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Triple Threat is dedicated to my mom. You’re such a strong, amazing woman and I know you’re going through so much right now. Keep your head held high and we’ll always be there for you. We love you to the moon and back. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Triple Threat Blurb
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Three brothers on one path in life. 

Hawkeye, Kevlar, and Ricochet are alike in looks but their personalities are so different. Love finds them when they least expect it, and their women are strong, supportive, and willing to do anything for one another. Two sisters and one friend bring down triplets who thought they’d never find someone to handle their lifestyle of being in an MC. Tara, Lyric, and Paige show them exactly how strong they are as they fight their own battles to keep the men they love and the family they choose.

Can the brothers and club work together to bring down a threat? Or will each of the women be torn from them before they realize what they have in front of them?
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Officers:

President: Zander ‘Venom’ Elliott

V. President: Maddox ‘Wicked’ Wilson

Secretary: Beau ‘Goose’ James

Treasurer: Kenyon ‘Viking’ Branch

Enforcer: Brax ‘Hawkeye’ Henderson

Sgt. at Arms: Axel ‘Otter’ Evans-Martin

Road Captain: Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene

Members:

Cole ‘Brick’ Stone

Will ‘Ghost’ Patrick

Dylan ‘Bull’ Patrick

Chance ‘Ricochet’ Henderson

Shawn ‘Kevlar’ Henderson

Prospects

Ben Fulton

Karsyn Smithe

Luis Carter

Trenton Black

Ol’ Ladies

Sami Baxter – Goose

Kasey Morgans – Shield

Vanessa Kraft - Venom

Sweetbutts

Bobby Sue

Yvette

Clarey

Robin

Businesses

Kings Kustoms – garage

Pit Stop – gas station

King’s Gym

Wild Things – strip club

Inked Up – tattoo parlor

Sami’s Spa Day – salon/spa

Haley’s Place – diner
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Lyric

MY SISTER PAIGE and I wanted to have a night out. We don’t usually go out because we’ve chosen to work in order to help our dad pay the bills, take care of our trailer, and bring food into the house. For the first time in months, we both had the same day off and decided to enjoy ourselves a little bit. If I’d known what was going to happen, I would have talked Paige into staying at home and watching something on TV instead. But, she’s my older sister and has always done the responsible thing. If anyone deserves to have a night out, it’s her. So, I went along with her plan of going to see a movie and then seeing if we could find a party somewhere to stop by for a few minutes.

Paige and I are the complete opposites in almost every way. I’m outgoing, social, and school doesn’t come easy to me. I have to study for hours for every grade I get. I do good in school though so I’m not going to complain about having to put in the hard work in order to get the grades I’ll need in order to get a scholarship to go to college. I’ve got long dark brown hair like our dad and the brightest emerald eyes from our mom. My skin is always tan with a golden hue no matter what time of the year it is. Because we have to limit what kind of food we buy on a weekly basis, there’s not a ton of junk food for me to stuff my face with. So, I’ve got a toned body from walking and doing limited workouts outside with just the right amount of curves in the right places. I’m short as hell too. I get that from our mom. She was barely over five feet tall and I stand at just over five feet. 

My sister isn’t outgoing at all. She’d rather stay home and hide from the world. School comes so easy for her. She doesn’t have to study at all for the high grades she gets and it pisses me off. It’s like the second she reads or hears something, it’s lodged in her brain and she can recall it in seconds. Paige has short blonde hair with golden streaks throughout the length. Her eyes are a pale blue color that darkens when she’s pissed off and her skin is always pale as hell. She could spend hours outside in the summer and her skin remains pale. I always tease her about her inability to tan and she hates the golden tan skin I have year round. Like me, Paige’s focus has always been on getting some kind of scholarship for college. Neither one of us wants to remain in Cedar Bay if we don’t have to. We hate it here and that’s never going to change. 

Anyway, Paige and I have been at a party on the outskirts of town for about a half hour and we’re both ready to go home. We got a ride with some kids from school and they’re already wasted on the cheap beer and hard liquor that’s been provided. Looking to my sister I know we only have one option and it’s not a good one. 

Our dad isn’t going to yell at us. He’s always getting on our asses about going out and having fun. When I was six and Paige was just about eight, our mom died. She was at work in the factory and there was some kind of accident. None of us are really sure what happened. Ever since then, my sister and I try to be on our best behavior for our dad because he’s been grieving for so long. Our mama was the love of his life and now he has to raise the two of us on his own. He knows we work hard at school and our jobs and just wants us to go out once in a while to have some fun and be the young adults we are. 

“We’re gonna have to call Dad to come get us,” I finally tell Paige as we stand outside the house the party’s being thrown at. 

“I know. I just hope he hasn’t already started drinking. He doesn’t usually start this early, but with the anniversary coming up soon, I’m not sure he’s going to be sober,” my sister answers me, her voice filled with fear as she pulls out the old cell phone we share. 

I listen as Paige talks to our dad and tells him where we are. It won’t take him more than ten minutes to get here to pick us up. The second she’s off the phone, I know he’s already started drinking. Paige looks at me with the same fear in her eyes and slides the phone back into her bag. She carries everything in that damn thing and I’m surprised she just had to reach in for the phone. Usually it would take her ten minutes to find what she’s looking for. 

“He’s been drinking already?” I ask her, my voice almost a whisper. 

“It sounded kind of like it. If he has, he hasn’t had that much. Maybe he’ll be okay to drive us the short distance home. Or one of us can try to get him to let us drive,” she answers, looking up and down the road in front of us. 

“You know he never lets us drive, Paige. He says it’s his responsibility to drive because he’s the man of the house. Those outdated rules or whatever he lives by. It’s just a caveman mentality if you ask me,” I return thinking of how old fashioned our dad is. 

Paige and I go silent and don’t move or anything as we wait for our dad to show up. It doesn’t take long for our old beater of a car to show up and pull up to the edge of the road where we’re standing. Paige gives me a long look before she gets in the front passenger seat leaving me to slide into the back. 

“Thanks for picking us up, Dad,” I say as he turns to give me a smile. 

I can smell the alcohol on his body already and know he’s had more than a little bit to drink. This isn’t going to be good. I cross my fingers and pray to everyone I can think of to get us home in one piece. Our dad pulls away from the curb and turns the old car around so we can head back the way he just came from. Before we get to the end of the road, the skies open up and it starts to downpour. The rain is so bad, we can hardly see out of the windows. Instead of slowing down like he should, my dad continues going the same speed. 

“Um, Dad, don’t you think you should slow down a little bit?” I ask from the back seat as I try to get my seat belt fastened. It doesn’t latch and no matter how hard I try, I can’t make it latch around my body.

“No. It’s just a little rain,” he returns, still not slowing down as we come to a horrible intersection where accidents happen frequently. 

Paige and I look at one another. Before either one of us can say another word, the car starts to hydroplane and my dad overcorrects. We spin out of control on the slick roads. Everything is such a muddled mess as the car flies and spins around that I can’t tell who’s screaming, if we’re still moving, or anything else. All I know is that this isn’t good and I can only pray we make it out of this alive. 
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Waking up, I’m disoriented and not sure where I am. There’s a steady beeping noise in my ear and that sterile smell you only typically get in a hospital or nursing home. My eyes slowly peel open as if they’ve been glued shut and it takes me a few minutes for the blurriness to clear. Everything hurts and I look down to find my left arm in a cast, cuts and bruises along every inch of exposed skin, and the blankets hurting just from resting against my skin. Turning my head to the side, I find my sister in the bed next to me. She’s awake and turns her head to look at me. Paige looks horrible and I can only imagine I look just as bad as she does. 

“How are you feeling, Lyric?” she asks, her voice hard and garbled as if I’m underwater or something. 

“Hurt,” I manage to get out even though it feels as if my mouth is filled above capacity with cotton balls. 

“The nurses should be in soon. They’ll get you the pain medicine you need. Do you remember what happened?” she asks, her voice becoming slightly clearer the more she talks. 

I close my eyes and try to think about what happened for us to end up here like this. The last thing I remember is being at a party and having to call our dad to come pick us up. I don’t remember anything after Paige pulled her phone out of her bag. 

“No. Do you remember what happened?” I return, opening my eyes and turning to look at Paige. 

“Not really. Everything is coming in bits and pieces, but it’s all kind of fuzzy and doesn’t make sense to me,” she answers me, with pain filling her voice. 

We don’t talk for a few minutes, both of us lost in our heads as we try to figure out what happened and where our dad is since he’s not at our bedside. Just as I go to ask Paige how she’s feeling because I realized I never did, the door of our room opens and two people step inside. 

“I’m glad to see you're both awake now,” an older woman says as she smiles at both Paige and me. 

She’s got graying hair that’s up in a tight bun, a lab coat on over a pair of light purple scrubs, and there’s a tablet in her hand. Her bright blue eyes show her concern for the two of us as her eyes move from one bed to the next. 

“I’m Dr. Cantrell,” she says, her voice warm as she moves to stand between Paige and me. “You’re both very lucky to be alive right now. The accident was a horrible one from what I’ve been told. I’d like to go over both of your injuries and what we had to do to repair the damage first. Then, I’ll try to answer any questions you may have and make sure you have the pain medicine and others we’ve got you on right now.

“Paige, your injuries were mainly to your abdominal region. When you were brought in, a pipe was sticking out of your stomach and we had to take you into surgery to remove it. Unfortunately, the way it entered your body, we had to perform a complete hysterectomy because nothing could be saved and we couldn’t get the bleeding to stop until we did that. You also have a sprained right wrist that we’ve got a brace on and a nasty gash on the side of your head we had to put stitches in. We’re keeping an eye on your right knee as well right now. It’s too swollen to get a clear reading on it and see if there’s been any significant damage that will require surgery to repair it. There’s a bandage covering your head for now and nurses will check it every few hours to make sure there’s no kind of infection setting in. We’ve got you on heavy doses of antibiotics through your IV, pain medicine to help ease the pain from the surgery and your other injuries, and we’ll take you down once the swelling has started to go down in order to find out what’s going on with your knee. We’ll discuss our options once we know what has to be done, if anything. 

“Lyric, you’re a little bit luckier than your sister. We did have to take you into surgery for your wrist. It was severely broken and there’s now a rod in it. We’ll be keeping an eye on it to make sure your body doesn’t reject it. Most of your body has cuts and bruises on it meaning most of the wounds are superficial. There are a few deep wounds we’ve had to stitch up. I’m sorry to say those ones are most likely going to scar. We can bring in a plastic surgeon to talk to you if you’d like. I’ll let you think about that for the time being. Like Paige, you have a gash on your head that’s been stitched and has a bandage over. You’re also on pain medicine and heavy doses of antibiotics. Your ankle is sprained as well. It kind of looks like it got wedged under the front seat or something and you tried to yank it out. Do either one of you have questions for me?” 

“Where’s our dad?” I ask, my voice filled with emotion as I look over at my sister to find silent tears streaming down her face. 

If there’s one thing I know about my sister, it’s that she’s always wanted to be a mom. She wants a houseful of kids and her dream has just been ripped away from her. At least in her eyes. I know there’s plenty of other ways to have kids, but Paige always wanted to carry them and then give birth to her biological children before adopting or fostering others who needed someone to love them. 

“I’m not sure how to say this,” Dr. Cantrell starts, looking away from my sister and me. “Your dad was brought in with the both of you. He didn’t make it out of surgery. His heart gave out and the doctors working on him did everything they could to get it started again, but nothing worked.”

I can’t hold in the sob that breaks loose. Paige is just as loud as we realize our dad isn’t at our sides because he died. Paige is now the only person I have in the world as family and I’m not old enough to not be put in the foster care system. Are they gonna come in here and pull me away from Paige? She’s over eighteen, but I still have four months until my birthday. The county could literally come in here and take me away from the only family I have left and we wouldn’t be able to do anything. 

“I’m going to give the two of you some time. If you need anything, press your call button. The nurse will administer your medicine before leaving the room. I’m just going to say that the police have already been here asking to speak with the two of you. They’ll return. I’ll hold them off as long as I can,” Dr. Cantrell says before leaving the room with a sad smile on her face. 

The nurse goes from Paige to me before she leaves the room as well. I turn to face my sister to find her looking at me. 

“I’m so sorry, Paige. So sorry,” I say as sobs make my voice break and waver. 

She’s crying so hard now she can’t say a word in response. I want to get out of this bed and comfort my sister, but I’m attached to machines and everything else so I can’t. We’re not even close enough to touch hands if we reach out to one another. This leaves us to grieve on our own without being able to comfort one another. I grieve the loss of our dad while Paige grieves his loss along with her ability to have children. Never did I believe one night out would change our entire lives. It took a split second and our decision not to talk our dad out of driving for our entire world to shatter. I regret going out and making us lose so much for one decision. 

Paige and I don’t talk. I’m not sure how long I lay there while the medicine works its way through my body. My eyes flutter close a few times as the pain medicine kicks in and I know sleep will pull me under soon. I’ve always had reactions to pain medicine and it works better on me than most other people. That loopy feeling I get starts to make an appearance as I keep my eyes firmly closed. Exhaustion fills me as the medicine makes it easier for me to sleep once again. When I’m asleep, I don’t think of the loss of our dad or what Paige must be going through right now. My mind is completely blank as I let sleep claim me. 
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Kevlar

TODAY’S THE FIRST day I haven’t been watching over Lyric in months. She was with Kasey when they were run off the road by a jealous bitch. Well, the bitch had some guy working with her and he’s the one who ran them off the side of the road. At first we couldn’t be sure who the target was because we didn’t have anything going on with the club at the time. And as far as we knew, the bitch in question wasn’t in town and was expressly informed to stay away from us. It wasn’t until later that we learned she remained just outside of town and continued to plot in order to get what she wanted—Shield. The slut couldn’t believe he didn’t want her and was delusional thinking they were in some kind of relationship and he loved her and not Kasey. Thankfully, Shield and Kasey were able to sort their shit out and now have three amazing children together. Our family is certainly growing on a regular basis. Everyone seems to be popping kids out lately. 

I really can’t say much. Out of my brothers and me, I’m the one who’s always wanted to have an ol’ lady and kids. I don’t want to wait, but I will until I find the woman I know is meant for me and me alone. However, I’ve already found her. Lyric. The second I laid eyes on her, I knew she was meant to be mine. Because of everything she was going through, I tried to remain nothing more than her friend and simply be there for her. It didn’t take us long to have sex though. Honestly, sex with Lyric is off the fucking charts and the best I’ve ever had. Yes, I’ve had my fair share of women. Being a biker almost ensures you get laid on a regular basis. Women want a walk on the wild side and a night or two with a biker. Plus, we have the club girls and they’re always up for sex. 

The second I met Lyric, I knew the club girls and random pieces of strange from Cedar Bay and the surrounding towns weren’t going to satisfy me any longer. Not after I tasted her and felt her hot, wet pussy wrapped around my cock. For the first time in my life, I lost my fucking head and we didn’t use a condom. I never forget to wrap my shit up. With Lyric, there wasn’t even a hesitation as I slid inside her pussy and savored the feeling of coming home. Yeah, I know it's cliché as hell, but that’s how I felt. 

After the first time we had sex, I didn’t push her for it to happen again. It was literally the only thing I could think about, but I still refrained from making a move on her. Instead, I kept watching over her, held her when she needed me to, and was there for her any way she’d let me be at her side. It wasn’t until a month and a half after we’d had sex that I finally pulled my head out of my ass and told Lyric exactly what I wanted with her. I’d used that time to get to know her, spend time with her, and start to fall in love with her. From the very beginning we had a connection and that time only deepened what we felt for one another. 

Now, Lyric and I have this weird relationship neither one of us are putting labels on as we spend time together, have sex, and go out on a date every now and then. Like the first time, I haven’t ever used a condom with Lyric. She’s not on birth control and I know we’re playing a risky game, but I’m not about to complain that she might get pregnant. I can only hope she’s the mother of my children and that it brings us even closer together than we already are. 

I can’t stop thinking about Lyric when I’m not with her. From the second my eyes open until I climb back in bed at the end of a long day, Lyric is on my mind. Even when I’m sleeping, she’s in my dreams. I’ve never once felt about a girl the way I do Lyric. While I thought I’d be scared of feeling this way, I’m not scared at all. I simply can’t wait for the second I can put eyes on her and spend time with her. She usually sends me a message when she wakes up, but if I don’t have one when I get up, I send her one. My brothers tease me constantly about the way I am with Lyric. Ricochet really has no room to talk considering he’s so fucked up when it comes to her sister, Paige, that he can’t think straight. 

Stretching as I wake up, my body pops and cracks from my neck down to my toes. Every fucking morning it’s the same thing. Lyric hates when I crack every bone in my body the second I wake up and stretch. I really can’t do anything about it though. Years of football, taking risks, breaking bones, and all sorts of other crazy shit are the reasons my body cracks the way it does. Pulling my phone from the stand next to me, I look to see if I’ve gotten anything from Lyric yet. Yep, there’s a message on my phone. 

Princess: Good morning, Shawn. I hope you had a good night. I’m heading out to get some groceries and will talk to you later.

Me: Good morning, Princess. I’m just getting up. If you need help with the groceries, let me know and I’ll come over. I don’t have to work today. 

Setting my phone back down, I’m surprised when it rings almost immediately. Picking it right back up, I see ‘Princess’ on the screen and a smile covers my face as I answer the call. 

“Couldn’t wait to hear my voice?” I tease because Lyric has already told me she loves my voice just after I wake up when it’s just a little bit deeper and has a hint of growl to it. 

“Shawn, I’m in trouble. I was on my way home and two of my tires popped. I’m on the side of the road now and the car is loaded down with groceries,” Lyric tells me, tears clogging her voice as she tells me what’s going on. 

“Okay, Princess. Let me get dressed and I’ll be right there. Text me and let me know where you are so I can head out. I’ll get your car taken care of and bring my truck so we can get your groceries home. Can you keep the air conditionin’ runnin’ until I get there so everythin’ doesn’t go bad?” I ask her, not sure if her car has enough gas to stay running. 

“Yeah. I just filled my tank and can turn it back on. I tried to change one of the tires, but the spare has some rot or something and is flatter than the tire it tried to replace,” she says, a sob finally escaping as my heart breaks for Lyric. 

“I’ll be right there, Princess. Give me long enough to get dressed and we’ll get everythin’ taken care of. I think Hawkeye is on tows today and he won’t have a problem comin’ out to get your car,” I promise the girl I fall a little bit more in love with on a daily basis. 

I might have only met Lyric seven months ago, but it’s been the best seven months of my life. I spend as much time with her as I can and it’s taken some time for her to let me in enough to realize I’m not going to fuck her over like whatever fuckboys she’s dated in the past. I’m not some fucking player who’s going to take advantage of her. I want to be with her and make her my ol’ lady. Hell, my fucking parents love her already and I know they’re coming down soon to spend time with her and Paige. I only know about their visit because Lyric told me. I’m not even sure if they plan on coming to the clubhouse or seeing my brothers and me at all when they’re in town. This is definitely a first for me and my parents. Ricochet and Hawkeye don’t even know what to think of this situation with our parents. 

Rushing around my room at the clubhouse, I get dressed in a pair of jeans and throw on the first tee-shirt I pull out of my drawer. I slide my feet into my boots and make sure I have my keys, phone, and everything else I’ll need. On my way out of my room, after locking the door, I call Hawkeye. 

“Hey, you on tows today?” I ask the second he answers my call. 

“Yeah. It’s been fuckin’ slow as hell and I’ve been workin’ in the shop for now. What’s goin’ on?” he returns, the sounds of the shop filling the phone. 

“Lyric popped two tires. Gonna need to get her car towed. Her spare is shit from what she said. I’m on my way to pick her and the groceries up now. Can you meet me there?” 

“Yeah. Send me the address and I’ll meet you there. We just got a shipment of tires in so she can hopefully have her car back in a few hours. I’ll make sure it’s taken care of,” my brother promises me.

Hanging up, I pull up the message from Lyric about where she’s stopped and forward it to my brother. Sliding my phone in my pocket, I rush out to my truck and jump in before starting the engine. I pull out of the parking lot and head for the other side of town. Lyric doesn’t shop here in Cedar Bay. She goes to one of those discount grocery stores so she can get more food for what Paige and her have to spend. While I’m driving I get lost in my head. 

Ricochet, Hawkeye, and I might be triplets, but we’re so fucking different from one another. I’m my dad’s mini me in every fucking way except for his anger. Honestly, out of the three of us, I tend to always remain calm and find a solution to whatever problem we’re facing as quickly as I can. My mom loves to remind me I’m the one of us who was always flipping everyone off from the second I was born. Hawkeye is the stubborn one of us. Once he gets something in his head, there’s no talking him out of it. That’s why he’s gonna be fucking single forever. My brother doesn’t trust anyone he doesn’t know and hasn’t spent years getting to know. It takes so fucking long to break down his walls and have his true personality come out. Once it does, you’ll never find a more loving and caring man in the fucking world. The main thing he gets from our dad is his love of watching. Hawkeye constantly watches everyone around him. Ricochet is the one with our dad’s temper. His fuse is quick to ignite and once he’s pissed, the explosion is fucking brilliant. I feel as if he’s the youngest of the three of us though our parents have never told us which one was born when. We’re all so fucking competitive with one another they didn’t want one of us holding it over the other two’s head that we’re the oldest. I really can’t blame them. 

Anyway, Ricochet and Hawkeye are more than just my brothers. They’re my best friends and the ones who know all my secrets. There’s not a single thing I’ve ever done in my life that they don’t know about. Hell, most of the time, they’re right there next to me as we cause chaos. That’s why I’ve had so many damn broken bones throughout my life. We would always try to outdo one another no matter what we were doing. Especially once our mom finally gave in and let us start riding our dirt bikes around the yard at the clubhouse when we were younger. Accidents galore happened out in that field between all of us boys. Hell, Zoey had her own bike and used to ride with us. Our big sister wasn’t afraid of anything. It sucks that she didn’t move down here with us, but she’s in love and trying to figure out if it’s worth waiting for the guy in question. Thankfully, she’s off at college and not around the fucker as much as she’d like to be with everything going on in their lives. The only reason she’s still in college is because she’s not only going after her second degree, but because she also took a year off to spend time with family and mourn the loss of a guy who moved away. 

Clearing the thoughts from my head, I pay attention to the road in front of me as I head toward the next town over. It doesn’t take me long to find Lyric on the side of the road. She’s leaning against the side of her car with her head tipped back, sunglasses covering her gorgeous eyes, and the sun hitting her just right to make it look as if she’s got a halo over her head. A fucking sexy angel. Lyric’s wearing a pair of cutoff shorts that showcase her long as fuck legs, her golden skin almost glowing in the bright sun. The tank top covering her torso is so tight it leaves nothing to the imagination. Her large tits are on full display with how she’s leaning back against her car. Fucking perfection! 

Turning my truck around in the middle of the empty highway, I pull up behind Lyric’s car and park. Hawkeye will pull up in front of her to load her car on the tow truck, so I leave very little room between her car and my truck. I don’t bother shutting the engine off so I can leave the air conditioning running for her groceries. Getting out, I make my way over to Lyric. She pulls her sunglasses down to look at me as a smile lights up her face. 

“You came,” she says, her voice washing over me and sending a thrill through my entire body. 

“I’ll always come when you call me, Princess,” I tell her, pulling her small body to mine and holding her tight. 

Lyric wraps her arms around me and presses in even closer, I only pull back enough to lower my head and press my lips against hers. She tastes like strawberries as usual. My girl doesn’t hesitate to deepen the kiss as she opens her mouth and slides her tongue in my mouth to tangle with mine. I get lost in our kiss as I turn and press her back up against the side of her car. Lyric moans into my mouth as I let one of my hands drop to grab onto her hip. My cock is hard as fuck in my jeans and I’m ready to rip the ridiculous shorts from Lyric’s body and fuck her against the side of her car. 

“Brother, I don’t think you wanna put on a show for anyone that might drive by,” Hawkeye says, laughter filling his voice as he breaks me from the haze I usually find myself in when kissing Lyric. 

Lyric hides her face in my chest as I feel her body start to shake. She’s fucking laughing along with my brother. Raising an arm, I flip him off before pressing a kiss against the top of Lyric’s head and releasing her from my hold. While Hawkeye gets the car ready to load on the tow truck, I help her unload the groceries from her car and put them in my truck. It doesn’t take us long as I have her stack one box after another in my arms. There’s one good thing about being as big as my fucking dad—I can handle a large load of shit being moved than most others. 

“Thank you both for helping me,” Lyric says as we put the last of the groceries in the truck and Hawkeye hooks her car up. 

“You don’t gotta thank us, Lyric,” Hawkeye grunts out. “You’re gonna be family sooner rather than later. This is what we do for family.”

As normal, Lyric’s face becomes covered in a bright red. Anytime one of us mentions her becoming family, this is her standard response. She gets all shy and hides from whoever made the comment. I’ve never seen anything more precious than her when she’s all shy. Lyric isn’t typically a shy person. She’s very outgoing, social, and loves to be surrounded by people. Paige is the one who tends to hide away from the world and doesn’t come hang out at the clubhouse or with the ol’ ladies. Ricochet usually spends time with her at their trailer. That’s when she actually lets my brother in. There’s something going on between the two of them, but that’s their story to tell. 

It doesn’t take Hawkeye long to get the car loaded up and ready to leave. We talk for a minute before he gets in the tow truck and heads back to the garage. As soon as there’s a bay open, he’ll take Lyric’s car in to change the tires for her. I send him a quick message to make sure the car doesn’t need anything else done and to let me know what’s going on with it as soon as he knows. If she’s gonna drive an older car, I want to make sure it’s safe for her. 

“Ready to head home?” I ask Lyric as I help her in the passenger seat of my truck and lean across her to fasten her seatbelt. 

“I’m more than ready. I want a cold beer and to sit in front of the air conditioner for the rest of the day. It’s so damn hot outside today,” she answers, turning a few vents completely toward her so she can start to cool down. 

“Why weren’t you sittin’ in your car since you had the air goin’?” I ask her, resting my hand on her thigh as she lays her hand on mine and twines our fingers together.

“I wasn’t standing out there for too long before you showed up. I just got bored sitting in there and my phone needs to be charged. I wanted to make sure I didn’t completely kill the battery in case you needed to call me or something,” she shrugs as if it’s not a big deal while I start laughing my ass off. 

“You forgot to charge your phone last night, didn’t you?” I question her knowing this happens on a regular basis. 

“Yeah. I fell asleep reading and didn’t plug it in. The charger in my car isn’t working right now for some reason either. So, I just tossed it in the cup holder and got out of the car. Fuck! It’s still in my car,” she answers, her voice ending on a groan when she realizes she doesn’t have her phone on her. 

I can’t help laughing my ass off at her. Lyric can never keep her phone charged or in her possession for very long. We make the rest of the trip to her trailer talking about nothing in particular. When I pull in and park, my brother’s bike isn’t here and Paige’s car is gone. She must be at work. This leaves the trailer empty and Lyric and I alone. I can think of a few ways to occupy us after we get the groceries inside and put away. Lyric can have her cold beer and then I’ll heat her back up again before making sure she gets cool enough to stop sweating. I smile over at her as she takes in the same thing I do about us being alone. Not that Paige or my brother being here would stop us from having sex. It hasn’t in the past. It’s just easier because Lyric doesn’t hold back when we’re alone. 
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Lyric

THREE DAYS AGO, Kevlar had to help me with my car. Hawkeye towed it to their shop and put all brand-new tires on the car, did a tune-up, and fixed a few more things. When I tried to pay for the work he did, he told me the bill was already taken care of. Fucking Kevlar! He’s always doing shit like this for me. I’ve never had anyone except for Paige take care of me and it’s hard to know how to act when Kevlar does even the smallest things to show me how much he cares and wants to help me. I usually end up blushing and I thought those days were behind me. Kevlar is the only one who can get me to blush on a regular basis. The only other one who can are his brothers. They’re the main ones who talk about me being family sooner rather than later and it always makes my heart flutter in my chest. 

Kevlar didn’t have to work very hard to dig himself into my life and heart. From the second he laid eyes on me after Kasey and I were run off the road, he has been at my side and taken care of me. The times when I was in pain and didn’t want to take the medicine because I hate how it makes me feel, Kevlar would simply hold me and wait for me to fall asleep. He’d run his thick fingers through my hair and let his body heat soak into my battered and bruised body. From there, he’s done everything he can think of to show me repeatedly how much he wants us to be together. For the first time in my life, I was excited to have a man around. 

We go out on dates when he’s not working or on club business. I’ve been to the clubhouse for cookouts and one or two of their parties. The first party I ever went to, I was ready to run for the hills and never see Kevlar again. He didn’t let me though. Instead, he held me close and kept me occupied all night long as couples had sex out in the open, people drank, and games of pool were played. When I’d had enough, we went to his room and he locked the door behind us. Kevlar wanted me to experience the party and didn’t want to hide anything about it from me. If he attends one when I’m not with him, he wants me to know what happens while reassuring me he’d hang out with Kasey and Shield until they went home. If they weren’t there, he’d stay glued to his brothers’ sides so no one could come to me later saying he did shit when he really didn’t. 

Most of the time, we hang out at the trailer instead of going to the parties. Paige refuses to go to the clubhouse so she’s home with us. We have dinner the three of us cook together and then watch a movie. Sometimes Ricochet is there with us and other times he’s not. Their relationship or whatever you wanna call it is so damn confusing and Paige isn’t talking to me about what’s going on. So, I don’t know what to say to her about it. I do know what’s holding her back though. There’s one thing that holds her back and has since she was eighteen years old. My big sister was told four years ago she’d never be able to have children. For a girl who’s always wanted to have a ton of kids, it broke something deep in her soul. Paige hasn’t been right since she was given that news and holds everyone at arms’ length now. Especially when it comes to a guy she can see herself truly falling for. 

Since I’m home alone today with Kevlar working and Paige out for the day before she heads into work, I’m cleaning the trailer. The only room I won’t touch is Paige’s. She won’t give a shit if I go in there and clean, but I try to give her the space she craves and don’t overstep. After the accident that took away her ability to have children and killed our dad, Paige gave up her life for me. I was four months shy of turning eighteen when it happened and Paige was almost nineteen. She was ready to head to college on a full scholarship. Instead of getting out of Cedar Bay, she remained here and took care of me. The county allowed me to stay with her and they checked in with us on a regular basis. We had help from them to ensure we had food and that our bills were paid until we could both go back to work. Paige had a longer recovery period than I did. Ever since then, I’ve tried to be there for my sister in any way she needs me. 

Up until I met Kasey, it’s been pretty much Paige and me against the world. We don’t let too many people into our circle and that’s how we like things. The two of us were content in our lives until Kasey came along and introduced us to the world of the Wild Kings. Now, there’s a ton of people ready to have our back and help us no matter what’s going on. It’s taken us some time to get used to it, but we’re slowly coming around. Paige still doesn’t go around the members or ol’ ladies much. Kasey is different though. She loves seeing her and the kids. As long as she’s not at the clubhouse that is. 

Walking through the trailer, I pick up the dirty dishes I left at the end of the couch this morning. I always put off doing the dishes until the last thing when I clean because I think they’re the worst part of cleaning.. Paige loves washing dishes. I think there’s something wrong with her, but that’s just me. I’d rather do a mountain of laundry than the dishes. Paige has told me countless times there’s something wrong with me. I don’t agree with her at all. That’s one of those times where we’ve agreed to disagree in our lives. I find it funny as hell because we are the complete opposite in almost every way as I’ve already stated but tend to agree on certain things that we feel are important. It’s weird. 

Standing in front of the sink, I let the music from my phone play through the speakers Paige got me a few years ago. Right now, The Good Ones by Gabby Barrett is playing and it completely reminds me of Kevlar. The man is truly one of the good guys and it’s what scares me the most about him. I’ve never had a good guy like him pay me attention because they see me as being beneath them because I’ve worked since I was old enough to have a job and live in a trailer. Kevlar doesn’t give a fuck about that. He knows right now I’m looking for a job and that’s what my days are spent doing. I’ve been all over filling out applications and shit to no avail. I guess not going to college is gonna make it harder to find a job than I was anticipating. 

Clearing my head from the depressing thoughts, I get to work cleaning the dishes. Tonight I’ll be the only one here for dinner so I didn’t bother to pull something out. Paige and I don’t cook if we’re going to be the only one home. We either have leftovers or make something quick and easy for dinner. She’s been working a lot of the later shifts at Haley’s Place and so I find myself home alone at dinner time more often than not. It’s been a ton of sandwiches and salads for me. Unless Kevlar shows up for dinner or takes me out somewhere. That’s been happening a lot more frequently lately and I can’t say I mind because it means getting to spend time with him. 
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The dishes are done and the trailer is completely clean. I’ve got the windows open so the breeze can come in. I’ll turn the air conditioning on shortly before Paige gets home from work to cool the trailer off completely. I’d rather have the windows open and the breeze filling the trailer instead of everything being closed up tight. Paige likes having the air running and keeping everything closed up. See, just one more way we’re different. However, I love my big sister and will always do what I can for her. 

Sitting down on the couch, I grab the remote and turn the TV on. I find a movie to watch and lean back into the cushions at my back before picking up my phone. Before I can open up my social media to find a new book to read, it rings. Looking at the screen, I don’t recognize the number I’m seeing. I don’t usually answer the phone when I don’t know the number. However, there’s a feeling deep in my gut telling me to answer it this time. So, I do.

“Hello?” I ask, answering the phone and putting it on speaker. 

“Lyric, it’s so good to hear your voice,” a woman says, her voice making a chill race through my body. 

The voice sounds so familiar but there’s no way in hell it can be who it sounds like. This woman’s voice sounds just like my mom. She’s been dead for fifteen years. Paige and I didn’t see her body or anything, but I’m sure my dad did. Since he’s passed away, it’s not like I can ask him about her death. What the fuck is going on? 

“Who is this?” I ask, sitting up straight on the couch as I look around the trailer. 

“Lyric, I’m upset. You’d think you’d recognize your own mother’s voice,” she says, anger filling me at the thought that she’s been alive all this time and our lives could’ve been so much different. 

“I don’t have a mother. My mom died when I was six years old. So, again, who the fuck are you?” I bark out, standing from the couch and pacing the small living room. 

“Lyric, I’m your mom. You don’t understand the situation. Why don’t we meet up and I’ll explain everything to you?” she asks, putting that sugary fake shit in her voice because she thinks she’s gonna get her way. 

I’ve never heard my mom do that shit before. Plenty of other women have when they're around men, but this is a first for my mom. It only makes me wonder what the fuck is going on right now even more. The only thing I do know is that I’m not meeting up with her. Not when I don’t trust a single thing coming out of her mouth. 

“No, I don’t think I will meet up with you. Why don’t you just tell me what’s going on so I can hang up and go back to not having a mom?” I return, my voice filled with hatred. 

My heart rate spikes and my entire body starts shaking with the anger filling me. I can’t hardly get a breath in as my chest feels completely restricted. Even my vision is becoming blurry and I know I’m on the verge of having a panic attack. I haven’t had one in a really long time. 

“Lyric, why are you being like this? I thought you’d be happy to hear from me after all these years. But, I need to meet with Paige and you. It seems you’ve been hanging out with some new friends. Some bikers from the Wild Kings MC. I have a new man and his club wants to meet the daughters I love with all my heart,” she says, immediately I know this is about the club and my mother is up to no fucking good. 

“Again, I’m not going to meet with you and I can guarantee Paige’s response will be the same. Our mom died years ago and if you loved us the way you claim, you would’ve been there for us. Instead you disappear off the planet and come back fifteen years later as if nothing has changed. That’s not how this shit works. Thanks for the call. Don’t bother calling again,” I say, moving to hang the call up.

“Lyric, one way or another, you’re gonna meet up with me. We can do this the easy way and you get to walk out of here again. Or, we can do this the hard way. You don’t wanna know what that entails. But, I’ll fill you in anyway, you fucking brat. If you don’t meet me willingly, Paige and you will be taken from wherever you’re found. Once you’re here with the Stone Devils MC, you won’t be leaving again. They’ll use you until there’s nothing left and kill you,” my mom informs me with glee filling her voice. 

“Yeah, that’s not gonna happen. There’s no reason for either one of us to meet with some bikers because you say it’s what you want,” I tell her, fear filling me as I look around the trailer again. 

“They just want some information on the Wild Kings. Cedar Bay was supposed to be their town and now they find out this other club has come in and taken over. They just want to know the best way to get rid of them,” my mother says as if it’s really that easy. 

I might not know much, but I know this other club wants to know what weaknesses the Wild Kings have. I’m not about to give them any information at all. So, instead of answering, I just hang up on my mother. I don’t know what the fuck to do or think right now. After fifteen years my mother suddenly turns up from the dead and calls me. I don’t even know how the fuck she got my phone number. Though, if she’s with a man in a motorcycle club, then I’m sure they have a tech guy who can pull up my number and any other information about me she wants to have on me. And Paige. Oh God! What about my sister? How am I going to tell her about this? 

Picking up my phone again, I call the one person in this world I know will have my back and know what to do. Kevlar will know what to do in this situation. I’m not sure if he’s still at work right now. I know they have church today. That’s a big meeting with all the members of the club and no one else can go inside the room they have their meetings in. On top of that, they don’t take in their phones or anything else. I don’t know much about the club or what goes on, but I do know that much about the meetings from Kasey. 

Kevlar’s phone goes to voicemail. There’s no ringing or anything else. He must be in church or getting another phone call. I can’t call Paige right now. She’s at work by now and this is the last thing she needs to deal with when she’s not here. I’ll have to figure out a way to tell her when she’s home and we can process this information together. If Paige is on her own when she learns what just happened, she’ll lose her shit and I don’t know what she’ll do. I can only hope now that our mother doesn’t call her when she happens to be on break. Though, Paige is like me in that she doesn’t answer calls she doesn’t know the number for. It literally took me putting Ricochet’s number into her phone for her to answer his calls and messages. 

I walk through the trailer from one end to the other. Every single window and door is now locked and I double check everything to make sure no one can get in. I mean, the locks and shit on the trailer are cheap and it won’t take much for anyone to bust through the door if they really want to. However, by making sure all the windows and doors are inaccessible, I’m at least giving myself a chance to hide or something if someone does attempt to break into the house. I’ll hide myself if it means not getting taken by a bunch of men who want fucking information on the Wild Kings. The fucking assholes should just go talk to them if it’s all above board and as innocent as my mother is trying to make it seem. 

When I’m done with the windows and doors, I sit down on the couch and pull out my phone once again. Clicking on Kevlar’s name, I try to call him once again. This time it rings and he answers. 

“Shawn, I need you,” I say before the tears start to fall and I can’t stop them. 

I pull the phone away from my ear and let the sobs overtake me. Nothing else registers to me as fifteen years of pain and anger at the thought of my mom being taken from me in an accident at work. It all disappears and is replaced by rage with the thought of her truly believing she can come back after all this time like nothing has changed. Everything has fucking changed. Our mother hasn’t been dead and yet she still left us alone with our dad. A man she was supposed to love with everything in her. She told us when we were little girls how much she adored and loved us. Now she’s ripped my world apart with the knowledge that she was so fucking selfish and chose to leave the rest of us behind for her own reasons. Fuck her and anything she wants from Paige and me!
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Kevlar

I’M JUST HEADING into church when my phone rings. Looking at the screen, I see Lyric calling me. She knows I have church today and my gut is telling me she’s calling for a reason. She’s not just calling because she’s bored or some stupid reason like that. So, instead of handing my phone over to the Prospect taking them, I step back and lean against the wall while answering her call. 

“Shawn, I need you,” Lyric says just before sobs fill the phone. 

“Lyric!” I call out, hearing a muffled sound as if she’s moved the phone from her and can’t hear me. “Lyric! Princess, what’s goin’ on?” 

Panic fills me. I can hear my girl sobbing hysterically on the other end of the line but she’s not saying anything. A hand rests on my shoulder and I turn to see my brother Hawkeye standing at my back with worry in his eyes. 

“Lyric!” I yell out again, not sure what the fuck is going on. “What’s goin’ on, princess?” 

Hawkeye leaves me and opens the door for church. He says something I can’t understand with my entire focus on Lyric through the phone. Soon, I’m surrounded by the entire club in the small hallway. I have to try one more time to get my girl to answer me. 

“Lyric, baby, please talk to me,” I yell as the sound becomes muffled once again. 

“Shawn, I’m here. I need you,” she says, her voice hitching as more sobs sound through the speaker. 

“You got me, princess. What do you need? Do you need me to come get you?” I ask her, fear still coursing through me. 

“I-I don’t know,” she responds, her voice stuttering as she takes a deep breath. “I just got a call from my mother.”

“The fuck? Your mom’s been dead for years. How is this possible?” I question her as I watch Goose take out his laptop and hold it while starting to type something. 

“I don’t know. Apparently she’s with some guy who’s a biker. He’s in a club. She wants Paige and I to meet with her so we can tell them about your club. Something about they were going to move into Cedar Bay but you guys beat them to it or something. I don’t know what to do, Shawn. Please, tell me what to do,” she pleads with me, her voice so broken as it breaks my heart to hear her sounding so unsure and hurt. 

“I’m gonna come get you, baby. Stay in the trailer and on the phone with me,” I tell her, looking to Venom as he nods his head letting me know it’s okay to leave instead of going to church. 

I rush out to my truck with Hawkeye on my heels. We jump in the front seat and I start the engine. There’s no waiting or going slow as I race from the clubhouse toward Lyric’s trailer. My phone automatically switches over to the speakers in my truck. I can hear Lyric still crying as we remain silent. I’m not about to force her to say a fucking word when she’s just had her entire world shifted on its axis. This is more than a fucking shock to her. It has to be fucking gut wrenching to find out her mother has been lying to her all this time and now only calls because her man’s club wants information on us. Lyric and Paige don’t know enough about us really to fucking give them any details. And I’m sure she’s left some parts out with how upset she is. 

The very second I pull up to the trailer, I slam it into park and leave the engine running. Hawkeye and I jump out as I continue holding my phone in my hand. I don’t even have to let Lyric know I’m here because I’ve got a key to the door. Unlocking it, I open it harder than necessary so it hits the wall behind. My eyes immediately land on Lyric as she’s curled up on the end of the couch with her knees tucked tight to her chest while rocking back and forth. Her phone rests on the arm of the couch as tears roll down her face. Lyric’s breath continues to hitch as she tries to hold her sobs in. I quickly rush to her and pick her up in my arms. Lyric wraps her body around mine and buries her head in my neck. Her tears quickly soak through the collar of my shirt, but I don’t give a fuck about that. She needs me and I’m not going to worry about something so stupid when she’s this upset. 

“I got you, princess. Let’s get out of here. Is Paige at work?” I ask her, keeping my voice soft and gentle because that’s what she needs right now. 

Lyric nods her head in response without moving any other part of her body. Hawkeye grabs her phone after ending the call and leads us from the small living room and out the door. He locks it behind us while I keep Lyric in my arms. Instead of getting in the driver’s seat of my truck, I get in the passenger side with Lyric still in my arms. She doesn’t move despite us now sitting in my truck. Thankfully we left the doors open so I don’t have to worry about that. Hawkeye closes my door before running around to the driver’s side. He closes the door behind him and takes off from the trailer park. 

“I’ll let Ricochet know to bring Paige to the clubhouse when she’s done with her shift. They don’t need to be at the trailer until we know what’s goin’ on,” Hawkeye says as he makes his way back through town and toward the clubhouse. 

“I’m gonna get her settled in my room and see if I can get any other information from her. Let Venom know I’ll be out as soon as I can,” I tell my brother not caring if Lyric hears us talking. 

This shit is about her and she needs to know what’s going on. We’ve already talked about this and what it means for our relationship. While I won’t tell her club business, if there is something directly relating to her or Paige, I’m not going to keep it from her. Lyric has the right to know if she’s in danger and what that danger is. It’s how we’re going to make things work between the two of us. 

Hawkeye pulls back into the parking lot of the clubhouse and shuts my truck off. He keeps the keys in his hand while getting out. Lyric still hasn’t moved but I can feel her tears continuing to wet the skin of my neck and soak into my shirt even more. Some of her tears even slide down my cut and soaks into the sleeve of my shirt. My brother opens the door for us and I get out with his help. Lyric adjusts her body so she’s wrapped even tighter around me. We follow Hawkeye into the clubhouse and toward my room where he unlocks the door and moves so I can step inside with her. After setting my keys down, he leaves the room and closes the door softly behind him. 

I head straight for my bed and lay down on my back. It’s the first time Lyric really moves since I picked her up. She moves her legs so they aren’t wrapped around me any longer, squeezes her arms tighter around me, and nuzzles into my neck even deeper. I don’t want to disturb her, but I have to know what all was said by her mother and what we need to do moving forward. That’s the only way I’ll be able to protect her and make sure no harm comes to my girl from this threat we know nothing about. At least not yet. I’m sure Goose will be digging up every piece of information he can on the mom and whoever her man is along with the club he belongs to. 

“Princess, what else did your mother say to you when she called?” I ask her, not moving as I wrap my arms tighter around her so she knows she’s safe and that I have her no matter what’s going on. 

“She told me that either we do this the easy or the hard way. The easy way is for Paige and I to meet with her and tell her about the club. The hard way is us getting taken and kept locked up in this club’s clubhouse. They’ll use us however they want until we have no more use to them, then they’ll kill us. The club’s name is Stone Devils MC. Supposedly Cedar Bay was supposed to be they’re town and they just want to know the best way to get rid of you guys,” she tells me as more tears start falling from her eyes and her breathing picks up once again. 

“It’s okay, princess. I’ve got you. Close your eyes and know it’s just the two of us in here. No one can get to you in my room,” I promise her, pulling the blankets up over us the best I can to cover Lyric up. 

I don’t know how long I lay here under her, but she finally manages to fall asleep. Her breathing evens out and puffs against the skin of my neck in warm gusts of air. I let her fall into a deeper sleep before attempting to move out from under her. Once I’m out of the bed, I move a few pillows around so she feels as if I’m still in the bed with her. I don’t want her waking up before I get back, but there’s really nothing I can do so we can get to the bottom of this situation and find out who the fuck this club is. 

Leaning down, I press a kiss against her temple and leave the room. It’s one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. Instead of leaving her, I want to remain pressed up against her body and keep her safe so nothing haunts her dreams. This is going to be killing her and until she’s ready to talk, I can’t do a damn thing to help her. 

Leaving my room with one last look at Lyric, I softly close the door and head for the hallway where church is located. Everyone is already inside when I hand over my phone and gun before entering. The doors close behind me and I take my seat. Ricochet isn’t here and that’s a good thing. Paige doesn’t need to be left alone for any reason. We have no clue where their mother is and if she’s already here, we need to prepare for her to attack them either together or separately. If something happens to Paige, Lyric won’t ever forgive herself. 

“Church in session!” Venom calls out, slamming the gavel on the table. “Kevlar, were you able to get any more information out of her?”

“Yeah. The club’s name is the Stone Devils MC. I’m not sure what her mother’s name is or the man she’s seein’. I don’t want to push her when she’s already so completely upset. Her fuckin’ bitch of a mother said that this can be done the easy way or the hard way. The easy way would be Paige and Lyric goin’ to meet with the mother and give them up information on the club. If they don’t meet it will be the hard way. That means they’ll be taken from wherever they are and kept at the clubhouse with them. They’ll be used until they have no use left and then killed. That’s not fuckin’ happen! I will say it right fuckin’ now that I don’t give a fuck what I have to do in order to protect my girl, but I’ll do it,” I tell them all looking at each member surrounding me around the table. 

Venom looks around the table and I have a feeling I know where this conversation is about to go. Personally, I don’t give a fuck if it comes down to me having to claim Lyric. It’s where we’re heading anyway. We’ve talked about it and Lyric knows this is something I want to happen between us. It might be happening sooner than we planned, but that’s okay. I don’t see anything happening to us to break us apart. 

“You know what has to happen, Kevlar. You’ve gotta claim Lyric or there’s not much we can do. If she were blood related to one of us, that would be a different story. However, she’s not. So, are you ready to claim her? It’s only been, what, six months for the two of you?” Venom says, keeping his eyes locked on me.

“Yes. Six months. Six of the best fuckin’ months of my life. So, yes, I’ll claim her because we’ve already talked about me claimin’ her and that’s where we know our relationship is gonna end up. It’s sooner than either of us anticipated, but I don’t give a fuck. I’ll talk to Lyric and I’ll claim her in the next day or so. I don’t want any huge celebration or party. Not when we have no clue what’s goin’ on. For now, I simply want to claim her, give her the rag I already ordered, and figure out what we need to do movin’ forward,” I tell him as I once again look around the table. 

“Are you serious, Kevlar? You’re my brother in blood and I want to make sure you’re not rushin’ into this shit because you want to make sure nothin’ happens to her,” Hawkeye questions me as I immediately whip my head in his direction. 

“I’ve never been more sure of anythin’ in my fuckin’ life. Don’t question me again, Hawkeye. Just because you don’t trust anyone, doesn’t mean I’m the same fuckin’ way. I trust Lyric and have been fallin’ in love with her since I first laid eyes on her. That’s not somethin’ you can understand and I feel fuckin’ sorry for you because of it,” I say, letting my anger out toward my brother as he continues to stare me down. 

“Good. I just want to make sure you know what the fuck you’re doin’ and not thinkin’ with your fuckin’ cock. I don’t have a problem with Lyric or Paige. In fact, I have a feelin’ if Ricochet and Paige ever get their shit together, they won’t be far from him claimin’ her either. I’m happy for the both of you,” my brother responds, a smile breaking out on his face. 

“Now that we have that shit settled,” Venom says, a smile on his face as he looks between Hawkeye and me. “Goose, I want you diggin’ up every fuckin’ thing you can find on Lyric’s mother, the man she’s with, and the fuckin’ Stone Devils MC. You’ve got two days to get every piece of information out there on them. Tomorrow, take Paige and Lyric back to their trailer. I want them stayin’ here until we know what’s goin’ on. Right now, we need to act as if they’re in imminent danger because we don’t know anythin’ about this club. The threat from their mother is clear about them bein’ taken though. I want them on lockdown and not out of our sights unless they have three Prospects on them at all times. I don’t see Ricochet lettin’ Paige out of his sight and I know you’re not gonna let Lyric out of your sight. You need to figure out if you’re gonna give your parents a head’s up. I know they were plannin’ on comin’ down to see the girls. They’ll get a shock if they aren’t at the trailer and here instead.”

“I’ll call my dad and mom later. Right now, I just wanna be with Lyric so she’s not wakin’ up in my room alone. I’m gonna order somethin’ from the diner and have a Prospect run out to get it for us. I want Lyric to be the one to tell Paige what’s goin’ on. It needs to come from her and no one else. Those sisters are fuckin’ close and Paige will react worse if she hears this shit from one of you. Ricochet needs to be there too. He’ll be able to help her calm down once she hears what’s happened,” I state, already pushing my chair back from the table so I can leave church. 

“I agree. This needs to be kept between the sisters. You guys all be there for them as much as they’ll let you. For now, make sure you keep a close eye on them. Kevlar, you’re on an extended leave from work until we get this shit sorted. We’ll meet again in two days to hear what Goose has managed to find. If anythin’ else happens between now and then, come to me immediately. If we have to call church, we will. I wanna stay on top of this shit,” Venom says before slamming the gavel once more and adjourning church. 

I quickly get up, leave the room, and collect my things before I head straight for my room. Once Lyric wakes up, I’ll order us something to eat and make sure one of the Prospects leaves immediately to get it. It doesn’t take me more than a minute to get to my room and unlock the door. Opening it up, I find Lyric still curled up in my bed with the pillows surrounding her. I can barely see anything other than the top of her head. Removing my cut and boots, I climb in bed behind her and pull her into my arms. My girl doesn’t move a muscle as I hold her close. I can’t believe this shit is happening and there’s nothing I can do to help her until she’s ready to accept it from me. I know it won’t be long, it’s just getting to that point.
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Chapter Four

[image: image]




[image: A picture containing text

Description automatically generated]

Lyric

PAIGE AND I are on lockdown. It’s been a week since our mother called and we have no clue what’s going on and why she chose now to get in contact. I mean, other than wanting information on the Wild Kings. She made that perfectly clear when she called. A lot has happened since her phone call too. We were put on lockdown, the guys are always in church, and all the ol’ ladies and kids have been sticking close to the clubhouse. If they go to work or are out in town for any reason, they’ve got Prospects and members with them. The guys aren’t leaving anything to chance in case my mother and the biker she’s with decides to take one of them instead. And no one here wants anything to happen to the kids. They’re completely innocent in all of this. 

I talked to Kevlar and Venom about leaving here. Paige and I could just pack up our things and take off to live somewhere else. Kevlar hated that idea and vetoed it immediately. Venom reminded me that if we were to just pack up and leave, we’d have no protection against our mother and the club she now associates with. So, I put that idea out of my head pretty quick. I don’t want anything to happen to my sister when she’s done her best to take care of me over the years and has been there for me no matter what. Even when she’s completely lost or in her own head, Paige is always at my side and I know that’s how she’ll always be with me. 

Paige can’t stand being at the clubhouse. She doesn’t want to be this close to Ricochet despite him not leaving her alone even before she was brought here. The man is in love with her and she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with him. Paige doesn’t want to be with anyone. I know it’s because she’s unable to have children, but she doesn’t tell anyone else that’s what’s going through her head and why she won’t let anyone close. No one here knows that she can’t have kids because of that accident we were in a few years ago. Instead, she holds it all inside and won’t let anyone help her. Not even me because I can’t possibly understand what she’s feeling or thinking about her situation. 

Kevlar hasn’t been working since I got the phone call from my mother. He told me that Venom made sure he would always be with me in case I needed to go out. So, he’s been here with me and we spend every day together when he’s not in a meeting. Paige and I were allowed to leave the clubhouse long enough to pack some things to bring to the clubhouse. Everyone here wanted to make sure we would be comfortable and have everything we could possibly need. 

“Princess, are you ready?” Kevlar asks me, walking into his room where I just finished getting ready for the day. 

“Yeah. We have to do this in front of everyone?” I return, nerves filling me at the thought of what’s about to happen. 

“Yeah, princess. I told you the guys need to witness me claimin’ you. It’s nice for the ol’ ladies to watch it too. I already made them promise that they won’t go over the top and throw a huge party or anythin’. That’s not what you want. We’re gonna have a cookout today as if it were any other day we have a cookout. There will be good food, booze, and music. The kids will go to bed later and that’s when shit will get crazy like at a party. We don’t have to stay for that part, princess. I know it makes you uncomfortable to be around that shit,” Kevlar tells me, stepping closer and pulling me into his arms. 

“Okay. I’m ready,” I tell him, taking a deep breath to calm my nerves before leaning up to press a kiss against his lips. 

Kevlar leads me from his room and we make our way into the common room. The second we get in there, I see it’s full with everyone who can be here today. No one’s working and other than a few guys out searching for any sign of my mother or bikers who don’t belong in the area, everyone is accounted for to witness Kevlar claim me as his ol’ lady. When he came to me and told me that was what needed to happen in order to get protection, I wasn’t sure about it. He reminded me that we were leading up to him claiming me, it was just happening a little sooner than either one of us planned on it happening. It doesn’t mean that he doesn’t want to be with me any less or that he’s only claiming me so Paige and I will be protected. 

The second Kevlar clears his throat, everyone in the common room stops talking and looks our way. A box rests on the table behind me as Kevlar stands so close to me. However, Venom calls the attention to himself before Kevlar can start talking. 

“Before this happens, I’d like to introduce everyone to Tara. She’s been in to meet with Wicked, Bull, and myself this mornin’. We still have a few empty storefronts left and she’s gonna be rentin’ one of them. We’ve been over all the fine details of our agreement and she will be openin’ up a candy and coffee store. More like a café if I’m right. She’s gonna need help gettin’ the space ready to open so I want everyone to give her a hand and welcome her to Cedar Bay. Tara, we’ll get you introduced to the ol’ ladies and members later on today. I’d like you to stay for the cookout so you can get to know people and the guys can hear your ideas for the storefront so they know what kind of work it’s gonna take to get it ready to open,” Venom announces to everyone as we all clap and welcome Tara here. 

She’s a tiny woman with the longest, straightest pitch black hair. From halfway across the common room, I can see how dark her blue eyes are. They’re almost a navy color fringed by the longest, thickest lashes I’ve ever seen on a woman. I’m honestly kind of jealous of her for them. She’s a curvy woman wearing a pair of jeans that fit her like a second skin, a tank top showing off tattoos going up her right arm, and a belly button ring glinting in the lights of the common room where her shirt is separated from the top of her jeans. This woman smiles at everyone in the room and gives a little wave while hitching her bag up higher on her shoulder. 

“It’s nice to meet everyone. I look forward to getting a chance to talk to you all. Thank you for helping me get this shop going. I can’t wait to give you all samples of what I can do to show you I know this is going to be successful,” Tara says, looking around the room again. 

“Okay. You’ll all get to talk to Tara later on. Kevlar, I believe you want to take care of somethin’,” Venom says, a smirk on his face as he looks at the two of us where we’re still standing. 

“Lyric, from the very second I laid eyes on you, I knew you were meant to be mine. You’re smart, lovin’, care about others around you, are loyal, genuine, special, and the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen in my life. Every single thing I learn about you only makes me want to learn more. I fall for you more and more daily. It’s easy to fall in love with you because you make it easy. We’ve been slowly buildin’ up to me claimin’ you as my ol’ lady for over six months now. So, today in front of my family, friends, and club brothers, I ask you this. Lyric, will you be my ol’ lady?” he asks me, a smile on his face as he looks me in the eyes. 

“Yes, Kevlar. It would be my honor to be your ol’ lady,” I answer, my eyes filling with tears.

Kevlar reaches for the box behind him and holds it out in front of me. I pull the lid off it and set it on the table before reaching in to pull back the tissue paper. Resting in the bottom of the box, is a leather vest I know is called a rag for the ol’ ladies. That’s another thing Kevlar explained to me when we were talking about him claiming me. I hold it up in front of me and look at it. On the back it says ‘Property of Kevlar’ with the club colors in the middle of the words. On the front is my name above my left breast. The leather feels buttery soft in my hands and I can’t wait to slide it on. Kevlar sets the box on the table with the lid and takes the rag from me. He holds it out and I turn around to slide my arms in the holes. The second it’s on my back, I can feel Kevlar step up even closer to me. 

“You’re so fuckin’ sexy with my name on your back, princess. I want to take you back to our room and fuck you so damn hard right now,” he growls into my ear sending goosebumps over my skin as a shiver rolls through me. 

“Then that’s what we’ll do,” I whisper back to him, my voice wavering with the thought of getting Kevlar’s hands on me again. 

Before I can blink, Kevlar has me over his shoulder and is striding from the room. Everyone starts whistling, clapping, and cheering as we disappear from sight. Kevlar’s not wasting any time as we make our way down the hallway and to the room we’ve been sharing. He quickly unlocks the door and flings it open before kicking it closed the second we’re through it. His long strides quickly eat up the distance between the door and bed as he strides over there and tosses me on the bed. I bounce a few times before settling back against the soft mattress. 

Kevlar doesn’t take his eyes off me as he quickly strips out of his clothes and tosses them on the floor. Well, everything except his cut. His cut, and my rag, are not to ever touch the floor for any reason. And I’m not to ever let anyone else hold my rag for any reason. In the eyes of the club we’re now married and I’m to treat my rag with the same respect that he treats his cut. I don’t have a problem with that because I don’t want to do anything to make Kevlar look bad in front of his club brothers or the other ol’ ladies. 
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