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To my family and friends that have supported my dream to write a book. Without you, and your patience, none of this would have happened. I love you all!

Dear Readers,

First, I would like to thank you for taking a chance on a new author and buying my book. This is the first book in a series involving the main characters of the Wild Kings Motorcycle Club.

Please excuse any language and grammar mistakes as I did the edits by myself. If you find errors, please send me a message and I’ll correct them and update the book.

I would also like to take a minute to explain that I do not know anyone in a motorcycle club, or any motorcycle club. Information that I obtained was strictly through research online and talking to some individuals that know guys in clubs. So, this story is my version of a club and that is it. It in no way reflects any motorcycle club in real life.

Also, please note that there are instances of abuse, rape, and kidnapping involved in this story. So, it may trigger a response in victims that have suffered through these forms of abuse. Please take that into consideration when you are reading this story.

Thank You,

Erin Osborne
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Skylar

Have you ever had one of those days where you just want to start over? You know as soon as you wake up that it’s going to be a horrible day? Well, that’s the way my day is starting. I woke up late and my two-year-old twins, Jameson and Reagan, were already up. I had no hot water, and today is muggy as hell. I’m already ready to go back to bed and have a do over. Unfortunately, that doesn’t work for two-year-olds. They’re ready to go now. So, we make our way downstairs after getting dressed and I get them breakfast. I’ll just have some coffee and then we’ll head down to my stand. Well, I would have coffee if I could find any. One more item to put on my list of things to do today. It seems like I always have a list that’s a mile long and I never accomplish any of it. At least that’s the way I feel.

They are in their high chairs to eat their cereal while I load the car up with all of the treats that I bake for my stand. I don’t have a fruits or veggies stand. No, I make a bunch of baked goods and sell them in a stand by the road. Baking is something that I love to do, and it calms me when it feels like shit’s blowing up around me. Some would say I love to bake because it feeds my fat ass, but that’s not the case. I really don’t even eat what I sell.

I finally get the car loaded up with the food I just made and everything’s ready to go except for my two crazy kids. I get them in their car seats and we head down. The kids go in the building that I had built down here so that I wouldn’t have to worry about them while we were down here. It’s got everything they could need; an AC, a radio, a TV for nap time, toys, and playpens for them to lie down in. Plus, the front is screened in, so I don’t have to worry about what they’re doing, I can see in. Making sure the door’s closed, I start to unload the pies, cookies, brownies, jam, and homemade fudge. It’s all piled in the stroller, so I can take it in and then bring the other stuff out to fill the stand.

We’ve been down here for a little while and there hasn’t been anyone drive down the road. This is surprising because enough people in town know that I have the stand and they usually make the trip here to see what I have. Plus, my grandma’s friends always stop by to say hi and make a purchase or two. I think it’s because they promised her they would keep an eye on me when she started getting sick and I moved back home full time.

Right now, we’re playing in the middle of the floor for a few minutes before I lay them down for their nap. I start picking up their toys and they help me so that I can put in their favorite movie while they fall asleep. Hopefully it won’t take them forever today, so I can turn on the radio. Hearing a car pull up, I check on the kids before I head back outside.

“Hello.” I say looking up to see a gorgeous woman standing there looking at everything.

“Hi. I’ve passed this stand a bunch of times now, and thought I’d finally stop and see what you have.” She says.

“Did someone new move in somewhere on the road? I’ve never seen you before.” I ask.

“You could say that. The club bought the old factory down at the end of the road and we’ve been fixing it up. We finally have a kitchen, so I get to be lucky enough to go grocery shopping for all the pigs.”

“Oh. I didn’t know anyone bought that place. Well, there’s stuff here and if you don’t find something you like, I might have it inside.” I say standing off to the side and looking in the building.

“Actually, I’ll take a bunch of the fudge, brownies, and cookies. Probably a little bit more than what you have out here of those.”

“Okay. Let me help you load this up in your truck and then I’ll grab some more from in the building.”

We spend the next few minutes loading everything up in the back seat of her truck. I tell her that I’ll go in the building and hand stuff out to her since the kids are sleeping.

“Well, if you think it’s gonna wake the kids up, then I can come back later and get it.”

“No, it’s fine. They sleep through anything. I was just going to start my car and get it cooled down a little bit before I get them up to head back up to the house anyway. I have a ton of stuff to do and didn’t plan on staying down here for long. My hot water tank isn’t going to fix itself.” I say heading inside.

It doesn’t take us long to load the food up in her truck. So, I go to start my car, and nothing happens. What the fuck? I try again thinking it’s just being stubborn and get nothing again. Like I said, today is a great fucking day. One more thing to add to my never-ending list of shit. The woman comes over and stands by my open door.

“Can I help? I mean I could take you up to your house in my truck. If you want me to, I can call my brother and have him come look at your car. He’s one of the mechanics for the club.”

“Um...Yeah that sounds good. If it won’t be too much trouble.

“He’s good. I promise he can get it fixed for you. It probably won’t even cost that much to fix.”

“Money’s not the problem. I just like to take care of things myself. I’m used to doing it. So, I just figure out what’s going on and then I try to fix it without making it worse.” I say laughing because more times than not, I end up messing everything up and have to call someone in anyway. “So, maybe I won’t try to fix my car by myself since I have no clue about cars at all and I’ll just break more things.”

She laughs as she’s digging through her bag to find her phone. “I know how that is. Well, I’ll call him and see when he can get down here. I’m Bailey by the way.”

“Oh, um...I’m Skylar.” I say shaking her hand.

Bailey moves over closer to her truck to make her call. While she’s on the phone I go back closer to the building so that I can check on the kids again. I decide to start bringing out replacements for what Bailey bought while she’s on the phone. So, I grab the stroller and load it up. As I make my way back outside, I see her standing there waiting for me.

“My brother said that he’s on his way to look at your car. They weren’t doing anything at the clubhouse except waiting on me. He should be here in a few minutes. Do you want me to help you put all this stuff up?”

“No. I’m fine. Thank you though.”

“It’s no problem.”

It’s not long before I hear a loud rumble coming down the road. I don’t know how I haven’t heard motorcycles come by the house before now. They’re loud enough that the kids would have heard them too. Unless we were out back at the pond or they were sleeping or something. Shading my eyes, I turn towards the sound.

I see two motorcycles pulling in by my car. I don’t know anything about them, but these two look nice. Really nice. They both have a ton of chrome. One’s a deep, dark blue and the other one is almost a cherry red. Both are shined up to the point that the sun is glaring off of them. Once the guys pull in and shut them off, they both get off them. One guy doesn’t come any closer to us. He chooses to lean against his bike. Damn! He’s one of the most gorgeous men I’ve ever seen. As the other guy walks closer to us, I see that he’s just as gorgeous. Holy shit! These men are sexy as hell. I can feel my mouth drop open, and I think I just drooled a little bit. Bailey just smirks at me like she knows exactly what I’m thinking.

Both guys are over six feet tall, they have tattoos that disappear under the sleeves of their tees and more muscles than I have ever seen on a man. At least on a man that wasn’t on the cover of one of my books or a magazine. They are both wearing jeans, tees, boots, and vests over their tees. Looking closer, I can see that both of them also have their eyebrow and lip pierced. Let me tell you, it works on them.

The guy leaning against the bike has long, dark, curly hair. It’s so dark that in the right light it almost looks blue. I can’t tell what color eyes he has because he’s wearing a pair of sunglasses. He’s got a scowl on his face that looks like he’s pissed at the world and wants to be anywhere else but here. His face is covered in just enough stubble to make him look sexy and dangerous. The jeans he’s wearing fit his muscular thighs perfectly and his shirt stretches tight across his chest.

Moving my gaze to the other guy, I see that he’s wearing a smirk on his face. It’s one of those smirks that melts a woman’s panties off and says that he rarely takes anything seriously. He’s got the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. His hair is a bright red that’s styled in a faux hawk. This guy is leaner than the other one, but he still has muscles. And his clothes fit him perfectly, like they were made for him.

“What’s up sis?” The guy with the faux hawk asks walking even closer.

“Skylar’s car won’t start. She turns the key and gets nothing. “Oh, Skylar this is Joker and that asshole over there is Cage. Guys this is Skylar.”

“Um...It’s nice to meet you both. Thank you for taking the time out of your day to look at my car. I don’t know what happened. If you could just let me know what’s wrong with it, I’ll see what I can do about fixing it.” I say turning my attention to Bailey. “Uh, I think that’s going to be twenty dollars for the food.”

“No. I couldn’t pay so little for it. It’s got to be more than that.” She says.

“Uh uh. I don’t charge a lot for it at all. It’s not like I need the money. I just do it to have something to do.”

As I’m talking to Bailey, I hear Jameson calling out for me from inside the building. I look in thinking that both kids are just waking up and he doesn’t see me. Nope, Reagan is having a seizure in her playpen. It’s not her first one, and I’m sure it won’t be her last one. But, I’ve got to get her to the hospital now.

“Bailey, can you take us to the hospital?” I ask running in the building.

All three heads turn towards me as I run back out with Reagan in my arms and Jameson following behind me. Joker runs over to Bailey’s truck to open doors for me, telling her to get her ass in the truck. Cage comes running over with the car seats and puts Jameson in his before buckling it in and shutting the door.

Joker

A bunch of us are sitting around at the clubhouse waiting for Bailey to get back with the groceries so we can get lunch and then finish working on remodeling the place to fit our needs. I’m sitting at a table with Cage, Grim, Irish, and Glock talking and having a beer. Grim’s telling us more about what he wants to do to this place when my phone rings. Looking at the screen, I see that it’s Bailey.

“Sis, what’s wrong?” I ask.

“Well, nothing with me. I stopped at the stand down the road to see what they had, and the owner’s car won’t start. Can you take a look at it?”

I start laughing. “Why call me about it? Let her man take care of it.”

“I don’t think she has one. She’s already talking about repairing her hot water tank and said she didn’t know what she was doing. I’m guessing she has no hot water right now.”

“Hmmmmm. Well, at least she tries right? I mean that’s more than I can say for most women I know.”

“Please. She needs help.” Bailey pleads with me.

“Yeah. I’ll be right there to help her out.” I say hanging up the phone. “I’m out. Gotta go help some chick down the road.”

“Why’d Bailey call you if it’s just some chick?” Grim asks.

“I think she found her next lost soul to save. You know how she is. Someone needs help and she wants to run to the rescue. This time I got recruited to help.”

I head out to my bike and see Cage behind me. Yeah, knew he’d be coming. Where one of us go, the other one follows. It’s how it’s always been with us. We do everything together, live together when we’re not at the clubhouse, work together, and fuck together. It’s just not as fun fucking some girl if Cage isn’t there. We both fuck with chicks without the other one from time to time, but usually it’s both or neither. Now, we’re ready to settle down. It’s just not so easy to find someone that wants both of us for the long haul.

Pulling myself out of my head, we pull into the yard by a car. I notice there’s a huge building right behind it with an attached generator. Maybe she stores her food in here. That’s a lot of food to fill this building though. There’s a woman standing by the stand filling it back up with food. I’m glad that this chick’s car broke down today. She looks absolutely stunning. As she walks closer to Bailey, I almost have to pick my jaw up off the ground. She’s short with thick thighs, an ass and tits that make a man want to get lost for days, blond hair down to her ass, and the clearest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. What’s even better is the way she just practically undressed both of us while checking us out. Yeah, I saw that shit.

“What’s up sis?” I ask walking closer to them.

“Skylar’s car won’t start. Skylar, this is Joker and that other asshole is Cage. Guys, this is Skylar.”

She thanks us for coming over to look at her car and tells us to let her know what’s wrong with it and she’ll handle getting it fixed. Now I know what Bailey meant when she said she needed help. This woman wants to do everything for herself with no help from anyone. I guarantee that she hated having Bailey call us.

I walk back over to her car and Cage pops the hood, so we can figure out what’s going on with it. I’m trying to keep her in my line of vision and listen to her and Bailey talk but it’s not working. She’s talking quietly to Bailey and keeps her back firmly facing us. It’s almost like she doesn’t want to look at us, or she doesn’t want us anywhere near her. Well, that’s going to be a problem if we have our way. She will be near us, under us, over us, any way we all want.

Cage

As soon as Joker got Bailey’s call and took off, I followed his ass. And I’m glad as fuck I did. This chick is stunning. Not only is she a man’s wet dream, it’s that she doesn’t even see herself that way. You can tell by the way she won’t look at either one of us. Other than the thorough eye fucking she gave us when we pulled up. Now, it’s like she can’t get away from us fast enough. So, I’m going to see what’s wrong with her car and give her a little space. For now. There’s definitely something with her. No one has ever made my breath catch or my heart start to race the way one look from her did.

I see her go to the building when a little voice calls out to her and she immediately asks Bailey to take her to the hospital. When she takes off running inside the building, I wonder what the fuck is going on. Running back out I see her carrying a little girl that looks to be having some sort of seizure. A little boy is following behind her. Joker runs over to open the back door for her. So, I grab car seats and run over with them. I put the little guy in one and strap it in before they take off. I pull out my phone calling a prospect. I tell Blade to come in the tow truck and take Skylar’s car to the garage so that we can work on it. Hanging up, I swing my leg over my bike.

“I take it we’re meetin’ them at the hospital?” Joker asks moving towards his bike.

There’s no need to answer him. We know each other so well, that all we have to do in most cases is look at the other one to know what kind of mood he’s in, what he’s thinking, and when he’s going to act. It’s worked wonders in the past when we had to handle shit and be completely silent when doing it. So, I gun my engine and head towards the hospital knowing that he’s going to follow. Today, we found the woman that we’re going to spend the rest of our lives with. She just doesn’t know it yet.

When we make our way into the hospital, Bailey’s sitting in the waiting room. She looks up when we walk in and her mouth drops open. I guess she wasn’t expecting us to follow them here.

“What’s up guys?” She asks.

“We just came to make sure everythin’ was okay with her. What’s goin’ on?” I ask.

“I don’t know. She’s got her son back there with her right now. Her daughter had a seizure or something. They’re in the back waiting to see what the doctor wants to do.”

“Does she know you’re waitin’ for her?” I ask her.

“Nope. But I know she doesn’t have any way home and the car seats are in my truck already. So, I’m here until I know what’s going on.”

I motion for Joker to follow me out in the hallway.

“What’s up Cage?” He asks me.

“You know she’s the one, right? She’s the one that’s gonna be ours.” I say looking at him.

“I kind of figured that out. But yeah, I agree completely with you.”

“It’s not gonna be easy, I can already tell that. If it were, she would have been all over us at her place instead of ignorin’ us. We’re gonna have our work cut out for us.”

“I know. I don’t have a problem puttin’ the work in. In the long run, it’s only gonna be beneficial to us because we’ll have the woman we want and won’t have to worry about anythin’ but keepin’ her happy.”

“Alright. We’re gonna have to figure out what we can do now.”

“Bailey said that she plans on doin’ all sorts of repairs and shit alone at her house. We can start by helpin’ her out with them. I know for one that her hot water tank is broken. Bailey’s pretty sure that she doesn’t have any hot water right now. We’ll start by gettin’ her to let us look at that for her.”

With a plan set, we turn to go sit with Bailey just as Grim comes through the doors. I wonder what he’s doing here.

“What’s up Pres?” I ask when he gets close to us.

“Nothin’. Just wanted to make sure everythin’ is okay. Blade and Irish came back with the car you had them tow, but you weren’t around.”

“We’re good here. Just followed Bailey to make sure her new friend was okay.” Joker says.

“Mmhmm. I’m sure that’s all it is!” Grim says grinning like a fool.

Skylar

I’m lost in my own thoughts as I carry Jameson back through the waiting area. What I see has me stopping dead in my tracks. Not only is Bailey still sitting here waiting for me, but her brother and Cage are also here with another guy. He’s just as hot as Joker and Cage. This guy has brown hair that touches his shoulders. He also has the warmest brown eyes. I can see tattoos on him too.

“Um...Wh-what are you guys still doing here?” I ask looking at Bailey.

“I’m here so I can take you home, or bring you whatever you need depending on what’s going on with that cutie back there. My brother and Cage showed up right after you went in back and Grim showed up to make sure everything was okay.”

“Oh. They’re taking her for an MRI and she’s already been given the anesthesia so I’m taking Jameson to get some lunch from the cafeteria.” I say looking at Jameson. “You don’t have to wait for us. We can find a ride home some way. I’m sure you all have things that you need to get back to. Besides, this is nothing new for us."

“That’s crazy! Right now, I’m going to go with you and handsome here to the cafeteria and I don’t know what these fools are doing. Let me grab my purse.” Bailey says as the guy I haven’t met walks up holding it out to her. “Well then, Grim this is Skylar and Jameson. We’re going to eat.”

As we go to walk away, I can see out of the corner of my eye that the guys are following us to the cafeteria. I guess we’re going to have company for lunch then. I don’t know why they’re following us, but I guess we’ll find out.

“Mama, I hungy.” Jameson says into my neck when we get in the cafeteria.

“I know baby. What do you want to eat?” I ask.

He points at the pizza and a fruit cup. I grab his food along with a milk for him to drink while grabbing a cheeseburger for me and an iced tea before we get in the line to pay. It’s a little hard to hold Jameson and get my money out of my pocket. Just as I go to set him down on the floor, a hand reaches over me holding out money and I hear a deep voice rumble at my back telling the cashier that he’s paying for our food along with his. I look up to see Cage and his eyes that are a steel grey.

“Oh, sorry.” I mumble. “I’ll pay you back as soon as we get to the table.”

“Don’t want your money. If I didn’t want to pay, I wouldn’t have done it.” He says picking up our trays and nudging me to move towards the tables.

Once we pick a table Cage sits down on one side of me while Joker brings up a high chair for Jameson. He then sits down on the other side of Jameson leaving Bailey and Grim to sit on the opposite side of the table. I put Jameson’s food in front of him after cutting up his pizza and he digs in. Looking up, I see Grim staring at me.

“Can I ask what you meant upstairs when you said that this was ‘nothin’ new to you?” He asks me.

I don’t know why he would care, but I answer him all the same. “Oh, my daughter Reagan has a cyst on her brain that causes her to have seizures. It messes with the pattern in her brain wave. They don’t know what the trigger is when it happens, so we just take it a day at a time with her. Right now, she’s in between medicines because her system couldn’t tolerate the last one. So, we’ll have to go see about putting her on a new one this week.”

“Isn’t there anythin’ they can do so she doesn’t have them?” Joker asks.

“No. If they remove it, the tissue under it will still be damaged and if they drain it, it will just fill back up with fluid. We just need to find a medicine that will help control the seizures and I take her for regular testing to make sure there’s been no changes. Other than that, I have to watch how much time she spends in the sun.”

No one says anything more to that. We all just continue eating and laughing at Jameson being his goofy self trying to copy the adults. It actually is helping to relieve a little bit of my tension being around these people. They don’t know me, or my kids, and yet they are spending their time sitting in a hospital with me. When everyone’s done eating we make our way back upstairs to wait for the doctor to tell me that Reagan is in recovery.

I sit in a chair with Jameson on my lap, Cage is to my right, and Joker’s on my left. Cage puts his hands out to Jameson and he can’t get off my lap fast enough to go to him. There is something about these people that calls to him apparently. The kids don’t even go to my parents or sister like he just did. Not that I would go to my family members either. Hell, when the kids do see their dad, they hide behind my legs from him.

About an hour later the doctor comes out and tells me that I can take Reagan home when she’s ready to leave. He says that at this point nothing has changed with the cyst. So, now all I have to do is take her to her neurologist this week and see about getting her put on a different medicine. She should be able to avoid having the blood work since she had it done today. This pleases me because it breaks my heart watching her scream and cry when they poke her with the needle.
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Chapter Two
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A few weeks later

Skylar

Since the day I met Bailey, Joker, Cage, and Grim, at least one of them has been at my house almost daily. When Joker and Cage come here, they do stuff around the house that I haven’t had a chance to get to. The first thing they did was fix my hot water heater. It was toast, so I had to get a new one. Now, they’ve mowed my huge yard. That was an enjoyable sight. Cage did the mowing while Joker did the weed eating. Neither one of them wore a shirt when they were out there. I may, or may not, have looked out my windows watching them. My gutters are now fixed and cleaned, the kid’s swing set and other outside toys are put together in the area I started setting up for them, and the grill area is set up at the back of my house.

Bailey comes over a lot to visit too. She usually catches me either baking, cleaning, or down by the stand. We usually spend our time just talking and playing with the kids. It’s been kind of nice to have another female around to talk to and laugh with. I don’t have any friends that I spend time with. Of course, there are people that I see in town that I talk to, but it’s not the same as having a friend. I consider Bailey a friend, though I don’t know what she considers me.

One day we were sitting in the kitchen talking and she mentioned that it’s getting to be a little too much living at the clubhouse full time. She asked me if I knew of anything in town that was for rent. I don’t, but I know where she could get a little space to call her own to rent. Half of my basement was turned into an apartment. My grandma wanted to make sure that I always had somewhere to come that was all my own.

“Are you sure that you don’t mind renting this space out to me?” Bailey asks after we make our way downstairs and I show her the apartment that consists of a bedroom, bathroom, and living room.

“I’m sure. It’s just sitting here anyway. Besides, you spend time here and know some of the lay of the land. I mean the only part of the house you haven’t seen now is the upstairs.”

“Thanks. Do you mind if I use the gym down here? It’s okay if you don’t want me to, I was just wondering.”

“No, that’s fine. I haven’t been able to use it at all. So, it will be good for someone to use it. How does five hundred a month sound for rent?” I ask.

“That sounds pretty fucking cheap. I’ll also chip in for groceries and I’ll watch the kids if you need me to.”

“Sounds like a fair trade. You can start moving in whenever you want. It’s not like I’ll be going anywhere. Uh, not that I need to be here anyway.”

“Okay. I’ll talk to the guys and have them help me out in the next few days.”

I guess that was one thing I didn’t count on when I made the offer, seeing Joker and Cage more. Probably along with the rest of the members of their club. Too late now though. Offering Bailey a tour of the whole house, we exit through the French doors she has in the apartment. We walk up the side of the house to the wraparound porch. This is probably my favorite part of the house, other than my bathroom and the pond. Entering the kitchen, you can pretty much see all the rooms down here with the open floor plan. There’s the kitchen with an island and a ton of counter space, a pantry, tons of cupboard space, and a stand by the door I throw my keys and shit on. You can look straight into the dining room with the large table and past that to the living room. The living room contains a large TV that’s mounted to the wall, my kick ass sound system, and my wraparound couch. I wanted to have room for the kids to play so I might bring a stand for the end of the couch in here, but it’s not my main concern right now. The only room you can’t see is the bathroom that’s down the hallway on the way to the staircase.

I lead the way upstairs where there are five bedrooms and a bathroom. My room is the first one. It has my grandma’s old bed in the middle against one wall, there’s a walk-in closet, and the master bathroom. I just remodeled the bathroom so there’s now his and hers sinks, a huge soaking tub, and a shower with multiple shower heads and room for a few people at least. There’s also a bench on one wall of the shower. The kid’s rooms are next. Each one is tailored to them. Reagan’s is all little girl with pink walls and butterflies and fairies on the walls. Jameson’s room is painted a light blue. On his walls are race cars and motorcycles.

“Oh, I have to say I like the bikes on little man’s walls.” Bailey says rumpling his hair.

“Yeah. His room was done when we first moved here almost a year ago now. How fitting that a biker’s sister would now be moving in.” I say laughing.

“The guys will love this.” She says excitedly.

“Um...There’s no reason the guys would need to come upstairs to be able to see his walls.” I say looking at her like she knows something I don’t know.

“Don’t kid yourself! They want you and it’s only a matter of time before they have you. Well, I’m gonna go back to the clubhouse and get a load of my stuff ready to bring over. I should be back for dinner though. If you don’t mind company.”

“That sounds good. I’ll start making it soon so it’s ready by the time you get done. I think tonight we’ll have meatloaf, mashed potatoes, asparagus, and for dessert I think I’ll make a cheesecake or something.”

“Holy shit girl! That’s a damn good dinner. I think I’ll leave the cooking up to you and I’ll just eat the food you make and get fat!”

“If you don’t want that, I can make something else.” I say looking down.

“Hush! That sounds good for dinner. I was just picking on you. Whatever you make will be good.” Bailey says.

She gives me a hug and walks out the door. I go and check on the kids before changing to go clean the kitchen and then get started on dinner. My cleaning clothes consist of a pair of booty shorts, a tight tank top, and a bandana tied around my head to keep the stray hairs out of my face. My hair is up in a messy bun. The only time I ever wear these clothes are when I’m cleaning and I’m home alone. No one else needs to see my fat hanging out, and the kids don’t care what I look like. I figure I have enough time with Bailey going to the clubhouse to clean, start dinner, and then get changed before she comes back.

I’m cleaning out one of the bottom cupboards singing Better Than Me by Hinder and shaking my ass in the air. The monitor is next to me, so I can hear if Reagan and Jameson wake up. Other than that, I can’t hear shit. I certainly don’t hear when someone comes walking in my kitchen door and comes to a dead stop watching me. I’m not alerted until I hear a noise coming from the doorway.

“Fuuuuuuck!” Cage says.

“Damn!” Joker says at the same time.

I try to hide really quick behind the island while turning down the music, embarrassed as hell that anyone saw me in clothes like this. Unfortunately, the guys come around each side of the island and see me sitting there with a blush covering my whole face and down my chest.

“Um...I guess I’ll go get changed since you’re here.” I say.

“There’s no need to change because we’re here baby girl.” Cage says. “I’m actually enjoyin’ the view right now.”

“Yeah. There’s nothin’ wrong with what you’re wearin’ baby.” Joker says.

“I don’t dress like this in front of people. This is my cleaning outfit.” I say starting to get up and go to my room.

“Baby girl, I’m serious. Please don’t change. Obviously if we weren’t here you’d be comfortable. We see nothin’ wrong with the outfit, so don’t go. Continue doin’ what you were doin’.” Cage says looking at me like I’m his next meal.

“Like I said, I don’t usually wear this in front of other people. I’d be more comfortable if I changed. Too much shit hanging out for the world to view.” I say turning away.

“Baby, stop talkin’ that shit and leave the outfit on. We’re only gonna be here a minute. We came to see if you needed anythin’ from town when we go for Bailey.”

“No, I’m good. Thanks though.” I say turning back to the cupboard that I was cleaning.

I think the guys walk out the door as I start putting all of my pans back in the cupboard. But, Cage is still here sitting at the island. He’s just watching me put everything away. So, I just go about my business and pretend he’s not there. He doesn’t make it easy on me though. I can feel him watch my every move. Thankfully, I’m saved by the kids waking up. Grabbing the monitor, I make my way upstairs with a shadow.

“I’ll help get them downstairs.” Cage says. “Besides, I wanna see little man’s bedroom. Bailey told us about the bikes on the walls.”

That explains it. I knew she would spill the beans on his room after the way she reacted. While he’s getting Jameson, I go in and get Reagan up and changed. I meet Cage and Jameson in the hallway and we all head back down to the kitchen. We put the kids in their high chairs and I get them out a snack. I must have left the remote too close to Jameson’s high chair because all of a sudden, the music is blaring throughout the house. It so happens to be Lookin’ For A Good Time by Lady Antebellum. Cage just looks at me.

Cage

When Joker and I walked in the house earlier and saw Skylar shakin’ her ass in the air to the music wearing booty shorts, I thought I was gonna lose my shit. I felt like a fifteen-year-old and almost came in my pants. Usually she wears clothes that are at least two sizes too big for her, so to finally see her curves on full display was like gaining entrance to heaven.

We had decided that when Bailey told us she was going to be moving in there that we would help out. Anything to see Skylar. So, we went inside to see if she needed anything from the store. Since Joker and Bailey went, I decided to stay behind and spend some time with her one-on-one. She started cleaning again until the kids woke up, so I helped her get them ready to bring downstairs. Once they had their snack and she had her back to them, I slid the remote for the radio closer to Jameson, so he’d turn it up. The kid didn’t disappoint me, he turns it up full blast. Some country song about lookin’ for a good time came on and I couldn’t help myself.

“You lookin’ for a good time baby girl? ‘Cause I can show you one. Joker and I together can make it even better.” I say moving closer to her.

“No. I’m really not looking for a good time. And I’m sure that’s all I’ll be to you. I’m sure you have no problem getting the girls to have a good time with you. You should go find one of them.” She says getting all sassy with just the hint of an attitude.

“That’s easy pussy.” I say. “I’m not lookin’ for that. I want you. We both want you.”

“Well, I’m not interested.” She says turning around.

I grab her arm and turn her back around. When she faces me, her hand lands on my chest and she’s closer now than before. I can see her breath catch and I’m sure her pulse speeds up.

“We both saw the way you eye fucked us when you first saw us. Also saw you watchin’ us out the window whenever we were over her doin’ random shit for you. Especially the days we weren’t wearin’ our shirts. You want both of us. We’re not lookin’ for a quick fuck, we want you and us together. As a couple and a family.” I say leaning into her.

I cup my hands on each side of her face and stare into her eyes as I move in slowly. There’s no way I’m not kissing her right now. My lips meet hers and I don’t move for a full minute, waiting to see what she’ll do. When she doesn’t push me away, I lick her full bottom lip and gently nip it. She gasps, and I take advantage of that. I sweep my tongue in meeting hers. I start exploring her mouth as she brings her arms up around my neck, tangling her fingers in my hair. Before any more can happen, I start to pull back just as the kids start clapping and laughing.

Skylar pulls away from me and turns to face them. I can see that she’s flushed and has a look of desire and need in her eyes. Yeah, she was into it. That won’t be the last time that happens. Poor Joker had to go help Bailey and he missed out. His shitty luck!

“Um...That can’t happen again.” She says backing away.

“It can happen again, and it will. You’ll see. It’s only a matter of time before it does Skylar.”

Skylar

Holy shit! Cage can kiss. It was like an invasion of the best kind. He tastes of mint and something uniquely him that’s amazing. Even though I tell him it won’t happen again, I know I want it to. And I’m not going to put up much of a fight if I get the opportunity to kiss this man again. My panties are so wet, just from his kiss, that I should probably go change now.

“Can you watch them for a minute, so I can change?” I ask him.

“What’s the matter baby girl? Someone’s panties soaked now?” He asks smirking at me.

“I just need to change.” I say.

“No. I think you need to stay dressed the way you are. That way you’ll remember what I do to you. I bet you’re so wet right now and that’s just from a kiss. What do you think it’s gonna be like when it’s Joker and me together? When we’re doin’ more than just a kiss?” He asks me.

“I don’t know.” I admit, not going to change.

Bailey and Joker are back and I’m glad so that she can remain as a buffer between the guys and me. Joker and Cage have the ability to break me, and I can’t let that happen. I don’t think I would survive an assault from them only to find out they’re saying what they have to in order to fuck me and leave after with nothing more from them. The guys take a seat at the island as Bailey heads out the door. No, she needs to be in here.

“Baby, Bailey said she’d be back in a minute. She had to get somethin’ out of the truck.” Joker says.

“Oh. Okay. Well, I’m gonna start dinner. So, I guess I’ll see ya later.” I say turning to the fridge to start getting out what I need.

“Nope. You’re stuck with us for the night. Bailey told us what you’re makin’ and we decided that we wanted more of the good food you make.” Joker says coming over to me. “Cage told me what happened between the two of you earlier. Don’t think I won’t be gettin’ a taste myself. I will when you least expect it baby.”

There’s no reason to even respond to that. He told me what his intentions are, so I guess I better prepare myself for it. Right now, though, I better start dinner since there will be guests. After I put the meatloaf in the oven, I turn on the potatoes and then start making the cheesecake. There’s fruit topping that they can put on it when it’s ready, so it really doesn’t take me that long to make it. It only feels like it does because of the people watching me. Bailey is sitting with the guys talking about some party they went to while the kids are playing in the playpen. I’m moving around the kitchen making everything so that it gets done as close together as possible. Once I put the asparagus on, I can take a break. I grab a beer from the fridge and sit by the playpen, so I don’t interrupt their conversation. How is it possible that I feel like I’m a fourth wheel in my own home?

“Well, I guess I’ll be upstairs for a little bit. I’ll be down before the food’s ready to come out of the oven and stuff. The potatoes are low enough that they shouldn’t boil over.” I say picking the kids up.

“You don’t have to leave the room baby girl. We’re just talkin’.” Cage says.

“Oh, it’s fine. I got things to do up there and it’s time to put the kids on the potty.” I say leaving the room.

Joker

What the hell is going on with Skylar? We’re sitting here waiting for her to sit down for a minute with us, and as soon as she has everything cooking, she leaves the room. That isn’t our intention, we want her to sit with us. I mean if the kids have to go to the bathroom, fine. But, don’t use it as an excuse to leave the room.

I’m going to find out what the hell is going on, so I follow her upstairs. I see the bathroom door open and I peek around the corner. She’s sitting on the floor in front of Jameson who’s sitting on a little potty. She doesn’t notice me, so I stand and watch her interact with him. They’re singing some song while he’s sitting there. He’s trying to sing I should say, it’s the cutest thing I’ve heard. Unbelievable, she’s got him singing Free Bird by Lynyrd Skynyrd. Who the hell is this chick?

When he’s done, she helps him up and puts a new pull up on him before redressing him. She turns around and screams when she sees me standing there. Holding her hand over her heart, she moves past me to get Reagan after putting Jameson in his room. Once she has Reagan sitting on the potty, I move into the bathroom and sit on the edge of the tub near her.

“So, baby, why don’t you tell me why you ran upstairs as soon as you got all the food cookin’? Don’t say it was to get the kids to go to the bathroom either. There’s a bathroom downstairs. You had no intention of comin’ back down until you had to, did you?” I ask her.

“No, I’m not going to come back down right now. I’ve got about twenty minutes or so before I have to come get everything out. You were having a conversation amongst yourselves and I didn’t want to be a fourth wheel. I’m fine up here.” She says while looking at Reagan. Skylar seems to be able to say more of what she wants when she isn’t facing Cage or I.

“Who said you would be a fourth wheel? We were just hangin’ out talkin’. It isn’t any reason for you to hide out up here.” I say to her back.

“You’re talking about things I know nothing about. So, yeah, I’d be a fourth wheel. I’m used to having the company of only the kids, so it’s not a big deal.”

“It is a big deal when the whole reason Cage and I are here is to spend time with you. If we didn’t want to spend time with you, we would be at the clubhouse, the strip club, the bar, anywhere else but here. Please come back down and hang out with us.” I say pleading with her now.

“Fine. But don’t expect me to say anything or contribute in any way. It’s hard for me. I’ll be down in a little bit.”

“Okay. Just so I know you’re gonna come down, I’m takin’ Jameson with me. No hidin’ from us Skylar.” I say turning and walking out before she can say anything else.

Skylar

I end up going back downstairs just because Jameson’s down there. If Joker hadn’t taken him down there, I’d still be upstairs. The guys are still sitting at the island and I see Bailey setting the table. I didn’t go upstairs so that she’d set the damn table. Putting Reagan in the playpen, I go over and help her finish the job.

“I would have gotten this when I came back down.” I say to her.

“Don’t worry about it, I wanted to help out. I’m certainly not a cook like you are, so I figured I could set the table for you.”

“Well, thank you. I wasn’t expecting it.”

We finish the job in silence and then I go start checking on dinner. I don’t want to burn anything. Just as I open the oven door, I feel arms wrap around me. Looking over my shoulder, I see Cage standing behind me.

“What can I do to help baby girl? You don’t need to do all this shit alone.” He asks me.

“Well, I’m used to doing it alone. But, if you want, you can drain the potatoes. I’ll mash them when I get this out.”

Cage grabs the pan after putting the colander I hand him in the sink. It’s so weird to see this huge man standing in my kitchen helping me out by draining the potatoes. Even when I was with the kids’ dad, he never helped me do anything. I was expected to have dinner ready and hot when he walked through the door. It didn’t matter to him that I never knew when he was going to get home. It’s nice to have him help me in the kitchen. It’s different, but a good different.

It doesn’t take us long to get dinner ready to put on the table, so they sit down. There’s music still playing in the background and the three of them are still talking about things that happen at the clubhouse. I’m just standing here fixing the kids a plate. They’re sitting in their high chairs patiently waiting for me to hand them their food. I put Jameson’s plate in front of him first and then get to work on Reagan’s plate. As soon as I get them their plates, I go in the kitchen to make sure that I didn’t forget anything.

“Baby girl, you’ve gotten the kids plates for them, made an amazin’ meal, we have everythin’ we need at the table. Come on and eat. If we need somethin’ we’ll ask where it is and get it ourselves. You’re not our damn slave!” Cage says leading me back to the table.

I sit down and a plate full of food is sitting in front of me. What the hell? They think because I’m fat, I’m gonna eat enough food to feed about ten people. Yeah, that’s not how much I eat.

“Baby, quit thinkin’ shit. It’s written all over your face. Cage saw you weren’t eatin’, so he gave you his plate, so you would have one ready. Now sit down and eat. Whatever you don’t finish, him or I will. This food is amazin’!” Joker says shoveling another mouthful in.

“Okay, I’m eating.” I say taking a bite right when Jameson decides he needs to throw his fork on the floor. I go to get up and get him another one when Bailey stands up.

“Just tell me where they are, and I’ll get him another one.” She says heading for the drawers.

“They’re in the drawer by the sink. The kid’s silverware is in the back. Thank you.”

We eat the rest of the meal in relative silence. They talk and try to bring me into the conversation, but I still have no clue what they’re talking about for the most part. So, I sit in silence watching the kids. I manage to eat a little less than half of what’s on the plate before Cage takes it from me. After getting the kids cleaned up, I take them upstairs to put them in the tub, so I can start getting them ready for bed.

“Sky, you up here?” Bailey calls out.

“Yeah. Just getting the kids in the tub so that I can lay them down. They didn’t take a very long nap today, so I’m gonna lay them down soon.”

“Oh, okay. Well, I’ll get started cleaning the kitchen.”

“No, I got it. It doesn’t take me long with them. I was planning on doing it when I got done here. I didn’t have you move in to clean the house or anything like that.” I say looking at the kids in the tub.

“You cooked for us. The least I can do is clean up. I’ll see ya when ya come back down.” Bailey says going back downstairs.

I quickly get the kids washed and dressed in their pajamas before I lay them down and grab the monitor before heading downstairs to help finish cleaning the kitchen. When I get down there, the kitchen is spotless. The dishes are done, counters cleaned, and everything is put away. I see the guys sitting in the living room flicking through the channels and Bailey’s waiting for me in the kitchen.

“So, the guys wanted to stay and watch a movie. Is that okay with you?” She asks me.

“Yeah, you guys can watch something. I’ve got movie channels and there’s movies in the cabinet by the TV” I say getting ready to head back upstairs.

“Nope. You’re watching it with us. That’s the only way they’ll stay.”

“I don’t know why it matters. You guys are more than welcome to do your thing. I can go up and read in my room.”

“You know why they want you in there. Come on Sky, they want you and they want to spend time with you. Give in and do something for yourself for once. Besides you won’t win against them. They’ll wear you down until you give in eventually anyway.”

“Fine. I just don’t get what game they’re playing Bailey. I mean look at me and then look at them. They’re hot as fuck and I’m just not. I’ve got two kids, I don’t work, not that I need to, and I really have nothing to offer either one of them. Let alone both of them.” I say cleaning an invisible spot on the counter.

“You have a huge heart, an amazing talent in the kitchen, you get pissed when you need to, and you have a protective streak a mile wide. I think when it comes down to it, you’re loyal as fuck, you don’t seem to lie, and I think you know when to keep your mouth shut. Any man would be fucking lucky to have you and you don’t even know it.” Bailey says looking over my shoulder.

“I doubt that. But thanks for saying all of that. Now, I’m serious, you guys have fun and I’ll see you in the morning or whenever.” I say.

The next thing I know, I’m being hauled over a shoulder. Looking down, I see Cage’s fine ass. Can we say caveman tendencies? I’ve never been thrown over anyone’s shoulder just because they think they can or whatever. There’s no point trying to fight him since I know he overpowers me, so I just go along for the ride. He plops down on the couch and puts me in his lap. Well, first I get carried over here and now apparently, I have my seat chosen for me. Looks like I’m going to be watching a movie with them.

“Now, baby girl, we’re goin’ to watch a movie and you’re gonna join us when we do. There is no hidin’ out anymore when we’re here. You think we’re here to see Bailey and we’re not. It’s easier to have a reason, besides you, to be here because she lives here now. But, if we’re here then it’s because we want to see you. Deal with it. Yeah, we overheard the conversation in the kitchen, and you have so much more to offer than you even have a clue about. We’ll show you and give you no choice but to trust us.”

“We’ll see. I’ll have so much fun when I get to say, ‘I told you so’. I’m not what you think I am. Now, put a movie on or I’m going to bed.”

Bailey hits play on the remote and the movie comes on. I slip off of Cage’s lap and sit between him and Joker and grab my throw blanket off the back of the couch. This is how I usually watch movies, no matter how hot it is. Cage pulls me over to lay my head on his thigh and my legs end up in Joker’s lap. Joker rubs his hand up and down my calf and thigh as we watch the movie. Well, they watch it and I concentrate on Joker’s hand rubbing my leg and Cage’s hand running through my hair. All they’re doing is working on putting me to sleep.
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Chapter Three
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Two months later

Skylar

After the night Bailey moved in and I made dinner for everyone, the guys have been over almost every day. Sometimes we just hang out in the house, other times we play outside with the kids, we’ve gone for walks, and just sat talking. It’s never really anything personal on my end. I’m not ready to open that can of worms to anybody just yet. I have learned a ton about them though.

Cage is pretty silent about himself, but I have still managed to learn about him. I know his parents died in a car accident when he was younger, and he didn’t have any brothers or sister. When the accident happened, he went to live with his cousin Glock, who’s also in the club, and he’s been best friends with Joker since they were little. He’s twenty-nine and he wants a huge family because he didn’t have one. He does now with the club, but it was only him until he moved in with Glock’s family. His real name is Deaclan Greene, and he doesn’t really like it.

Joker wants to be the life of the party always. He’d rather be laughing and playing around than serious any day of the week. He’s twenty-seven. His sister is obviously Bailey and there’s only the two of them. He was practically born into the club since his dad was a member before him. His dad is still a member even if he doesn’t go on runs and to every event they hold. Their mom is also involved in the club still She helps organize events and still cleans and stuff around the clubhouse. Apparently, it gives her something to do and lets her keep an eye on her kids. Joker’s real name is Levi Johnson.

I’m hanging around the house cleaning and shit while the kids are sleeping. Yes, I’m in my cleaning clothes. I guess I didn’t learn from the first time they came in the door and saw me in them. This time I’m cleaning the living room, not much in there to clean though. Cage is the first one through the door and he stops dead in his tracks causing Joker to run into him.

“Baby girl, I love it when we come over and you’re cleanin’.” Cage says walking over to me.

“Yeah. I think we need to have some sort of signal so that we can show up whenever you’re cleanin’. Love seein’ that ass shake while you dance and clean baby.”

“Please. My fat ass is hangin’ out of my shorts and I look like a hot mess.” I say arguing with them.

“Baby girl, you got it all wrong. You look great! And as for your ass hangin’ out, that’s what I like the most. You’re not fat, you have curves that mean when I finally get to sink my cock in you, you’ll be able to handle what I give you. I won’t have to worry that I’m gonna break you or that I’m goin’ to hurt you because you’re skin and bones. This ass,” Cage says grabbing my ass in both hands, “was made to hold on to while fuckin’.”

He leans down and kisses me. This time, it’s not some leisurely exploration like the last one, it’s full on demanding. Cage leaves me no choice but to melt into him and kiss him right back. One hand is still holding my ass and the other one grabs the back of my neck holding my head where he wants it. Joker comes up and stands behind me. He wraps one arm around me and uses the other one to turn my head away from Cage. His lips meet mine.

“Not missin’ my chance this time baby.” He murmurs against my lips.

Joker nips my bottom lip and then slides his tongue over it, taking the sting out. I gasp, and he seizes his chance for entrance. His kiss is sweet and tender. A full exploration of my mouth and tangling his tongue with mine. I thought Cage tasted good, but Joker tastes just as good. There’s a hint of beer and a taste uniquely him. Cage starts grinding against me as Joker pushes closer to me. Before too much can happen, I hear Jameson on the baby monitor.

“Saved by the kids. Sorry, this happens to me. You don’t want someone that gets interrupted by kids.” I say going upstairs.

The first thing I do is turn the monitor off, so they don’t hear anything from up here. I need a few minutes to compose myself after that double assault. Holy shit! Unfortunately, Bailey comes up and finds me in little man’s room. She takes one look at me and smirks like she knows exactly what just happened in my living room.

“Sky, we’re going to the lake. Why don’t you and the kids come with us?” Bailey says leaning on the door frame.

“Oh, um...I’m good here. Thank you anyway.” I say concentrating on Jameson.

“Nope. I’m not taking a ‘no’ from you. I’ve been asking you to do things with us since we met, and you always answer with a no. It’s time you get out and socialize with more than these two cute kids here.”

“I’d love to, but I can’t. Really, I have to limit how much time Reagan’s in the sun, you know this. We don’t ever go to the lake because I can’t watch that there. Sorry.” I say moving into Reagan’s room.

“Fine. We’ll just have a cookout and shit here then. I know you and the kids disappear in the back when it gets hot out. What’s back there?” She asks.

“Oh, there’s a pond back there. I can watch the sun intake when we’re down there because I had another building built out there like the one by the stand. I just had them put in a bigger screened in area, so I can watch the kids if I’m floating around the pond.” I tell her changing Reagan.

“You’ve been holding out on me Sky.” She says. “This is perfect. We can have a cookout at the pond then. I’m going to let everyone know. You can go to the store with Joker to get shit we need. Cage and I will get shit sorted out here and wait for everyone else to get here.”

“I guess I don’t have a choice now do I?” I ask rolling my eyes. I don’t want to spend time with a bunch of people I don’t know, I’m not good in large crowds.

Joker

Bailey comes up with the idea that we all go to the lake and invite Sky to go with us. We want to find a way to get her with the group and hang out, but we aren’t quite ready to have her come to a party yet. She’s only met Grim and we want her to meet the rest in a somewhat controlled environment where she can feel comfortable. Bailey comes bouncing back downstairs and tells us of the change in plans. This is even better than we hoped for since we’ll be at her house and we can control who comes here.

“Levi, you’re up. It’s time for you and her to go shopping. You need to get enough food to feed everyone that’s coming. I’m not gonna wipe out her food for this.”

“Who all do you plan on havin’ here? I don’t want to overwhelm her.” Cage asks.

“Grim, Glock, Irish, Caydence, Kenzie, Tank’s in town, and probably Ma and Pops.” Bailey says pulling out her phone.

“That sounds good for now. I think she’ll get along with the girls. And if Ma and Pops are here, maybe she’ll relax.”

Just as Bailey starts calling people, Sky comes back downstairs. She’s wearing loose jeans and a baggy tee. Why the hell does she insist on hiding herself? Reagan and Jameson are in her arms looking at the three of us standing here waiting for them.

“Baby, it’s just you, me, and the kids. You ready to roll?” I ask her, taking Jameson from her arms.

“I’m ready I guess. I just have to grab my purse and we can go.” She says heading towards the kitchen.

“I’ll text you when we’re on our way back.” I say to Cage.

I follow Skylar out to the truck and help her put the kids in. When we got here, I switched the car seats from Bailey’s truck into mine. As soon as the kids are in we climb in the front and I take off. Skylar won’t even look at me, she just stares out the window watching the scenery pass. I know she’s shy, but this seems like she’s terrified of being alone with me. She’s gotta get comfortable around us sometime.

“Baby, what’s wrong? Today’s supposed to be fun, yet you look like you’re about to be sent to your death.” I ask taking her hand and putting it on my thigh.
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