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Dear Readers,

I hope you’re enjoying the Blazing Outlaws MC. Unfortunately, this book, Our Secrets, will be ending on a cliffhanger. The situation you find in these pages is not one I can wrap up in these pages. It will continue into the next book in the series, which will be released as soon as I can get it to you all.

I’m sorry to end it this way. I tried to begin the story line in the next book, but that’s not how things ended up happening. You will all be kept updated on the status of the next book as details become available.

Thank you so much for your understanding and patience.

Erin
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Victoria Steele

I’ve lost the one thing I wanted more in my life than anything. Now, I don’t know how to get past the loss to move on with my life. To realize I still have a life worth living. I just need to open up and let my family in. Including Tags. Will I get the chance to do that?

Colby ‘Tags’ Johnson

I have everything I want in my life; the club, my tattoo shop, and plenty of free pussy. My life is lived a day at a time, and I bust my ass to ensure the tattoo shop, Blazing Ink, I run is as successful as possible. Until Victoria come to work for me. Then all hell breaks loose, and I realize I’ve been living without something important; the love of a good woman. Will I finally get what I want? Or will everything be ripped apart before it really begins?
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Our Secrets is dedicated to all of the PAs in the Indie Community. Without all of you, we’d be lost. You help create and run our worlds so we can focus on writing and getting books out. Thank you does not mean anything for all of the hardwork you all put in. Melissa and Tammy, you will never know how much all of your hardwork and help mean to me! 
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Officers:

President: Kyle ‘Satan’ Jones

V. President: Andy ‘Capone’ Richards

Treasurer: Colby ‘Tags’ Johnson

Secretary: Noah ‘Torch’ Steele

Enforcer: Jesse ‘Grinder’ Williams

Sergeant At Arms: Danny ‘Gunner’ Jones

Road Captain: James ‘Pyro’ Steele

Members:

Drago

Taker

Wrath

Treyton ‘Venom’ Adams

Prospects:

Axel Jones

Tony Colburne

Kyler ‘Rock’ Nichols

Steve Jacobs

Shane Court

Ol’ Ladies:

Raine Carpenter

House Bunnies:

NeNe

Rose

Carly

Lynn

Silk

Toni

Kelly

Businesses:

Gun Running

Drugs – weed

Tattoo Parlor – Blazing Ink

Bar – Outlaw Den

Strip Club – Blazing Babes
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Victoria

TOMORROW I START work at Blazing Ink. I’ve been in town for a week now, and haven’t seen anyone. I don’t allow anyone in my house or around me. Instead of going to the clubhouse or out in public, I’m a hermit in the apartment. There isn’t a single person I can see right now who won’t know something is going on with me. Something dark I want to keep all to myself.

While I’m happy to work around Tags, and be closer to my brothers, my entire life is imploding. After losing my baby, and Scott turning into an asshole, I have no clue what to do or which direction to turn. My head is so fucked up with doubts. My self-esteem and confidence vanished. 

I’m nothing more than a fuck-up who can’t carry a baby.

The only time I feel semi-normal is when I’m drinking. Not just starting to drink or when I have a buzz going, when I’m drunk off my ass, and the voices in my head stop—Scott’s words saying I’m not a woman aren’t playing on a constant loop. This is the only time I feel like half a human or if I’m a woman. I can pretend I’m someone else when the shit isn’t surrounding me. That I didn’t lose the one thing in my life I loved more than my own life. A baby who never had a chance to take their first breath or live their life.

It wasn’t even two days after I miscarried Scott kicked me out of the house we shared. I was given less than twenty-four hours to pack my belongings and be out. Scott left the house, having one of his friends there to ensure I didn’t ruin any of his stuff or take anything that didn’t belong to me. I could barely move, and there was no way I could stop crying. He didn’t give a shit, though. All Scott cared about was me leaving his life as quickly as possible. 

It was the loneliest time of my life— and didn’t allow me any time to grieve.

I haven’t spoken to my brothers since coming home. At this point, I don’t care if I see them. My family is overbearing, to say the least. They don’t know my secrets— no one does. About the baby or the drinking. Instead of going to the bars to get drunk like I did at home, I sit inside and drink alone. 

This is a new low for me because it’s the first time I truly feel like an alcoholic. Drinking alone is sad and depressing, so it fits my mood completely.

Yes, I know I could talk to a counselor, but it seems impersonal and not something I’m interested in. If someone hasn’t been in my shoes, they won’t understand what I’m feeling and how I’m coping. No one can help me anymore. I don’t deserve anyone to come to my rescue.

I’ve been here almost a week, and not a single thing has been done in the apartment. My boxes still fill every room. If I’ve gone through anything, the contents of those boxes litter the surfaces surrounding them. I’ve never lived like this but, I can’t bring myself to give a shit about what the place looks like or if I ever unpack my belongings.

I’m so far gone; I can’t pull myself out of this darkness seeping into my body. It consumes every aspect of me— even Tags. For a while after Scott, I dated Tags. No one knows, but he actually made me feel like a beautiful, sexy, woman again. He’s the only one who has made me feel alive since losing the baby. Unfortunately, it’s not enough anymore. Nothing is enough to fill the void I that’s pulling me down into the new abyss that’s my life.

I’ve pushed Tags away. He’s called, sent messages, and stopped by the apartment on several occasions since I moved in, leaving takeout outside my door. The only reason I’ve pulled them inside is because he messaged me to let me know they were there. They’re still uneaten in my refrigerator along with the untouched box of pizza on the counter. It smells like shit after days of sitting there, I just can’t bring myself to walk to the dumpster to get rid of it.

Instead, I sit in the dark, drinking, and thinking about all the ways I’ve failed— not being able to carry a baby, not keeping Scott happy. Instead of grieving for our baby, he lived his life as if I quit existing, and I sunk into a pit of despair. 

Tags wants to make us a permanent thing, but it’s not going to happen because I’m not good enough for the amazing man he is.

He’s sweet, loving, and cares about how I feel and what I think. I’m the one he cares about when his body is in mine. If I’m not close, he does whatever it takes so I find my release before he does. Scott didn’t even do that. Tags wants to talk to my brothers to claim me in the eyes of the club. A club that’s been a part of my life for as long as I can remember. The same one I’ve turned my back on and refuse to have anything to do with since coming back to town.

Now, Tags is just one more who doesn’t need my kind of mess in their life, while I descend further into madness. I haven’t even grieved the loss of my child. It’s still an open wound, left to fester because I don’t know how to grieve.

Honestly, Tags is going to hate me by the time I’m done with things. I’m on such a destructive path, no one can remain intact if they’re near me for very long. I don’t deserve to be with anyone or have the happiness the club members are finding. What I deserve is to be alone to wallow in my own self-pity and destroy myself because that’s obviously all I’m good at.

Hopefully, Tags finds his happiness. It’s something he truly deserves because even though he’s a biker with blood on his hands, the man is the most loving person I’ve ever met. He wears his heart on his sleeve and wants to do right by everyone. Especially the men of the Blazing Outlaws MC— his family because he doesn’t have one to call his own— not by blood anyway.

This is our story. It’s not pretty, but it’s the one we have. The one we must fight through to reach the other side. I’m just not sure if it will be with our family at our backs, or if we’ll be in one piece by the time we get there. 

Only time will tell.
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Victoria

LAST NIGHT WAS not a good night. I couldn’t get Scott’s words out of my head, and went on a major bender. Any alcohol that was in my house is now gone. Instead of sleeping because the nightmares come and bombard me when I have no protection, I can’t stop feeling the loss of my baby and Scott telling me how pathetic I am, or how I’m so useless I can’t carry a baby to term.

Waking up, I’m on the floor. Again. I seem to find myself on the floor more often than not because I can’t seem to make it to the bed I bought. Picking myself up, I stumble, and my head feels as if drums are playing and fireworks are exploding. My mouth is dry and tastes disgusting, like I haven’t brushed my teeth is weeks. Making my way to the bathroom, I trip over boxes I have yet to unpack and clothes I’ve left wherever I took them off and tossed them. Since I didn’t eat anything yesterday, my system is full of nothing but Jack, Captain, and vodka. I’m still drunk based on the way I’m moving and stumbling into everything.

I push on because I have to be at Blazing Ink in less than an hour. It’s my first day and I want to try to make a good impression on Tags along with the rest of the employees. Hollie might be there getting the books from my boss today. It will be nice to see her for a few minutes. Pushing the thoughts of Hollie from my head, I get in the bathroom and begin to do my morning routine. I actually have to have a morning routine now.

Getting in the shower, I have the water almost freezing just trying to get sober enough to work. I wash my hair twice and then condition it. Once that’s done, I quickly wash my body and shave. I’m surprised I’m even remembering to do that since I haven’t since losing the baby. It’s not a pretty picture right now. I simply don’t give a shit what anyone thinks about me or what I need to do in my daily life. The only thing that matters is getting drunk and pretending I’m okay. At least when I’m around people.

Getting out of the shower, I grab a towel, not caring if it’s even clean or not. Drying off, I walk to where my room is, looking around the mess. Boxes are stacked everywhere, clothes I’ve already gone through litter the floor and bed. There are even some empty bottles laying around when I attempted to come in here and pack things up once. Shrugging my shoulders because I can’t make myself care about the mess, I search for clothes appropriate to work in.

Digging through the boxes, I toss clothes around the room. Finally, I find an off the shoulder shirt. It’s black and has some rock band on the front. This is one of my favorite shirts. I’ve worn it so much; you can barely tell what’s on it now. As I continue to search the box in front of me, I pull out a short skirt in black leather. There’s a small slit up the side and it’s definitely going to be showing more leg than I’d like, there just isn’t time for me to look through any other clothes.

Stumbling back into the bathroom, I brush my tangled hair. It takes a long time because I honestly can’t remember the last time I’ve brushed it. Not since moving here; that much I remember because no one’s been to see me. If they have been, I haven’t answered the door. My brother’s and at least Tags have been here. None of them have been let past the door. I sat back with a bottle in mind waiting for them to leave me alone in my personal hell once more.

My brush snaps in my attempt to get it through my hair. Tossing the handle behind me, I continue to use the brush to unknot my long, dark hair. It’s matted and I’m ready to simply give up. Instead, I pull the brush through my hair in smaller sections until my hair is back to normal. After brushing my teeth, I apply make-up. Today, because I’m not in the mood to leave my house, I apply it thick and dark. My eyes are almost black with the eyeshadow I have on followed by mascara and bright red lipstick. It’s so red, I feel as if my lips are coated in blood.

Taking one last look in the mirror, I scoff at my reflection. I look haggard and unkempt even though I’ve already taken a shower and actually gotten dressed. At best, I look like a homeless prostitute. Not exactly how I want to show up to my first day at work, I just don’t have a choice anymore. I’m already late which is something Tags doesn’t tolerate when it comes to his business. He’s the most punctual man I know.

Leaving the house, I walk to the tattoo parlor. It’s not a far walk and if I weren’t still feeling the effects of the alcohol I consumed last night, I’d drive my car. Unfortunately, I don’t want to get pulled over on the way there and have my brothers find out. Torch and Pyro aren’t exactly the forgiving type. I’m already hiding so much from them; this would just be the icing on the cake because they wouldn’t leave me alone until they find out all of my secrets. Secrets I’ll never be ready to divulge to anyone.

The shower did nothing to help sober me up. Walking to work as the sun begins to beat down on me. Sweat is beginning to cover my body while my shirt clings to the upper half of my body. Even through the mask of perfume and deodorant, the smell of alcohol is wafting from my skin. Anyone around me is going to be able to smell it permeating from my skin. Hell, they may just get drunk from it coming off me. This is definitely not how I wanted to go to work my first day. Unfortunately, the need to overcome the demons haunting me overwhelmed me to the point I couldn’t do anything except attempt to drink them away.

Drinking never keeps my demons away. They seem to taunt me worse as the alcohol floods my system. Still, I can’t seem to stop no matter what I do. The alcohol makes the day bearable to the point I can almost function. At least that’s what I’ve been telling myself lately. Honestly, I don’t know why I’m still drinking since Scott isn’t here any longer and has had no contact with me since he kicked me out of his house. The house we were supposed to share. Yeah, I supposed I’m still bitter about the way he treated me after losing our baby.

The doctor told me there wasn’t any particular reason I had a miscarriage when it happened. Apparently, these things just happen sometimes; there’s nothing you can do to prevent them. One of the nurses informed me it was nature’s way of telling me Scott and I weren’t meant to be. No matter what anyone told me at the hospital, nothing penetrated my grief fueled brain. Nothing mattered except the pain I was feeling. The loss overrode every other thing in my life.

Other than drinking, when I was with Tags was the only time I could semi feel normal. He made me forget the pain as I put my all into pretending to be happy around him. Tags would tell me about things going on at the clubhouse, other than club business, about things at the tattoo parlor, and anything else he could think to entertain me. Those moments I cherish; I live for them because they helped me get through shit when drinking wasn’t available. 

Pulling myself from my memories, I see I’m standing outside of Blazing Ink. Shaking my head, I take a deep breath and turn to face the door to the shop. I walk on shaking legs into the parlor and paste a fake as hell smile on my face. My eyes adjust to the interior's dimness, and I find my eyes glued to the magnificent form of Tags. Our eyes never waver as he takes in my appearance.

Tags is a large man standing well over six-feet tall. His head is shaved while he has a beard that’s light brown. Eyes the color of warm chocolate take in my appearance and narrow as he looks at my clothing. The weird thing about Tags is even though he’s a tattoo artist, he’s got no visible tattoos showing on his body. There is the club tat on his back and his thick tree trunk like legs are covered in ink. One leg is covered in black and gray tats while the other is covered in color. I’ve never had a chance to explore them in depth while we’ve been together. We’ve always spent our naked time enjoying one another, but he cuts me off when I go to explore his body. Tags won’t give me a reason for doing it either.

“Vic, are you sure you’re ready to work today?” Tags asks me, walking closer to my body.

The second he smells the alcohol on me, Tags steps back. He waves the air in front of his body and lets his gaze peruse my body once again. When his eyes get to the bottom of my skirt, I see the shift in his gaze. He’s turned on by seeing so much of my legs bared to him and everyone else I happen to see today. Unfortunately, Tags isn’t going to let the influence of my naked flesh sway his mind this time. This time, we’re talking about his business and he’s always serious as hell when it comes to that.

“I don’t think today is the day for you to start,” Tags informs me. “Maybe we should try to do this another day.”

“Tags, there’s nothing wrong with me,” I retort, sticking my hip out and placing my hand on it.

“You’re drunk. If you didn’t drink this mornin’, you’re still drunk from last night. When you got into town and we moved your shit in, you pulled out a bottle and it was half gone in the time we got your shit upstairs,” he states. “I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on with you. Take today and figure it the fuck out.”

“You can’t fucking do this to me, Tags. I didn’t drink this morning. Yeah, I drank a little too much last night. It’s not a big deal and nothing is going on. I’m not your problem to figure out, Tags,” I shout at the man standing in front of me.

“Never said you were a project I needed to work on. I’m sayin’ you’re not gonna work in my shop today. Come back tomorrow,” he restates as he walks until his body is pressed against mine.

Immediately my body responds to the closeness of his. I’m already getting wet and my nipples are poking through the shirt I’m wearing. Since I’m not wearing a bra, I’m sure Tags can see how hard they are. Instead of kissing me or pulling my body against his, Tags turns my body and places his hand on my lower back. He pushes me gently through the door. Once I’m outside, he looks at me with pain filling his eyes. Tags wants to know what’s bothering me to the point I need to drink, and I won’t confide in him. I won’t let him in on how much I’m drinking either.

“Fine, Tags. I can the damn hint. You don’t want me here; I won’t be here. Who knows, maybe I won’t show up tomorrow either,” I spew at Tags as he just stands there staring at me with a new emotion filling his eyes; distrust and shame.

Turning around, I almost fall on my ass. Tags jumps to help me get steady. Instead of accepting his help, I pull from his arms and collapse against the windows in his shop. He shakes his head at me while crossing his massive arms over his chest. I close my eyes, so I don’t have to see the pitiful look in his eyes. It’s the same look I see when I look at myself in the mirror on a daily basis. Well, what used to be a daily basis. Now, I try to avoid the mirror as much as possible.

Getting my bearings finally, I walk away from the tattoo parlor and back toward my apartment. Well, I guess it’s my brothers’ apartment because they’re the ones who paid for it. They’re going to keep paying for it until I’m back on my feet and ready to take over the bills from them. Just one more reason I’m nothing more than a fucking joke and my life means absolutely nothing.

I’m twenty-one years old and my older brothers have to take care of me. First, our parents were paying for me to go to college to get my degree in business. I wanted to be my own boss and open something the town I lived in needed. Then, I met Scott and when we moved in together, he paid for everything and wasn’t allowed to get a job. He convinced me the only thing I needed to concentrate on was going to school and getting my degree.

After leaving Scott’s house, I got a job bartending. I was allowed to drink while working if the customers bought me a drink. I firmly believe that’s what started me drinking so much. That’s when I found drinking numbed the constant pain. I could laugh and act like I was having a good time. My mind forgot about the baby and the shit Scott was doing to me.

His friends came into the bar I was working at several times a week and would tell everyone how I couldn’t carry a baby, I was shit as a girlfriend, and there’s nothing for anyone in the place to flirt with. They would assume every single guy talking to me was someone I was fucking. In reality, I hadn’t had sex until Tags started coming around. He’s the only man I’ve been with other than Scott.

Tags came in the bar once and when Scott’s friends ran their mouths, he set them straight. He was obviously wearing his cut, which scared the shit out of Scott’s friends. They’re nothing except a bunch of pussies who follow Scott. That’s what they’ll always be.

When I get back to my apartment, I pull my keys out and open the door. A wicked stench hits me as I walk inside. Holding my breath, I walk to the freezer and pull out my bottle of vodka. Without worrying about a glass, I remove the cap and drink it straight from the brand-new bottle. I relish the burning feeling going down my throat and resting in my stomach. My stomach is empty as always because I can’t find it in me to eat anything.

Walking to the couch, I push the papers, boxes, and trash from the sofa onto the floor. Instead of caring about the bigger mess I’m creating, I sink down into the cushions. I let myself be sucked in while continuing to tip the bottle up to my lips and swallow my pain away. This is my life now and I shouldn’t have bothered to come to Willow Creek. Now, I have to walk on eggshells and keep my drinking under control before my brothers start asking me questions and butt into my life even more than they’re already trying to.
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Tags

VICTORIA HAS BEEN on my mind constantly for months. Since the first time she let me into her body and life. I know she’s got major shit going on; something pulling her into the darkness I’ve seen in my own life more than once. My Mom became an alcoholic once my Dad left her. Nothing else, including me, mattered to her. It was only about her drinking until she found drugs. Drinking and drugs ultimately killed her because she stopped eating or taking care of herself.

That’s the same thing I’m watching Vicky go through now. When we first started sleeping together, she had more curves than the women I see at the clubhouse. Her tits were more than a handful for me, and Vicky had a body made for pounding into. Now, she’s nothing except for skin and bones. I didn’t really notice until she came in for her first day of work. The shirt she was wearing hung from her body and showcased her collarbone sticking out further than it should. Her legs were smaller than I’ve ever seen them. They could barely support her weight as she wobbled into the shop.

I watched her walk away from me, lost in her own misery and personal hell. Part of me wanted to rush to her and make her spill all of her secrets. Instead, I stood on the sidewalk and did nothing. When Torch and Pyro came in to see her, I had to make up and excuse about why she wasn’t here.

“Where’s Vic?” Torch asks, walking in the shop and searching it as if I were hiding her.

“She went home. Got here and wasn’t in any shape to work,” I lie, trying to protect her.

“Let’s go check on her,” Pyro says, turning to leave the shop.

“I would wait,” I call out, trying to stall them. “She was goin’ home to take a nap. See if that would calm her stomach down some. Said she didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

Torch looks at me as if he’s trying to figure out if I’m lying to them. I don’t know if this is the right move to make in this instance. Until I know what’s going on with Victoria, I have to protect her. She’s the only woman I want to protect and make mine. I’m not sure when it happened— when our situation went from just fucking to me caring about her more than I should. More than I’ve ever cared about anyone other than the members of Blazing Outlaws. Now, I’m betraying two of my brothers by lying about their sister.

“Are you sure that’s all that’s goin’ on with her?” Torch questions me. “Or are you hidin’ shit?”

“I’m not hidin’ anythin’. I don’t know what made her sick, but she’s not feelin’ good,” I reply, crossing my arms over my chest because I feel like he’s getting ready to attack me.

“If she’s not here when I get back from my run so I can finally lay eyes on my baby sister, you’re gonna have to answer about your lies,” he states, not leaving any room for me to say anything else to him.

Nodding my head, I watch as the brothers storm out of the shop. They’re not going to listen to me, Torch is stubborn as hell. He’ll make his way to Vicky’s apartment and see what I saw for the few minutes she was here. Pulling my phone out, I send a message to her, letting her know to expect her brothers.

It’s now been two days since I last saw Vicky. She hasn’t shown up to work. When I’ve gone by her apartment, she hasn’t answered the door either. Nothing new there. Vicky hasn’t answered the door to anyone since she got back into town. Today, I open the shop up and don’t expect her to show up again. I’ll have to hire a new office girl so I can stop worrying about the front desk.

As I turn on the computer, the bell above the shop door rings. Looking up, I see Victoria standing there. She’s shifting from one foot to the other as she stares at me. Her eyes are bloodshot. When I go to open my mouth, she holds her hand up to stop me.

“I’m sorry for the other day. It’s been a rough couple of months. I’ll do better,” she says, not fully looking me in the eyes as she speaks.

“Vic, you know I care about you. More than I ever thought possible. I see you headin’ down a dangerous path. You don’t want to talk to me, that’s fine. Torch and Pyro aren’t me. They’re not gonna accept you hidin’ out on them and not talkin’ to them. Until you’re ready for help, there’s nothin’ I can do for you. So, sit down, answer the phone, and make sure you take the payments for work bein’ done. Can you handle that?” I question her, keeping my voice harsh because I can’t let her in further.

If I keep pretending there’s nothing wrong with Vic, then I’m just enabling her. I’ve been there before with my Mom and I won’t do it again. This time, I’d rather take myself out of the situation permanently no matter how I feel about her. It’s going to hurt like a bitch. I won’t watch her destroy herself. It will kill me to watch her go through the same shit my mother did. Victoria is on a dark and dangerous path. Torch and Pyro will find out before too long and they’ll deal with it. At least that’s my hope.

“I can handle that,” Vic finally murmurs, walking into the shop so she can sit down at the desk.

She’s already been through the program and knows how everything works. Hopefully she remembers what she learned. Otherwise, I’ll have to talk to her brothers sooner rather than later. That’s not a conversation I want to have with them. Ever. It’s bad enough I’ve been lying to them for months about seeing her behind their back.

Victoria is off limits simply because she’s the sister of not only one member, but of two members. She’s family of the club because of her brothers. The first time I saw her, she captured my attention and I haven’t thought of anyone else since then. No one has come near my cock even when it’s been weeks between times that I’ve seen her. Now, she’s going to push me away along with everyone else.
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Today has been crazy. I’ve been busy as hell with scheduled clients along with walk-ins. I wanted to watch Victoria to see how she was doing through the day, I just didn’t have a chance to do so. We’ll see tomorrow when Hollie comes in to balance the drawer and take the books from me. The guys have been dropping them off to me throughout the day so she can stop in one shop to grab them. She doesn’t want to go to the strip club, none of us blame her after what she’s been through.

I noticed Vicky’s car wasn’t outside when I took a break earlier, so I’m going to take her home whether she likes it or not. My hope is I can get inside and see how bad she’s gotten into her self-destruction. Walking out of my room where I tattoo, I see Vicky closing up the shop. She’s got the computer off, the door is locked, and she’s grabbing her purse from under the desk.

“Ready to go?” I question her, leaning against the wall.

“Yeah,” she responds.

“Takin’ you home tonight,” I inform her, grabbing her hand and walking toward the back door.

“You don’t need to do that,” she stutters, trying to pull from me.

“Not gonna happen,” I order. “You’re on my bike and I’m takin’ you home. Not gettin’ out of it.”

Victoria drags her heels as we walk through the door. I stop long enough to listen for the alarm to set. Again, Vicky tries to pull away from me. Holding her hand tighter, I wait for her to offer me another excuse about me not going to her place. We head to my bike and I pause long enough to put my helmet on her head before locking the strap in place. Straddling my bike, I hold out my hand for her to get on behind me. Once she’s in place with her thighs on either side of me and her arms wrapped tight around me, I take a minute to savor the feeling of her body pressed close to my own.

“Ready?” I question her, not waiting for her to answer as I start the bike.

It doesn’t take more than a few minutes to get from the shop to her apartment on my bike. When I pull in behind the building, I shut my bike off. Victoria gets off the bike and removes the helmet from her head. When she hands it back to me, I place it on the handlebars and get off behind her.

“Um, what are you doing?” she questions me.

“Walkin’ upstairs with you. Why can’t I come in?” I turn around on her.

“Oh, um, no reason,” she responds, turning away from me and rushing toward the stairs.

I follow her at a slower pace, making sure no one is hanging around that shouldn’t be. When I get to the top of the stairs, she’s already in the door and waiting to shut it in my face. That’s not gonna happen.

Pushing my way past her, I step in the apartment and a foul smell hits me head on. Looking around, I see the pizza box sitting on the counter, her boxes are still packed and all over the apartment. Empty liquor bottles fill the floor, counter, sink, and every other available surface. This is so much worse than I thought it’d be. Victoria is so lost in something tragic she can’t see a way out. It’s the same way my mother was. I just wish she trusted me enough to confide in me.

“Sorry about the mess. It’s been a rough two weeks,” she informs me, not meeting my eyes.

Turning to look at her, Vicky is sitting on the couch. She’s half asleep with her eyes closed and her bag still across her body. There’s no point in talking to her because in less than a minute, she’ll be passed the hell out for a little while at least. It all depends on how long it’s been since she actually slept.

Pulling out my phone, I message a Prospect to grab me some cleaning supplies. I’m not sure what she has, but I want all brand-new shit to make her place shine and possibly feel like a home for her. Once that’s done, I find a garbage bag to begin cleaning up the kitchen. Opening the refrigerator, I pull out all of the takeout containers and stuff them in the bag. That’s literally the only food in the refrigerator so I know it’s been a while since Vicky has eaten. When the Prospect gets here, I’ll send him to get groceries for her place.

I slide my cut off and lay it across the back of a chair. My shirt is next as I lay it on top of my cut. I’m not going to get hot as fuck while cleaning this place up. By the time the Prospect shows up, I’ve cleaned up all the empty bottles and the rest of the garbage. It’s all been carted to the dumpster so no one else sees her secret. As I unpack the boxes marked for the kitchen, I lay the dishes on the counter so they can be washed. That’s something the Prospect will be doing for me.

There’s a knock on the door. Looking at Vicky on the couch, she doesn’t even stir. Opening the door, I see Larson. He’s a new Prospect for the club and eager to earn his patch. Even though he still has just under a year to go in his prospecting period. Whenever anything needs to be done, he’s the first one to volunteer. That will fade as time goes on, for now, I’ll take it.

“Get in here,” I tell him, opening the door wider. “Need your help.”

Larson gets inside and I point to the dishes stacked on the counter. He places the bags on the floor while rolling up his sleeves to get started on the dishes. Before starting, he pulls out sponges and dish soap, setting the items on the counter. While he’s doing the dishes, I move around the rest of the living room picking up things and unpacking boxes.

When Vicky stirs on the couch, I lift her and carry her to the bedroom. Her bed is covered in clothes and shoes. Laying her on one corner of the bed, I push everything to the floor for now. There are no blankets on the bed, so I find one in a box and place it on her. Unfortunately, I don’t find any pillows, so she’ll have to make do without one. Grabbing an armload of clothes on my way out, I toss them in the washing machine. Larson got detergent while he was at the store, so once that’s added, I move on to the next task.

Larson and I work nonstop until his yawns are becoming non-stop. He’s been right there with me from the second he stepped through the door. Other than getting groceries and making us something to eat, Larson hasn’t stopped busting his ass.

“Head back to the clubhouse,” I order Larson. “Thanks for the help. You weren’t here tonight and know nothin’.”

“I was out for a joy ride,” he tells me, not flinching as I nod my head at him.

Once he’s out the door, I lock it behind him and take a break. Closing my eyes, I let myself sleep for a few minutes. Vicky’s apartment is almost completely done, but I want to finish it before she gets up. The only rooms left to finish are the bathroom, her laundry, and living room. That can wait for a little bit. Sleep claims me and I let it.
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Victoria

WAKING UP, I notice a few things. The first is my room is clean. Other than the unmade bed I’m currently lying in, there are no boxes stacked all over. Clothes aren’t littering the floor, and there aren’t any empty bottles filling the empty voids. Secondly, there’s the sound of someone walking and moving things around coming from outside my room. In fact, as I fully wake up, there’s a completely different smell filling the air around me.

Getting out of bed, I’m still wearing the same clothes as yesterday. I’m also stone cold sober. For the first time in I don’t know how long, I’m sober. My body is shaking as I realize last night wasn’t filled with alcohol. It’s as if my body now needs the alcohol to survive. Trying not to focus on that, I walk around my room and pull out a set of sheets. They smell fresh and clean; not like they’ve been sitting in boxes for almost two or three weeks. Without wasting time, I make the bed. My bladder is screaming at me by the time I’m done making it, so I make my way there.

Sitting in the bathroom are my boxes with towels, my soaps, lotions, shampoo and conditioner, everything that belongs in this room. I’m tempted to skip going to the bathroom so I can see what’s going on and who’s here taking care of my shit. Shit I should’ve taken care of when I moved in here. Instead I only cared about drinking and making sure my pain was buried deep as fuck. Even though it never worked.

Going to the bathroom, I wash up and brush my teeth. While I’m in the bathroom, I quickly take care of my belongings. As soon as they’re put away, I break down the boxes and head to the living room with them. I stop in my tracks when I see Tags walking through the living room with his own stack of empty, broken down boxes. He’s shirtless and his jeans are riding low on his hips. I can make out that delectable V leading down to what I know is a very large cock. The only hair on the front of his body is a small, dark trail of hair leading down to the promised land.

My tongue darts out and licks my lips as I think about Tags and what he can do to my body. The ways he can manipulate me until I reach the edge of my orgasm and fly free with abandon. It’s the only time I’m truly free of the thoughts of Scott and our baby.

“Mornin’,” Tags grunts at me, opening the door and heading out without another word.

I quickly follow him down the stairs of my apartment and toss my boxes in next to his. Tags turns me around and doesn’t wait for me to follow him back up to the apartment. I’ve done something to really piss him off. I’m just not sure what the hell I did this time.

“Tags, what’s going on?” I question him, not wanting him to continue walking away from me. 

“Nothin’ Victoria. Just tryin’ to get you set up. Made sure no one saw the empty bottles,” he declares as I release the breath I was holding.

Shame fills me with the knowledge he knows my secret. Well, one of them. Tilting my head down, I walk up to him. Tags eyes bore down into mine.

“I’m sorry. There’s so much going on you have no clue about,” I say, looking up at him when I feel his stare and can’t stand it any longer.

“What part are you sorry about?” he demands from me. “The drinkin’? Lyin’? Pushin’ me away? Or somethin’ else?”

“I’m sorry for it all. You don’t understand what I’ve been going through for so long now. The only time I feel close to normal is when I’m drunk and can’t think straight. Or, when I’m wrapped in your arms,” I inform him honestly. “I can’t stop.”

“You can, Vic. You’re not ready to stop yet. Until you’re ready to stop drinkin’ and let me in completely, I can’t do this shit with you anymore,” he states, like he’s not breaking my heart in a million pieces right now. “It’s bad enough I’ve been lyin’ to the club about where I go when I’m with you. That I’m with you.”

“You know how I feel about that. If Torch and Pyro find out, they’ll never accept it,” I argue once more.

“Not buyin’ that’s the reason you want to hide us anymore. Vicky, I just can’t do this. Not until you’re done fallin’ down the hole you’re drownin’ in. You have a job at the shop, and I’ll always have your back. For now, we can’t have anythin’ else between us,” he states, sadness and pain filling his eyes in a way I’ve never seen before. 

Tags is fighting his own demons. My shit is only adding to his pain. I can see it swirling behind his brown eyes. He’s haunted by something I don’t know about. Tags and everyone in my life wants me to share the details of my life with them, but not a single one of them do the same thing in return. Now, I won’t have to worry about pushing him away because he’s removing himself from my life. Other than working at Blazing Ink because I’m good enough for that. Just one more reason I’m not good enough because Tags doesn’t want me anymore.

“Get the fuck outta your head,” Tags growls, walking up to me. “I still want you more than my next breath. That hasn’t changed. Seein’ the way you are right now is killin’ me to walk away, but I have to. There’s no other choice for me. Watched someone I love go down the same path you’re on, and it kills me because I don’t know why. You won’t open up to me, so this is the way it has to be.”

My eyes fill with tears. This is not what I wanted to happen. Yeah, I wanted to push Tags away. I just thought we’d still be able to fuck around and shit. Apparently not. Using the back of my hand, I swipe the tears from my face angrily.

“Well, I appreciate everything you did in the apartment. Let me cook you breakfast before you head to work,” I say, walking past him, toward my apartment.

The air is so silent, I hear him release his breath behind me. He remains still as I walk up the stairs. At this point, I’m not even sure he’s going to follow me back into the apartment. I’ll make breakfast either way because if I’m sober, I may as well eat for the first time since getting to Willow Creek.

I’m making eggs, toast, and bacon when Tags makes his way back in the apartment. Pulling out an extra plate, I begin to plate our food up. Tags gets a bigger portion than I take for myself. He looks at the plates, I can see the look in his eyes letting me know he’s not happy. His eyes are hard and look almost black as they shift up to me. This is not a way I’ve ever seen him look at me before. Usually, his eyes are soft, the color of warm chocolate melting on a hot summer day, and with something close to love shining from them. That’s not present this morning, or whatever hell time of day it is.

I don’t have a table to eat at yet, so we make our way to the couch and sit down on opposite ends. Tags shovels the food in his mouth quicker than I anticipated he would. As I begin to swallow down the food, my stomach revolts and I have to fight the urge to get sick. This is not how I planned to have breakfast with him. Guess my entire life isn’t going to plan though. Par for the course apparently.

Bite after bite, I have to shove the food down my throat and swallow it. Eating is the last thing I want to do. Unfortunately, I know I have to eat or I’m going to get a lot worse than I currently am. Morning, noon, and night, the only thing I consume lately is alcohol. There’s been nothing of substance since just after leaving Scott’s months ago. Other than a little bit of food here and there when Tags would come over. Now, it’s all alcohol and nothing more. I have no urge to eat.

“Are you ever gonna tell me what’s goin’ on with you?” Tags finally asks, turning toward me.

“What do you mean?” I retort, trying to stall for time.

“Vic, you know what I mean. I’ve brought several meals over since you got here and threw every single one out last night. You haven’t opened the door for me whenever I’ve come over. From the way Torch was talkin’, it’s been the same for your brothers too. They’re worried and I can’t keep coverin’ for you,” he begins, leaning in closer to me. “Somethin’ has you diggin’ your own grave and I want to know what it is.”

Looking at him, Tags’ eyes are filled with compassion, understanding, and something else. There’s always just a hint of something I can’t identify under the surface. A large part of me wants to share my burden, tell him my story so I’m not living in this pain alone. Still, there’s another part of me that won’t allow myself to go there. No one will understand what I’m going through so I don’t want to see the pity in his eyes like many other people. Very few people who found out about the miscarriage looked at me with pity and sympathy. More pity than sympathy though.

“I can’t. Tags, if I tell anyone, it will be you. I’m just not ready to share yet,” I respond, pulling back from him.

Standing up, I grab our plates to take care of. I need to be busy right now. While I ate some of my food, there’s still some left on the plates. Tags notices, as he does with everything around him, and gives me a look of disapproval. One more way I’ve made the man unhappy with me. Still, there’s nothing I can do since I’m full. Food just doesn’t taste good either.

“I’m gonna head out. Take today for yourself. Just be prepared for your brothers to stop over. Said if you weren’t there when they came back, there’d be hell to pay,” Tags warns me as he passes by me and walks out the door.

There’s no kiss, he doesn’t pull me into his arms, no acknowledgement of him wanting to see me again. It used to be he would hug and kiss me before he left. I’d know without a doubt he wanted me again and would be calling to make arrangements to spend time together. Now, he just walks away after giving me yet another day off. Tags is so fucking confusing and I know how my day will be spent; drinking until I find the bottom of a bottle. Tags is too close to fully getting under my skin and finding out everything.

I already know my stash in the freezer is gone. When Tags was outside, I looked. At first, I was pissed as hell he took my liquor. Now, knowing someone he loved did the same thing I am, I understand he’s trying to save me. Maybe I don’t want to be saved anymore. I’ve been holding on for months and the pain isn’t going away. This isn’t just about losing a child either. It’s about not grieving that loss, of the hateful things I’ve been called, the stories going around about me, and feeling as if I’m not a fucking woman any longer. That’s what fucking hurts and makes me not be able to find a way out. Things Tags and my brothers won’t have a fucking clue about.

Walking into my bedroom, I make my way to the closet. While the boxes have all been emptied and taken care of, there was alcohol in the bathroom boxes. When I got here, I stashed them under a loose floorboard in the closet. Never thought I’d have to be hiding shit like a delinquent. I’m in my damn twenties and hiding shit from my brothers and the club they belong to. From a man I care about more than I’ve ever cared about anyone before him.

I thought I loved Scott. In the end, what I felt for him was lust at best. Tags has shown me how it feels to be cared about and loved. I love him with every fiber of my being. I’ve never felt it before and neither one of us has said the words. Deep in my heart, I know it’s love I feel for him. I want to be in love with him because he’ll take my pain and help me shoulder it. He’ll stop me from drowning in self-doubt, self-recrimination, and loathing I feel every single time I look in the mirror.
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Tags

IT KILLED ME to walk away from Victoria two days ago. She looked so lost, forlorn, and as if she were ready to jump out of her skin. I wanted to do nothing more than wrap her in my arms, to forget about needing to know what’s going on with her. I just can’t pretend she’s not turning into an alcoholic in front of our very eyes. Or that she’s not drowning.

She didn’t work that day because I told her to stay home. Yesterday she was scheduled off. Torch is due back today from his run. Thankfully, Pyro hasn’t come in to see his baby sister. I have no words to say  to protect Vicky from her brothers. Not if they just show up to her door for a visit. She’ll be on her own. Part of me hopes it happens because then she won’t be able to hide any longer.

Yes, I know I should be making her tell me what’s going on. I shouldn’t be trying to bury my head in the proverbial sand to pretend there’s nothing wrong. Instead of leaving her alone, I should be fighting harder than I’ve ever fought for anything in my life. I feel like a fucking pussy because I don’t want to know she’s going down the same path as my mother and I’m not doing a damn thing once again to help someone I love.

I’m in the back when I hear the bells over the door sound. No music is blaring just yet so it’s easy to hear them in the deafening silence of the shop. Walking out of the back, I see Vicky standing there looking unsure of herself. I’m definitely not used to seeing her this way.
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