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Gunner ‘Fox’ Stevens

As the tech guy for the Phantom Bastards, I spend most of my time behind a computer screen. I use it to my advantage for more than just finding assholes who like to hide in plain sight. No one believes me capable of violence and getting revenge for the wrongs done to people I love. They’ll all find out when a man decides to get my woman. She is the love of my life even if I haven’t claimed her officially and made her mine in all the ways I want to. Kim is my ol’ lady and the love of my life no matter what she feels about situations standing in our way.

Kim 

I’ve been with Fox for so long. He’s my best friend and the love of my life all rolled into one. No, I’m not claimed by him and we’re not married. However, I still spend my days with the ol’ ladies of the club. My past comes back to haunt me in ways I never thought it would. After moving several times and changing everything, the one man who has fought to destroy my life is back to get me. I don’t want to bring the club into this; it’s my battle and mine alone. Until it’s not.

Will one man ruin any chance of happiness we have? Can I get my happily ever after with the man of my dreams?
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This book is dedicated to a special little girl, Grace. You are an amazing person and I love talking on the phone to you when we get the chance. Your stories are great, and you always make sure I’m not lost! I love that you’ve named a character or two in the worlds I create. Grace, you bring true joy and happiness to those around you and I’m grateful every day you’ve let me into your world. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. You’ll always have a special place in my heart!
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Kim

THE LAST MONTH has been hectic. Not only with work and trying to spend time with my sister and her family but trying to avoid calls and messages from Rusty as well. It’s not easy to avoid the man because of how he’s operating this time. I’ve been getting calls from random numbers. None of them have the same area code, messages from social media accounts that have just been created, and emails from accounts I’ve never worked with before.

I’ve debated so many times about telling Fox about what’s going on because I can’t lie to him. Not only do I suck at lying, but there’s no way in hell I want to hide things from the man I love. Fox puts up with my shit. He has been for so long now. On top of my attitude and wanting to do everything on my own, my medical issues don’t help matters. I spend more time in bed or on the couch than I do being able to go to the clubhouse or on rides with my man. He’d handle Rusty and the bullshit he’s bringing to our door in a heartbeat, but I don’t want to get him involved just yet.

I’d rather know what’s going on and try to have a plan in place when I go to him. It’s the only way I’ll be able to feel as if I have some sort of control over what happens. If I don’t, Fox and the club will bulldoze over me and take matters into their own hands. I’ll be put on lockdown if it gets too bad and won’t be able to see my sister and nieces. Killer won’t allow anyone to put the safety of his girls in jeopardy and I completely understand it.

Thoughts of what Rusty did in the past haunt me and have been since I first got his call a month ago. After the first call, he’d randomly call every few days. When I wouldn’t answer those calls, he began to email me once again. There’s no way he can contact me on social media because I have him blocked on everything. Over the last week, Rusty has managed to find a way around that though. He’s creating fake accounts to message me, send me friend requests, and leave comments on posts on my business page. I delete the comments and block the new accounts, but it seem to be taking up more of my time than actually being able to work.

Rusty started out as any other client. I began designing a few book covers for him since that’s what I mainly started out doing. Then I added other services such as making logos for authors and the series they wrote, coming up with graphics for any teasers they wanted made of the books for promotional purposes, and finally I added designing websites that were easy to use for the author and reader. He took full advantage of each service as I began adding to what I provided.

I’m not sure what changed or why he put all of his focus on me. One day he simply began calling me pet names and wanting to get into more personal conversations. That’s not how I operate my business. Only my personal friends get called anything other than their name by me. With Rusty being a client, there was no way in hell I was going to let him become anything more than a client of mine. I’ve never mixed business with pleasure and that’s just my personal belief.

Before, when Rusty was stalking me, he broke into my home on multiple occasions. I’ve never disclosed what happened at the time to anyone other than the police when I called them to document everything going on. The more reports I had to back me up, the more I kept hoping I’d be able to eventually get an order of protection against him. Not that I truly believed a simple piece of paper would stop him from doing whatever he was planning on doing.

I never told anyone every single piece of my underwear was ripped to shreds or how I found multiple cum stains on my bedding and in the bathroom on my nightgowns and other pajamas. The cops know, and I’m sure Fox knows. There isn’t a doubt in my mind about him doing a full background check on me which would show any police reports I’ve filed in the past. 

Forcing my thoughts to get off Rusty, I shut down every program I don’t need on my computer so I can try to begin focusing on work. Sam is currently working on a few books covers for authors she’s been beginning to work with while I have a few new ones who have booked various work with us. Sam’s just starting to get comfortable with the clients she’s been working with, so I’m trying not to hand over any others to her. She’ll let me know when she’s ready to take on more work.

I’m trying to work on a project I have for a new client. She’s a new author and wants the works. I have two covers to design, a logo, and a website for her. It’s taking me even longer than normal to even begin figuring out what I want to do for her. This new author is also going to be a guinea pig for a new aspect to the business I’m trying to break into. I want to be able to add creating book trailers for my clients. The more we can offer authors, the less people they’ll have to go through. It makes things easier in mind because one person handles all of their graphics and can continue incorporating the same feel to each of their promotional items.

As much as I try to concentrate looking through photos, my mind continues to wander to the situation I once again find myself in. Getting out of my chair, I decide it’s time to take a break. If I don’t try to clear my head or get away from the pictures I’m looking at right now, I’ll end up doing horrible work and not making the client happy. I’ve spent too much time building up my reputation to let Rusty fuck with my mind enough to fuck with someone else’s work. He doesn’t get to live in my headspace and fuck with every aspect of my life again.

Walking with a limp to the kitchen, I pull out what I’ll need to make myself a sandwich. Grabbing some chips and a bottle of water, I take my food to the living room so I can watch some mindless TV as I eat. Sitting down, I set my phone on the arm of the couch as I pull the lever to release the foot of the recliner. It’s the one way I’m sure to get comfortable when I sit out here. Fox bought a new living room set so the couch has recliners on the ends and massage controls. I utilize them on a daily basis.

My phone rings, startling me out of my head as I set my plate down on my leg before reaching over to answer it. The number comes up as unknown. At the sight of another blocked number calling me, my heart begins racing while the palms of my hands become covered in sweat. I don’t really want to answer it, but it could always be someone I know that’s using a burner phone for whatever reason. The guys use them when they’re out on the road. Not typically to call family, but we never know what’s going on.

“Hello?” I answer, keeping the phone to my ear as I look around the house Fox and I share.

“Kim, it’s good to hear your voice,” Rusty says, his voice deep and filled with gravel. “You really need to stop avoiding me. It’s not good for business.”

“You don’t want to conduct business with me. You’re playing mind games and trying to get me to lose my shit. I have people at my back this time. You won’t find me,” I tell him, keeping my voice as strong as I can while my body trembles uncontrollably.

“That’s where you’re wrong, baby. If I already know you’re in Benton Falls and I got your new phone number, it’s just a matter of time before I find out where you live. No one can keep you from me. You’re mine and you’ll find out exactly what I’m willing to do to make you realize that fact. Kim, I suggest you make things easy on yourself by letting me know where you are. Now,” he threatens me, his voice raising louder as he speaks each word.

“Fuck you, Rusty. You’re a pathetic excuse for a human being. Leave me the fuck alone!”

Hanging up my phone, I toss it on the couch next to me. My appetite is completely gone as I stare at my plate. I keep my focus on breathing deep as I run my hands down the jeans I’m wearing today. The only goal on my mind now is calming myself down so I can push the devil from my mind. To focus on making my world right once more.

Rusty making an appearance after over a year and a half of no contact is not good for my appetite or peace of mind. Even if I do decide to let Fox know what’s going on, I won’t be able to rest until I know the asshole is either sitting in a prison cell or he’s buried six feet down with no marker to let anyone know where he’s at. I honestly don’t believe anyone would miss this piece of shit with the way he’s acting toward me. He’s psychotic.

I take a deep breath and close my eyes. Forcing the thoughts of the most recent phone call from my mind, I debate taking my pain medicine today. I try not to use it on a daily basis, but some days the need is there. Everyone around me hates when I suffer because I’m too stubborn to take my medicine. They don’t understand because they don’t have to live with the pain I do daily. My family and friends aren’t the ones missing out on their lives because they’re sleeping from the effects of the medicine.

Letting myself doze off, I know I won’t fall into a deep sleep. It’s been weeks since I have gotten a full night’s sleep. Instead of sleeping, I take cat naps until I toss and turn so much I’m worried about waking Fox up. He’s done everything in his power to help me exhaust myself and I still can’t sleep. It’s frustrating to know Rusty is winning. He’s beating me and I’m powerless to stop him from invading my mind.

I’m pulled from my light sleep when my phone begins ringing once again. Startled I almost fall from the recliner as my body jerks and jolts from the nightmare I was in. Pain fills me as I slowly and cautiously pick up my phone. This time, I know the caller as I try to calm myself before answering. Keira will know something is up if I answer right this second.

“Hey K,” I answer after taking several deep breaths.

“Kim, how are you doing?” she asks, her voice as bubbly and upbeat as normal. 

“I’m okay. Just trying to work on some new clients. How are things going there?”

“Great. The kids and Blade are keeping me busier than ever. Part of me can’t wait for them to move out while the other part hates they’re so grown already,” she answers, sadness tinging her voice. 

“How are your books coming?” I ask, changing the subject because I don’t believe I’m able to have kids since it hasn’t happened yet and is a sore subject for me.

“That’s why I’m calling. I’ve got a new duet coming out and I wanted to know if you’d work on the covers for me. It’s an MC again so I’ll need a new logo and everything. I also wanted to see if you could work on updating my website.”

“Yeah, I can definitely do that. Um, I have a few things coming up that are hard deadlines for sure. Do you have a timeframe for your work?”

“These won’t be released for a little bit. Why don’t we make plans for you to come visit when you’re done working on the new clients and I’ll be able to get an idea of what I’m looking for this time. There are some new models I’d love to put on the covers so it will give me time to buy the images I want.”

“That will work. I’m sure it will be just me because Fox has been busy as hell with the club for the last month and a half. You know how it is.”

“That I do. Either way it will be good to see you. Let me know where you want to me and we can. I’ve been spending time at the clubhouse so we can meet there or at the house. You’re choice.”

“We can work at the clubhouse. It’s not like you’re keeping it a secret anymore.”

Keira and I spend the next few minutes talking about nothing in particular. It’s always nice to catch up with the ol’ ladies of the Wild Kings. They helped me find my sister and I’ll always love both clubs for it. I will never be able to repay them for getting her out of the hell she was trapped in for so much longer than I ever was. We finally get off the phone so we can each get some work done today.

Standing up, I take my full plate back to the kitchen and dump it in the trash. I put the chips up in the counter where we keep them before taking my bottle of water and heading back to my office. Setting my phone and water down within reach, I pull up my playlist to blast music through my space. What You Give by Tesla plays through the speakers as I pick up where I left off looking for stock images to create the work for my first author. 

This time, knowing I’ll be getting out of town for a day, I’m able to concentrate on my work as I work on designing the logo and covers for my client. Once I have mock-ups ready for her to check out, I send her an email with everything. I always let my clients know to pick my work apart. These images represent their work and I want to be excited for what’s created for them. My new clients aren’t any different as I let her know to contact me as soon as she’s gone over everything to let me know about changes she wants made. 

The rest of the day is spent trying to get caught up on work and talking with Sam about a few issues she’s having with one of the author’s she works with. Sam is always having to change everything she’s done multiple times before the author will finally approve her work. My friend has a hard time accepting it has nothing to do with her and everything to do with the author.
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Fox

MY DAYS ARE always long with working for the club and anything else that may come up. I love working behind the scenes to help find the dirty little secrets so many want to keep hidden. That’s not possible when it comes to me. I can find anything online and dig up dirt that’s been tossed to the absolute back of the dark web in attempts for people to hide in plain sight. Lately it’s been even worse as I try to find property to build a new garage on and try to cut through the red tape of waiting for sales to go through. When Slim gets his mind set on something, he doesn’t want to wait to move forward.

Half the time, I’m so engrossed into my work, I end up staying at the clubhouse too late to head home. Crashing in my room is nothing new. Lately, it’s a pretty common occurrence because on top of all the work I’ve been doing for the club, I have added in trying to figure out what’s going on with Kim. She’s hiding something from me, and I have no clue what it is.

Having access to everyone’s phone has its benefit. I don’t hide the fact I’m locked into the men and women’s phones. They all know so I can track them if anything ever happens. I would never keep this from someone in the club. The only ones we haven’t done anything to their phones are the house bunnies. They come and go so often we don’t worry about them. Since I have access to Kim’s phone, I’ve been trying to figure out who’s been calling and messaging her. So far, I’ve come up with a bunch of random numbers with different area codes she typically doesn’t stay on the phone with. Other than that, it’s all the usual people like Gwen, Sam, Sally, and the rest of the ol’ ladies.

Kim is the love of my life. Her life has been horrible from the beginning all because of her father. He wasn’t a great man causing her to leave home at the tender age of fourteen. Years on the street and being bounced from one foster home to another caused her to shut down and not give too many details of her life. Gwen is the same way. The only difference between my ol’ lady and sister-in-law is Gwen is gentler than her big sister. Kim is stubborn as hell and will shut down if she doesn’t want to talk about something.

Speaking of Kim being my ol’ lady, I really need to claim her ass. In the beginning, she didn’t want me to. Always told me she knows it’s for life and she wants to make sure it’s what I truly want before taking that step with her. Now, it’s just been a matter of timing. In my heart, she’s my ol’ lady. The clubs all know she’s mine too. I just have to make it official by giving her the rag still sitting in the closet in my room at the clubhouse and her accepting it. 

I’ve learned since we started talking when to push her and when to back the hell off to give her the space she thinks she needs. Kim doesn’t always feel the best and thinks her medical issues hold her back. At the very beginning of our relationship, she tried to use that as a reason to push me away. Not believing I wanted her for her and not whether we could have sex or not. Yeah, I’d like to have kids running around the house, but if we don’t have them, I’m fine with that. If Kim wants to adopt a ton of children in need, I’m good with that too.

Kids are a sore subject for my ol’ lady though she tries to hide it from everyone. Gwen and I are the only two who really know how much it affects her that we haven’t been able to have any yet. Yeah, I’ve been trying to knock her up since we got together. I haven’t ever lied to her about it either.

Today, I’m working on finding more properties for the club to build our new garage on. Slim wants the project done yesterday and we’ve been coming up with zero. The property either isn’t big enough or the deal falls through at the very last second. I’m ready to come up with an LLC or other front just so we can get a property to go through the entire process of buying a piece of land. It seems that as soon as the seller realizes a motorcycle club is the one behind the sale, they suddenly don’t want to sell it anymore. I’ve never been so frustrated in my entire life.

As I continue to comb the realtor sites, looking for the perfect piece of land, there’s a knock on my door. 

“Yeah,” I holler out, not bothering to get away from the monitors mounted to the wall of my room.

“Fox, you still holed up in here?” Slim questions walking in with Killer as I turn my attention toward them.

“Yeah. Still lookin’ for a piece of land for us to buy. Also thinkin’ maybe we should start an LLC or somethin’ to put the land in. That way no one will stop the sale all because it’s an MC tryin’ to buy it,” I inform him, scrolling through the pictures.

“That might be a good idea. You work your magic and just let me know what’s goin’ on,” Slim answers, sitting down next to me.

“On it.”

Slim stands up and slaps a hand on my shoulder. It’s his way of letting me know I’m doing a good job. Also his way of letting me know not to bust my ass and spend all my time away from home. Since manning up and claiming Shy, Slim is all about us spending as much time as possible with our own families. I’m one of the few men here with an ol’ lady who spends more time here working than at my own house. Yeah, I could do the same work from home while Kim works on her stuff. I just find it easier to be at the clubhouse where I can lock myself away in my room and keep all my focus on the task at hand.

Kim wouldn’t distract me at all if she knows I’m working. However, she would still be a distraction because I’d want to make sure she wasn’t overworking herself or I would be fucking her nonstop. That’s what happened the last time I tried to work from home on something that wasn’t supremely urgent. We spent more time in bed, neither one of us getting work done, than we did out of it. The only time we left our bed was to get food and drinks. Kim’s the one who paid for that when she could barely get out of bed for two days after the fact.

Killer takes the seat Slim just vacated and watches as the pictures fly by. I know what I’m looking for and don’t spend a lot of time with all the bullshit Slim won’t be interested in. When I put enough properties together, they all get printed, and I hand the file over to Slim for his okay. Then we vote on it as a club before any offs are made to the people. Nothing, for the most part, is done in this club without it going to a vote.

“What’s goin’ on, Fox?” Killer questions me, taking his attention off the monitor and leaning back to open the small fridge I have in here to grab a water for each of us.

“Just workin’. What’s goin’ on with you?”

“Nothin’. I’m just concerned with you. We barely see you outside this room and when we do, you’re not goin’ home. Have you been there to spend time with Kim at all in the last few days?”

“Yeah, I have. Why is everyone so worried about whether or not I go home?” I ask him, looking directly at him instead of the screens.

“Because we all know Kim locks herself away when somethin’ is goin’ on in her life she doesn’t want to share. However, I don’t think you realize you do the same things. Instead of hidin’ away at your house, you hide behind these screens. I know you’re doin’ a job for the club so we can build this garage, but it’s more than that.”

“I honestly don’t know what’s goin’ on. Kim is keepin’ somethin’ from me and I have no clue how to help her or get to open up about it,” I finally say, hanging my head down in frustration. “She internalizes so much until she can’t anymore before openin’ up to anyone about it.”

“So, get her to talk. I know you have ways of makin’ her talk. Use them.”

“I’m not gonna fuck her until she talks. Kim’s not like Gwen or the rest of the ol’ ladies. The last time I fucked her multiple times in one day, she had to stay in bed for two days. I won’t intentionally hurt her to make her talk.”

“Fuck! I forget about her problems. Kim’s a tough bitch and she’ll let you in when she’s ready. All this shit stems from their fucked-up father and how he treated her and Gwen. They’ll both wear those scars the rest of their lives. Don’t let her push you away and forcer you to hide out at the clubhouse to give her room. I guarantee she wants you there even if she’s not ready to talk about shit yet,” Killer says, standing up and leaving my room.

For several minutes, I sit back in my chair thinking about what he’s said. Killer makes a valid point. I can’t be there for Kim if I’m hiding out here at the clubhouse. So, I make sure to shut my system down before cleaning up my room and heading out. Locking my door behind me, I make my way to the common room. Gwen and my nieces are sitting at a table with Killer and Sally. I walk over to them so I can get my cuddles with the girls in.

“Hey Fox,” Gwen greets me, a huge smile lighting up her face.

“Hey G. How are you?” I ask, bending over to pick up Faith.

Faith cuddles up against my chest as I hold her there. She’s got that baby smell all new parents and family love as her dark locks stick up around her head. It always looks like she’s been electrocuted no matter what Gwen does to try to tame her hair. I can already see curls forming in it, so she’ll have her father’s hair. Faith does tend to take after Killer while Hope takes after Gwen. He is going to have his hands full when they get older, and the boys begin to notice them. I don’t envy him one bit.

Placing Faith back in her seat, I pick up Hope to get cuddles from her too. The thing I love about Gwen and Killer is they don’t dress their girls in matching outfits or outfits that are the same but in different colors. Hope and Faith have their own personalities and their parents want them to be dressed as if they’re two different little ones. After getting my cuddles from the girls, I decline their invitation to sit with them for a while before leaving the clubhouse.

Outside, I straddle my bike and take a few minutes to look around after pulling my shades down over my eyes. After sitting in my room for so long, the sun hurts my eyes. I really have to get the fuck out of there more than what I do when I’m busy in there working. Or hiding out trying to figure out what the hell is going on with Kim. The entire situation with her is frustrating beyond belief.

Finally, I start the engine and take off, not looking back as I make my way home. I don’t take the scenic route home or stop off anywhere else. The only thing on my mind is getting home because I want to see my woman and see how she’s doing. Hopefully, Kim will be working and I’m needlessly worrying over nothing. Though my gut is telling me it’s something completely different.

Pulling in the driveway, I park my bike next to Kim’s car and shut it off. There are no windows open despite the nice day out. Kim usually has them open to let fresh air in throughout the day. Heading inside, I take my boots off just inside the door before going in search of her. When I don’t spot her on the couch, I head to her office. The door is open, and music fills the small room. I’m not sure what song is playing, but Kim is fully engrossed in whatever she’s doing for a client.

“Hey baby,” I say, walking in her room. “How’s your day been?”

“It’s been okay. Just trying to figure out some things for new customers. How’s your day?”

“Long and tiring. I’m thinking of ordering a pizza and vegging out the rest of the night. You good with that?”

“Sounds good. Let me finish this cover and I’ll join you.”

Walking over I give her a kiss, not making it quick or chaste as Kim opens her mouth from me. I devour her, pouring all of my love into this one kiss. When we’re both breathless, I pull back, and stare at her. Her eyes are hooded, and her hands shake as she tries to turn her attention back to her work. I’m not going to make it easy. It’s been way too long since I’ve felt her body under mine and that’s going to change tonight.
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Kim and I have been on the couch watching movies and filling ourselves on pizza and garlic bread. She’s been quiet through the night and I haven’t pushed her. If I do, I won’t have a chance of getting my dick wet. I know she wants it to happen just as bad because I’ve been teasing her every single second she’s been close to me or pulled up tight to my body as we lay on the couch. 

“I’m ready for bed,” I tell her, my voice husky as I look down into her eyes.

Nodding her head, Kim gets off the couch and begins to make her way through the house to our room as I do my walkthrough. When all the doors and windows are locked, I arm the alarm system before heading to the bedroom. Kim is sitting on the edge of the bed wearing absolutely nothing. 

I strip out of my clothes and toss them in the hamper just inside the door. As soon as I’m naked, I walk over in front of her. Kim’s eyes land on my cock, making it harden further. She looks up at me, a smile on her face as I lean down over her. Putting my lips against hers, Kim opens slides her tongue over my lip before biting down. I open without hesitation, giving her the access she wants.

Pushing my body over hers, Kim sinks back into the mattress of the bed. My body presses into hers as her soft curves accept the weight of my hard body. We fit perfectly with one another as I continue to tangle my tongue with hers. Kim’s body trembles under mine as I run one of my hands down her body to stop briefly on her hip. Bracing myself up on my other arm, I slide my hand over her leg to reach her warm, wet pussy.

I slide my finger into her body as she arches under me. I slide my finger in and out a few times before adding a second finger. Breaking free of the kiss, I move my mouth down her jaw, peppering kisses along it before latching onto her neck. Biting down on her skin there, I tease the hell out of her. When I touch her neck in any way, Kim goes crazy. She begins squirming under me as I continue to tease her.

Having enough of teasing her, I move my mouth from her neck to her chest. I suck one hard nipple in my mouth, lavishing attention on it before moving onto the other side. Kim wraps her hands around my neck, holding me to her body as I continue to switch back and forth between her tits. 

Kim’s skin is soft as hell and I’ll never get enough of touching her. Especially when any touch from me ignites her. Hell, all it takes is a look from Kim and I’m more than ready to give her whatever she wants. It’s always about her and making sure she enjoys what I do to her. 

“More, Fox,” she pleads with me as I begin to slowly move my mouth lower on her body.

Pulling my mouth from her skin, I look her dead in the eyes.

“What are you supposed to call me when we’re in bed? Or alone period,” I demand, my voice low and husky.

“Gunner,” she pants, her voice shaky as I continue to slide my fingers in and out of her body.

My head moves back down to continue down to pussy. I dip my tongue in her belly button, not lingering there as I need a taste of her. Finally, I’m at her pussy. Sliding my tongue through her folds. A moan escapes from her as I latch on to her clit, sliding my fingers back inside. I bite down before sucking on her clit to push her over the edge. When it doesn’t work, I help Kim place her legs over my shoulders so I can reach up to her nipples once more.

Pinching and pulling her nipple, I slide my fingers in and out of her channel while continuing to suck on her clit. I curve my fingers up to hit that magic spot inside her, throwing Kim over the edge.

“Gunner!” she calls out, her scream echoing off the walls of our room.

I slide my fingers in and out of her slowly as she comes back down from her orgasm. Before she can come down fully, I remove her legs from over my shoulders before I move back up her body, sliding my cock in her pussy as I lean down to kiss her. Kim can taste herself on me as I kiss her slow and deep. My cock slides in and out of her slow and gentle. 

Grabbing one of Kim’s legs, I bring it up over my hip, allowing me to slide deeper inside her. Pulling from the kiss to catch our breath, Kim lifts her head to lick and suck my neck before moving lower to place bites on my chest. I begin to move harder and faster in her body as I begin to shake over her. We’re both shaking as I continue to increase the speed my hips piston in and out of her.

Kim’s body is beginning to tighten underneath me. She’s close again as I thrust my hips in and out of her. Every time I slide in her, I swirl my hips, grinding my pelvic bone against her clit. Her legs begin to tremble as I lower the one around my hip to the mattress. Leaning back on my heels, I pull her body up higher so I can move even deeper within her pussy.

“Fuck! Gunner, don’t stop,” she pants out, her voice hitching on the last word. 

I moan out as she bites down on my chest once more. Moving my hand from Kim’s clit, I let my pelvis grind against her clit while I reach up to tweak her nipple. She arches up into me, as her pussy clenches down around my cock.

“Gunner!” she screams out, raking her nails down my back.

I thrust in and out of her a half dozen more times before I still in her body, letting my release wash over me. Our bodies are covered in sweat as I slowly glide in and out of her. When my cock begins to soften, I pull from her body as we each groan. Getting up, I walk in our bathroom and take care of business before wetting a washcloth with warm water. Going back in our room, Kim is almost passed out as I wash up the mess we made, toss the washcloth in the hamper, slide her body up the bed so her head’s resting on her pillow. After covering her up, I walk around to my side, get in bed, and pull her body against my own. It’s not long before sleep claims me.
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Kim

FOX LEFT EARLY this morning to head to the clubhouse to get back to work finding a property for the club to buy. I’m sore as hell, but still refusing to take anything for the pain. I need to work today on the rest of my new clients so I can concentrate on Keira’s covers and heading out to spend some time with her in the next few days. So, I’ve been in my office since Fox left. Honestly, I’ve gotten a lot of work done, but I need to take a break as I look at the clock and realize it’s way past time for me.

Heading out to the living room, I bypass the kitchen and my lunch so I can head out to get the mail. I’m sure it’s going to be all bills and junk mail, but I want to stretch my legs and see if it helps take any of the pain away. It’s wishful thinking on my part, but I also want the fresh air. Since Rusty has been calling and messaging me, I haven’t been opening the windows as I normally do. Open windows mean someone has an easier chance of getting inside the house for me.

Walking outside, I tip my head up and let the hot air wash over my body. Usually, I’d sit outside to work on the laptop when the heat is warming my bones the way it is today, but I refuse. That’s simply giving Rusty an open invitation to come get me. I will make it as hard as possible for him to get anywhere close to me. The mailbox is a little off the porch. Keeping my eyes on my surroundings, I make my way down to it as quick as I can. Grabbing the mail from the box, I don’t turn my back on the road in front of me as I make my way carefully back up the steps.

Once inside after locking the door, I take a deep breath and release it as I slump slightly against the door for a minute. While I’m leaning against the door, I rifle through the mail. It’s mainly bills with the occasional piece of junk mail tossed in there to break up the monotony. Until I get to the last piece of mail. There’s no proof of it being sent through the mail, so I know it didn’t come from the post office. Someone stuck it in our mailbox. 

My heart races as I realize Rusty could have found me already. Pushing myself from the door, I walk to the couch and set the mail on the table in front of me. All except for the plain envelop I’m still holding in my hands. It’s the size of a greeting card but I know we’re not approaching any holidays and Fox and I don’t have a birthday coming up soon. So, no one we know would be sending us a card. 

Other than my name written on the front, there’s nothing to indicate who this is from or where it came from. With shaking hands, I set the envelop down on my lap as I contemplate what to do now. I can handle this a few different ways. The first would be to pull up my big girl panties and push thoughts of Rusty from my mind to open it. Or, I could call Fox to fill him in on what’s been going on. He’d rush home followed by any club member at the clubhouse or with him wherever he’s at right now. Or, I could toss it away and not do anything about it. There really is a no-win situation here. Well, other than calling Fox.

I sit in silence for the longest time, doing nothing other than looking at the envelop. If it were a snake, it would have bitten me several times over already. I’m not sure if I’m ready to open it as I take a deep breath and pick it back up in my hands. Sliding my finger under the flap, I open it, steeling myself for what I’m about to find on the inside. I pull out a card, the front of it has nothing more than a huge red heart on it. I’m shaking like a leaf as I continue to pull until it’s free of the envelop.

Letting the envelop fall to my lap, I carefully open the card as if something will jump out at me any second. Licking my suddenly dry lips, I finally open the card. The inside is blank other than the writing from whoever it’s from. Immediately my eyes drop to the bottom of the card to find Rusty’s name. My heart pounds in my chest while my hands shake, my mouth goes dry, and it’s hard to get a breath in.

Kim,

I told you it was only a matter of time before I found you. It really wasn’t that hard. Do you honestly think I’m going to let you continue to live in sin with that biker trash? You are mine and I will have you at my side. It’s going to take some time to cleanse you from the filth you’ve been surrounding yourself with. I’m truly disappointed in you. Kim, I’ll be watching and waiting. The second I know you’re going to be left alone for long enough, I’m coming for you.

Love always,

Rusty

As quickly as I can manage, I’ve got the card in my hand with my keys and purse. Walking out the door after setting the alarm, I don’t stop looking around for someone who doesn’t belong here, or a strange car parked on the street. Just because I don’t see anything doesn’t mean he’s not there doing exactly as his little note states. Making sure the door is locked tight, I head to my car. 

Once I’m safely locked in my car, I don’t hesitate to start it up and head for the clubhouse after pulling out of the driveway. My eyes constantly switch from the road in front of me to my mirrors checking for anyone following me. The ride seems to take over three times what it normally does there because I’m so scared and nervous. No one’s following me, but it doesn’t stop me from repeatedly checking everything around me. Especially when I come up on intersections. I’m not going to have Rusty’s stupid ass come racing from a side road to plow into the side of my car.

Finally, I pull up to the closed gate of the clubhouse. The Prospect on the gate is new as he stops me without opening the gate. My nerves are going through the roof at the thought of being on this side of the gate when I need to be with Fox.

“Can I help you?” he questions me as I barely roll my window down.

“Yeah. Open the gate. I’m Fox’s ol’ lady and I really need to see him. Right now,” I demand hysterically.

“I can’t do that until I talk to someone inside,” he says, taking his job seriously.

At any other time, I’d be okay with him taking his time and double checking to make sure I’m allowed through the gate. You never know who your letting in. Taking the time to double check things, especially being new, you could be saving lives from someone not welcome here trying to get inside.

“Listen, I get your new here,” I begin, as he pulls his phone from his pocket. “My name is Kim. Fox is my man, Gwen is my sister, and Killer is her man. Slim is the President and Shy is his ol’ lady. I know I could’ve been given all of this information, but I really need to get inside to my man.”

He ignores me, pushing some buttons on his phone before placing it against his ear. The guy steps back a few steps from my car as he talks quietly to someone inside the clubhouse. He could be talking to Fox for all I know. I give up on trying to listen in as I begin checking my mirrors behind me once again. 

“You can go through,” he snarks at me, heading to open the gate.

If I weren’t in such a damn hurry, I’d be giving this fucker a piece of my mind. He has no right to be pissed off at me for needing to get inside. These gates will protect me from Rusty if he’s following me. As soon as the gate is open far enough for me to slide my car in, I press on the gas and drive up to the clubhouse. I have a spot close to the door since it’s hard for me to walk too far some days. I don’t have my cane or wheelchair here with me, so I can’t take the chance I won’t make it to the door right now.

Unbuckling, I get out of the car and make sure to lock it even though I’m inside the gates. Heading straight for the door, I don’t bother looking around the common room to see who’s hanging out today. My only concern is getting to Fox and letting him read the card and spilling my guts about everything that’s happened to this point with Rusty.

Entering the hallway where his room is located, I stare straight ahead. Just before I get to his door, a house bunny comes strolling out of Fox’s room. I stop dead in my tracks.

“Hi Kim. How are you today?” she questions as if she didn’t just walk out of my man’s room.

“Why were you in there?” I demand, not bothering to hide my anger.

“I just took him in some lunch. The rest of the guys should be here soon, and I know Fox doesn’t always stop working to eat. Gwen asked me to take him some food.”

“You better hope I don’t find out otherwise,” I state, walking past her and not bothering to knock on Fox’s door before walking inside.

Looking around the room, his bed is made, and he’s planted in front of several monitors. A plate with meatloaf, potatoes, and corn fill the plate sitting next to him with a bottle of water and silverware. Fox turns in his chair as I continue looking around his room.

“Kim, what’s wrong?” he questions, his voice laced with concern as he jumps from his chair and races to my side.

“I need to talk to you,” I says, holding out the card I just got in the mail.

Fox takes it from my shaking hands and stares at me for a minute before walking me over to one of the more comfortable chairs by his computer stuff. After making sure I don’t need anything, Fox opens the card and reads the words. His body begins vibrating with anger the more he reads. He doesn’t take his eyes off the card as if he’s rereading it multiple times before finally setting it down on his desk and turning his eyes on me. Anger and pain fill his eyes as he kneels down in front of me.

“What’s goin’ on baby? Who’s this Rusty?” he questions me, keeping his voice low and soft.

“It’s a guy I used to work with before I met everyone. He’s dangerous. At first it was all about designing his book covers, coming up with a few logos, and coming up with a website for him. From there it turned to calling me pet names and wanting to take me out on dates. I repeatedly turned him down thinking he would get the hint and stop asking. He didn’t. Rusty only escalated.

“I tried to get the cops involved on numerous occasions, but they couldn’t do anything to help me. Tried going for a restraining order. Again, nothing they could do. They told me to block him on social media, change my number, and ignore any contact with him. I tried so hard and followed what they told me to do. Instead of backing off, Rusty broke into my house a few times that I know of. He shredded my panties and bras, there were cum stains on my bedding and in the bathroom on clothing in the hamper.

“I haven’t heard from him in so long, so I thought it was all over with. About a month ago, he called me and ordered me to work on some huge project of his. I hung up on him and put it out of my mind. Rusty started calling me from numbers with different area codes and creating fake profiles on social media to contact me. With my work I answer the calls, but as soon as I hear his voice I typically hang up. Every new account, I block on social media. Today, that was in with the rest of the mail. It took me a while to open it. As soon as I read it, I drove here and then got into it a little bit with the new Prospect,” I tell him, beginning to shake worse as I talk to him. 

Fox pulls me into his arms and holds me as the tears finally fall down my face, soaking his shirt and cut. I breath in the leather and smell of cigarettes Fox occasionally smokes. Usually, the smell of my man would comfort me and lull into a feeling of safety. Today is not one of those days. The only feeling consuming me is that of everything I have to lose. My family and friends could be hurt by this crazy fuck and there’s not a lot I can do about it.

When my sobs begin to subside, Fox pulls from me and sits in the chair he normally uses when he’s working. I don’t take my eyes off him as he begins typing as if Hades hounds are on his tail. 

“I need all the information you have on him Kim,” he says, his voice cold and void of emotion.

“His name is Rusty Carlton. I’m not sure if it’s his real name or a pen name. The police never once told me if it’s a pen name. I have no clue where he lives. Not a town or state. His books are sold on Amazon and the rest of the popular site’s authors publish to. I started working with him about six years ago. I wish I had more information for you,” I tell him, letting more tears escape as I realize how truly little I know about this man.
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