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Officers:

President: Alex ‘Vault’ Stone

Vice President: Carson ‘Jinx’ Busch

Secretary: Wade ‘Raptor’ Parker-Reed

Treasurer: Zach ‘Valor’ Stone

Sergeant at Arms: Kaden ‘Ghost’ Gilbert

Enforcer: Dylan ‘Devil’ Busch

Road Captain: Colton ‘Geek’ Parker-Reed

Tech: Kingston ‘King’ Stevens

Members: 

Levin ‘Chrome’ Cole

Tim ‘Dime’ Baker

Kolter ‘Slider’ Bridger

Silas ‘Court’ Winters

Donald ‘Red’ Marks

Prospects:

Kian McDonald

Ezra Cast

Deegan Moore

Zayden Adams

Beckett Hogan

Ol’ Ladies:

Annabell Carson – Vault

Hope Long – Jinx

Savannah Mason – Valor

Genesis Camden – Devil and Raptor

Brynn Johns - King

Phantoms:

Ice 

Kat

Nina

Monica

Dede 

Layla

Morgan – works bar and more house mouse

Liz

Businesses: 

Bar – The Den

Strip Club – Enchantment

Garage – Hound’s

Tattoo Parlor – Phantom Ink

Security – P.B. Security 

Auto Parts – Phantom Auto
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Hound:

Alex ‘Vault’ Stone and Annabell 

Zach ‘Valor’ Stone and Savannah  - Ava, Chloe, and Miracle 

*Different last name from Hound because of protection when they were younger – didn’t want them to change their last name even when they got old enough to do so

Slim and Shy:

Playboy and Sam – Caleb, Carson, Dylan

Maddie and Tank (Wild Kings MC) – Zoey (FBMC), Ricochet (WKMC), Kevlar (WKMC), Hawkeye (WKMC)

Annabell and Vault

Rayven

Kinsliegh

Playboy and Sam:

Caleb 

*Sam’s son with a different biological father

Carson Busch

Dylan Busch

Annabell and Vault 

* Playboy’s sister

Maddie and Tank (Wild Kings MC) – Zoey (FBMC), Ricochet (WKMC), Hawkeye (WKMC), Kevlar (WKMC) 

*Playboy’s sister

Rayven 

* Playboy’s sister

Kinsliegh 

*Playboy’s sister

Killer and Gwen:

Hope Long

Faith Long

Kim and Fox – Jemma, Kingston, Paige 

*Kim is Gwen’s sister

Fox and Kim:

Jemma Stevens

Kingston Stevens

Paige Stevens

Gwen and Killer – Hope and Faith

*Gwen is Kim’s sister

Stryker and Sally:

Natalia

*she is Sally’s daughter with Killian (d)

Kaden Gilbert

Emily ‘Emmie’ Gilbert

Wood, Jennifer, and Boy Scout:

Wade Parker-Reed

*has a different biological father from Wood and Boy Scout

Colton Parker Reed

Blood and Tanya

Colt ‘Scathe’ Johns and Emersyn Johns

Logan ‘Ace’ Johns and Blayke Johns

Scathe and Emersyn

Zoey

Maddox

Brynn

Ace and Blayke

Tucker

Damien

Taylor

Pops and Alice

*Pops was with Ma until she was killed in the original Wild Kings series

*Ma is the mom of Joker and Bailey

Joker, Skylar, Cage

Bailey and Grim

Cage, Skylar, Joker

Jameson and Zoey

*Jameson is Savage from Fallen Brethren MC, Zoey is Tank’s daughter

Reagan and Trax

*Trax is from the Fallen Brethren MC

Alana 

Haley, Viking, and Bull

*They are in Wild Kings MC: 2nd Generation

Brandon

Kyle

Savage and Joey

Blake

Cameron

Teegan

Reagan and Trax

Xavier

Stone

Berkliegh

Viking, Alana, Bull

Kash

Kody

Monique

Bobby

Bailey and Grim

Ryan

*Bailey was pregnant by Gage and lost the baby

Venom
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Protectors is dedicated to anyone who has ever needed someone there for them. Someone who will go to the ends of the Earth to protect you from all of your demons and those hunting you. 
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Dear Readers,

Welcome back to the Phantom Bastards MC. While this is a new series, you will get to see plenty of characters from the past as their children forge new paths in life and start a new club. You will also get to meet some Nomad characters that have never been mentioned before. So, I hope you like them as much as the original members of the Phantom Bastards. 

In these stories you will see characters from the original Phantom Bastards MC. You will also get to see members from the Wild Kings MC, Satan’s Anarchy MC, and another MC that I can’t let you know just yet. I hope you enjoy this series as we get to see the children who were born in the original stories as grown-ups now! 

Thank you for the support and I hope you enjoy this new series and world!

Erin Osborne

Trigger Warnings

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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Kaden ‘Ghost’ Gilbert 

Growing up, I knew two things without any hesitation. The first is that I would be a member of the Phantom Bastards MC and I would take over my dad’s position as the Sergeant at Arms. Secondly, I would be with Alana Greene-Johnson. From the second I knew what a crush was, I knew I had one on her. So didn’t my best friend, Geek. We do everything together and have vowed to share women. It’s rare that one of us hook-up without the other one. When we get the call from Cage about Alana, my heart breaks and I want to burn the world to the ground to find the man who thought he could literally put his hands on the girl who will be my ol’ lady one day. Now we have to get Alana to the point she can heal and move on from the jerk who doesn’t know how to leave her alone.

Alana Greene-Johnson

Growing up in the Wild Kings MC, I was taught a lot of things most girls never knew. We learned self-defense, how to ride bikes if we wanted to, and grew up with a ton of overprotective male family members. My family alone consisted of six children. All of us are twins. I have a twin sister who is living her life with the two men who managed to capture her heart and she’s living her best life. The one thing I didn’t count on was repeating my mom’s history. The sperm donor of the oldest set of twins was very abusive and she managed to get away from him. I find myself in a similar situation and I’m not sure if I know what to do to get away from him. You grow up telling yourself that you won’t ever let a man put his hands on you and stay with him. I always told myself that I’d leave any man who put his hands on me. Unfortunately, it’s a lot harder than you’ll ever understand if you aren’t in that situation. 

Colton ‘Geek’ Parker-Reed

Growing up, I wasn’t sure if I were truly ever seen because there are so many kids in the clubhouse. We all were trying to grow up and live our lives free. Instead, sometimes it felt as if we were in competition about gaining an adults attention. When all of the clubs used to get together, my attention would be on one person and one person only—Alana. Ghost and I would only go so we could be close to Alana and make sure she’s okay. Learning that a man put his hands on her to the point she was being in the hospital for two weeks to even begin healing from her injuries. Now, can we protect the girl we’ve loved for as long as I can remember? 
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Alana

Seven months after King and Brynn’s wedding

PULLING INTO THE clubhouse parking lot, I shut the engine of my car off and pull down the visor in front of me. My eyes are red and puffy from crying as I wipe the remaining tears from my face. I won’t be able to do anything about the puffiness, but I can make sure no tears linger on my face. My mom and all the women I consider my aunts won’t buy any lame excuses I give them about why I was crying, but I’ll figure something out when I’m asked what’s going on. As long as my brothers and dads aren’t inside the clubhouse, I should be okay. Today is just one more day that I’ve fought with Terrence about being at the clubhouse and around the men I consider my family. 

Terrence and I have been dating for the last year on and off. When I was in Pine View for King’s wedding, we were on a break. Terrence is always the one to break up with me, thinking it will make me want him more because he fucks any woman he can get to pay him attention and does absolutely nothing to hide it from me. Just one more way he controls me. At this point, I don’t even really care. Terrence believes he’s a master manipulator and that I’ll always cave to his demands and won’t ever leave him because I can’t survive without him. Little does he know I’ve been making moves to put distance between the two of us over the last five months. No one knows because I’ve hidden everything from my family. If the men in my life knew what I’ve been dealing with, they’d have already beaten the shit out of the asshole who believes I’m head over heels in love with him and buried him in a shallow grave to rot in hell. 

My family isn’t all on a talking basis with me right now. They know he put his hands on me and I allowed it to happen. I told my dad when we were in Pine View that I wasn’t gonna come back to Terrence and that I’d be leaving him. Instead, I let him talk me into giving him one last chance to prove himself to me. I don’t love him so I’m not even sure why I bother with him. For some reason, I can’t seem to untangle myself from the claws he’s dug deep inside me and it’s slowly driving a wedge between myself and everyone I love. 

The second Terrence realized I was coming to the clubhouse to help decorate for Christmas, he threw the world’s biggest tantrum and got in my face. He didn’t hit me or do anything other than throw baseless accusations in my face. While he cheats and fucks whoever he wants, Terrence is quick to say I’m fucking the bikers here in the clubhouse. Other than the Prospects they’ve brought in recently, every man on the compound is a cousin or uncle in my mind. That doesn’t include both of my dads, my brothers, Pops, and my uncle Grim. None of the other guys are here and there are only two who I don’t view as my cousins lately—Ghost and Geek. Anyway, Terrence tried to do everything in his power to ensure I wouldn’t come to the clubhouse today. Finally, when I couldn’t take his screaming any longer, I grabbed my things and left the house with tears streaming down my face. 

After taking several deep breaths and slowly releasing them, I finally grab my keys and get out of my car. My steps are slow as I make my way across the parking lot, taking in the bikes so I know who will be inside. Pops is here along with my dad Cage. Kyle’s bike is also in the line against the clubhouse wall. Brandon isn’t here and that makes me breathe a little easier. Even though Kyle and Brandon are twins, they couldn’t be more different. Kyle only thinks with his dick and if he’s not working or on club business, he’s balls deep in some skank. He’s the life of the party like our dad Joker used to be. Brandon is the one more like our dad Cage. He sits back and watches everything. He’ll know something is wrong with me the second I step foot inside. Pops and my dad will also know. I need a break, but today isn’t one where I’ll get lucky. Because with my mom being in the common room to decorate, my dad won’t be anywhere else but sitting at the bar watching every move she makes. 

“Alana!” my mom practically shouts, rushing from the other side of the common room to pull me into a fierce hug. 

She doesn’t take in my puffy face or red eyes as I let my eyes slide closed and just savor being in my mom’s arms. I rest my head against her shoulder and soak up all the love and comfort she gives all of us on a daily basis. My mom doesn’t pull back from our hug, sensing I need her without me having to say a word. See, while I typically feel as if I’m the sibling who gets the least amount of attention from our family, my mom still comes to me when she senses I need her. 

Growing up with six of us in the family, I’m definitely the quietest among my siblings. Mom and our dads were always up Reagan’s ass because of her medical issues. Her seizures have been well documented and we’ve all been taught what to look for. Because of this, no one in this clubhouse would let my big sister be alone for long periods of time. Haley, my twin sister, was always outgoing and had everyone eating out of the palm of her hand. While I’ve always been content to sit back and stay home, Haley always wanted to go out and experience life when we were growing up. It changed a little in college and then when she moved to Cedar Bay. The boys have always had the attention of our dads as they taught them the ways of the club and everything else that entails. I’ve just always been in the background of our family and didn’t make waves or cause problems, handling everything I could on my own. 

“Are you ready to get this place decorated?” my mom asks when she finally pulls back and looks me over, a frown on her face when she takes in my tear stained face and the puffy, red eyes I’m currently sporting. “What’s wrong, baby?” 

Three words is all it takes to get the attention of my dad and Pops as they get off their stools and make their way over to me while everyone else in the room stops working to find out what’s going on. This really isn’t what I need right now. I just want to get the clubhouse decorated and have dinner with my family before going back home to have round two with Terrence. Unless I’m lucky enough for him to give me the silent treatment. 

“Nothing. I’m fine, Mom,” I promise her, the lie sliding smoothly off my tongue as I look at the floor between us. 

“Bullshit,” my dad says, pulling me in his arms and wrapping me up tight. “What the fuck did that little bitch do this time?”

No one in my family is a fan of Terrence. Even Jameson, Reagan, and Haley know about him and they aren’t even close to Clifton Falls any longer. They’ve all called and talked to me about the situation and none of them know the truth of what I’ve been dealing with on and off for the last year. 

“We got into a fight before I came here. It’s nothing,” I respond, not exactly telling a lie, but not telling the full truth either. 

“He’s not good enough for you, Sweetheart. When are you gonna leave him for good?” my dad asks me, as Pops pulls me from his arms and engulfs me into one of his bear hugs. 

“Darlin’, you need to leave him behind for good. None of us like to see you cry. Lately, that’s all you do. He’s not good enough for you,” Pops whispers as I let one more tear slide down my face that’s buried in his chest, the leather of his cut rubbing against my skin. 

“I know, Pops. Things are in place,” I inform him because he knows more about my situation than anyone else and still doesn’t know half of what I’ve been going through. “Let’s get this place decorated.” 

Pulling out of Pops’ arms, I plaster a fake smile on my face and head for the back of the room where my aunt Bailey and the rest of the ol’ ladies are waiting on us. They’re going through the totes and splitting up what needs to be done amongst themselves as I walk over and greet all the women in front of me with a hug and fake smile. I’m exhausted and this shit with Terrence is weighing heavily on my shoulders. While I want to be happy and excited as I normally am when we get ready for Christmas, I can’t. The exhaustion is too much today and two men are taking up residence in my mind, pulling me into a different direction than where I saw my life heading. 
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The clubhouse looks amazing as always. Every inch is decorated like it used to be when I was a little girl. The large tree in the corner of the room is decorated from top to bottom with ornaments we’ve all collected over the years. Including all of the ones we all made as kids. The ones we made in school remain in our private family collections, but we’d always make some for the clubhouse tree each year. Garland is wrapped around everything it can be and lights are hung from the ceiling. The common room looks like Santa’s workshop and I love seeing how happy everyone is as they take in each detail. 

I’ve spent time with the ol’ ladies in the kitchen preparing dinner for everyone here. They’ve all been trying to get the details of my relationship with Terrence, but I shut them down every single time. The truth of the matter is that I don’t want my family to know the extent of how far I’ve fallen. I don’t want them to know how bad he manipulates me, that he’s put his hands on me in anger, or anything else that he’s done over the last year. Like most stories you hear, the abuse didn’t start at the beginning of our relationship. It’s gradually gotten worse over the last year. Since I got back from Pine View, it’s gotten even worse. That’s when Terrence started hitting me without caring where he left the marks on my body and each time it was worse than the last. Those are the secrets I’m keeping from my family. 

Joker and Brandon have made it back to the clubhouse and I’ve spent time with them since Pops and my dad Cage already got to spend time with me. Kyle is here somewhere but he’s not in the common room with everyone else. The damn manwhore is probably in his bedroom with one or more of the club girls. My uncle Grim has also spent time with me. I’m one of the few kids still in Clifton Falls so now I get all the attention I craved when I was growing up. 

“Baby, are you sure you have to head out now?” my mom asks me, worry covering her face as my dads, Pops, Brandon, and uncle Grim surround me. 

“I do. It’s getting late and I’m not sure that Terrence ate dinner yet,” I lie knowing he’s going to be pissed I’m not home yet. 

While I was decorating and then helping make dinner, he was blowing up my phone with calls and then messages when I wouldn’t answer his calls. The messages have let me know exactly how much trouble I’m in when I get home. 

Terrence: You’ve been gone long enough. It doesn’t take that long to decorate the fucking clubhouse, Alana. 

Terrence: Are you fucking serious right now? You’re choosing to ignore me now? Probably fucking some dirty biker and can’t answer your phone. Fucking slut!

The messages only got worse from there and it’s going to be a long, rough night. 

“You know you always have a place at home, yeah?” my dad Cage asks, pulling me into his arms and holding me close.

“I know. I love you all and I’ll see you soon,” I tell them, not knowing how true those words are. 

Pops walks me out to my car but doesn’t say a word as he waits for me to get inside. Looking up at the man who’s always been there for me I want to confess all of my secrets to him. Instead, I give him a small smile and watch as he closes the door with heartache and concern filling his eyes. He’s not going to push me to talk about this situation and knows I realize he’ll be there when I’m ready to get help. Even though no one knows about the abuse because I’ve gotten really good at hiding it, it wouldn’t surprise me to know Pops knows what’s really happening. 

Growing up, we were all told about my mom and the shit she went through with Jameson and Reagan’s sperm donor. She didn’t hide the abuse, cheating he did, or anything else. We all heard the story and listened to her as she cried and told us every detail. Our mom didn’t want any of us to go through what she did and when it comes to me, I’m only following in her footsteps. I’m letting a man put his hands on me and allowing him to have the control over me to make me pull back from everyone I love and cherish in my life. To lie and keep secrets from them. This is never who I thought I’d be growing up and hearing the hell our mom suffered through. 

Starting my car, I pull away from the clubhouse and head to the apartment I share with Terrence. One where I pay all the bills and support him because he’s too fucking lazy to get a job and it’s just one more way to control me because I can’t keep my money to myself. Little does he realize the amount I’ve managed to save over the years and continue to do since being with him. 

It doesn’t take me long to pull up in front of the apartment and park my car just outside our front door. The lights are on in the apartment and the curtains and blinds I keep closed in the living room are wide open. Terrence wants to see me the second I pull in so he can start his shit. Looking in the window, I see him pacing the floor, his fingers yanking the strands of hair at the top of his head. Terrence’s face is red with anger and even from this distance I can see the manic look in his eyes. Part of me wants to start the car and head straight back to the clubhouse and my family. If I do, I know I’ll be safe and won’t have to deal with Terrence ever again. However, another part of me can’t seem to walk away from him. Even knowing how wrong this situation is and how horrible he is to me, I feel as if I need to stay with him. Yes, he’s threatened to kill himself if I leave him and everything else he can think of to ensure I remain at his side. I’m so tired of this shit. 

“Alana!” Terrence screams into the night as my head shoots back up and I see him standing in the doorway of our apartment, rage-filled eyes staring me down. 

Taking a deep breath, I get out of my car and shove my keys in my purse after locking my car. I slowly walk toward Terrence, each step feeling as if I’ve got cement encasing them making me move slower and slower the closer I get to him. The second I’m in arms’ reach, Terrence grabs a fistful of hair and drags me into the apartment before slamming the door closed behind him. 

“Do you think I’m fucking stupid?” Terrence screams in my face, spittle covering my skin as I shudder in revulsion. “How many did you fuck today? Three? Four?” 

“I didn’t have sex with anyone at the clubhouse, Terrence,” I state, my voice devoid of emotion as I look at him. “Those men are blood relatives or people I’ve grown up viewing as my uncles and cousins. No one was even really there until we had dinner. I decorated with my mom and aunts, helped make dinner, ate, and then came home. Exactly what I told you I was going to do.” 

“Lies. All fucking lies,” Terrence says, pulling his other hand back and landing a punch directly on my nose. 

The crunch of my nose breaking fills the silent apartment as blood starts to flow down my face. Terrence doesn’t stop at one punch though. He lands one punch after another calling me a slut, whore, liar, trash, and so many other vile names. Pain bursts through my body with each hit he lands until I can no longer remain on my feet. As I collapse to the floor at Terrence’s feet, several strands of hair rip from my head. This isn’t the first time he’s ripped hair out and the pain hurts so much each and every time it happens. 

I try to curl up in a ball as Terrence continues to beat the hell out of me. I’ve been trained by my dads, Pops, uncles, and cousins growing up to fight and defend myself. However, every single time Terrence beats the hell out of me, my fight or flight doesn’t kick in like normal. I literally freeze on the spot and all the training I’ve had over the years disappears from my mind. There’s nothing I can do to protect myself or get Terrence to leave me alone as he rains down blows one after another. 

Black spots fill my vision as I look up to see Terrence. He’s covered in sweat, his clothes have blood splatters on them, and his knuckles are broken and bleeding from the damage he’s done to me. Terrence’s eyes are wild as he looks down at me. I’m not even sure he’s seeing me at this point. 

“Stupid fucking slut! Get this fucking place cleaned up by the time I return. You’re so fucking lazy and useless,” Terrence demands, landing one last hit before storming out of the apartment and slamming the door closed behind him. 

I carefully move my body around until I can get my purse where it was dropped behind my body when the beating started. Carefully digging through the contents since Terrence stomped on my hand at one point, I manage to find my phone and pull it out. I can’t see the screen in front of me as everything starts to fade to nothing. Somehow I manage to unlock my phone and pull up my dad Cage’s contact before calling him. 

“Baby girl, did you forget somethin’?” he asks me, concern lacing his tone.

“Daddy,” I say, not able to get more out as I fade to nothing. 

I don’t hear my dad screaming out my name or the panic filling his voice. The room around me is gone and the pain subsides to nothing. This isn’t how I planned on any of my relationships going and I know it’s time to leave Terrence behind. Now, I won’t have a choice in the matter. My family is going to learn my deepest, darkest secret and there’s nothing I can do about it. Terrence has laid his hands on me for the last time. 
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Ghost

SITTING IN PHANTOM Ink with Vault in my chair as I give him his latest tattoo, I can’t keep my mind from staying off of Alana. It’s been five months since I last saw her, since she was in my arms on the dance floor and every fucking day is the same. I wake up with her on my mind, wondering what she’s doing in Clifton Falls. No matter what I’m doing each day, little things make me think of her and I wonder if she’s thinking of Geek and myself at all as she goes about her day. When I get in bed each night after exhausting myself, I can’t fall asleep until I’ve jerked off to thoughts of Alana and what I want to do to her luscious body. Every fucking night I dream of her. No, they aren’t all dreams revolving around sex and the various positions I want to see her in between Geek and myself. I dream of building a life with Alana and what our future has the potential to look like. 

Alana is sexy as fuck. She’s short as hell, the top of her head barely coming to my chest when she stands close to me. My girl has curves in all the right places and isn’t as thin as a fucking board. She’s not shy about eating and the food she loves is all over the place. Alana has the softest, palest skin with freckles covering her nose and just under her eyes. Her lips are soft and full, the kind of lips you want to kiss and get lost in on a daily basis. Alana’s eyes are the brightest blue that are light enough to remind me of a cloudless sky with bursts of darker blue all around. She’s got one tattoo on her ribs that her uncle Irish gave her the second she turned eighteen. I can’t remember what it says right now, but I have plans to see it up close and personal again very soon. In my eyes, Alana is sexy as fuck and I want to feel her body wrapped around mine as I slowly sink into her pussy. 

Geek and I have had extensive talks about Alana in the last several months. We’re both on board with wanting her and sharing her. This isn’t some kind of game to us and we’re thinking long-term when it comes to her. We’ve all grown up and changed over the years, but I believe we’re all going to be explosive together and will make this work because in my eyes, there’s no one else for me. There’s no one else for Geek either. We want Alana and will do whatever it takes to make her ours and prove to her we’re the men she’s been looking for her entire life. 

“You good, Ghost?” Vault asks me as I bring my focus back to the tattoo I’m currently inking into his body. 

“Yeah. Got somethin’ on my mind and just tryin’ to figure out how to make shit happen since things aren’t goin’ how I planned or thought they would,” I answer him, wiping off the ink I’ve already put in so I can check what I’ve done so far. 

“What’s goin’ on with Alana?” he questions me, letting me know he’s not as out of things as I thought when it comes to this. 

“I don’t know. I’ve messaged her a time or two and haven’t had any responses back from her. Geek has messaged her too. Not gonna try to call her when we have no clue what’s goin’ on with her. I’m ready to head to Clifton Falls and bring her back here where she belongs,” I tell him honestly as I get back to tattooing his newest piece. 

“Have you called and talked to Cage or anyone?” he questions, closing his eyes as he relaxes under the tattoo gun. 

“Not yet. Gonna call him if I don’t hear from him soon,” I tell him honestly as my phone starts to vibrate on the counter next to me. “Geek and I talked to him at the weddin’ and he wasn’t sure if Alana was gonna go back to the asshole. He was gonna keep an eye on things and keep us updated on the situation.”

Looking over, I see Cage calling me. Speak of the fucking devil. 

“Get it,” Vault tells me, getting out of the chair and stretching out his back. 

“’Lo?” I answer the phone, not sure why Cage would be calling me. 

“Ghost, need to talk to you about somethin’. You got a minute?” he responds, his voice almost devoid of any emotion and it instantly sets me on high alert.

When Cage loses all emotion in his voice, he’s about to fucking explode. I’ve witnessed it countless times over the years when shit has been going down with the clubs. Cage doesn’t let himself get to this point very often so I know whatever he’s calling me about is serious and I’m not gonna like whatever he’s about to say. 

“I got all the time you need, Cage,” I inform him as Vault takes a seat once more and watches me. “I’ve got Vault here with me and I’m gonna put the phone on speaker so he can hear you as well. You good with that?” 

“Yeah. This concerns him too. I’m only callin’ you because my girl wants me to and what Alana wants, she gets,” he states, clearing his throat and taking a brief pause before saying anything else. “When Alana got back from King’s weddin’, she went back to that stupid fucker, Terrence. He’s never been good enough for her and we’ve since learned exactly how wrong he is. Ghost, I know you and Geek want my girl. She’s a good one and I know you’ll do right by her. Both of you are the kind of men she needs in her life.”

“What happened to her?” I grit out, knowing deep in my gut and heart Alana is hurt. 

Vault sits up straighter in the chair and his eyes don’t leave my phone as we wait for Cage to respond. We’re both on high alert as all sorts of scenarios run through my mind. 

“She came over to decorate as normal for Christmas. Apparently before she even got to the clubhouse, Terrence picked a fight with her and she showed up with red, puffy eyes and the tracks from tears still on her face. She didn’t confide in any of us what happened that day before she showed up. Alana never does and that’s on us. A lot has come out in the last few weeks and it’s things we should’ve realized much sooner. Things we could’ve changed so Alana didn’t feel as if we didn’t give a fuck what was goin’ on in her life. Pops is the only one she’d turn to and she didn’t even turn to him with this information about her life. 

“Anyway, when she got home that night, Terrence beat the shit out of my girl. She called me and passed out as soon as I answered the phone from her injuries. We all raced to the apartment they shared. Ghost, my girl . . .,” Cage stops talking, his voice breaking on the last word as rage fills my body and I know this fucker is gonna need to be taught a lesson that involves a ton of pain and very little break from the pain I plan on inflicting. 

“What do you need from us?” Vault questions Cage. 

“I need to get this out. I know she’s already talked to you about movin’ there so she can get the fuck outta Clifton Falls. For now, you need to know what you’re dealin’ with. Alana had so many injuries we couldn’t take her to the clubhouse. We had to take her to the hospital and she just got out two days ago. My baby spent almost two full weeks in there from her injuries. He broke her nose, hand, and ruptured her spleen. She’s got bruises and cuts all over her body and face, a gash on her head, and he fuckin’ sliced her with a knife down her chest. She’ll have a scar from that for the rest of her life. Alana is movin’ slow and all she does is cry when she’s awake.

“It took several days for her to talk to us and fill us in on what’s been goin’ on with her relationship. Terrence has been slowly abusin’ her emotionally and mentally. Six months ago he started beatin’ the fuck out of her. For six fuckin’ months this bastard has been puttin’ his hands on her and she didn’t say a fuckin’ word. Well, puttin’ his hands on her more than he was previously. She fuckin’ hid what was goin’ on to her even from her mom because Skylar didn’t even see the signs. Fuck! Skylar told them all about her past and that we’d always be there for them to help get them out of any situation they found themselves in. Alana wanted to take this shit on her shoulders and refused to say a word,” Cage informs us, his voice hard and cold as his breathing is picked up like he’s run a fucking marathon race. 

“The second she’s ready to get here, we’ll be ready for Alana,” Vault assures Cage as I finally listen to what is being said by Cage. 

“I know. There was never a doubt in my mind about you not takin’ her in if she’s already talked to you about movin’ there. I also know Ghost and Geek are the reasons she wants to be in Pine View. You’ve both got our blessin’ to be with her. However, Alana is adamant that she won’t go there until she knows Ghost and Geek want her there. Her next move is gonna be up to the two of you,” Cage states, a tenderness to his voice as he thinks of his daughter and what she wants. 

“I don’t want her anywhere else,” I state my voice filled with determination. “Geek doesn’t want her anywhere else either, Cage. When it comes to Alana, we’re both all in and always will be. This isn’t some passin’ phase we’re goin’ through or any shit like that. We want Alana long-term and will give her whatever the fuck she needs because she’s that important to the both of us.” 

“I know, Ghost. I could see it when we were at King’s weddin’. If I wasn’t ready to give my baby girl over to the two of you, we wouldn’t be havin’ this conversation. Alana is ready to get out of town and make her way to you. It won’t be immediately though. My girl is gonna head to the Fallen Brethren clubhouse to see Jameson and Reagan before makin’ her way down to Cedar Bay to spend a few days with Haley. I’d like Ghost and Geek to meet her in Cedar Bay so you can see for yourself just how much she’s changed before you get to Pine View. Can you give Ghost and Geek a few days off?” Cage questions Vault as I turn to look at my President and wait for his answer. 

“You got it, Cage. The second we know she’s in Cedar Bay, I’ll send Ghost and Geek there to be with her. They can take the time they need to be there for her. What does she need when she gets here, Cage? The truth of what she needs. Counseling? More doctor visits? Tell me what she needs and we’ll make sure she has it without fail. Alana is family and we’ll always be there for family,” Vault says, his voice serious as he motions for me to grab the paper and pen on the counter behind me. 

“She’ll definitely need a counselor and will need to have doctor’s appointments set up for her hand and to make sure she’s healin’ from the surgery she needed to remove her spleen. We’re hopeful she won’t get any kind of infection from the surgery since she hasn’t already shown signs of one,” Cage answers as Vault writes things down on the paper and I have one question only on my mind. 

“Where the fuck is he, Cage? Where is the stupid fuck who thought he could get away with puttin’ his hands on Alana and get away with it?” I question him, my voice hard and low as my body trembles with the rage filling me. 

“We don’t know where he is, Ghost. He disappeared before Alana even called me and we haven’t been able to find him since then. There’s no way in fuck he has money because the twatwaffle has never worked since he’s been with my daughter. He’s used her money and car to cheat on her and make sure she couldn’t leave him. Alana’s given us the names she has of the women he typically goes to when they have one of their breaks and we’ve checked in with all of them. They supposedly haven’t seen him,” Cage informs us and I can hear the pain in his voice as he realizes he can’t protect his daughter the way he needs to in this situation. 

“When you get your hands on him, I wanna be there, Cage. I need to be there. He put his hands on my woman and has beaten her down for a year. I could see the pain in her eyes when she was here for the weddin’ and I said nothin’ about it. I wanted to get to know her as she is now and take my time with her. Geek feels the same way. Whatever happens between the two of us will be at Alana’s pace and she’s in charge of everythin’,” I assure Cage after making it known that I will be there for her and want to get my hands on the stupid fuck who attacked her because he’s a fucking pussy. 

“You’ll be my first call, Ghost. If everyone here agrees, we’ll bring him to you so you don’t have to leave Alana. I don’t want my girl alone again, Ghost. I believe that you and Geek are all in. So, you need to prove it to her because she’s gonna need to know it’s not just about sex. I don’t honestly know how she’ll be mentally and emotionally by the time she gets to you. The only reason I’m thinkin’ she’s headin’ to see her brother and sisters because that’s what she needs to recover and start to get back to who she is. Alana hasn’t ever figured out who she is as a person and that’s somethin’ else we’re just learnin’ about our girl,” Cage says, his voice breaking once again because there’s more damage that’s been done to Alana than what anyone realized over the years. 

“Do you want one of us to meet her at the Fallen Brethren clubhouse? Make sure she gets there okay and she has what she wants. Especially when Jameson learns the truth of what has been goin’ on in her life. You know he’s gonna be all up in her business. Jameson will try to figure out every little fuckin’ thing that’s wrong with her. He’ll beat her down until she doesn’t have a choice but to give in to his demands about what’s been goin’ on in her life,” I ask Cage because I know how Jameson can be when it comes to his family. Especially his sisters. 

“I’ll talk to her about it but it’s up to Alana. This is her life and it’s time she lives it on her terms,” Cage responds, before letting us know he’ll give us an update soon and hanging up the phone. 

Vault and I don’t say a word. He takes his seat once more and I get back to work finishing up his tattoo. I’m lost in my thoughts about Alana and what she’s been going through over the last year of her life. We’ve all heard bits and pieces of Skylar’s story over the years and what she suffered through at the hands of an ex before she met Cage and Joker. It’s not a good story and it’s one that Skylar had to overcome with the help of her men and the Wild Kings MC. Now, Geek and I need to be there for Alana in any capacity. We’ll be her rock and strength when she needs us. 

“You gonna let Geek know what’s goin’ on?” Vault asks me as I finish up his tattoo. 

“Yeah. I got no choice but to let him know. Anythin’ that concerns Alana concerns both of us. Cage might have called me, but he knows I’ll let my best friend know what’s goin’ on. We can’t do this if only one of us knows. We’ve already had the talk about how things were gonna go between the three of us. Communication is the most important aspect of our relationship and it needs to happen from the very beginnin’,” I state my mind clear and focused on Alana and what Geek and I want when it comes to her. 

“Good. Want to see you go into this with a clear head. We all love Alana and don’t want to see this shit bite any of you in the ass. I’ll tell you right now, you won’t have everyone at your back if you choose to fuck this girl over. She’s too loved and cherished among everyone here,” Vault states the truth of Alana and what she means to everyone who’s grown up around her. 

“Not gonna fuck her over, Vault. She’s the one for us and we’ll do everythin’ in our power to make sure she knows it every single day for the rest of her life,” I tell him as we make our way to the front of the shop where Vault tries once again to pay for his tattoo. 

No one from the club ever pays for their work. This is a club owned business and Vault always tries to figure out a way to pay for the work he has done. All the guys do. Even the women try to pay on the rare occasions they come in to have something done. None of them will ever understand I won’t take their money because we’re family and this shit is all of ours. Vault leaves the shop once again after shaking his head when Beckett won’t take money from him. Now, I need to figure out how the hell to tell my best friend that our girl was attacked and that we have no clue how she’s gonna handle the year of abuse she’s just been through. 
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Chapter Two
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Geek

LEARNING ALANA WAS attacked in her apartment in Clifton Falls was a punch to the fucking gut. Over the years I’ve had a crush on her and that crush slowly morphed into so much more as we got older and realized that Alana is the only woman Ghost and I will ever want to have in our lives as something more than a random fuck to find our release. None of those women will ever compare to Alana and there’s no way in fuck we’re about to push her away or do anything that will ever jeopardize her being in our lives. Ghost gave me every single detail about his conversation with Cage and that we have his blessing to be with his daughter. That he knows we’re all in when it comes to Alana and that we’ll give her whatever the hell she needs from us. Every single word he said to Cage is something I can get behind because it’s how I truly feel when it comes to the girl we’ve both been in love with for as long as we can remember. 

After working with Valor half the day on a job installing equipment for some new business a few towns over, I’m finally back at the clubhouse. Ghost is sitting at a table in the back where he usually sits all alone. No one ever sits there because everyone knows it’s his table. I don’t hesitate to make my way over to him and take a seat as I pull out a chair and take a seat with my best friend. 

“How was work?” Ghost asks me, a smirk on his face because it was his day off today. 

“Same as always. Valor and I installed more equipment for a bunch of assholes who don’t realize what the fuck they truly want. Thought they could give us orders about what’s needed and what we had to do. Valor shut that shit down really quick, but it doesn’t change the fact that these assholes are gonna be a pain movin’ forward. What did you do today?” I ask him, accepting the beer one of our Prospects brings over to me. 

“Been thinkin’ about callin’ Alana to see how she’s doin’. Need to see where she’s at right now and let her know we’re ready for her,” he answers, pulling his phone out and setting it on the table in front of him. 

“We’re really not ready for her though. There hasn’t been a room cleaned out for her, the house isn’t ready, and nothin’ else has been done to set up any appointments or anythin’ else for her yet,” I state, a small trace of anger lacing my voice with everything we have to do for our girl when she gets here. 

“Okay. Let’s give her a call and see what she’s doin’. Once we’re done with that, we’ll figure out what to do first,” Ghost says, keeping a level head as I start to freak out with everything we’ll have to take care of.

I’m not going to slack in making sure Alana has everything she needs. We’ll make sure she has medicine, blankets, everything else that will make her decision to move here with us the right one for her. I don’t care if I have to spend all the money I’ve saved my entire life to ensure she’s comfortable and happy in Pine View with us. To me, it would be worth it. 

“Hello,” Alana answers the phone, bringing me out of my head as her soft, melodic voice washes over us. 

“Hey, Sweet Angel,” I respond, a smile on my face as Ghost looks up at me.

“Colton? Is Kaden with you?” she asks, making us both smile with the hint of excitement filling her voice. 

“We’re both here,” Ghost answers as I move closer to him so not everyone in the common room overhears our conversation. “How are you doin’, Tink?” 

“I’ve been better. I know you both know what’s going on with me. I’m currently with Reagan and Jameson. Remind me why I thought it was a good idea to visit my overbearing brother,” she says, making Ghost and I laugh because we all know how Jameson is with his sisters.

“It’s what you needed, Tink. How much longer are you gonna be up with them?” Ghost asks her, turning serious.

“I’m gonna finish out the week here with them and then head to Cedar Bay. Are you both still meeting me there?” Alana questions us, a slight bit of fear filling her voice.

“Yeah. Vault is ready to let us know when you’re there so we can head out. I’ve been workin’ with Valor to get as many jobs as possible out of the way so the security company isn’t a man down with a ton of installations to get done,” I inform her as I look around at everyone in the common room right now. 

“Are you sure you can both take the time off to meet me there? I don’t plan on staying there long. It would just be nice to see Haley for a few days and see the kids. She needs to know I’m okay. I mean, I don’t look okay still, but I’ll get there,” she tells us as we look at one another with rage filling our eyes. 

“Tink, we’re meetin’ you there. Don’t worry about what we have goin’ on here. You come first always. Now, what do you need us to do to get things ready for you here?” Ghost returns, his voice more serious than ever because he wants to ensure Alana’s comfort as much as I do. 

“I’ve got my car loaded down with all of my stuff. Well, the stuff I wanted to bring with me right now. My dads and mom will bring the rest once I’m settled in. I know it’s just because they want to check on me, but I’m not gonna bitch about it at all. Other than that I’ll have to set up appointments with new doctors and a counselor once I get there. Will I be staying in the clubhouse with everyone?”

“If that’s what you need to do for now. We have a house, but it’s got nothin’ in it. We were waitin’ on you to get here before we did anythin’ with it. This will be our home and there’s no point in you bein’ there with shit you don’t like,” I tell her as we wait to hear what her response is to that. 

“You’re that sure of us?” Alana queries, her voice shaking with emotion and I wish I could pull her into my arms and hold her close to make all of her fears and pain disappear.
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