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Officers:

President: Tyler ‘Lash’ Winston

Vice President: Brice ‘Talon’ Whittaker

Secretary: Lucas ‘Zeus’ Jacobs

Treasurer: Billy ‘Shank’ Jones

Enforcer: Adam ‘Sabotage’ Winston

Sgt. at Arms: Nolan ‘Death’ Whittaker

Road Captain: Malaki ‘Boxer’ Winston

Members:

Mammoth

Nerd

Rifle

Texan – old timer

Bash – old timer

Casanova – old timer

Prospects:

Evan – killed in Talon’s Haven

Austin

Cal

Seth – died in Lash’s Claim

Ol’ Ladies:

Trina Hayes – Mammoth

Hartley Kincaid – Lash

Bronwan Smith – Talon

Rebels:

Candy

Stephanie

Carla

Mona – gone 

Businesses: 

Bar – Rowdy Shot

Tattoo Shop – Rebellion Ink

Strip Club – Jaded Outlaw

Garage – Whittaker’s Wheels

Diner – Knight’s Diner

Gym – Winston’s Gym



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Copyright 2023© Erin Osborne

[image: image]




All rights reserved. This book, or any portion thereof, may not be reproduced or used in any manner without the express written permission of the author except for brief quotations used in book reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

Cover Designer: Tracie Douglas at DarkWater Covers

Proofreader: Kim Richards



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Trigger Warning

[image: image]
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Boxer’s Fight is dedicated to my new grandson. Devin, you are already so loved and will do great things in your life. You have a ton of support behind you to do whatever you want in the world. I can’t wait to see where your journey takes you. As always, your namesake is watching over you every single day!
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Makena Hughes

I’ve been sheltered my entire life. My brother is the manager of the Wicked Angels. I purposely go to Braedon because of his ties to the club. Even if none of them know my situation. Am I setting myself up to be let down if I let Boxer in?

Malaki ‘Boxer’ Winston

I found my passion for boxing in the military instead of just joining the MC. Now I’m the Road Captain of the club and I still fight. One call is all it takes for my fate to be sealed. Jagger is going to be pissed. Will her past tear us apart?
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I’VE BEEN AT Boxer’s house for a day. The second we got there, he showed me the guest room and disappeared somewhere in his home. I really didn’t take in too many details on our quick journey from the front door to the hallway where the guest room is. Other than seeing there isn’t really a lot of stuff in his house. Boxer is a minimalist at best or just moved in and hasn’t unpacked or gotten his belongings out to display. What I did see of the house showed me he also keeps it extremely immaculate. Not a single thing is out of place and there’s no clutter on the stands or anywhere else I could see. 

Today, he’s got me going to the clubhouse with him once we get out of work. I’m not sure why I’d have to go to the clubhouse, but it’s the last place I want to be. There’s no good reason for me to be there and if I can get out of it, I will. 

The thought of calling my brother to borrow some money is looking really good right now. I don’t know if he’d actually lend me money, but I could always try. Jagger is a good brother and will more than likely help me out though. The only problem is telling him what’s been going on and why I need to borrow the money in the first place. He would probably move me into wherever he’s living currently as he manages the Wicked Angels. Living with Jagger isn’t going to work for me.

“Makena, are you okay?” Hartley questions, breaking me out of my mind as she stands in the doorway of my office. 

“Oh, um, yeah. Just lost in thought I guess. Do you need me to do something?” I return, looking down at Beast where he happily sleeps next to me. 

“No. Just checking in on you. You don’t look too good. Do you need to head out for the day?”

“No. We don’t have much longer here and I want to finish up a few things before leaving. I have a headache and already took something for it,” I lie to her, feeling horrible about doing it.

“Okay. Well, I also wanted to let you know I’m heading out now. I’ve gotta meet Lash at the clubhouse. If you need anything, give me a call,” she says, giving me a small smile before disappearing. 

I give my boss a few minutes to take off before making my way out to finish taking inventory of everything that’s been delivered to the center recently. Once a full inventory is complete we can get to the real work. For now it’s mainly paperwork, inventory, and things like that. I can’t wait to work with the kids. At least I haven’t seen any kids here. Maybe Hartley took a break for some reason. All I know is I’m ready to get the money I need to keep moving. Always keep moving—that’s how I have to live my life these days. 

I’ve gone back to Boxer’s house, using the key he left for me this morning. Going inside, I head straight for the guest room. I’m not about to eat his food, drink more than a glass of water, or anything. He doesn’t really want me in his house and I can feel the tension rolling off him in waves when he’s around. So, instead of being a burden, I’ll make sure he barely realizes I’m here. 

Grabbing my bag from the end of the bed, I pull out a clean pair of jeans, a tee shirt, and one of Jagger’s old hoodies. The hoodie is so old, it’s worn just right and I love wearing it. It’s so damn soft and the ends of the sleeves are frayed from me wrapping them up in my hands when I’m nervous or freezing. After getting a quick shower in the attached bathroom, I clean both rooms from top to bottom. I won’t be staying here another night. Boxer can’t keep me here and it’s time for me to make some decisions regarding where I’m going to go next. 

No, I don’t have the money I need to make a trip anywhere, but that doesn’t matter. If Jagger gives me a little bit, I can certainly leave here and not have to worry about Boxer, or anyone else, finding me sleeping in my car behind their businesses again. I don’t want to have to continue being scared to live in this town filled with bikers. 

“Makena, are you here?” Boxer calls out, his deep voice sending a thrill through my body. 

“Coming out now,” I call back, not sure if he hears me or not as I grab my bag and head for the door. 

Boxer is waiting for me in the hallway. He eyes me carrying my bag in one hand while holding Beast’s leash in the other one. I don’t say a word to him, and he doesn’t speak to me as we make our way out of his house. While Boxer locks it up behind us, I head straight for my car and get in after Beast jumps inside and makes his way across to the passenger seat. I watch him as Boxer gets on his motorcycle and places his helmet on his head. The only other thing he does before the large machine roars to life is pull up some kind of face mask with a skull covering it. The only thing you can see of his face are his eyes. And that’s only until he slides his glasses in place.

Letting Boxer leave his driveway first, I start my car and follow him. The closer we get to the clubhouse, the more nervous I become. My palms are sweating and my heart is racing with each passing mile. I can’t even suck in a full breath because I’m so nervous and scared about where he’s taking me to. These are my own feelings coming to life and there’s nothing I can do to stop them. 

When we pull up to a closed metal fence, I know my time has come. No one is going to understand why I’m about to lose my shit. They’ll see how weak and vulnerable I truly am. Since they more than likely know Jagger is my brother, I’m sure he’ll get a phone call to find out what the hell is going on with me. Only, he won’t be able to tell them anything because I’ve kept my life a secret from him. If I didn’t, I honestly don’t know what he’d do. My parents are good people for him. When it comes to me, not so much. Jagger honestly has no knowledge of what they’re like and how they act when he’s not around. Since he left school, my big brother barely returns home for any reason. The only times he does is if Wicked Angels is playing a show close by. Then he stops in for an hour at most before leaving to live his life once again. Not that I blame him. Jagger should be living his life and doing what he has to do.

Part of me is jealous of Jagger. He got out and away from our parents. Never once did I see them lay down the rules for him like they did me. On top of it all, he was able to come and go as he pleased. It’s why he has as many friends as he does and why he’s so damn social. My brother can’t sit still for long and always has somewhere to be or something going on. Especially with the band he now manages. I’m the one who doesn’t like going out, hates being around a lot of people, and doesn’t want to do more than I absolutely have to in public. Well, I hate being around adults. If I could be around kids all day long, I’d be in heaven. They’re so pure and innocent. Not filled with hate and maliciousness like so many adults are. 

“Are you gettin’ out or gonna sit in your car all night?” Boxer asks, opening my door and scaring the hell out of me. “Hey, what’s wrong?” 

I can’t even answer him because I’m practically hyperventilating and ready to pass out from lack of oxygen. When I say I’m scared and nervous to be at this clubhouse, it’s not a joke. I haven’t had good experiences with bikers and that’s all I can think about as I try to focus on Boxer at my side. 

“It’s okay, Makena. No one in this clubhouse is gonna hurt you. Hartley and her kids are in there. Some other ol’ ladies are too. Didn’t want to leave you alone while I talk to the club about a few things,” Boxer says, his voice a gentle wave washing over me. “Let’s get you inside around Hartley so you can see no one will hurt you.”

Boxer finally manages to get me out of my car and grabs Beast’s leash. He leads us inside and what I see has me wanting to run right back outside to hide in my car. I want to disappear from this place and never step foot inside again. People are having sex out in the open where anyone can watch them. I’m not talking about one or two, it’s like a giant fucking orgy in here. My eyes roam quickly over the room as I spot Hartley sitting at a table with her husband, drinking a beer and laughing at something he’s telling her. She’s not paying attention to what’s happening in the same room as her.

“Um, I-I-I should head out,” I stammer out, trying to pull my hand from Boxer’s. “I-I-I don’t belong here.”

“I wasn’t plannin’ on this shit happenin’ here tonight, but I guess the guys decided to party. I know it’s not for everyone, but these girls are here of their own free will and have the right to say no. Not a single person here is bein’ taken advantage of or doin’ what they don’t wanna do. You’ll be fine, Makena. We won’t be here for long,” Boxer says, leading me to the table with Hartley and Lash. 

“Hey guys!” Hartley greets us, a large smile on her face. “I didn’t know you were gonna be here tonight.”

“I’m sorry,” I respond, taking a seat next to her. 

“How are you feeling? Any better?” Hartley questions as Boxer and Lash turn their attention on me. 

“Um, yeah. Almost all gone now,” I tell her, trying not to give anything away to the two men sitting with us. 

“What’s wrong?” Boxer barks out, his voice turning harsh as my breathing picks back up and I feel on the verge of passing out again. 

“I’ve got a headache. It’s not a big deal. They happen from time to time,” I say, looking down at Beast as I take the offered leash from Boxer. 

“Why don’t we go in the office? It’s a little bit quieter in there and we can talk,” Lash says, his voice letting me know it’s not a suggestion but a demand as Boxer and him stand from the table. 

“Let’s go, Makena,” Boxer says, making my eyes jump up to meet his.

“Why me? I thought you were just gonna talk to him and then I could leave,” I return, not sure about being in an enclosed space with two bikers. 

“Just a quick chat. Hartley can come if you want her to. It’s not like she won’t know what’s goin’ on sooner rather than later,” Boxer assures me as I look to the only person here I know. 

Hartley stands from the table and holds on to her husband as the four of us head toward a hallway off the back of the large room we’re in. Again, I didn’t notice a ton of details since my anxiety is through the roof and there’s so much sex happening. No, I’m not a prude or anything. I just happen to believe sex is something personal and should only take place behind closed doors. Or in the dark where there’s no chance of anyone else interrupting you.

Boxer lets me enter the office before him. Beast is at my side, rubbing up against my legs as Lash motions for me to take a seat on the couch he has in here. Sitting down, I hear the door snap closed and my breathing picks up even more. 

‘You’re okay, Tink,” Boxer says, his voice a gentle rumble next to me as he sits on the arm of the couch. “No one’s gonna hurt you in here. Hartley will kick Lash’s ass if he raises his voice to you. She doesn’t take his shit and won’t let him give you any.”

“Why am I in here?” I finally manage to ask. “I have nothing to do with club business or anything.” 

“No, you don’t,” Lash says, pulling Hartley into his arms as he keeps his voice gentle. “However, your situation has been brought to my attention and I want to know what’s goin’ on.”

“What situation?” Hartley speaks up, her voice raising several octaves as she looks between the guys and me. 

“You told him?” I blurt out, focusing on Boxer. 

“I did. We need to know what’s goin’ on. Not just because you work for Hart, but because it’s not safe for you. Why did I find you where I did in the situation you were in?” Boxer questions me, Hartley’s eyes burrowing into my back as she tries to figure out what’s going on. 

“Someone better fucking start talking now,” Hartley finally barks out, letting me see a different side of her than I’ve seen so far. 

“Boxer found me sleeping in my car in the parking lot of the gym. I’m homeless. It’s not a big deal at all. So many people are homeless and no one bothers them. Yes, I chose the businesses I knew the club owned because of the security measures I know you have in place. No, I didn’t hack anything or do any digging into your club. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know an MC will have security measures in place for their businesses,” I whisper, my voice coming out broken as I try to hold my emotions in check. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, Hartley. I just really need the job. I can’t go to a motel because of Beast. None of them will let him in the door. Plus, I’m not gonna be here for very long. Just until I have enough money to move on.”

“I’m guessin’ your big brother doesn’t know what’s goin’ on with you,” Lash states, folding his arms over his chest as he leans against the edge of his desk and Hartley settles in next to him.

“No, he doesn’t. I’d appreciate him not finding out either,” I tell him, not looking him in the eyes. 

“Why haven’t you gone to him for help. Obviously you’re in some kind of situation that’s makin’ you run from your home and life. Jagger won’t help his little sister out?” Boxer questions me, his voice holding a hard edge. 

“He more than likely would if I told him what was going on. I don’t want him to know. At least I didn’t. Boxer, I appreciate you letting me stay with you last night, but I can’t stay with you. I don’t know you. I’m going to call my brother and borrow some money from him so I can get out of Braedon. There’s no point in me staying here any longer. It’s time to move on,” I say, my voice still barely above a whisper as everyone leans in closer to hear me.

“Why are you leaving, Makena? What’s going on that you have to leave here?” Hartley asks, placing a hand on my shoulder in comfort as she steps up next to me. 

“And why did you choose Braedon to begin with?” Lash adds in his question.

“Look, I’m not in trouble with the law. I’m running, yes. However, it’s because of something going on in my personal life. None of this has anything to do with the club or anyone in this town. I chose Braedon simply because my brother spoke so highly of the men in this club. He may not know all of you, but the ones he’s met, he likes and knows you’re good men. I wish I could feel the same, but I don’t. I don’t like bikers because of my past and I really don’t want to go into detail,” I respond, looking at the floor.

“Who exactly is your brother?” Hartley asks, confusion filling her voice. 

“Jagger. He manages Wicked Angels and knows more than one of the members of the Knight’s Rebellion,” I state as the room settles in silence. 

“You both knew this and didn’t say anything?” Hartley questions her husband and brother-in-law. 

“We did. It came up in the background check we ran on Makena,” Lash answers his wife. 

“What are you runnin’ from?” Boxer asks, wanting to know my secrets. 

“Are you gonna tell my brother?” I return, not sure if I’m ready for Jagger to know my secrets. 

“Why don’t you call him and talk to him about what’s goin’ on?” Lash asks me, readjusting his position against his desk. 

I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Jagger knowing what’s going on isn’t something I’m looking forward to happening. However, maybe it’s time he knows the truth of what’s going on. He can help me figure out what to do next and where to go from here. Then I won’t be around this club longer than necessary. 

Nodding my head, I pull out my older than dirt prepaid phone. Pulling up Jagger’s name in my phone book, I make the call I’ve been dreading since I left home. 

“Little sis, what’s goin’ on?” Jagger answers his phone and I put it on speaker.

“Jagger, I’m here with Lash, Hartley, and Boxer. I need to talk to you about something.”

“What happened? Are you okay? Where are Mom and Dad?” Jagger questions rapidly, immediately on high alert from my phone call. 

“I’m okay. I left home. Mom and Dad are still there as far as I know. I’ve been making my way as far away from home as I can get. It’s not good, Jagger,” I start, breaking down in tears as everything overwhelms me. “They want me to marry this man for his money and he’s not good Jagger. He’s a biker, but that’s all I know about him. His name is Eli. I don’t know his last name or the nickname he goes by in the club. I wasn’t ever really part of his life. 

“We went out on a few dates and I know he’s not good. He constantly put me down, degraded me, and hurt me the last time I saw him. When he beat me, I went home and talked to Mom and Dad about getting out of whatever deal they made with him. I was basically told to suck it up and do as he wants so it doesn’t happen again. That was from Mom. Dad didn’t say a word, but I know he won’t let me back out of this. So, I left home and I’ve been sleeping in my car with Beast. I came to Braedon because of everything you said about the guys here. No, I don’t trust them and don’t want to be around them, but I figured since you know them it’s the best option right now. 

“My plan is to make enough money here to move on like I’ve been doing. I don’t stay anywhere too long and work any job I can get. Well, most any job. I don’t plan on being here for long, but I don’t know what to do now, Jagger,” I say, getting out as much information as I can without going into too many details. 

“Some guy put his fuckin’ hands on you and our parents told you to fuckin’ suck it up and change your behavior? Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me right now? Why didn’t you call and talk to me when it happened? I would have helped you out, Kenna?” Jagger questions me, hurt lacing his voice because I didn’t want to go to him about this. 

“Because you’re always taking care of me, Jagger. You have your own life and I don’t want to keep being a burden to you. Plus, you don’t exactly let me do very much of anything. I don’t honestly know who’s worse, you or our parents. I’ve been completely sheltered my entire life and don’t know how to live on my own or take care of myself when it truly counts,” I say, more tears sliding down my face as my voice breaks and I try to get in a deep breath. 

“Kenna,” Jagger says before stopping. “You’ve never been a burden to me. And you never fuckin’ will be one. You’re my baby sister and it’s my job to take care of you. No, I didn’t want you goin’ out with a bunch of assholes because I didn’t want you to get your heart broken. Now, it’s a different story. You’re not a little girl who can’t do anythin’ on her own. You should have called me, sis. I would have gotten you out of there in a heartbeat and made sure you’re okay.”

I can’t stop myself from sobbing out of control. My brother is so good to me and I don’t deserve it after keeping this from him. However, it was my secret to tell and it took me until today to tell him what was going on in my life. 

“Do you think I could borrow some money so I can get out of Braedon? I’ll pay you back as soon as I can. I just want to find a small town to settle down in where no one knows me and I can figure out my life. Find out who I’m supposed to be,” I ask my brother as the room remains silent for several moments. 

“Makena, I know you said you’re scared of us and don’t trust anyone here,” Lash begins speaking as I finally look up at him. “You trust my wife though, don’t you?” 

“As much as I trust anyone,” I answer immediately. “I’ve never had friends because our parents didn’t approve of anyone. I don’t know what it means to truly trust anyone else besides Jagger.”

Hartley squeezes my shoulder gently as I look over at her. Tears are rolling down her face as she looks at me with sadness filling her face. 

“Why don’t you stay in Braedon? If Boxer doesn’t mind, you can remain stayin’ at his house. We’ll make sure guards are posted outside until we know more about this situation. No one will get to you while you’re here,” Lash offers, looking at his brother who nods in response. “If you leave here, you’re on your own and don’t have any protection. Even gettin’ on a plane doesn’t give you any protection if this Eli guy is a biker. He might already know where you are. Have you looked for a tracker or anythin’ on your car?” 

“No. I didn’t know I should have. Oh, no! I have to leave here now!” I say, knowing I don’t want to bring trouble to these men and women because they are innocent. This is my situation to handle and I will. One way or another. 

“Boxer, will you look after my baby sister?” Jagger asks, completely ignoring my outburst. 

“I will. Beast and her are welcome in my home. I’ll make sure she has what she needs and no one gets her. Can you get us the information we need so we can find this Eli asshole and take him out?” Boxer responds to my brother, his voice cold and deadly enough it sends a shiver through me. 

“I’ll call my parents and ask to talk to Makena. They won’t think anythin’ is goin’ on because I always want to talk to her. My parents aren’t what you call chatty people,” Jagger informs him, making me smile for the first time. 

Our father is one of the quietest people I’ve ever met in my life. He barely says a word to anyone around him. Mom is the exact opposite of him—loud when she feels she’s not being heard by everyone around her. She wants to be the center of attention but acts as if it’s the last thing she wants. Our mother isn’t the best actress and I’ve seen through her bullshit since I was a little girl. I’m sure Jagger has too. She’s honestly the most fake person I’ve ever had the misfortune of being around while our dad lets her steamroll straight over him. He doesn’t appear to have a backbone when it comes to her.

“We got your sister,” Lash says when I don’t say anything in response to my brother. “Get us what we need and make a trip out here when you can. Make sure you call Makena on a regular basis. She might open up more to you if we’re not around her.”

Jagger hangs up after letting me know he’ll call me later. They just arranged my life and I had no input in the decisions being made for me. It feels as if I’m back home with my parents all over again. This is what I just left and I’m right back in it again. Yeah, I won’t be staying here for very long. I don’t really care what anyone here says or thinks. There is no way in hell I can live my life when it’s dictated by everyone else and I have no say in anything going on.

Boxer decides it’s time to leave and leads me from the office. I try to get him to stay and hang out with his club, but he isn’t having it. My thought is he doesn’t trust me to go back to his house and stay there. Lash assures us that he’ll make sure everyone else knows what’s going on as we leave the clubhouse. Great! More people know my personal business. People I don’t know. Can my life get any more out of control than it is right now? 
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Four months later

MAKENA HAS BEEN at my house for the last four months. We’ve actually managed to get into a pretty good routine. I’ve definitely spent more time at home than the clubhouse lately. Something that’s not been missed by the guys as they question me on a regular basis about where I’ve been. When I’m not around Makena, she’s constantly on my mind. Most days I leave the gym and grab lunch from somewhere in town to take to the community center. It’s an excuse to see her and I’m not fooling anyone with my actions. Especially Hartley. My sister-in-law is always laughing at me and pointing out how much time I’m spending with Makena instead of everyone else. By everyone else, Hartley means the girls. I’ve never tried to hide who I am and what I like. Now, I haven’t fucked anyone since Makena started staying with me. I have absolutely no interest in being with anyone else. 

There’s some kind of pull I feel toward Makena. I want to protect her, get to know her more, and learn all of her secrets. It’s been a slow process over the last four months and there was a massive setback about six weeks ago. Makena and I were hanging out in the living room, watching some chick flick. We were sitting close together and I could smell the scent of cherry blossom from her lotion washing over me. I leaned in and pressed a soft kiss against her lips that raged out of control in seconds. Makena gave as good as she got and didn’t hold anything back in our kiss. A kiss full of passion, longing, and desire like I’ve never felt before. One thing led to another and we had sex that night. My stupid ass forgot a condom and Makena freaked out. She’s not on birth control. Honestly, using a condom is something I do every time I’m with a woman. There’s no thought about it. With Makena, it didn’t even register in my mind to grab one. 

Anyway, it took a while after that night but Makena finally started to open up to me. She’s started laughing when we talk about things or when Beast does something she finds funny. I love hearing her laughter almost as much as I love listening to her talk. However, there are still walls built up around her heart and I don’t know how to finish breaking them down. Whatever her parents and others have done to her in the past have made Makena completely closed-off to almost everyone around her. 

We’re still trying to find out who the fuck this Eli guy is. She really doesn’t know anything about him including the club he belongs to or what his role is in the club. It would help if we had a last name, but that’s not even something she knows. Jagger has tried talking to his parents about the situation without letting on that he’s talked to Makena and knows where she currently is. His parents aren’t saying anything to him other than letting him know they’re still looking for her and want her found immediately. They’ve made him promise to send her home if he happens to hear from her.

The only information we’ve been able to find out is that Makena’s parents are about to lose absolutely everything. The house, cars, possessions, everything. Apparently the mom is into quite the shady shit. She spends her nights gambling, taking drugs, drinking, and fucking anyone who will give it up to her. Her husband rarely leaves the house unless he’s going to work and doesn’t say a word about anything to anyone. It’s like he’s afraid to speak up against his wife and that she’s abusing him. It’s entirely possible. 

One other thing that’s slowly changing is Makena is slowly becoming more comfortable around the guys from the club. Some of them still make her feel extremely nervous, mainly Shank. She can go to the clubhouse without having a panic attack now. It’s an improvement for sure. I think it helps that she’s slowly letting Hartley in and getting to know the rest of the ol’ ladies. However, I’ve noticed Makena is the happiest when she’s around the kids of the club. I’ve watched her get down on the floor to play with them, hold the babies so their mom can do something, or anything else she can. Makena is the most carefree when she’s around the kids and it's truly amazing to see. For that little slice of time, she’s not thinking of the past, what’s keeping her on the run now, or anything else. Her entire focus is on those kids and she completely lights up brighter than any star.

Makena and I both go to work each day. She typically gets back to the house before I do. While waiting for me to get home, Makena makes dinner for us, cleans the house, and reads while music plays in the background. A few times a week she talks to Jagger as well. I have noticed that she rarely has the TV on unless it's playing music. I’ve told her all about me and try not to hold anything back from her. Even the stuff I’d rather she not know. It’s like she lives for those moments when I first get home and we just talk about our day and a few things about ourselves. I'm not even sure when that started, but I love it. I’ve honestly never wanted to get to know someone as badly as I do her. I’ll divulge every secret I have if she returns the favor. No, it’s not easy, but I’m a patient man and I’m willing to wait for her to open up completely. 

Tonight our routine is changing up a little. We’ve got fight night at the gym and Judge is coming in with some of his guys. It’s the first time we could get one put together since everything happened with Death. Makena, or Tink as I most often call her, will be meeting me at the gym after having dinner in town with Hartley. That’s something they do once a week now. Hartley didn’t really give Makena much of a choice in letting her in though. My sister-in-law is a force to be reckoned with when she wants something. Anyone who knows her knows she protects those she cares about with everything in her. Makena is one of those people. 

After putting in a full day of work at the gym, I’m finally down in the basement where we hold our fight nights. I’ve locked myself in one of the rooms where I can change and get ready for my fight. However, every member of the club has a key to my room. They don’t want me to get lost in my mind and shit. Yes, I have a tendency to do that shit. It’s usually Shank who comes to check on me, but my brothers do just as often. Especially Lash. Tonight is no exception as the door opens and reveals Shank walking inside as if he owns the rooms. 

“Your girl comin’ tonight?” Shank asks me as I finish putting my clothes in the duffle bag I keep in my office.

“Not my girl,” I grit out as Shank starts laughing his ass off. 

“You sure about that? You’re with her more than anyone else, aren’t gettin’ pussy when you do show up at the clubhouse, and don’t go out with us anymore. I’d say you’re pussy whipped just like the rest of the guys who are settlin’ down,” Shank states, laughter filling his voice.

“I like spendin’ time with her. Plus, we don’t know what this Eli fucker has planned or if he knows where she is. Yeah, we found that tracker, but have no clue who put it on her car. It could’ve been him or her parents. I’m not fucking pussy whipped. But, even if I were, I can’t wait for some woman to come knock you on your ass, Shank. It’s gonna fuckin’ happen one of these days and you’re not gonna be able to do a fuckin’ thing to stop it,” I tell him, confident in my statement. 
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