings. With a look around, I quickly paste a fake as hell smile on my face before starting to move from one table to the next. It’s busy as hell as I take over Jess’ tables along with all the ones I’m responsible for. It’s really going to be a long night, but with me being the only waitress, it should hopefully go by extremely fast. 

“I can get Brianna in here,” Charisma says as I drop off an order for her to cook.

“No, that’s okay. I know you’ll be leaving soon. As long as there’s a cook and a dishwasher, I’ll be good. Plus, I know Brianna already worked this morning and it’s time for her to spend with her babies,” I say, with the same fake as hell smile on my place. “If nothing else, this will make my night go by faster and I’ll have Theo back in my arms before I know it. With it storming out, I’m sure we’ll be busy as hell too. Don’t worry about anything here. If I have any problems, I’m sure the cook will be able to get in touch with you,” I say, my voice full of positivity I don’t feel right now.

“Gavin is the cook for you tonight. I believe Adam will be in to wash dishes too. They know all the important numbers if anything happens,” Charisma informs me as I fill a drink order for one of the tables. “We need to do something about getting you a phone so you have one for our numbers.”

“I don’t have the money for something like that. Even having one of those prepaid ones isn’t in the budget. I’m barely getting by with Theo and me in a motel room.”

Without letting Charisma say anything in response, I place my last glass on the tray so I can carry the order over to a table of a family. The teenager is dressed in a jersey letting me know he’s heading for his game soon. It must by why he’s ordered a small, light meal. There’s no point in getting something that will sit heavy in his stomach before playing. At least that’s what my brother used to tell me. He was a football player and had a long, promising career in front of him before everything changed and happened. Now, he’ll never get any of his dreams to come true because he’s no longer living.

For the next few hours, I run from one table to the next, taking order, filling drinks, and delivering food. We’re busy as hell and I know everyone is using the excuse of the storm to come here instead of cooking food in their own homes. While I laugh at the jokes the older folks tell me and keep a fake smile plastered on my face, my mind is firmly locked on getting out of here somewhat on time so I can spend a few hours with my son. Well, he’ll be sleeping for the most part, but I have no problem staring down at him and watching him. At least until it’s time for him to get up and eat again. 

Adam comes out to the floor every now and then to help me clear off tables and take everything back for him to wash the next load of dishes. Even Gavin helps me start to clean when we’re slow and all the customers are busy eating their dinners. The three of us work well together and I know I’m going to miss them when it’s time for me to move on. Adam is funny as hell as he tells stories of things he’s done over the years growing up here in Willow Creek. He’s gotten into so much trouble with his parents for crazy things he’s done, and I can only hope Theo is half the guy Adam is. Adam’s sweet as hell and uses his ‘yes ma’am’ and ‘no ma’am’. I’ve never seen a teenager with as many manners as him. Gavin doesn’t talk much. He’s more the gruff and rough around the edges type of man than anything else. Still, when a table of men became rowdy, he was sure to step out of the kitchen to let them know he’s here. For the first time in longer than I’d like to admit, I feel completely safe. 

Just before we lock the doors for the night, Victoria makes her way in with my baby. He’s sleeping as she lets me know he’s had a bath, his dinner time feeding, and will be good for a while before he’ll need to eat again. After thanking her, she makes her way outside to where her SUV is parked. I don’t give her any more thought after she leaves the diner so we can finish cleaning up and get out of here. Tonight was actually a really good night for me tip wise. I made more tonight than all of yesterday combined. I’ll count it as a win. 

When we leave the diner, Victoria’s SUV is still parked outside. I’ve got Theo resting in his car seat in the stroller where it latches in as Tags get out and stops me from walking by.

“I’m here to take you back to the motel,” he informs me, his voice hard. “It’s already startin’ to rain again and you’re not gonna walk in this shit again.”

“Oh. Victoria didn’t need to send you back out to get me,” I tell him as he lifts the car seat from the stroller to place it back in the base already fastened in the backseat.

“She didn’t. I was doin’ my check of the house and saw the rain startin’ up again. You’ll get sick as hell if you walk in the rain every day,” he grunts out. 

The ride to the motel is silent as the rain pours down worse than when I walked to work earlier. Tags lets me know someone will be here to pick me up for my shift tomorrow before making sure I get inside the room I’m paying weekly for. He hands me over the car seat holding my son before backing away until I lock it behind him. Tags isn’t going to leave until he knows I have the room as secure as possible. Again, makes me feel safe despite this motel not being the best or having locks good enough to keep anyone out who truly wants to get in my room.
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Pyro

PASSING ONYX AS she walks to work in the pouring rain, my heart stills in my chest. She’s soaking wet and I can see her skin through the thin shirt covering her stomach and chest. We’re on our way back from a run and I’ve been gone longer than any of us anticipated. Now, coming home, this is what I see. Onyx is pushing her infant son in his stroller as the rain pelts against her skin causing several spots to turn red where her skin is bare. Even passing by her slowly, I can see the marks on her arms and the side of her neck. Everything in me wants to stop and help her, but I’m exhausted and can’t fit the two of them on my bike. I’ve only ever had one woman on my bike and there’s never going to be another woman to ride behind me if I can help it.

As we rode by her, I watched several cars in my mirrors pass her by without a second. More than likely the same people who will show up at Charisma’s Country Diner to have Onyx wait on them as they order so much food they barely eat and then leave behind messes for her to clean up after them. Yet, a mother in need doesn’t rate a damn thing on their radar to help or anything. It honestly makes me sick to my stomach to know not a single person stopped to help her or even ask her if she was okay. If I had been in my truck, I’d have stopped and not taken no for an answer when Onyx would have undoubtedly argued about accepting a ride. She’s stubborn, independent, and has a strong need to do everything on her own.

There’s also something else lurking in the background with her. Almost a kindred spirit to me as Onyx hides demons haunting her and makes everyone believe she’s okay even when she’s not. The guys who have stayed behind on this run, my brother Torch included, have made sure to give me as many updates on Onyx and Theo as they can. Torch is always telling me about her working and walking around town since she’s only worked one day with Charisma. There’s apparently always a fake smile plastered on her face, and she never lets her eyes stop from moving unless she’s looking at her son. When she went to the store the other day, she had to put things back because she didn’t have the money to pay for them. Victoria tried to step up and offer her the money, but she was rebuffed as nicely as possible. The only thing Onyx ended up buying were for her son. It shows me exactly what kind of woman she is. One I need to stay away from because she makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. 

Now, pulling into the clubhouse, the only thing on my mind is getting a hot as hell shower so I can get warm after the rain on the last few hours of our ride. Then, I plan on getting as much sleep as possible in the next twenty-four hours before starting to get back to work, talking to the club about what happened on the run, and whatever else is needed by me. What I don’t need to be doing is spending my time thinking about a certain dark haired beauty with violet eyes. I’ve never met a woman with eyes the color of Onyx’s. Her violet eyes haunt me and fill my mind with her staring up at me with love shining from them as my body rests on top of hers, of them shining brightly with laughter and happiness, and so many other ways. The last time I saw her, they were violet with the barest hint of silver around the outer edge of them. However, they don’t shine bright at all. Her eyes are filled with so many demons and nightmares following her I want to chase them all away.

Parking my bike, I shut it down and don’t bother to get anything out of the saddle bags. My gun is already tucked into the back of my jeans in case I needed to have it in a hurry. The only other thing in my bags are dirty as hell clothes covered with grime from the road and the scent of stale cigarettes and alcohol. When I’m out at other clubs, they warn the women to stay the hell away from me. If I choose to find my release, it’s not because of a woman attempting to seduce me into fucking her. 

Racing from my bike, I run through the door Satan is holding open. Without stopping in the common room, I head straight for my room so I can shower and get some sleep. We had so much to do on this run and stopped so many damn places this time it’s no wonder I’m so damn exhausted. Every single one of us are. That’s why Satan’s here and not at home with his wife and children. He wants to get a shower before catching a few hours of sleep. If Raine needs him, she knows he’s here and will come find him. Not to mention, she already knows he’s here to get some sleep even though he wants to be with his family. We’re three days later than we were supposed to be though which is why we’re all so damn exhausted. 

“Pyro, you’ll be in church?” Satan asks me, his voice echoing in the hallway. 

“Yeah. I need sleep though. Nothing more than sleep for the time bein’.”

“I’ll have someone wake you up when it’s time. It sure as hell won’t be today though. I’m gettin’ a few hours of sleep and then headin’ home to see my kids and woman. This last week has sucked fuckin’ ass and I’m glad we’re not goin’ on the next run,” Satan says as I continue walking while finding the key for my room.

Without responding to my President, I unlock my door and head inside before slamming it and locking it behind me. I strip out of my clothes on the way to the bathroom in my room. It’s so damn hard to get wet clothes off your body when you’ve been soaking wet for so damn long. By the time I rip my jeans from my body, I’m panting and even more tired than I was before. However, I’m in desperate need of a shower to wash the grime from my body and warm the hell up. I typically don’t use heavy blankets on my bed so there’s no way to just warm up that way. If I weren’t so tired, I might consider having some coffee and getting a hot meal to eat. I’m ready to collapse where I stand though and need to hurry up and do what I gotta do.

After washing and rinsing my body off, I reach for the towel hanging on the bar next to my shower. Wrapping it around my waist after running it over my hair, I don’t bother dressing or anything else as I make my way straight for my bed, whip the sheets back, and then flop on my old as hell, lumpy mattress. Pulling my sheet up, I close my eyes and let sleep claim me. It doesn’t take me long today as it usually does since I’m so damn tired. 
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My phone ringing on the nightstand where I don’t remember putting it, wakes me up from dreams and nightmares mixed together. It’s been the same way since seeing Onyx trying to sleep in her car on the side of the road with nothing covering her body despite how cold it was outside. There’s a mixture of my past combining with Onyx. Violet eyes fill my mind as I knock shit off my stand in an attempt to grab my phone before it stops ringing.

“Yeah?” I growl out when I finally manage to get the damn phone in my hand.

“Pyro, it’s Bethany. You need to meet us at the hospital where we live. Now,” the woman says, her voice full of panic which is all I need to fully wake up and become alert.

“What’s goin’ on?” I question her as I jump out of bed and turn on the damn light so I can find some clothes.

“She’s sick. We can’t get her fever to come down, she’s not eating or drinking. She needs you here with her now,” Bethany informs me as my heart breaks to find out I’m not already there when I’m needed.

“On my way. I’ll let you know when I get close.”

Hanging up, I toss the phone on my bed while I grab clean clothes to put on. I don’t honestly give a shit what I put on my body because I need to be on the road as of yesterday. I’m needed and there is no way I’m going to be able to lay here to get more sleep when I know something is wrong. Racing from my room once I have my jeans, tee-shirt, cut, and boots on, I only pause long enough to make sure my door’s locked before heading outside. Even though it’s not raining anymore, I’m not taking my bike either. My truck is needed for this trip. Later, when I know what’s going on, I’ll call Torch to let him know where I am and why I left without a word to anyone. For now, my entire focus has to be on the one person in this world who truly needs me there. 

Heading out of town, I curse myself for keeping Bethany and her family so far from me. I’m going to be on the road for at least two hours. That’s with speeding and breaking more traffic laws than I care to admit to. Travelling the speed and obeying all the laws will take me close to four hours. I refuse to be in my truck for that long as every horrible scenario plays on a loop through my mind. Pressing down harder on the accelerator of my truck, I try to force the thoughts away. That’s the last thing I need after the dreams I had before being woken up. What I need to do is concentrate on getting my breathing and heart back under control before I pass the fuck out. My heart is racing to the point I’m not sure what to do to calm back down. I’m not even really breathing at this point in time; I’m panting, and my breathing is coming in and out quicker than ever before.
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I’ve been at the hospital for hours now. Bethany and I are here while her husband went home to get some rest so he can come back in the morning. My entire world is currently lying in a hospital bed with a light blanket on her, an IV in her small, fragile arm, and a cold cloth wrapped around her head. Her vitals are being monitored at all times. I’m sitting in one of the most uncomfortable chairs even built with my head down on the mattress at her side. Her small hand is resting in mine, not moving at all as she finally manages to get some sort of sleep. It’s what she needs and is the best thing for her at this point in time. 

“Pyro, I’m gonna head out. You’ll be okay with her here alone?” Bethany asks me softly. 

“I thought you were stayin’ here with us?” I question her, raising my head up slightly to look at her better.

“I was going to, but you don’t need me watching over your shoulder as you spend time with her. That’s never been part of our deal. Carter’s gonna come pick me up. We’ll be back in the morning to spend some time with you two and see how she’s doing,” she answers me, her voice still not raising as she leans down to give me a hug before placing a soft kiss against a hot as hell cheek. 

I’m sweating just from the heat emanating from the small body laying a foot from me. Her skin is so pale as she lays completely still without moving a muscle. I really have to look at her small body to tell she’s even breathing sometimes. This is the most scared I’ve ever been in my life. I’ve been upset, filled with pain, anger, and grief, but this is something completely different. I don’t want to have these feelings for long because on top of being scared, a feeling of helplessness fills me. There is no way I can fix this and make my world right again. 

“Okay. Thank you for lettin’ me know about her,” I tell Bethany before she can leave the room.

“There are no thanks needed, Pyro. If the situation was reversed, you’d do the same shit for us. Try to get some rest while she is,” she tells me, her voice still not raised much above a whisper.

Watching the door close behind Bethany, I lay my head back down after brushing a few strands of hair out of the way. The last thing I want to do is hurt her any more than she already is. I can’t imagine her hair being pulled would feel too good when she’s been complaining about full body pain for more than twelve hours. With nothing more to do but lay here as she sleeps, I still don’t let sleep claim me though. Not yet. Even though I know I’m going to spend more time awake than anything else. Between the nurses coming in and out to check her vitals and know I’ll wake up every single time she makes a move in the bed, sleep is the last thing I’m going to get while here in the hospital. 

Pulling my phone out, I send my brother a message to let him know what’s going on. He’ll let Satan and everyone else know.

Me: At the hospital. Bethany called me about her bein’ sick and I needed to get here. They’re keepin’ her overnight to see if they can get her fever to break. 

Knowing his phone will wake him up, I don’t bother putting it back in my pocket while waiting for Torch to message me back. Messaging won’t wake Becky up, but he’ll wake up. Torch has always been a light sleeper and it’s even worse now that he has children and a wife to protect.

Torch: Is she okay? Do you need us there? Is there anythin’ we can do?

Me: No. I’ll know more in the mornin’. Bethany just left too. She was goin’ to stay here with me, but decided to go home. I’ll let you know what the doctor says in the mornin’ and then we’ll make plans and figure things out.

Torch: You know you’re not alone in this, James. Victoria, myself, and everyone in the club will be there. All you gotta do is say the word. We love you and only want you to be whole again. Please, think about what I said to you the other night.

Me: I think it’s time for me to talk to them. Maybe Carter and Bethany are ready to move to Willow Creek. We’ve been takin’ care of their home and shit. All they need to do is move back. I’m just not sure if it’s the right thing to do.

Torch: It’s time, James. You need her with you and to start takin’ her on full time. It’s the only way you’re goin’ to be able to live your life. Bethany and Carter will still be there and help out when you need it. We all will. I’ll talk to you in the mornin’. Call if you need me before then.

Me: I will. Thank you, Noah. Best brother in the world.

Torch: Right back at ya, James.

Putting my phone in my pocket, I lay my head back down and rest my hand on the small one against the stark white sheets covering the hospital bed. Closing my eyes again, there are no violet eyes this time in my nightmares. It’s only the past coming back to haunt me because I’m here alone in a hospital with my heart sleeping in this bed. Torch would be here in a heartbeat if I let him. Unfortunately, this is something I have to do on my own. This decision has to come from me, and I need to be the one to have the conversation with Carter and Bethany on my own. My big brother can’t handle this one for me. Tomorrow is a new day and I’ll figure everything out then.
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Chapter Three
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Onyx

THE LAST TWO weeks have been filled with more stress, work, and spending as much time with my son as possible. Jess was fired from the diner over her treatment of the other waitresses and only wanting to wait on the tables full of men. Somehow, that became my fault as she stormed from the place and knocked me on my ass with my hands full of plates of food to take to the customers just leaving work and wanting to eat before heading home for the night. After apologizing profusely, I wouldn’t let them pay for a meal I felt I ruined even though it was Jess’ fault. Instead, I used money out of my pocket I didn’t have to spend to cover their food. Charisma may have had a strong word or two for me when she found out what I did. Still, it doesn’t change, they had to wait longer for a new plate of food to be prepared because of something involving me. 

Then, Theo got sick, and I had to buy medicine and pay for him to be seen by a doctor. On top of taking time off of work because there was no way in hell I was about to have Victoria watch him with her family and children. So, Charisma gave me the time off until he was feeling better. So, I lost wages and tips from not working. Also, besides the doctor’s visit and medicine, I had to buy more diapers and wipes because of him having the flu. Those days were not our best days, and my baby boy was absolutely miserable. 

Now, I have to scramble in order to pay for everything I haven’t been able to cover while not working and things just seemed to get bleaker for me as each day passed. Right now, I know I’m on the verge of losing our room at the hotel. The manager, an older man who doesn’t really care to hear any reason why you can’t pay, has been at my door the second he knows I’m there. Multiple times a day. At this point, if I had my car, Theo and I would already be gone. I’d either have moved us out of Willow Creek by now or we’d be sleeping there much like we’ve done since I left home.

Walking to work today, it’s cold as hell out and I don’t have a coat. Yes, I did buy my son a snowsuit because he needs one more than I need to worry about having a coat for myself. When I left, it was in a hurry, and I only had a few things packed I couldn’t live without any longer. Making sure I had every single essential for myself wasn’t as important as making sure I have as much of Theo’s belongings as I could fit in my car. Leaving behind things I would ultimately need no matter where I land. Today is only proving how cold it is out as cars and trucks pass me by causing a ton of extra wind to whip around me making me even colder. 

When I finally manage to make it to the diner, I’m freezing to the point I’m shivering as I try to hold the door open and then push Theo’s stroller inside. 

“I got the door for ya,” a low, deep voice says from behind me as I look over my shoulder to find Grinder and Torch standing there. 

Grinder’s large, muscled arm reaches out to hold the door for me as his eyes roam down my body. It’s not in a sexual way at all. He’s taking in my outfit of jeans which have definitely seen better days, my thin tee-shirt I should probably throw away at this point with how worn out it is, and the sneakers covering my feet without any socks. I have to do laundry and there hasn’t been any time. Plus, my boy is just starting to feel better, and I don’t want him out any more than I absolutely have to. 

“Thank you, Grinder,” I tell him, walking inside and spotting Victoria at the counter waiting for me.

“You’re welcome. Don’t you have a coat to wear?” he questions me, his voice going even lower so no one else hears.

“No, I don’t. My only concern is Theo, and he has what he needs,” I inform them as I gesture to the stroller in front of me. 

“Never once would I believe your son doesn’t have what he needs. It seems all you do is worry about him and never yourself,” Torch adds in to the conversation. “You won’t be any good to him if you’re sick as hell, Onyx.”

“Well, I don’t have money for anything for me. It all goes to what he needs and keeping a roof over his head until I can get my car back. Any news on that?” 

“No. The parts just came in this mornin’,” Grinder says, holding out his arm for his wife to step into his body. “I’m not sure how long it will take to get fixed.”

“Okay. Thank you for the update.”

Making my way over to Victoria, she looks down at Theo with a smile on her face. 

“I’ve missed him so much. How’s he feeling?” 

“Much better. The last two days he’s back to eating, there hasn’t been a fever, or anything else. I think it’s safe for him to go to your house again,” I state, looking down at him as he smiles up at his babysitter.

“I’m not worried about it. Kids get sick, Onyx. Are you okay?” 

“I’m good. The only thing I have to worry about is paying for the hotel room now. Theo has all his things and I get my meal here,” I tell her, my voice low as I bend down to give him a hug and kiss before they leave.

“You only eat once a day?” she questions me as Torch, Grinder, and Charisma walk up to us.

“Yeah. That’s all I have time for,” I lie, knowing I don’t have money to buy food.

As I look down at my son, I don’t witness the look being exchanged between the four of them before they mask their faces once again when I look up. It’s not just that I don’t have the money to buy food, there’s no place to cook it. Or to store it without anything more than the mini fridge in the room I have. There is a microwave, but it barely works, and I’d rather make sure I have it for Theo’s bottles when I have to give him one of those instead of breastfeeding. My baby boy is weaning himself from breastfeeding and I’ve started to pump more and store it in the fridge. Charisma lets us have a free meal when we work so that’s when I eat. Over the last few days when my son was sick, I really didn’t eat much food. It’s not like it’s anything new for me though. 
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