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Officers:

President: Alex ‘Vault’ Stone
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Secretary: Wade ‘Raptor’ Parker-Reed

Treasurer: Zach ‘Valor’ Stone

Sergeant at Arms: Kaden ‘Ghost’ Gilbert
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Tech: Kingston ‘King’ Stevens
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Donald ‘Red’ Marks

Prospects:
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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: 
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Strip Club – Enchantment

Garage – Hound’s

Tattoo Parlor – Phantom Ink
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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
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Deceit is dedicated to those of you who have put your all into something only to find out you’ve been deceived when it’s too late! 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Author’s Note

[image: image]




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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Kingston ‘King’ Stevens

Growing up, I thought I was untouchable. I was the ruler of my world and nothing was going to bring me down for any reason. My plan was to have it all and live my life the way I truly want—free and by my own rules. Instead, my plans got completely derailed in a split second. I almost lose everything in the blink of an eye and the demons follow me down the very long road I have in front of me. One I don’t know I want to take because it’s taken absolutely everything from me. The two people I look up to in the world manage to get me out of my head and back on the path I belong. However, things take another turn down the wrong path when a woman I quickly find myself falling for learns not everything is as it seems with me. Our relationship might have started out in a horrible way, but my feelings are genuine. I just have to convince her she’s the one for me and that I wasn’t lying to her. 

Brynn Johns

All of my life I’ve been picked on and teased. All because I’m the youngest kid in my family and one who wasn’t planned. My sister and brother tease me relentlessly to the point that everyone else joins in and I lose all faith in every adult in my life. I keep my secrets to myself and suffer in silence. The second I’m able to, I choose to move away from the only home I’ve ever known and my family to start my life on my own without the constant teasing and holding everything in. That’s when my life truly takes a turn and I don’t want to confide in the people who are supposed to love and protect me above anyone else. Instead, my savior comes in the form of a man I was falling for. One who lied to me and didn’t tell me everything from the very beginning.
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King

I’M FUCKING EXHAUSTED as I fall into bed at the clubhouse and let my eyes slide closed. I made a bet with Jinx, my best friend, and lost. Jinx chose not to put his faith in Raptor and Devil when Genesis told them she was pregnant. He thought they were gonna lose their shit and bumble around like fucking idiots. I chose to believe in the men and think they would keep cool heads when Genesis finally told them. Yeah, I lost. Raptor took off for two days on his bike and Devil closed himself in the basement at their house. He spent those two days calculating everything and trying to figure out how much it was gonna cost to add a baby to their family and if they had to make any changes to the house to accommodate a new addition. We still don’t know what the hell Raptor was doing or where he went. I’m not sure Genesis knows, but she let him back in the house and acts as if nothing has happened.

Because of that bet and losing, I had to go to the book store in the city and find a girl to take out on a date. It just so happens that the one girl in the place I found attractive didn’t want anything to do with me. As soon as I got to the second floor of the book store, I saw the sexiest woman ever. She has the longest red hair and the brightest green eyes. Her eyes are honestly what drew me to her. They’re so damn bright and sparkle in the bright lights of the store. I could tell she’s short as fuck by the way she sat in the chair with a coffee and muffin in front of her and book in hand. Her legs are curled up in the chair with her and it’s not a big space for her to accomplish that in. At first, she was so absorbed in her book she didn’t even know I was standing not too far from her. Hearing her voice sent my cock into overdrive. Her voice is so fucking soft and melodic, reminding me of the best melody to my favorite songs. Even now I can’t get her off of my mind as sleep pulls me under and I succumb to the darkness surrounding me. 

Racing my bike around the track, I know this is the biggest race I’ve ever been in. I’ve been focused and thinking of this day for years. Ever since I made the decision to race sport bikes and realized this is what I love to do. Now, my dream is about to come true as I start the final lap of the championship race and know no one behind me can catch up. As I take the second curve, something happens to my bike and it starts to shake uncontrollably. The engine revs without me twisting the throttle and it feels as if the bike takes off on its own without me having any say in the matter. Before I get to the end of the curve, my bike suddenly swerves off the course and I go flying before landing back on the track and sliding so far. My bike somehow stays up on two wheels and I watch in horror as it heads straight for me. There’s nothing I can do to get out of the way in time of it essentially running me over. 

Before anything else, I lose consciousness. When I regain it, I feel so different. It’s almost like I’m not in my body and I look around while fear consumes me. It looks as if I’m floating and when I look down, I see my body laying on an operating table surrounded by doctors, nurses, and other staff as they operate on me and shout things back and forth to one another. Then, the machines let me know my heart has stopped beating with the long, loud, continuous beep. 

“What the fuck?” I ask as the doctors and nurses go into frantic mode to bring me back to life.

I watch on as they use the paddles to shock my heart and sense someone else with me. Turning my head reluctantly, I spot Ma looking down at my body. 

Ma is Pops’ wife who was killed before I was born. We’ve all heard stories about her and what an amazing woman she was. Pops still loves her even though he moved on with Alice. Anyone who knows the Wild Kings have heard about Ma on a regular basis and her daughter, Bailey, continues her tradition of gifting each new member of the family an outfit to be brought home in. They’re cute as hell and something Ma loved to do.

“Kingston, what are you doing here?” Ma asks me, a sad smile on her face. 

“I don’t know, Ma. What’s goin’ on?” I return, moving my attention back to my body as they continue to work on me. 

“It’s not your time, Kingston. I’ve got my loved ones at my side and we know it’s not your time. You have so much life left to live. You can’t be here. You have to fight, Kingston. Fight for your life. Your mom, sisters, dad, and everyone else who loves you need you to fight,” Ma tells me, a sad smile on her face. 

“What if I’m tired, Ma? What if I can no longer fight?” I ask her, not sure what I’m tired of or why I’d say that. 

“You will be even more tired before this is over, Kingston. Your journey moving forward will not be easy or quick. However, there’s still things you need to do before your time comes to join us here,” Ma says, resting her hand on my shoulder as I turn to look at her again. 

“Ma . . .,” I say, knowing I’ve never met this woman but yet she’s here for me when I need her the most. 

“It’s okay, Kingston. Go back and fight to get your life back. One day, this will be nothing more than a memory as you find love, grow, and raise the family you’ve always dreamed of having. You have to fight to get all of that,” she tells me before shoving me away from her and back toward my body that’s still being worked on. 

It seems as if all the air is sucked from the room as I re-enter my body. I have no clue what’s going on, but it feels chaotic and as if a million things are happening at one time. Then, there’s absolutely nothing. I’m sucked down into a void and find peace. 

Waking up, I’m covered in sweat and my blankets are either kicked off my bed or tangled around my body. This isn’t the first time I’ve had this nightmare and I don’t know if this actually happened or if it’s something my mind has projected after everything I went through after that crash that almost took my life. Yes, my heart did stop. Twice. That’s the one thing everyone told me when I finally woke up after being in a coma for so long. It’s what had my mom, sisters, and dad refusing to leave my hospital room. I don’t remember any of it and I’m glad I don’t. It was bad enough when I woke up and saw the looks on the faces of everyone I consider family. No one wanted to leave because they thought I’d leave them again. 

The day I woke up, I wanted to sink back into oblivion but refused to hurt everyone I love. So, I dealt with the pain with the help of pain medicine and got through each day the best I could. I spent more time than I ever wanted to in the hospital and then was moved to a rehab center where I started physical therapy for the damage that was done to my leg during the crash. All I can see is the bike eventually falling to the side and going up in flames. It didn’t explode by some miracle, but the flames were so high and my dad told me the heat was so intense when the medical crew came to get my body off the track. 

Ever since then, I have nightmares and in most of them, I don’t make it. The one with Ma showing up is the one I have the most though. It plagues me and no one knows about it at all. Every nightmare I have is kept to myself because I don’t want to burden anyone with the weight of the crash they’re all trying to forget. That’s something I can’t do because I still live with the daily reminders of everything. The pain in my leg I get at the most random times is the worst reminder. Along with the fact that I can’t really move on the days I have physical therapy. Hope and Jinx are the only ones who get to see me after a session because once I’m in bed, I can’t get back out again for a few days. 

The only reason I allow Hope and Jinx in my room is because Jinx is my best friend and Hope is my cousin. She knows not to tell her dad or my parents anything about how I am after therapy because they’ll do nothing but worry. My parents and hers would be here in a heartbeat if they thought I was in any kind of pain. Especially my mom. If anyone knows about pain, it’s her and she’d be here to make sure I was taking pain medicine when I needed to and doing everything right. I hate taking pain medicine because all it does is put me to sleep and make me feel groggy and loopy as soon as it hits my system. So, I deal with the pain using over the counter pain relievers that don’t bother me in the same way. Hope hates it, but knows that I’ve made up my mind and nothing she says will get me to change it. 

Getting out of bed, I head for the bathroom and take a cold shower. There’s no way I’ll be able to fall back asleep after having that nightmare. I’ve been through this for way too long and know that I’m up for the rest of the night. This is the time I use for myself. After rushing through a shower, I get out and dry off, brushing out my long hair and braiding it before getting dressed in a pair of jeans and tee shirt. I leave my cut hanging on the back of my door and grab my riding jacket from the closet. Shrugging into it, I zip it up before grabbing my riding pants and sitting on the bed to get them on over my jeans. Usually, I don’t wear anything but boxers under them, but tonight I leave my jeans on. Sliding my feet in my riding boots instead of the boots I wear daily, I stand once again and make sure I have my phone, keys, and wallet before grabbing one of my helmets where they sit on stands lining my wall above the desk. 

I leave my room, making sure my door is locked so none of the Phantoms can find their way inside while I’m not here. Those girls are fucking vicious and I want nothing to do with them. When I do find a girl to fuck, it’s usually away from the clubhouse and they all know they don’t get more than a night with me. I never bring anyone back to the clubhouse either. The few times I’ve been with one of the Phantoms, they get it in their head that I want them as my ol’ lady and that’s not gonna happen. I will never settle down with a girl every single man in my club has fucked. They know her moves, what she sounds like when she’s using her fake, porn star moans, and everything else. When I settle down with a woman, I want to be the only man here who knows her taste, what she sounds like when I drive her crazy, and what she looks like naked and writhing under my touch. 

Walking through the clubhouse, I’m the only one awake this late at night. The clubhouse is eerily silent as few lights remain on inside the building to guide me through the hall and down the stairs to the common room. My limp is worse tonight than normal because I’ve been pushing myself more than normal. I have a cane to use when I absolutely need it, but I don’t use it unless I have no choice in the matter. Usually when I’m around Hope because she doesn’t let me remain in pain unnecessarily. That’s when she threatens to call our family and get them involved in my business. She’s not in the clubhouse right now and will not be awake this late at night. So, for now, I’m safe to leave the clubhouse without my cane. 

I walk outside and the cool air washes over me. It sends a shiver through my entire body and I know tonight’s ride will be a cold one. Honestly, the coldness doesn’t bother me at this point. Bypassing my bike, I head for the barn where my sport bike is parked. I don’t ride it down here often and this is the only time I typically take it out of the barn unless I’m working on it or tinkering for one reason or another. Opening the door, I find my baby sitting where I left her and make my way over. 

I’ve got a dark blue R7 that my dad and uncle just surprised me with before we left Benton Falls. It wasn’t originally dark blue, that’s a wrap I’ve done since moving down here. I’ve changed a few things on the bike to make it more how I want and not stock. My dad and uncle knew this is what I’d be doing because I’ve done it to every sport bike I’ve had over the years. They’ve helped me on most of them. This is the first one I’ve done completely on my own and it only draws me to the fact that I’m no longer home and with my entire family. 

I start the engine and let it warm up while moving around to ensure nothing has been tampered with. Our barn is secure and I’d have gotten an alert on my phone with every other member if anyone had come inside, but I still don’t take chances after my crash. Before I ride either one of my bikes, I walk around them and make sure nothing’s been done. It’s a habit the guys know I have and wait for me to be comfortable before getting on my machine to ride for whatever reason. If it’s a mission or run for the club, I’m outside an hour before we’re supposed to leave to go through every inch of my bike and the guys put me in the middle of everyone so I’m not on the outside of the group. 

After letting my bike warm up, I finally get on and put the bike in gear after putting up the kickstand. Without revving the engine, I pull out of the barn and head for the gate where Zayden is standing guard overnight. He opens the gate for me and I ride through, tossing him a quick wave before taking off away from the clubhouse. I head straight into the heart of the city before turning to make my way to the other side of Pine View. 

I’ve been riding for about fifteen minutes when I come across another rider. Based on the back of the person in front of me, I know it’s a female. She’s got a banging booty as she curls forward over her bike and twists the throttle and shoots forward the second the light turns green. I twist my own throttle in an attempt to get closer to the rider as I try to get the barest peek at her bike or anything to see if this is someone I’ve possibly seen around the city. This girl doesn’t give me a chance to get close to her as she races away into the dark of night. In seconds this girl has lost me and I know I won’t get her out of my mind until I figure out who the hell she is. So, I ride through the city and try to guess the roads she took for any glimpse of her. It gives me something to focus on instead of the nightmares keeping me awake tonight. 

Another reason I know this rider is a girl is because I’ve ridden behind Zoey more than enough to watch her body as she rides her bike. This girl has the same mannerisms and her body is almost the exact same way Zoey’s is when she rides. I don’t know how to explain the difference, but I’ve ridden behind guys and there’s just something different to me. It piques my curiosity and I need to know who she is. Zoey would tell me if she got a new bike, riding gear, and were in Pine View. Plus, my friend doesn’t have a lot of time for riding these days since her kids were born and she’s focused on her marriage, family, and the club her husband, Savage, belongs to. No, this is someone new I haven’t seen before and it’s going to bother me until I meet her. I don’t like the thought of a woman riding alone this late at night after everything Zoey went through and most of her interactions were during the day. 

I ride up and down every single street in ways I don’t typically do. When I’m out on my sport bike, I prefer to go faster and am testing myself each and every time I ride. Tonight, I’m keeping my ride nice and slow as I try to find any sign of this girl. The only time I stop is to get gas and something to drink before taking off and riding again. I know I could go back to the clubhouse and search the cameras placed around the city for the rider, but I feel as if that’s cheating because I’m not actually putting in the work to find out who she is in person. 

The sun’s just starting to come up as I turn my bike and head back toward the clubhouse. I’ve ridden up and down every single street in this city and there’s no sign of the girl or a sport bike I haven’t seen out on the road countless times since moving here. I’ve actually met up with a few people and we’ve gone out for rides together. It’s not something I necessarily like, but it’s nice to have someone with you every now and then. So, if I hear about a bike night or something like that, I take off and go for a ride as long as the club doesn’t need me. No one says anything because it took me forever to even think about getting back on either one of my bikes. I will never be able to thank my dad and uncle for the push they gave me when I needed it the most. 
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Brynn

EVERYDAY IS THE same for me. I get up and clean my house before grabbing breakfast. Once breakfast is done and I’ve washed the dishes, I take my shower and get ready to head to Turn the Page. The last few days I have been focusing on working and not reading all the books in the store that I want to buy to expand my library instead of leaving them on the shelves for other customers to purchase and take home. The story I’m working on is completely consuming me to the point I dream about upcoming scenes when I go to sleep each night and can’t wait to get back to writing. However, at the same time I’m distracted while I sit in the same chair in Turn the Page, waiting for the biker to show back up. He told me he doesn’t give up when he sees something he wants and supposedly he wants me. I’m not sure what’s going on, but he hasn’t been back to the book store since our initial meeting and it’s kind of disappointing. 

No, I haven’t changed my stance on dating bikers at all. I don’t want to be with a man who has temptation in front of him every second I’m away. Those women are fucking crazy and will go to any lengths to get what they want. Most of the time it’s becoming an ol’ lady to one of the members and they prefer officers over fully patched members with no official position in the club. I’ve known these women to poke holes in condoms, telling any single woman entering the clubhouse that certain men are off limits, and so many other vile things to get a woman who’s never been around a club to back off and leave the guy she likes alone. Even after all the years my parents have been together, I would see the newer club bunnies back home try to get between my dad and mom. They don’t understand my parents are in love and no one will ever get between that love. 

My brother is going through the shit right now. He’s been dating the same girl since high school and she’s dealt with every imaginable scenario when it comes to the club bunnies. They’ve even pushed her into the corner of the bathroom and started beating the hell out of her. I found that situation playing out and made sure to end it. Maddox still doesn’t know what the hell is going on with Amara, his girlfriend, and I’m not going to be the one who loses her trust in me by telling him. Maddox needs to figure out what the hell he wants and make things right with Amara if he truly loves her the way he says he does. The last time I was home, I could sense Amara getting ready to leave my brother and he has no clue. I know something is going on with her, but I don’t know the details. It’s because I’m a lot younger than she is. I’m good enough to help get the club bunnies away from her, but not good enough to confide in. It’s always been that way with everyone in my life and I’m kind of tired of it. 

I let my thoughts wander to everyone I’ve ever had in my life. With me being the ‘oops baby’ I get coddled and don’t get told the most important information because people think I’m too young to handle the truth of any situation we’re put in. That’s so far from the truth that I can’t stand things going the way they are. It’s one of the major reasons I’ve left home to be on my own. In Pine View I can make my own decisions and not have someone tell me I’m too young to understand anything. Every single day I make decisions I’ve never been allowed to make on my own before. I get that my parents want to protect me from things, but they can’t. This world is an evil place and I will always see, hear, and experience things I shouldn’t because of various circumstances. The thing my parents, especially my dad, doesn’t understand is that no one will ever be completely protected from the horrible parts of life. I experience that shit every single day and no one knows about it. 

Over the last month, I’ve randomly found items, pictures, and shit like that at my house after being gone all day long. There have been dead roses left in a box on my porch with a typed note that I belong to someone and they’re just waiting for the right chance to take me. Other notes have brought up different things I’ve done during the day—where I’ve been, what I’ve had to drink or eat, people I’ve talked to. The day I met the biker in Turn the Page, I got a scathing note about what a slut I am for talking to a man and giving him the smile reserved for whoever is leaving me all the notes and shit. I’ve upgraded my security system at the house and then got a note that it wouldn’t keep them out—nothing will keep us separated once all of their plans are in place and they’re ready to take me home where I’ll live with them forever. It’s very creepy and I know I should bring in my family, but they have no reason to come to Pine View. Right now, this is nothing I can’t handle so I’ve opted to ignore the shit and just keep adding it to the pile of shit I’ve been given over the last month. 

I’ve got a tote that’s on the smaller side. Every single time I find a note, package, or pictures, I put on a pair of gloves and bring all of the items in and seal them off to be dealt with at a later time. When the security system was upgraded, I stayed home when the company came over to install it and nothing seemed out of place. However, I can’t help but think that one of the men doing the installation is my stalker. Yes, I fully recognize them as a stalker at this point in time. They know way too much about my daily life to be anything but a stalker. If things get any worse, I’ll call my dad or grandpa to come help me with the problem. I’m just trying to wait until the very last minute before I bring them in. This is because I know they’ll take over and my dad will move me back home in the blink of an eye once he learns about what I’ve been dealing with. 

Shaking my head, I let my thoughts turn to the rider I ran into a week ago. When I can’t sleep at night, I tend to go out riding. I know it’s not the best decision to make with everything going on in my life, but it’s the only way I can keep the nightmares at bay. See, I went through something no one knows about and if my family ever found out, I’m not sure how they’d react. Anyway, I ride because I can’t stand to be in the house alone after a nightmare and it brings me a sense of peace and freedom those nightmares rip away from me. 

The same thing happened a week ago and I was out riding through Pine View. I stay within the city limits when I ride in the middle of the night. There are too many things that can go wrong if I get on the highway and no one knows I’m riding. If my stalker is following me, it would be the perfect place to get me and take me away where no one can find me. So, I try to prevent that shit from happening. There are just enough people still in the city no matter what hour you’re out to keep my stalker from getting his hands on me. 

After seeing the biker and knowing they were trying to catch up to me, I ended up racing home and hiding my bike in the garage I have at the side of the house. I stripped out of my riding gear in there and carried everything inside the house to put up where it belongs. In a matter of hours I heard the familiar sound of a sport bike slowly riding down my street and knew deep in my soul it was the person who tried to catch up with me. I’m a lone rider and don’t go to bike meets or anything else. While I know I can handle riding my bike in almost any situation, you never know what’s going to happen on a group ride and I’ve seen videos of people crashing because they try to keep up with more experienced riders and all sorts of shit. So, I prefer to ride on my own and not have someone else push me past my comfort level to prove some kind of point or other bullshit like that. 

I try to force those thoughts out of my head because nothing will ever come of them. The biker will never find me because I’ve gotten really good at covering my tracks over the years. So, two different bikers have made an impression on me and nothing will come with either one of them. One is in a club and so full of himself that he hasn’t had the balls to show back up after his strong words to me. The other is a sport bike rider who will forget about me the second something new and shiny grabs his attention. No, not all sport bike riders are like that, I just have a feeling he’s a guy who can’t make up his mind and there’s nothing I will ever do to convince him otherwise. I’m not the girl the guys want on their arm because they’re in a relationship with. I’m the girl who’s every guys’ best friend and is there to do things with when no one else is available to hang out. That’s why I’m truly not surprised to discover the biker has never made a second trip to the book store. 

It's easy to accept that I’m never going to be good enough for a guy like that biker. My own family doesn’t treat me as if I’m good enough. I’m not saying they don’t love me or anything like that because I know they do. It’s always felt as if I’m an afterthought. It’s probably because I’m an oops baby and wasn’t planned. The age difference doesn’t help either and I know it’s a matter of time before I end up breaking down and letting my family know exactly how I’ve felt all these years. I’ve felt like saying something so many times over the years and have always held back. I don’t want to give my brother and sister more ammunition to use against me. 

As I continue to sit in the book store, I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket and pull it out to see my grandma’s name flashing on the screen. With a smile on my face, I answer the call after making sure no one’s around me. 

“Mimi, how are you today?” I ask, answering my phone as I allow the last of my negative thoughts fade to nothing while trying to put on a brave face so I don’t sound upset.

My grandma, or Mimi as I’ve always called her, is a force to be reckoned with. She knows when any of us is having a bad day or going through something and doesn’t drop it until she knows every single detail about what’s going on. Honestly, I’m surprised she didn’t know about the bullying at school before my grandpa because I withdrew even more when it started to get really bad. 

“I’m missing my favorite girl something fierce. Are you coming home for a visit anytime soon, Brynn?” she asks me, a light tone to her voice even though I know she truly means she misses me a lot. 

“I don’t know, Mimi. I’m trying to find my groove here and get work done. It’s been slow going and I have finally found my rhythm. I think I have any way,” I answer her, not telling her the truth about the situation because if I leave, I know I’ll lead my stalker right back home to them and then I won’t ever be free until the situation is dealt with. 

“Why do I get the feeling that’s not the truth of the matter, Brynn? I have a feeling something more is going on and you’re being stubborn and not telling anyone about it. You don’t have to take care of everything on your own, my sweet girl,” she tells me, her voice going slightly hard because if anyone knows how stubborn I am, it’s her.

“You just know I’m stubborn because you raised Dad and Uncle Ace. I get it from them and you remind me of that every time you get the chance,” I state, laughter filling my voice that’s genuine and something I’ve needed for longer than I realized.

“That I did, Brynn. Out of all of my grandchildren, you’re the main one to inherit that trait. While I love that you're independent and want to keep everything close to the vest, you have a large family who will have your back no matter what’s going on. Brynn, we really do miss you around here,” she tells me, her voice full of remorse as she lets her words drift off.

“I know I do, Mimi. I just haven’t told you all how I’ve felt over the years about things. There’s a lot no one knows and reasons I don’t feel comfortable coming home. The last thing I want to do is make someone feel bad about things, but I can’t help how I feel either,” I tell her, not giving my Mimi any details because she’ll end up going off on people without me wanting her to.

“Brynn, I know you’ve never felt as if you belong here with your family and none of us really did anything about it. We thought you understood Zoey, Maddox, and the others were just teasing you because you’re the baby of the family. Were we wrong in our assumption?” she questions me, her voice taking on that sad tone only my Mimi can pull off. 

“It doesn’t matter, Mimi. Things will never change and that’s okay. I’m used to dealing with everything. It’s just easier being here in Pine View because I don’t have to hear stuff on a daily basis any longer. But, I’ve gotta go. Something for work just popped up and I have to take care of it,” I tell her, not lying because I did just think of a scene for the story I’m working on. 

“Brynn, I love you so much. If you won’t come home to visit, I’m gonna come see you. I don’t care if your papa doesn’t come with me either. I miss you and want to spend time with my girl. You can show me around the city and tell me why you like it there so much,” she says and I know she’s smiling because there’s no way in hell my papa will ever let her come here alone.

“I love you too, Mimi. I’ll see what I can do soon and let you know,” I promise her before hanging up the phone and placing it back in my pocket. 

Sitting up straighter in the chair that seems to be molding to my body from how often I’m here sitting in this exact position. My fingers fly across the keyboard as this new scene explodes from my mind and onto the screen in front of me. Everything else fades to the background as the words write themselves on the screen and I get lost in the world I’m creating.

No one in my family knows I’m writing a book. It’s not that I’ll keep this from them long-term, but right now this is something that’s all for me. Growing up reading, I’ve learned what I do and don’t like when it comes to the stories I read. So, knowing that tropes and things I want to read about, I decided to try my hand at writing my own book. It’s a long process and I’ve scrapped more words than what remains in the document. Every single time I get rid of words, they end up in another document in case I find a place for them to go somewhere later in the story. I’m also trying my hand at designing my own cover for this story. Instead of having to spend money on a picture from a photographer, I took several pictures of my bike in various areas around the city and it will be on the cover of this book. My female lead rides a bike and it fits her perfectly. Then, I plan on changing the color of my bike again because I don’t want anyone knowing it’s my bike. 

This will be the first time I do a wrap on my own. Before I had my dad and uncle to help me. Maddox even came out a few times to lend a hand when I needed help. It was the time with my dad and uncle though which mean the most to me. We got lost in our work on the bike and they shared stories of growing up with my grandparents and what they’d do with their dad when the three of them were in the garage at all hours of the night. It’s also how I learned my mom knew them before she auditioned to be a stripper in their club. They lost touch over the years until that fateful day she walked into their club and my Mimi recognized her. I’m sure my dad and uncle told me stories I wasn’t supposed to hear, but I loved every single second of the time we spent in the garage together. 

By the time I’m ready to take a break from writing, my fingers ache and I’ve managed to get four chapters of the story written. It’s more than I’ve been able to do since I started this book and I’m happy with how my day has gone. Grabbing my coffee, I drink the last of it and stand to gather my garbage to throw out before packing all of my stuff up. Before making my way downstairs, I use the bathroom upstairs to put my riding gear and helmet on so I can head home. Trepidation fills me with the thought of finding something new from my stalker, but I refuse to let them keep me away from my home.
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Chapter Three
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King

BETWEEN CLUB BUSINESS and my physical therapy appointments, I haven’t had the chance to go back to Turn the Page to talk to that girl. I wish I knew her fucking name, but I didn’t manage to get it the first and only time I saw her there. Still, I manage to think about her nonstop. Even when I’m thinking of the female bike rider, I’m thinking of the girl in the book store. My dream girl would be a combination of the two of them—someone who rides and is confident in her skills to control a machine of her own while also having her own life away from the bike and all that comes with riding. I have a feeling once I start to get to know either of the girls, I won’t be able to stay away from them for any reason. Nothing short of club business would keep me away and even then I have a feeling I’d be torn between needing to do what I have to for the club and being there for my girl. 

This is the first time I’ve ever had the thought of wanting to have a woman of my own this seriously. Yeah, I’ve always wanted to have my own family, an ol’ lady, and all that stuff, but somewhere along the way, that dream faded into nothing and I lost my way. Thinking nonstop about the two girls who have kept my attention for the past two weeks is showing me the dream isn’t as lost as I originally thought it was. For the first time in my life the feeling of having everything I want is right there within my reach, but I can’t seem to get a good enough grasp on it. Today isn’t going to be the day to change that either. 

I’m wrapping up my therapy and already know I’m not gonna be able to leave my room today. Hope is with me and I see the pain filling her eyes as I finish my cool down routine while Wes, my therapist, makes his way over to me. 

“Kingston, you did really good today. I know you’re pushing yourself and are in pain. You can’t hide that when it fills your eyes. Are you taking the pain medicine?” Wes questions me as Hope walks up to join us so I don’t lie to him.

“No. Well, when I can avoid takin’ them, I do. I don’t like not bein’ in control of myself and that’s how they make me feel. Even takin’ a partial pill makes me feel out of it and I spend the rest of the day sleepin’. So, I’ve been takin’ over the counter pain reliever instead. When I get back to the clubhouse, Jinx will help me in a hot bath and I’ll soak my muscles for a while. Durin’ that time, I take the pain relievers and Hope makes sure I eat somethin’. By the time I’m finally in my bed, it will be two days before I climb back out of it for more than to use the bathroom,” I answer him honestly as Hope places her hand on my arm when I go to stand from my position on the floor. 

“Not many people like the way the pain medicine makes them sleep and be out of it, but it will help, Kingston. I’m not gonna force you to take it, but use it when you need to. Don’t try to power through the pain and push yourself more than what you do here and when you workout in the gym with the guys of your club. The last thing I want to see is you setting yourself back in your recovery. You’ve been on this journey for a long time and still have a ways to go. Don’t do something stupid you’ll end up regretting,” he tells me, giving me the truth of my reality instead of telling me what I want to hear. 

Wes is hard but determined to get his patients where they want to be in their recovery. The first session you have with him is spent talking and going over everything you’ve been through and where you want to end up by the time your therapy sessions with him are done. He pushes me just a little bit past where I was the previous session so I keep progressing to where I want to end up. The reality of my situation is that I might not ever walk without a limp. Wes has made that perfectly clear to me along with the doctors I have seen since my crash. While I’ll be able to run and move almost as good as I did before the accident, it will always come with pain and a stiffness I never had before. That’s when the limp will become more pronounced and I won’t be able to hide it from anyone around me. It’s the one thing I hate more than anything about my crash. Despite the nightmares and everything else that’s happened since that fateful day, the limp is a physical reminder of what’s happened and it pains me the most. 

“I know. I try to push myself just enough to get to the next step of this process. The pain medicine is the only aspect I won’t give in to. When I’m completely overwhelmed with pain and need to take them, I do. However, every other single time, I use the over the counter stuff and that takes off enough of the edge to allow me to get through the day. Do you know when it will be enough that I won’t be stuck in bed for a few days after each session with you?” I ask him, not sure how much longer I’ll be able to deal with that part of this shit. 

“I can’t say, Kingston. Everyone is different. What keeps you in bed for a few days? The pain? Can you not move your leg? Are you unsteady on your feet?” he returns, trying to figure out the root of the problem. 

“I feel like my leg is gonna fall the fuck off. And every step I take it feels like my knee will buckle and I’ll end up on my ass. I’ve told my doctors this and they don’t seem concerned about it. I am though,” I answer him as Hope hits my arm because it’s not the full truth.

“He also complains about muscle spasms and feeling stiff as hell. Like when he first got taken out of the hospital bed and could hardly move that leg to lift it off the floor so no weight was being put on it,” Hope tells Wes as he starts thinking about our words and what we’re telling him. 

“Are you on muscle relaxers?” he questions me, his voice taking on the tone he gets when he’s trying to figure a patient out. 

“No.” 

“Okay. I’m gonna put in a request to have another MRI done and talk to your doctor about the possibility of putting you on some very light muscle relaxers to help with the spasms you’re experiencing. Do you have them only after our sessions or when you workout in the gym at the clubhouse too?” he informs me while trying to think of what else could be done. 
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