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Gwen Andrews

My life has been horrible since the very beginning. I’ve been isolated my entire life. No friends or anyone to help me escape my own personal hell. Not until my father does something horrible. Then, I get rescued. And find out my life isn’t what I ever thought it was before. I have a sister and we didn’t know about one another. Now, I have a chance to live my life the way I was meant to. Unfortunately, everyone treats me as if I’m younger than I really am. I still don’t have the independence I crave. It’s the one thing I want and the one thing I don’t know if I’ll ever get.

Tristan ‘Killer’ Long

I’m the Enforcer for the Phantom Bastards MC. It’s what I live for; my club brothers are my only family members. Until one girl captures my attention and I feel horrible for wanting someone younger than me. A girl who’s never had the chance to live her life or experience things normal females her age do. However, I’m selfish and it’s only a matter of time before Gwen is mine. I play for keeps and I don’t share. I’ll protect her, love her, and make sure she has whatever her heart desires.

Can Gwen give in to her longing for Killer? Will Killer be able to save her when it really counts?
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This books is dedicated to Reggie Deanching. You have helped me find amazing images for the last five years. Almost. You’re an amazing photographer and I enjoy working with you to create some amazing covers to bring my stories to life. Thank you for everything!
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Note to the Readers
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In Killer’s Obsession, you’ll find that I’ve left part of the story open. I did this for a reason, and it will be wrapped up in Fox’s Fury, the next book in the series. When you get to the part of the story, you’ll figure out what I’m talking about. Thank you all for reading this book and entering Killer and Gwen’s world.

Thank You,

Erin
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Gwen

AFTER THE LAST cookout we had at the clubhouse, I was moved out of my sister’s house. She shares a home with her man, Fox, and I was staying with them. I have been since arriving in Benton Falls with the Phantom Bastards. It was good for Kim and me so we could work on building our relationship with one another. Now, I no longer live with them. I live with Killer.

I had gone to the library for a few hours to do some research and fill out what I needed for school. When I got home, there wasn’t anything in my room. Kim, Fox, and Killer had been sitting in the living room and didn’t say a word to me as I casually walked through to take care of my things before joining them. Talk about getting the shock of my life when I walked through my door to find the room stripped bare of all my belongings.

The first thoughts going through my mind had been they got tired of me always being around. Even though I had talked to Fox about things at the cookout. I’m not sure what happened as I stood in the middle of the empty room with tears streaming down my face. My heart was breaking as I realized they didn’t want me here any longer. Fox and Kim wanted to move on with their lives and that no longer included me.

What truly puzzled me was the fact that I wasn’t in the way or making them take care of the house. I cleaned on a daily basis, made food, helped my sister when she was having a bad day, and did anything else I could to make their lives that much easier. Realizing I had nowhere to go was what truly shattered my heart into a million pieces.

“What’s wrong Sparrow?” Killer asks, walking in the room behind me and pulling me back against his chest.

“I don’t know what I did wrong,” I hiccup into my hands as I cover my face.

“You didn’t do anythin’ wrong,” he murmurs in my ear, his deep voice sending a thrill through my body. “Why would you think you did somethin’ wrong?”

“All of my stuff is gone. It’s like I’ve never been here. For Kim and Fox to do this to me, I must have messed up really bad. They’ve never mentioned wanting me to leave before now and suddenly all of my things have vanished into thin air,” I state, wiping the tears from my face as I stand up and square my shoulders.

“Baby girl, I’m tellin’ you, you did absolutely nothin’ wrong. We’ve been talkin’ and I know you want to get out of their house. While you won’t be livin’ on your own, you won’t be here right now,” Killer lets me know, turning me to face him. “I moved all your things over to my house. It’s not far from here and you’ll be able to see anyone you want whenever you want.”

“Why would you do that?” I ask him, astonishment filling my face as I stare up into his dark eyes.

“Because this saves the club from havin’ to keep a guy on you. You’ll be at my place where I can watch over you. When I’m not there for club business or whatever, a guy will be on you. That’s it. We can talk about you gettin’ a job and even goin’ to school if that’s what you want,” he says as if it’s no big deal.

“I’m not sure if that’s a good idea,” I start hesitantly. “I don’t want to be somewhere you bring women. I’d rather not see, or hear, that.”

“You’re the only woman who has ever stepped foot in the door at my house. No one has ever been inside, so you don’t have to worry about that,” he informs me, dropping a huge bomb on me.

“I guess. I just don’t think it’s gonna work. If it’s all the same to you, I’d rather go there now please. I have a lot to do before tomorrow morning,” I state, trying to tamp down my panic at the thought of staying with Killer in his house.

“What do you have to do?” he questions me, his eyes opening a bit more and his voice turning harsh.

“Just an appointment. It’s a standing one I go to every week,” I answer evasively. 

Kim is the only one who knows I go to a meeting at least one time a week for domestic violence survivors. I’m sure Fox knows too because my sister doesn’t keep secrets from her man. It’s why I haven’t told her all of the details about growing up with our sperm donor. That’s how I’ve taken to thinking about our father. He’s nothing more than a man who donated sperm to create Kim and me.

Killer ended up taking me back to his house that night. When we got there, he made us dinner and told me to explore the house after showing me where my room and belongings were. He’s got a gorgeous two-story home not far from the clubhouse. It sits back in the woods so it’s not noticeable from the road. If you didn’t know where you were going, you’d honestly miss it completely.

I parked my car outside of his four-bay garage while he rode his bike inside. When the door was open, I could make out at least two more bikes, a car, and a truck parked inside the massive building. He seems to have a thing for vehicles and bikes. Though, his love of bikes isn’t shocking in the least. Every single member of the club loves bikes and the freedom they feel riding on them. It’s something I’ll never experience.

Walking in the front door, there’s a living room with sliding doors facing the hallway on the right side. To the left sits a regular door that’s closed. Killer told me it’s his office and I’m not allowed in there. No one is. Walking further into the home, we pass a set of stairs heading for a large kitchen. All the appliances are stainless steel, and it looks virtually untouched. I love the space and openness of the room. Especially all of the windows letting you see the beauty of the nature surrounding you.

Killer points out the laundry room off the right of the kitchen along with a small hall leading to a game room and bathroom downstairs. While he remains in the kitchen, I make my way back upstairs. There are several doors filling the hallway. Three on the right with two on the left and one at the very end of the hallway. My room is the last one on the left. It’s huge. I have a walk-in closet, large bedroom, and my own bathroom. In the bathroom, I have a whirlpool tub with a separate shower. The shower alone is big enough to hold several people comfortably.

After exploring my room and seeing all of my things placed around the room, I venture out and hesitate outside of Killer’s room. The rest of the house is bare. There aren’t any personal touches in any room I’ve been in so far. The living room literally has a large wraparound sofa, one recliner, two tables at the ends of the couch, and a giant TV mounted on the wall. There is nothing else in the room. No pictures fill the wall space or anything so I can get a glimpse of who Killer is when he’s not in full-on biker mode.

My hand is just about on the doorknob of his room when I hear him walking up the steps. Quickly I rush back into my room and softly shut the door behind me. My heart is pounding as it races while trying to leap out of my chest. I can’t seem to catch my breath as I hear him laughing in the hallway. I’m not sure why he’s laughing but now isn’t the time to find out. On shaky legs, I make my way to my bed and sit down so I can calm down a little bit.

“Sparrow, dinner will be ready in about a half hour,” Killer says loud enough to penetrate the door.

“Okay,” I call back.

Standing up, I grab my pajamas and make my way into the bathroom. Taking a quick shower to rid myself of the day, I get out and dress in a cami with sleep pants. They’re a soft pink and my favorite set. The material is so soft and warm even though my arms and chest are exposed. Since I’m not going anywhere the rest of the night, there’s no reason to dress back in jeans or anything else. 

Dinner was an experience to say the least. Killer kept looking at me with hard eyes. He wanted to say something but remained quiet. I’m not sure what his problem is tonight. If he doesn’t want me here, he shouldn’t have moved my things in without asking me about it in the first place. So, I eat my dinner in awkward silence since I have no clue what to say to him, before heading to bed. There’s not much else I can do at this point. Apparently, Killer and I have a lot to work out if I’m going to stay here.
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Waking up this morning, it takes a few minutes for me to remember the events of yesterday. Including the awkward dinner with Killer. I didn’t hear him come upstairs last night. Apparently I was tired and passed right out. This morning I’m filled with nervous energy as I realize what I’m about to do. For the first time in my life, I’m going to share my story with other people. Not anyone I know because I’m not sure if they want to know everything I’ve been through.

In my meeting, I’ll be sharing my story with the members of my group and the counselor I’ve been seeing since arriving in Benton Falls. Denise, the counselor is amazing. She never pushes me to talk in depth about things. However, lately she’s been pushing for me to discuss things with the group. I’ve attended the meetings for a while now and I’m slowly realizing I’m not alone in what I’ve been through. However, my story is also different from theirs.

Getting out of bed, I complete my morning routine of showering and getting ready for the day. I leave my long hair down after brushing it out. I don’t bother with make-up because I have no clue how to do it the way the other women do theirs. So, I head out to my room and grab a pair of jean shorts Sam talked me into buying along with a tank top supporting the Phantom Bastards. Once I’m dressed, I put on my sneakers and head out.

Walking in the kitchen, I see Killer standing with a steaming cup in his hand as he leans against the counter. He’s only wearing a pair of grey sweatpants with his hair down. I think it’s the first time I’ve ever seen his hair down. My fingers itch to run through the strands and see if it’s as soft as I think it is. Tattoos cover Killer’s body and I want to touch them; to trace them with my fingers and look at his skin up close. 

I don’t peel my eyes from his body until I hear him clear his throat. Heat fills my face at the thought of being caught staring at my crush.

“Mornin’,” his husky, sleep filled voice almost growls out.

“Good morning. Just wanted to let you know I’m heading out. I’ll be back in a few hours,” I inform him as I turn to leave the kitchen.

“Sparrow, you need to eat somethin’,” he growls, stepping away from the counter. “I’m goin’ upstairs, so you have the kitchen to yourself. Later, we’ll go shoppin’. For now, grab whatever you find.”

Nodding my head, I wait for Killer to leave the room before I move. Once I hear his door shut, I grab a bowl of cereal and sit down at the island in the middle of the room. I quickly devour my food so I can head out. These meetings are important to me and I need to be on time, so I don’t get locked out. Especially today.

After rinsing my bowl and placing it in the dishwasher, I head out. My purse and keys are on a table just inside the door. Picking them up, I make my way out to the car I’ve been using since getting here. Fox got it for me once I passed my driving test. They wanted to make sure I had a reliable car to use while getting around town. Fox is the one who does regular maintenance on it. While he’s got it to work on, I always have a loaner car from somewhere. I don’t ask too many questions because it’s not my business. If they want me to know something, they’ll let me know.

Leaving Killer’s house, I make my way into town. It doesn’t take me long to get to the community center on the opposite side of town. We always meet here while Denise has her office in a building right downtown. Today is always a busy day at the community center because so many different programs are going on.

After parking my car, I remain in my seat for a few minutes. My hands are tight on the steering wheel as I try to convince myself to head inside. When I finally pry my hands away, they’re shaking and I can feel the sweat coating them. My heart is beating faster than normal, and I feel as if I’m going to be sick. Finally, I get out of my car and slowly head inside. I feel as if I’m walking to my death instead of facing a room of women who have been through similar things as me. It’s too bad I’m so consumed with my own thoughts I don’t see someone following me inside the building.
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Killer

I SET MY alarm to be up early this morning. Gwen doesn’t think I know where she’s going this morning, but I do. She’ll be heading to the community center for her weekly meeting with other domestic violence survivors. I’ve followed her several times since she started going to the meetings.

I had to set my alarm since sleep was almost non-existent for me last night. When Gwen walked into the kitchen in her pajamas, I almost swallowed my tongue. She was wearing a pink pair of pants with a matching tank top. What she wasn’t wearing was a bra. I could see her nipples poking through the thin material of her top the second she walked in the room. Gwen had no clue what I was looking at either. She simply doesn’t think about those things. That’s how innocent my girl is. There was no way in hell I was about to call her out on it. I want Gwen to feel safe around me. Not as if I can’t handle seeing her in her damn pajamas.

Dinner wasn’t the easy meal I’d been hoping for since it was her first night in our home. It was awkward and filled with tension in the air. Tension so thick I could’ve cut it with my knife. Gwen didn’t know what to do either. I could see her mind working as she tried to figure out what to say to me. She never says a lot to me unless she has to. The only thing I get out of her is her blushing from head to toe. Last night showed me her chest does in fact turn red when she blushes. 

This morning, I stayed still for as long as I could while her eyes roamed my body. Gwen’s eyes landed on my tattoos as they always do. She’s always looking at tattoos on everyone. Especially me. I’m not sure if it’s because she wants one or if she simply likes looking at the ink marked on everyone’s skin. I’m not going to complain about her eyes being on me though. I’ll take whatever look she wants to give me and let her look her fill when I can.

Yes, I’m a selfish fuck and want her eyes always on me. I want to be the only man she sees and get to know my body only. 

There is something different about Gwen this morning and I need to know what’s going on. She’s nervous and fidgety without even realizing she’s playing with her fingers or the necklace resting around her neck. It’s something Kim got her shortly after she moved here, and my Sparrow never takes it off. At least not that I’ve seen and I’m always looking at her.

Making a split-second decision, I head up to my room so I can get dressed. I don’t bother with taking a shower because I already did that at some point in the early hours of the morning. After making sure my hair was up and I had everything I’d need for the day, I carefully waited until Gwen left.

With my bike, I need to give her a slight head start so she doesn’t see me following her. It’s not as if I don’t know where she’s going so I can afford to be a few minutes behind her. As I pull in the parking lot of the community center, I immediately zero in on Gwen’s car. She’s still sitting behind the wheel as I park my bike in the far corner of the lot under a tree. From where I’m standing, Gwen is lost in her own pain filled world. I want nothing more than to rush to her side and take that pain away. To carry the burden from her and carry it on my shoulders.

Instead, I remain sitting on my bike until she gets out of her car. For a minute, I don’t make a move to follow her. I’m content to watch her hesitant steps carry her across the parking lot until she disappears through the doors of the center. Now, it’s time for me to make my move.

Rushing across the pavement, I don’t stop for anything or anyone. I don’t slow down until I’m through the same doors my girl disappeared through a few minutes ago. When I get to the room they meet in, I see Denise standing outside. She’s always out here to greet the members as they make their way inside the room.

“Killer, what are you doing here?” Denise asks when I stop next to her.

“You know why I’m here. How is she doin’?” I question, knowing I can’t have any details based on the law, but I can be told if she’s okay.

“It’s a daily process. I’ve told you this. I’m hoping today is a major breakthrough for her,” she replies.

“Why is that?” I immediately need to know.

“Gwen is getting up to share her story. She still hasn’t talked to Kim or anyone else, has she?” Denise questions me.

“No. None of us know how to help her. She still won’t let Kim or any of the women come to a session with her, so we know how to break down her defenses to talk to us. Denise, I need this. I need to be in there to hear what she’s been through,” I order, knowing down to my bones I need to hear her story and be there even if she doesn’t know I’m there. 

Denise looks at me for several seconds, trying to determine what game I’m playing. She’ll find the truth in my eyes about how I feel for Gwen. I won’t hide anything from her.

“If I let you do this, you better keep it to yourself. Kim or anyone else can’t know what I’m about to do. If I didn’t see how bad you love that girl, I wouldn’t even be thinking of helping you. Don’t make me regret this Killer,” she warns me.

Nodding my head, I listen as Denise tells me to wait in the hall until I hear her announce Gwen about to get up to speak. Then I can sneak in and remain against the wall. I’ll still be able to hear my girl speak from there. It also allows me to slip back out the door once Gwen is done talking. I’m only here for her and don’t need to hear what anyone else has to say. They aren’t my business.

The second I hear Gwen’s soft, melodic voice begin to speak, I’m through the door. My eyes land on her small form as she curls in on herself. Gwen is trying to protect herself even now.

“Growing up, I didn’t have your normal childhood. I wasn’t allowed to go to school. Instead I had tutors. If I got too close to them, they were quickly replaced with someone new. This process repeated until I gave up trying to let someone else in my life. Friends were only things I read about in the books I managed to hide from my father and his men. I never had a friend growing up. There was no one for me to talk to or share things with. The only thing I could do was sit in silence and realize there was nothing I could do to change it. The only time I could talk to anyone was if my father had a party. Then, kids my age were allowed to speak to me because it would allow my father to seem as if he was a kind, loving father.

“It was just my father and me from the time I turned three until a few years ago when I managed to get away from him with the help of my sister. My mom simply disappeared one day without a word. I didn’t ask about her until I turned four. That was the first day I was beaten so bad I spent almost two weeks in bed. I wasn’t taken care of by anyone; I was simply left to suffer in silent misery.

“When I was healed enough to move around, I became another servant of my father’s. At four-years old I was expected to clean, help cook, learn from the men and women who worked for him. If I didn’t do my tasks good enough, I was taken to a room and beaten again. Or I’d be locked in a closet with no food, water, or light for days on end. Even when I wasn’t in the room for a punishment, I couldn’t eat hardly any food at all.

“My room was cold with no insolation, walls, or anything else. I didn’t have toys, warm blankets, or even warm clothes to wear. My bed was nothing more than a cot placed in the middle of a desolate area in the attic with a few other people. The only time I saw the nice bedroom decorated for me was if my father was having a party or some event he needed me by his side for. Then I was permitted to enter my ‘other bedroom’ to dress in fancy clothes and make sure everyone thought I was protected and loved. The second he could, my father forced me back into the rags I was wearing, and the beatings and torture would start again.

“There isn’t a day I wasn’t yelled at for the slightest infraction. Told I was useless, a waste of space, someone who should’ve been aborted instead of born, and anything else my father could say to hurt me. I was kept dirty, unkempt, and not allowed much other than a bowl of water to wash myself up with once or twice a week. There was never any love or care from him unless people were around. People other than those who worked for him. Those people didn’t count to him because they were his servants. Nothing more than I was as his daughter.

“Every year I only had more and more work added on to my daily list of tasks to complete. He didn’t give a shit if I got any sleep, ate, or took care of basic human necessities. If I tried to get out of work, I was beaten. The only time I’d cut corners to try and get my work done was when exhaustion was taking over completely. There were so many days I could barely keep my eyes open while I tried to work in the house my father kept us all locked up in.

“The older I got, the more his men would taunt me about raping me. They wanted me and didn’t make any bones about it. From the day I got my first period, I was old enough for them. At least that’s what they told me on a daily basis. I was constantly looking over my shoulder for the men in case they decided to go against my father and rape me. Do you know what that’s like?” Gwen says, speaking slow and quietly as tears stream down her face.

Gwen’s body is folded in on herself as she recounts what she’s been through. Never in a million years did I think things were as bad as what she’s explaining to these women in the room. The feeling to race to her and hold her in my arms rushes through every fiber of my being. Instead, I fight the feelings and remain rooted to where I’m at in the back of the room. After taking a deep breath, Gwen goes on.

“When I got old enough, one of my father’s associates started to take an interest in me. His name is Neil. He didn’t have any qualms about making it known he wanted me simply to have me obey him as a trophy wife. One night, when he came over for dinner, he took things from me no man has a right to take. After dinner, Neil walked me to the room I used when company was over. Instead of letting me go in the room alone, he followed me in. That was the night I lost my virginity because Neil raped me. No one would help me or stop him. Everyone kept their distance and didn’t say a word because they knew they’d be punished.

“I had to clean myself up alone and then make my way back to help clean the house after Neil left. Until right this second, I don’t honestly know if anyone has ever been told about what he did to me. When the rape happened, he was extremely brutal, and I bled for several days. There wasn’t an inch of my skin that wasn’t bruised, cut open, or without pain. I had never felt anything like it before in my life. Including all the beatings I had in the past.

“From there, Neil would take every opportunity to use and abuse me. He would say and do things to make me feel so broken and less than a human being, I didn’t know what to do. My father wasn’t any help. The only thing he did was laugh about things and encourage Neil to keep going and saying shit. I honestly didn’t expect any help from my father though.

“It was a long time before I was rescued from my father’s hell. That was also the time I found my sister. We have the same father, but different mothers. I’m not sure what I’d do without her in my life now. Or with the Phantom Bastards because she is with one of the men in the club. Now, the only thing I wish I’d have is some freedom. I have no life experiences and I feel like a freak because of it,” Gwen finally finishes, tears continuously falling down her face as she rushes from the front of the group and takes a seat.

My blood is boiling with rage. I wish I could get my hands on the fuckers who hurt her. There isn’t any way possible for me to do that though. Not without some massive help and favors being called in. I’ll figure something out though. Gwen’s father will pay for the rest of his days for not protecting his daughter. 

While everyone is clapping for Gwen for having the courage to get up in front of them and share her story, I make my way out after giving a nod to Denise in thanks for letting me hear this. I keep my temper until I’m outside of the community center because there’s no way in hell I’m going to punch holes in the walls here. Instead, I’ll go for a ride on my bike. If that doesn’t help curb my anger, I’ll meet up with Stryker. He’ll help me get some anger out in the ring.

I practically run to my bike so I can get the fuck away from here. If I don’t leave now, I’m going to head right back inside that room I’m not supposed to be in for Gwen. Then she’ll know I heard her story and she’s not ready for that just yet. It’s one thing to tell your story to a bunch of people you see once a week. When it comes to your friends and family, it’s a completely different situation altogether. I’m not going to add that stress to her right this second.

Straddling my bike, I quickly turn on the engine and race from the center’s parking lot. For a while I simply ride around town. Part of me is waiting to get pulled over because I don’t have my helmet on. We do have a helmet law here and I don’t give a fuck about wearing it right now. I probably should be because if anything happens I’m dead. There is nothing to save me from the road or anything else I hit. Right now, I simply need to get away from the thoughts of hurting those who have harmed my woman. I only want to make things better for her. To ensure she never has anything else to worry about. 
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Chapter Three
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Gwen

KILLER IS GONE from the house most days. While he’s gone doing whatever he does for the club, I’ve been looking for a job online. It hasn’t been easy because I have no experience of any kind. However, I finally found a place that didn’t care about my lack of work experience. Unfortunately, I don’t have any experience doing what needs to be done at my new job either.

The job I got is working at an adult toy store. No one knows I’ve got a job at this point and I don’t care to tell anyone. Sometimes it sucks with everyone being up in my business. I know it’s because my sister and everyone else cares about me and wants me to be happy. However, they all seem to have to know my business and what I do on a daily basis.

Today is my first day of work and I’m not sure what to expect. I’m nervous as hell, but I’ll get through it. If I can survive my father and Neil, I can survive almost anything at all. At least that’s what I’m telling myself as I grab my purse and make my way through the door to head out for the day.

Killer has been gone for the last few days. I mean he’s here at night, holed up in his room. I barely see him, and he doesn’t talk to me unless it’s absolutely necessary. It’s almost as if the same day I spoke in front of my group, a switch flipped in him and he doesn’t know what to do with me living here. If it’s that much of a problem, I can find my own place. Fox already said he’d help me with it.

The day I spoke at group is something I don’t want to have to do again. I know it’s not realistic to think I’ll never talk to them again; I will at some point. However, it took so much out of me to share my story. Denise even learned new things she didn’t already know from our counselling sessions. Like the rape from Neil and how my father encouraged his lewd, disrespectful behavior. Or how so many different men had a hand in the beatings I suffered on a regular basis. I’m sure we’ll be discussing them in detail at my next appointment with her.

On the other hand, I almost feel free now. As if the weight of my past isn’t holding me back any longer. Now that I’ve shared my story, it seems as if I can move on fully with my life. I don’t have any restrictions anymore to stop me from accomplishing what I want to do and become.

It doesn’t take me long to get to Naughty Peach, the store I’m working at now. Parking at the end of the building, I remain in my car so I can get myself under control. I’m not prepared for this at all, but I have to do this. Now that I’m living with Killer, I have to make my own money. Hell, I’ve always needed to make my own money however Kim and Fox weren’t too happy about me trying to find a job. Even when I suggested working for the club in some capacity, I was shot down quicker than hell.

Finally, after composing myself, I take a final look at my appearance in the mirror. While I don’t wear a ton of make-up, my eyeshadow is a light color with a swipe of mascara. That’s all I wear. Even when the girls try to give me makeovers, I don’t allow them to do more than the bare minimum to me. For me, I don’t understand the point of covering my face. Not that I believe they’re wrong when they wear make-up; it’s just not for me.

Walking through the gravel filled parking lot, I notice there aren’t any cars here right now. I know Naughty Peach is open; it’s a twenty-four-hour store. I guess when you have a need for toys to use during sex, there is no time limit on it. 

The door is standing open with Mark, the guy who will be training me, is standing there smoking. He offers me a smile and steps back so I can enter the store.

“Gwen, it’s good to see you again. Are you ready to learn the ropes?” he questions me, tossing his cigarette in a can outside the door.

“As ready as I can be,” I respond, my face already turning several shades of red.

“You’ll do fine. Monday’s are usually one of our slower days. We’ll still be busy though with sorting through new stock and making sure the shelves are fully stocked. I won’t leave you alone to do things on your own. When we’re putting stock away, we’ll work in the same aisles and I’ll show you how to zone the area as well,” Mark informs me, showing me where to place my purse behind the counter.

Before we can get started on a tour of the store, the phone rings. Mark tells me to walk around a little bit while he’s taking care of the call. I walk over and see a shelf full of nothing but vibrators according to the label on the packaging. They range in size from ones so small I’m not sure what they’d be used for to extra-large. My eyes widen at the sizes of the larger ones because there is no way I can picture anything that big fitting in a human body.

That’s where Mark finds me standing when he’s off the phone with the customer. I’m so absorbed in taking them all in, I don’t hear him until his laughter fills the abandoned store.

“Are you okay?” he asks me, trying to stop laughing.

“I don’t honestly know,” I reply dryly.

“Your face is priceless right now. As red as a fire engine and a look of pure shock radiating from you. You look like a pure innocent right now,” he comments, standing straight up and pulling me from the display in front of us. “Let’s get back to work.”

The next several hours are busy as hell. Mark shows me where the clothing section is, our limited stock of shoes made for strippers in my opinion. I honestly don’t know anyone who would wear shoes like that for a man during the few minutes sex lasts. Not to mention the crotchless panties. I’ve never seen a pair of them in my life until today. Again, my face is red as hell and there’s nothing I can do about it. I foresee myself blushing a ton while I’m working here.

I’m not going to complain. The money is good, and my hours are in the morning. Plus, Brenda, the manager, is more than willing to work around my schedule for counseling and group therapy. Once I explained the situation, Brenda was happy to ensure I made it to my appointments. Those days I simply work an afternoon shift instead. Either way, I’m home before dark. I don’t like driving in the dark, so that’s a major plus as well.

Mark and I work together putting the clothes back on hangers, making sure the tables are neat and folded. We do have a few tee-shirts here displaying the store logo. I’m not sure I’d wear one when I’m not on the clock, but I suppose people out there don’t give a shit about what they wear. That’s one of the habits I’m still trying to break.

After the section is straightened out, we go to the storeroom where Mark shows me where everything we’ll need is located. I won’t have a problem since everything is labeled and the boxes also have what the contents are. Once I get a routine down that works for me, I’ll have no problems making sure everything is stocked on the floors.

Since we’re working on the clothing section right now, we grab what we need and place the boxes on a cart to take with us. It’s basically an overly large shopping cart so customers won’t trip over the thing. Mark and I work in companionable silence until a customer comes in. It’s one of the girls from the club, Mia. She’s a newer house bunny and I’m sure it won’t be long until everyone knows I’m now working at Naughty Peach. That’s not something I’m looking forward to.

“Gwen, I didn’t know you worked here,” Mia states, walking over toward us on the floor.

“Today’s my first day. Is there somethin’ in particular you’re looking for?” I ask her, trying to keep the embarrassment out of my voice.

“Nope. I know exactly what I need to get. The guys sent me with a list. All of them need something or other from here. Especially Killer. He’s got a list a mile long,” she replies, an evil smile on her face.

“That’s nice of you,” I tell her, ignoring the jab about Killer.

Like I said, everyone knows I have a stupid crush on the man. I’ll either get over it or things will get really uncomfortable around here for me.

“Well, I better be going. I’ll make sure to tell everyone you said hi,” she tosses over her shoulder as she saunters away.

“Friend of yours?” Mark questions me once she’s on the other side of the store.

“Not really. She’s one of the girls who stay at the Phantom Bastard clubhouse,” I state.

“How do you know the club?”

“My sister is with a member. They’ve been helping me out since I got here. So, I hang out at the clubhouse on family days and things like that,” I inform him, knowing I shouldn’t have even told him that much.

“Gotcha. Good group of guys. They’ve helped me out a time or two when I’ve needed it,” he lets me know.

We continue working on stocking the clothing section until Mia makes her way to the counter with a basket full of things. Mark leads me back behind the register so I can ring up her purchase. While I begin scanning and bagging everything for her, Mia makes her way over to the clothing section. She comes back with a pair of the cheapest looking shoes I’ve ever seen in my life along with a few other pieces of lingerie. More power to her I guess.

My face is flaming red at the tubes of lube, vibrators, and other things the guys will use when they have their fun at the clubhouse. Instead of my mind remaining firmly off of Killer, I try to imagine which of this stuff is what he wanted her to get. Still I don’t say anything as Mia watches me.

“Are you sure you should be working here?” she finally questions me when I have the last of her items scanned.

“Why would you ask me that?” I demand of her, knowing she’s only trying to start problems for me.

“Well, you’re too virginal for a place like this to begin with. Second of all, I can guarantee you haven’t told your sister or anyone else from the club you’re working here,” she states as if she knows a thing about my life.

“I can do whatever I want to. Last I knew, I was of legal age to make my own decisions,” I state with annoyance and sadness tinging my voice.

“I know you’re at least eighteen or you wouldn’t be at the clubhouse as much as you are. I don’t believe for a second you’re a day over twenty-one. Are you?” Mia questions me, that evil smirk of hers back in place.

“You don’t get to know anything about me,” I tell her, giving her the total of her purchase.

Mia takes the hint when Mark comes up behind me and places a hand on my shoulder. I don’t bother turning to look at him as Mia hands over the cash and waits silently while I put in the amount she gave me and hand her back the change.

“Thank you for shopping at Naughty Peach. Have a great day,” I tell her with a fake smile pasted on my face.

“I’d say the same, but I think your day is about to get a lot worse,” she taunts, grabbing the bags I set on the counter for her. “I wouldn’t want to be standing too close to her when the guys from the club show up.”

“I’m not afraid of them at all,” Mark responds as Mia gets to the door.

His deep voice sends a tremor through my body. Turning my head, I take a long look at my co-worker. He’s cute in his own way. Mark has blond hair he’s currently wearing in a spiked mohawk. There are huge holes in his ears where it would normally be pierced. There’s also a ring through one side of his nose and another one through his lower lip. Mark’s clothes are baggy so I’m not sure what his body looks like. Though I can see a few tattoos peeking from the sleeves of his black tee-shirt.

If I weren’t so hung up on Killer, or working here, I may just try to date Mark. Instead, he’ll simply be a friend and co-worker. I think I’ll like having him as a friend though. He seems protective without being over the top like the guys in the club. A genuine smile covers my face as we walk from behind the counter and get back to work.

The rest of my day at Naughty Peach goes much the same. Before long, Mark is letting me ring up customers on my own when we get one in. By the time our shift is done for the day, we have the entire store stocked and ready to go for the next person, Carla. She’s grateful for our hard work as we punchout and leave for the day.

Getting in my car, I let the heat of the interior sink in my bones and close my eyes for a minute. I’m going to need my strength for whatever happens when I get to Killer’s place. I’m not sure if he’ll even be there or if he’ll say a word to me about working here, but I want to mentally prepare myself just in case. It’s not like I’m looking forward to anyone saying a word to me about working here or anything else I do in my life.
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Chapter Four
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Killer

INSTEAD OF GOING to work at one of the club’s businesses today, I’ll be heading out to Shadowville. Renegade has a bitch that’s been giving them a hard time and Slim agreed to take her off his hands. Apparently my President thinks we can manage her better than Renegade’s crew. If she wants to act out here, she’ll be out of the club without a second thought. We don’t deal with that shit. Half of the women have left because we don’t tolerate them fucking with the ol’ ladies and the rest are slowly learning to get along with Jennifer, Shy, Sam, Gwen, and the rest of the women.

There’s only one who I think is going to be a problem. Her name is Mia. She’s only been here a few days. Instead of being grateful we’re giving her a roof over her head, money, and food to eat, Mia thinks she’s entitled to anyone and anything she wants within the walls of the clubhouse. She’ll have a rude awakening coming to her soon when she finds that shit out.

Mia is short and slender. She’s so skinny I wonder if she’s on drugs because I haven’t seen the woman eat in the few weeks she’s been with us. She’ll drink and fuck the men, but that’s it. We could all have a plate of food with the ol’ ladies sitting in the common room and she’s the only one with a drink and nothing else in front of her. Even the other house bunnies have been eating with us in the common room when the ol’ ladies are there. Shy wants them to feel as if they’re more than just holes for us to fuck and they’re beginning to intermingle with one another. It’s a slow process.

Anyway, Mia has bleach blonde hair that’s definitely from a bottle. Her roots have been showing since she walked through the door. Instead of her pale blue eyes shining and showing any sign of life, they’re dead and lifeless. I’ve never even seen a smile appear on her face unless she’s causing trouble. Then it’s more of an evil grimace instead of a real smile. She’s got trouble written all over her. Especially when the ol’ ladies and kids are around, and Mia struts her ass around the clubhouse wearing barely enough clothing to cover her tits and ass. More than once we’ve yelled at her for her pussy showing when the kids are around. She simply laughs it off and doesn’t change.

Usually the house bunnies stick together, and they want nothing to do with her ass. I’ve really never seen anything like it. We’re gonna end up tossing her out on her ass before too long; it’s a guarantee. Plus, I’m not sure she’s not here as a rat or something. If that’s the case, we’ll call in Summer to deal with her ass. Hopefully Summer is around when the time comes.

Today we all made a list of shit to get from Naughty Peach, the adult toy store on the outskirts of town. Instead of being aggravated about having to go get all the shit we put on there, Mia acted like we only trust her to get our things for us. That’s not the case at all. We’re telling her she’s nothing more than our bitch. I’m not sure if she’s too dumb to realize what we’re doing or if the years of bleaching her brittle hair is going to her brain.

I won’t be touching the skank. You couldn’t pay me to touch her with someone else’s cock. She’s got patch chaser written all over her. Honestly, I can’t even remember how she came to be a house bunny at the clubhouse. She kind of just showed up one day. I’ll have to double check with Fox to see if he did a full background on her yet.

Anyway, I’ve picked up one of the SUVs and our Vault will be riding out with me. He may be a patched member, but I don’t think he’s earned shit yet. Not with the way he’s been acting out since losing Hound. We all miss our fallen brother, but he’s taking it to the extreme. Won’t even talk to his brother Valor. If they do talk, it almost comes to blows. Hopefully today he can get his head out of his ass.

“Let me know if you need to stop. I don’t plan on it unless we absolutely have to. Want to be home before dark,” I tell him, knowing he’s probably not gonna say a word in response.

“Not a problem for me. I have some things to do as soon as we get back anyway,” he replies, looking out the window.

“What’s that? Drinkin’ till you can’t see straight again?”

“Nope. I know I’ve been an ass of epic proportions. That’s why I’m leavin’. For good this time. I only came back to get my shit,” he informs me. 

“You’re leavin’ the club?” I question the young man next to me. “What about your family? Annabell?”

“She doesn’t need me. I’m no good for her,” Vault tells me, finally looking at me instead of out the window. “She’s goin’ to college and build a good life for herself. I’m nothin’ more than a member in the club who saved her when no one else could. My family is gone. I’ve got myself and that’s it. Too much shit around here reminds me of the one person I’ll never have back in my life.”

“Look, we all miss your dad. A lot. That doesn’t mean you have to leave everythin’ you love behind,” I let him know, realizing this is the most he’s talked since we buried Hound.

“I already talked to Slim about what I need to do. You’re gonna have church when we get back to give me a final answer,” Vault says, turning his attention back out the window.

“What’s that?”

“Movin’ to Cedar Bay and openin’ up my own chapter of the club. I’ve already talked to Slim about it. There aren’t the reminders there of my dad and I can get away from everythin’ here,” he tells me, keeping his gaze firmly locked on the passing scenery.

Not only am I shocked to shit right now, I know everything here isn’t what Vault wants to get rid of. He wants to get rid of Annabell. Even if he doesn’t say the words, he’s running from her. Vault isn’t a complicated man to figure out. He loves with everything in him and takes shit hard. Not only that, but he keeps to himself. There isn’t a single person he’s talked to about the loss of his father. Or what he truly feels for Annabell. We all know he wants her as his ol’ lady but he won’t take that step.
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