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            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Some readers have asked for an update on Callie and Devil over the years. They are the couple that is asked for most frequently. I hope everyone enjoys this spooky story. The most prominent question is who will compromise what they want, or is this the crossroad that will end the couple that has given each other everything? I hope it is just another bump in their romance of a lifetime. I have two endings for this book, and I won’t know how it goes until they each get their trick-or-treat in Pandora. Everyone deserves one good spook every Halloween.

      



  






      Steel Family

      

      Kylar “Devil” Steel- Dad, husband to Callie, and Feral Steel MC president

      

      Callie “Baby Girl” Steel- Mom& wife to Devil.

      

      Kellan Steel- oldest child, age 19 & prospect at the club

      

      Killian- 2nd child, age 18 & prospect at the club.

      

      3. Kaitlyn- 17 years old

      

      4. Kimber- age 12

      

      5. Kason- age 9

      

      6 & 7. The first set of twins. The doctor said they were girls, but they came out boys.

      

      Kaleb and Kane- age 7

      8 & 9. Second set of twins.

      

      Karson & Kye – age five years old.
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      I’m the president of the Feral Steel motorcycle club. People know me as Devil. To my wife, Callie, I am Ky or Kylar. She dropped Devil unless she was pissed at me after our third child was born and some intense questions from our oldest son. We decided that our children hearing their dad called Devil wasn’t an ideal way to go in our family home. They still listen to it from my brothers but not in our home.

      Things change when you have a family. There have been many things I have done for my club that my children will never hear about. Those are the things Devil has done. At home, I am a family man. I love my wife with no end and am a protective bear with my children. Mess with my loved ones, and you will be on a slow, painful, one-way trip to hell. Callie helps me balance both sides of my life without putting up walls between the two. Our children know both sides of my life; it’s not like we hide it, but we keep what they know age-appropriate. I try to leave the club problems at the clubhouse, but sometimes the lines blur together.

      Callie was brought up in a motorcycle club the same way I was. She knows how to ensure our family knows we have a more prominent family, including the club, and our children are always there for the many family days and lockdowns. Callie and I draw the boundaries at club parties and anything related to club business. We have two sons prospecting for the club now; they know the club's score, or they’re learning it. I never pressured either of them to join the club; it made me proud, but it had to be their choice. It’s grunt work, and they are learning that day by day.

      Our life is perfect, and I want it to stay this way. We have had our ups and downs. The good times outweigh the troubled times. Callie and I have made memories with our family. The club has gone through growing pains going legit. We’re still not the men wearing white hats and a badge, but we are leaving the troubled times behind us.

      Callie and I have had nine beautiful children, and we love each of them. My woman is a hell of a mama, and she has made me the father that I am because she wouldn’t consider anything else. We have nine children, seven boys and two girls. They range from ages nineteen to five. We have two sets of twin boys. One set was a total surprise, and they still give us hell. The doctor said they would arrive, girls, but this one time, he was wrong.

      That brings us to today. Callie has her heart set on having one more child. Don’t get me wrong, Callie is beautiful when she is pregnant. The woman has a glow to her that makes her impossible to resist. My woman on a typical day is a knockout; I don’t know how I got so damn lucky to have her love. She could have her choice of men, but she wants me. The woman has had nine children and is still as petite as she was the day I met her, and she was only a day shy of eighteen. We have had some history. She’s only thirty-eight and works out daily to stay in shape. She tells me it is for her and not for me, but I reap its rewards.

      I know I need to keep myself in shape at fifty-two to keep up with my Baby Girl. She still has the name twenty years later. It’s her club name, and I wear it proudly on my cutte as she does mine on hers.

      For the first time in twenty years, we are at an impasse. She has valid points for her side, but so do I.  I know when we were first together, I told her that I wanted a large family. We have a large enough family now. She wants twelve children but wants to compromise for one more. She wants one additional daughter. She is always telling me we have too much testosterone in our home.

      I appreciate her willingness to compromise, but we could have another dozen boys before we have a girl. I want things to be left alone the way they are. What does a seasoned couple do to work out their problems? It’s road trip time on the back of my bike.

      The two of us are on the road for a week or so to reconnect as a couple without our children around to distract us. We will work this out. We always work everything out. I’ll either fuck the idea out of her head, and she will submit to me, or she’ll convince me that adding to our family is the right thing to do. I am determined it will be my way. This will be the ride of our lives, and I will make it count.
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      Callie

      

      Kylar’s idea for this bike trip is to change my mind about having one more child. I’ve known that man for too long for him to pull the wool over my eyes. He said we need alone time to talk this out and then compromise. I happen to know he thinks he will give me the complete set of skills that he possesses to distract me, and I look forward to it, and then I will change my mind. That’s Kylar’s idea of compromise. He won’t get his way this time.

      I have nine children and should appreciate that, and I am. They are all happy, healthy, and well-adjusted in my eyes. I yearn for one more to hold in my arms and nurture, to love unconditionally.

      I don’t know when I became the type of woman who needs that tiny baby in my arms, but I know I am that woman. I love all my children, but holding a baby in my arms makes me feel complete. If there was a medical reason for me not to get pregnant or if the pregnancy would put my child at risk, I would say I was through with babymaking, but there isn’t. I will compromise with Kylar, but I want at least one more baby to love and cuddle.

      I have compromised from three to one more. When I get my baby blues again, one of our older boys will make us grandparents.

      “Woman, all we can take is what can fit in my saddle bags. I thought we were buying everything else on the road. What’s taking so long? We need to get on the road.” Kylar yells from downstairs. I grab my small bag, feeling guilty for not being here for Halloween. Our children love the holiday, and we always do it right. Trick or treating with our family and friends for the younger ones and then a spooky movie marathon with more junk food than is healthy for the older ones, except for our two oldest, who are at the club now and are too old for both festivities or so they think.

      “I’m on my way,” I say when I am close to Kylar. “I was ensuring the children didn’t forget anything before we left and had to turn around to return and get it for them.”

      “I already did that,” Kylar tells me. I shake my head. Kylar’s idea of checking is to open the doors to their rooms and look for about three seconds.

      “I checked again, so we both know the children have everything they need to stay in Texas. Micah and Maddie won’t be blowing up my phone now.” My younger twin sisters, or Micah, panics about anything to do with our kids when they are together. Maddie handles it like a champ. Maddie is a mother hen like me, and Micah, bless her heart, is a drama queen. They have always been that way. Micah is full of piss and vinegar; having children has not calmed her down, and Maddie is more laid-back and has motherly instincts.

      Micah would shoot someone first and ask questions later if she thought any children were in danger, and Maddie is a nurturer. They are my half-sisters, and that is a very long story for another time. They both love their families and ours very much. We take turns hosting all the children to give each of us a break. They live in Texas, and we live in Oklahoma. It’s not that far apart, just two different states.  Maddie and Micah keep all our children together. I take them on by myself. The children get to enjoy their cousins being together.

      “Are you ready to ride?” Kylar asks me.

      “Have you squared away our oldest two sons for the week?” I ask my husband. I am ready for this little getaway.

      “Our oldest sons are grunts who will be washing bikes, cleaning the clubhouse, and anything they are called out for. The brothers will keep an eye on them, and they have their orders from me. You know they are both adults now? It’s time you cut those apron strings so they can become men.” Devil gives me that fatherly glare he uses on the boys.

      “Those boys at any age will always be my babies, so get over it. I understand what you are saying, but it is different for a mom than a dad. Having another child would help with that, though.” Kylar laughs out loud. Kylar wags his finger at me.

      “Nope. We agreed not to talk about another child until we stopped for lunch. I get the lunch to talk, and you get the dinner talk. We state our cases and then have time to think about everything said until Halloween night in Pandora. Follow the rules, Baby Girl. I not only wanted to come on this ride with you to settle our little issue, but I also wanted to spend this time for us to be a couple again. I want some Callie and Kylar time. We have always had children to worry about. We never had time to be together without responsibilities; we’ve had weekends here and there, but I am talking about quality time for us alone. I want that time before I am too old to enjoy it. Do you think we can handle that? Just breathe, Callie.” Kylar tells me but he enjoys our rules a little too much. I should have thought this out more before setting the rules.

      “Now, who is stating their side of the issue? Let’s ride Devil. It’s been a while since I have been on the back of my man’s bike. Let the good times roll.” I wink at my man and let him know I am ready for whatever he has in mind. We walk over to Kylar’s bike, and he mounts it and revs it after he starts it. I see the smile at the edge of Kylar’s lips. I climb on behind my man, and my body melts into his. I hug him tightly from behind. This is easier than breathing; getting that rush that vibrates through my body never gets old.
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      Devil

      

      Riding with my old lady at my back makes an enjoyable day to one of the best in my life. We are taking the back roads and taking our time to extend our time on the road. This morning, I want to give Callie plenty of time to contemplate what it would be like just to be a us. I want to travel a little and show Callie how it can be with us outside of small-town Oklahoma. In the last year or so, I have felt old. The days, my responsibilities, and club life are just getting more demanding. I need more downtime; that doesn’t mean attending school or Boy Scout meetings. I need stress-free time with my woman. If this is how I feel now, what will I feel like in ten years? I don’t think we need to start from scratch again. Not enough to go behind Callie’s back and get a vasectomy, but enough to have my voice heard in the matter. My worst fear is dropping the ball where one of my loved ones is concerned. I feel like I am stretched too thin.

      We will stop in the next thirty minutes to eat and stretch our legs before continuing to the small inn we will be staying at tonight. I have been looking forward to this trip and intend to make it count. Callie’s warm hands under my t-shirt do things to my body, and I must remind myself to calm down. How this woman can still turn me on with a gentle touch to my body is unnerving. As long as we have been together, I should have some control over how my body reacts to her touch, but I never do. She has been my only love for all these years and will be until my dying day.

      I relax back into the ride, and the time passes so fast that I am surprised when I see the restaurant on the lake off the road; we turn on the gravel road that will take us to the restaurant. I slow my bike down, and we soon come to a better driveway that brings us to the parking lot of the Fish Boat. It’s small, but I have heard the seafood is delicious. Callie loves her seafood. A happy wife is an agreeable wife.

      I park my bike in front of the restaurant. I dismount and turn to help my woman off, but she is off and stretching her legs. It may have been a while since Callie rode this far, but she handles it well. We take in the scenery the lake offers, and the restaurant seems busy for the middle of the day, but this may be normal for this area. In our small town at home, this place would be considered packed.

      “This is beautiful Kylar. How did you find this place?” Callie asks me as I pull her to me and put my arms around her. I put my mouth next to her ear and spoke softly to her.

      “Your hands have been driving me crazy, you little vixen. I need you on a nice comfortable bed for a few hours so I can explore your body inch by sweet inch.” I kiss her ear and then move to her mouth and dive in. I take in her taste and control the kiss even when she duals with my tongue for control. It spikes my blood, running through my veins to the boiling point, and I lose control until Callie breaks the kiss. The both of us are breathless, and my cock is trying to bust through my zipper. When Callie breaks away, I hear the giggling from the outside seating. I turn to look, and it is a table full of teenagers sitting out there eating.

      “I would have let you continue, but one of the guys took their phone out, and I believe he was recording us. I didn’t want us to end up on one of those video platforms making out like teenagers. If our children see it, they may be scarred for life.” Callie laughs, and I join her.

      “Like our kids haven’t seen us make out before,” I tell my woman.

      “Well, you’re right there.” Callie agrees with me. Callie and I have never hidden our love and attraction for each other in front of anyone. Callie moves back from me, and I grab her hand. We held hands to the restaurant. We make our way to the line where the food is being served buffet style, forgoing the queue waiting to be seated, and we grab a tray to put our food on. “This food smells define. The fresh air during the ride made me feel like I haven’t eaten today. I know I grabbed a granola bar this morning.” By the time we make our choices of food and make some drinks at the drink station, our tray is full.

      “That was hours ago, woman. I can get another tray if this isn’t all you want. We still have another leg of the trip before we stop for tonight. After I gas up here, we will only need to stop again before we reach our destination tonight.” I look at Callie as we go to the cash register to pay for everything.

      “There is enough food for three or four people on that tray. We will both be miserable before we leave here.” I look at Callie.

      “You forget. I am a growing boy, and that fresh air has improved my appetite.” Callie laughs.

      “That’s not the only appetite the ride has woken up.” I pay the lady we are in front of.

      “I will not apologize for craving my woman’s undivided attention.” I know the sixty-year-old lady who took our money heard what I said when she smirked at Callie.

      “Honey, take it from an old woman; never take a remark like that from your man lightly. Security cameras are all over this restaurant, so the only safe place to get a little alone time is in the bathrooms.” Then the woman winks at me, and I can’t keep the belly laugh at bay when Callie is ready with a comeback.

      “Does that include the parking area also? When my man wants me, I don’t make him wait. I have nine children at home to prove it.” Then Callie winks back at the woman. My woman is ready to come out and play. I like it, I like it a lot. Callie moves ahead of me and heads straight to the doors that lead outside. I pick up the tray and follow my woman swishing her gorgeous ass in front of me. Callie takes a table looking out over the lake and away from everyone else so we can have some privacy.

      I set the tray on the table and then pulled Callie’s chair out for her. She sits in her chair, and I kiss her ear softly, knowing that drives her crazy.

      “Thank you handsome.” She gives me a saucy grin. I sit down, and Callie is already dividing our food up. My side looks like I haven’t eaten in days, and my woman has bought small portions of her favorites.

      The little moans coming out of Callie as she appreciates the taste of her food have me hard again. My food tastes delicious, but I could sit here and watch and listen to my woman enjoy her food.

      “You better get to eating or talking while I am in this food-hazed coma. I must say, you planned this out excellently. You know I love seafood but will not touch the stuff if I am anywhere near Kimber because of her food allergies. I appreciate the jester, and this is getting you tremendous brownie points, handsome. You are always so thoughtful of my needs and wants. I don’t know how I got so lucky to have you as mine forever.” Callie says to me with a sexy smirk on her face.

      “I love you, darlin’, and I will give you everything you ever want if you just let me.” The smile has left her face, and she sits up straighter.

      “Then why are you so against us having another child?” Callie asks me. I was putting this off until after we finished eating, but it was time to get this over with.

      “I love you and our family, but I am a selfish bastard when it comes to you. We never had our turn at being a couple after all the bullshit I put you through, and I want that time back before I am too old to enjoy it. I’m not getting any younger, babe. I feel it every day. I’m not old enough to be put out to pasture where the old bikers go, but I’m also not as virile as I was when we met. I didn’t think our age would ever make a difference between us, but I fear it might now.” Callie has reached her hand across the table and taken mine in her hand as I have been talking. I just laid out all my fears to my woman, and I feel slightly exposed. I scoot my chair back to get up and get some air, but Callie grabs my hand and keeps me where I am.

      “It’s time to talk, not to run. I know it took a lot for you to tell me your private thoughts, but I am the same woman you have slept beside every night for nineteen years. I won’t make you sorry for sharing with me, ever. I won’t share with anyone else; this is us, and we can get through this together. We need to communicate. It’s how we have always dealt with any issues that have come up; this one is no different. I am listening to every word you say to me. Can I ask you a few questions?” I look at Callie, knowing she means every word she has said. The love I feel from just her touching my hand has given me the strength to move forward with this conversation. I feel like a damn pussy for wanting to run from this conversation.

      “Ask me anything you want, darlin’. I’ll answer all your questions.” I squeeze Callie’s hand back, sit back, and withdraw my hand from Callie’s. I look around us, and no one is within hearing distance, which makes me feel better. This is private, just for our ears only.

      “Sweetheart, I know you love our family, and you love me. That has never been a question in my mind. I don’t understand why you are so stressed about this conversation. You and I will be just fine either way we decide on this. So will our family.” Callie smiles at me.

      “Since the day we were married the second time, we have talked things out and decided on what we could both live with. This time, we can’t both get what we want. I don’t want this to cause regret on either side. I want to spend the rest of our lives on this earth loving each other. I told you that I am a greedy bastard when it comes to you, even when it comes to our children. That’s my entire case on my side. Just take the rest of the trip to Pandora and think about it.” Callie takes my hands to her and pulls me to meet her in the middle of the table, and then she kisses me sweetly on my lips. I want so much more, but I will live up to my side of the deal and give her time to process what I have said.

      “You know I will give everything you said consideration. Now relax and let’s eat. The rest of the trip will make that appetite come back, and you, my husband, will need your energy for tonight.” Callie gives me that saucy smile of hers and a wink.

      “You better be the one eating. I don’t think you will get much sleep tonight.” The tension has broken, and we are back to being Devil and Baby Girl again. I know this will work out all right either way we decide. I want it to go my way. This isn’t something I can use my brute force to get my way. I can’t bully my way through this since it involves Callie. I’d never be able to look her in the eyes again. We’ll do this our way.
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      Callie

      

      The ride after lunch was calming, and I loved every minute. I have always enjoyed riding behind my man. It doesn’t ever get old.

      I have spent most of the time thinking about what Kylar said at the restaurant. Seeing the sincerity in his eyes and the love in his voice made my knees go weak. He wants more time with me, which would melt any woman’s panties for the man, including mine. How can I argue with that? How could any woman argue with that? We will miss out if we don’t take this chance for one more child. I’m trying to keep an open mind, and arguing with Kylar’s logic is problematic. I yearn for one more opportunity to be a new mother.

      We pull into the drive of the place we are staying tonight. The site looks quiet, and the landscape is meticulous. I need this at our home. I am lucky if I can get one of the boys to mow the yard. It’s beautiful here, and I can’t wait to see the inside.

      “Babe, you ready to get off the bike?” Kylar asks me. I didn’t even realize Kylar had dismounted. I take his hand, and I get off the bike. I am a little sore. It’s been a while since I have ridden this far in one day.

      “Thank you. I was taking in the scenery. It’s beautiful here. The grounds are so well kept.” Kylar laughs.

      “It is a nice place, my love; your beauty takes my breath away.” That makes me laugh.

      “You are laying it on a little thick, but thank you. I don’t know what you have done with my husband there, but could you please let him out? I love his wicked wit compared to all this flattery.” I tell my husband.

      “There’s nothing wrong with telling the truth. Let’s get our room so you can soak in the tub while I shower away this road dust off me.” Kylar tells me, and I must admit that sounds heavenly.

      “The rooms have showers separate from the tub?” I ask Kylar.

      “Each room here has a separate jacuzzi tub from the shower. I wanted you to have the best. The tubs look out over the gardens.” I love this man. “I thought you could take a short nap, and then we would have our food served in our room.” My man knows me so well.

      “Honey, I am a sure thing, so you can stop romancing me. You will have me eating out of your hand when you take your shirt off and crook your finger. I have been a sure thing for nineteen years now. You know I can’t resist you.” I tell Kylar honestly. This man turns me on by the heat in his eyes, and I am putty in his hands. I dismount the bike while holding Kylar’s hand, and he pulls me towards him and owns me with a kiss. My legs feel like jello, but Kylar would never let me fall. Kylar comes up for a breath.

      “We need to get inside before I decide to flush my good intentions of letting you recuperate before I ravish your beautiful body.” I rub my hand over his erection and give him a wink.

      “Good things come to those who wait,” I say in a husky voice.

      “Any wait for you is too long,” Kylar tells me. We hold hands to our check-in. It only takes a few minutes, and we have our cards to get in. I can’t wait to soak in a hot tub of water. When Kylar opens the door and I see the bags on the small sofa, I can’t wait to see what Kylar has done. Today has been filled with all sorts of surprises. “I see our things have arrived already. Good. You won’t need to wait to be pampered.” I smile at my man.

      “What have you been up to?” I ask Kylar. He moves through the room and opens the French doors to a small sitting area outside. I see the table has some food on it with two champagne glasses. There is a view of the grounds from there.

      “I didn’t want to need to go shopping, so I arranged for a fresh suit of clothes to be delivered here along with all the toiletries we may need. I also ensured that we had a small snack before cleaning up. I’ll make some calls while you are napping, and I will order us dinner so that it will be here shortly after your nap.” Kylar gives that half-smirk-half smile that I love so much.

      “You are a resourceful man. I still need the small bag I packed in your saddle bag. What is the snack? I could use a little something. The fresh air does things to my appetite.” I ask as I walk towards Kylar.

      “I left it up to the lady who processes the special orders. It looks like some smoked salmon, strawberries with cream, chocolates, cheese, and crackers. There’s some sparkling cider for the drink.” Kylar answers me, but I stand beside him and can smell the smoked salmon's aroma. This looks more like a meal than a snack. I also see Kylar’s beer in an ice bucket. He may eat the fancy snack, but there is no way he is drinking anything else but a cold beer this time of day. We sit down, and Kylar goes for a beer, and I get a slice of cheese, a cracker, and a smoked salmon.

      “I think that lady would be shocked that I am using a napkin instead of a plate.” I laugh as I say it to Kylar. I pick up one of the small cocktail napkins and put my food on it.

      “Who gives a damn?” Kylar laughs along with me. “We’ve never been people to conform to what others think or think that is appropriate. Fuck ‘em all. I just wanted some pleasant things for you that I know you like. I want us to reconnect and relax on this trip.” Kylar has a smirk on his face. “Tomorrow is Halloween, and this Pandora place, where I rented us the cabin, is supposed to have strange going on in this town on Halloween. I might need to keep you close in my arms to protect you.” I laugh at Kylar’s face he is making as he talks. He tells the story with facial expressions, and I can’t quit laughing.

      “I’m not scared of things that go bump in the middle of the night. You may scare the kids, but you can’t me. Maybe I’ll need to protect you in my arms.” I also gave it back to Kylar, as he gave it to me.

      “I won’t argue with that at all. I feel it in my bones; I will be scared all night tomorrow night. We may be up all night.” Kylar has that sexy smirk on his face again.

      “I need to get to soaking in that fancy tub if I am going to catch my second breath. You need to get cleaned up also, and please don’t forget our bag from the bike. It has my birth control pills in it, and I don’t want to forget to take it.” I turn to get my tub of water going. It’s been a while since I had everything I wanted in a hot tub of water. I don’t remember when one of our daughters hadn’t been in the bathroom to rush me. This is a luxury I will enjoy.
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      Kylar

      

      Callie had her bath, and the smile she had on her face when she went to nap was one I hadn’t seen in a while. She was utterly relaxed—no worries in the world at all.

      I love that about my woman. Even though we are in a dilemma between the two of us, she has so much confidence that we will work this out that she isn’t worried about it. I’m the total opposite. I can’t relax about the entire ordeal. Callie is my everything. If I lost her, then I would lose myself. There is nothing left of me without her.

      I get my phone from the table by the door. I send a text to Hacksaw. It’s not that I think my club can’t continuously operate without me there. Like Callie, I can’t relinquish my responsibilities and love for my other family. I wait for a reply, but I can’t help but send a quick group text to most of our children, those with phones. I'm just checking in and telling them we miss and love them.

      Hacksaw tells me to get off the phone and give it to Callie. All is going well at the clubhouse, except they have taken in three new girls. I removed most of the single women from the clubhouse years ago. They gave the old ladies too much shit, and Callie wouldn’t tolerate that. After Callie broke one of the bitch’s noses, they knew not to fuck with her again. My woman is hell on wheels when caring for the club's old ladies. Some men may cheat on their old ladies, but Callie makes sure it won’t be shoved in their faces, and they don’t need to eat shit from anyone.

      The club women are there for the single men, but married men have gone to them for their services. People cheat; it’s a fact of life. And we ignore it if it doesn’t cause a stink in the clubhouse. The men know the rules and the pecking order of the clubhouse. Our old ladies are at the top of the list. The other club women will either be dealt with by a club punishment or be kicked out and banned. A few have found themselves dead.

      I text the person to take our dinner order and then shut my phone off for the night. I hope our discussion tonight goes as well as the one at lunch.

      I want to join Callie in bed, but I don’t want to cloud her mind before she gets to talk in a little while. I want to give Callie equal time to give me her reasons for wanting another child. The only way both of us will be happy with the outcome of this issue is if it is done the right way, and I need Callie to be satisfied with our decision. I know she wants the same for me. This is why we have worked so well together for so long. We both care what the other thinks and only want the best for each other. I look at the time on my phone. I swear I am like a kid waiting for Christmas morning. The time can’t pass fast enough. It’s time I stretch out on the sofa and try to sleep a little; it’ll be an hour before our food is delivered. I stretch out, and then I finally shut my eyes and yawn.
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      Callie

      

      I wake up to knocking on our room door. I grab a robe since I napped naked and go into the other room, and Kylar is sleeping on the sofa. I open the door, and the server has our food and rolls the cart into the room.

      I walk over to Kylar and reach for his wallet. He grabs my hand and kisses it. “I need to get a tip for the food server.”

      “The gratuity is included in the hotel bill. I gave each person who helps us a thirty percent gratuity. That way, we don’t need to keep cash on us, and I don’t forget.” I smile at my husband. He is so generous.

      “Thank you, sweetheart. Did you enjoy your nap?” I asked Kylar. I see the server has finished setting the table up. He goes and brings in two chairs from outside and puts them at the temporary table. “Thank you so much,” I tell the server. “It looks beautiful, and the food smells delicious.”

      “It does smell good,” Kylar adds.

      “Yes, ma’am and sir. Please call the kitchen if you need anything else, and I will return with what you need.” The young man smiles at us, and he is very friendly. “I hope you both have an enjoyable evening.” He turns and leaves us alone.

      “My nap was short, but I feel rested now. I was tempted to climb in bed with you but wanted you to rest for our talk tonight.” Kylar tells me.

      “Thank you for that, not that I wouldn’t have enjoyed you joining me, but all this pampering is nice for a change. Some afternoon delight with my old man would have been glorious also.” I wink at my man. The things this man can do to my body would have been more than glorious to me.

      “Shall we eat and talk then?” Kylar takes my hand, leads me to the small table, and seats me across from where he will sit. He moves my chair up for me after I am seated.

      “Thank you, my dear,” I tell him.

      “You are welcome, babe,” Kylar tells me. Kylar goes around the table and sits down.

      “Kylar, we aren’t being us. I admit we are always kind to each other, but don’t do this mushy stuff. I am not complaining, and I want my husband back. I fell in love with you, the real you.” I explain to my husband.

      “I want to give you a vacation from being someone’s mom, friend, daughter, and sister. I want to give you a pampered vacation because I know that all of us at home depend on you a lot, and you deserve a small reprieve. I’m still the same man you married, just a little nicer. When we get home, I will be the same Devil you fell in love with, and I must confess this has been work. I have tried to think of everything, and then making sure it goes off without a hitch is nerve-wracking.” Kylar tells me. I laugh at that.

      “Relax a little. Anything you create will come from your heart; that is all I want.” Kylar reaches across the table, lifting in his chair, kisses me lightly on the lips, and then sits back in his chair.

      “Lay everything on me, woman. I want this talk out of the way so we can get to the good part later.” I laugh at that. Kylar is still my man, and our bodies do the best talking. I take a few bites of food and drink water, just trying to get my thoughts in order. It’s time to state my case.

      “Kylar, when we first spoke about having children, we both wanted a large family. I know that in modern thoughts; most people consider nine children a large family. We spoke about twelve children, and I know someone can change their mind over the years. You want to stop now, and I want to add one more child to our family. I heard everything you said about feeling tired, but I will do all the work this time.” I try to let Kylar know how important this is to me.

      “Do you think I would love our next child any less than the ones we have? Do you think I wouldn’t be just as active in the next one’s life as much as I have been in the last nine? I wouldn’t be the man I am if that were how I acted. Any child we would have together would be as precious and cherished to me as the rest.” Kylar is getting pissed, and I think about what I have said.

      “That’s not what I am saying. I am talking about the doctor visits, the nights of walking the floor because they are sick, and all the school meetings when the time comes. I know you, Kylar, and you would love our child. You are an excellent father. Never doubt that. Just like you are my soul mate. I have this need inside me to mother one more child. I thought I could put it into words, but I can’t. It’s just a need inside of me. I have tried to tell you of that need. I know you think I will want another child to hold close when and if this happens, but as you said, one of our sons will start families soon. Not too soon, I hope, but soon.” Kylar is looking at me closely.

      “I understand what you are saying. I can’t say I feel the same way, but I will consider it.” I see he is telling me the truth; that is all I can ask.

      “We have time to do this. It doesn’t need to be immediately. It doesn’t even need to be this next year, but I don’t want to wait too late, and Mother Nature will take it out of our hands.” I tell Kylar honestly.

      “I think we both need to think about what the other one has said, and then we will discuss it tomorrow night in Pandora. That’s what we agreed on. We have given each other a lot to think about.” Kylar says, and then he takes my hand and kisses it. “Let’s finish our dinner and then take a short walk to burn some calories off.”

      “I can think of a different way to burn calories and guarantee it will be much more arousing than a walk through the grounds.” I wink at my man, and we finish our dinner. I am leaving the dessert for later. I take the plates with our cheesecake and put them on the table in front of the sofa. Kylar slides the cart outside our door, puts the do not disturb sign on our door, and locks the door. I drop my robe on the floor. I am standing there as naked as the day I was born and wink at my man. He growls and sweeps me up in his arms.

      “If I had known you had no clothes under your robe, this conversation would have been over long ago.” Kylar carries me to our bed, and the covers are still turned back from my nap.

      My man worships my body the entire night as I do his. He wakes me many times in the night, and we are both insatiable. It is after four before we fall asleep in each other's arms.
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      Kylar

      

      Callie and I needed last night, but I know this will be a two-cups of coffee morning. I ordered our breakfast last night, but nine in the morning came early when the last time I looked at the clock, it was four-fifteen.

      I’m trying to be quiet, but everything I touch falls to the floor, or I knock something over. I hear a soft knock on the door. I go to the door and open it for the server. He attempts to push the cart in, but I block him. “I can do this. My woman is still asleep.” The server nods his head.

      “Yes, sir.” Before he can leave, I grab his arm.

      “We are going to need an entire pot of coffee.” The young man nods his head.

      “Yes, sir. I will bring you a carafe.” I guess that is a pot of coffee in the server language.

      “Thanks,” I tell him. The sooner he brings us more coffee, the better. I pull the cart further into the room and set it up. Instead of using the straight chairs we used last night, I moved the furniture around the room so one of us could sit on the sofa and the other could sit in the comfortable chair with all the cushions.

      “That coffee smells amazing.” It’s funny that Callie says that. Until she was pregnant with Kason, our nine-year-old, she hated coffee. She would get her caffeine from a soft drink. Right after she went through a few weeks of morning sickness, every time I had a cup of coffee in front of her, she would sit close to me to smell my coffee better. She told me her mouth watered for a small taste but would never try it. She gave up everything with caffeine in it during all her pregnancies. She tortured herself every morning, making my coffee for my breakfast. I told her I could get my coffee at the clubhouse, and she wouldn’t let that slide. After she delivered our son, she tried a taste and has been hooked on the stuff since quitting breastfeeding. Every time she was pregnant, she gave up her one vise, but everyone was happy when she could drink the addictive drink again. “You’re remembering, aren’t you?”

      “I’m guilty of going down memory lane. Eat your fruit, woman. We will ride hard to get to Pandora in time to get some site seeing in.” I have heard it is a beautiful town. Small, but beautiful. The rest of the things I have listened to are just bullshit. A city cannot be haunted. If I were to guess, the townspeople are trying to keep big businesses out of their town to keep town taxes down. It’s a brilliant idea, but there is no way I will buy into it.

      “I am excited to get to Pandora on Halloween. Micah told me she looked up the town, and there is some folklore about the entire town being haunted on Halloween. I wonder how much is true, made up, and fake. I hope they at least have a haunted house we can walk through. We have been to some that try their best to scare people. They are so fake, and none of the people there have ever seen a real dead body.” Callie loves Halloween; besides Christmas, it is her favorite holiday.

      “I remember that time we took the older children to Oklahoma City for the Haunted Trails, and you jumped and knocked one guy out.” I laugh through the entire sentence because the look on Callie’s face that night was priceless.

      “He shouldn’t have grabbed me. I agree with the scare tactics, but people should know not to grab others in the dark. You hit the man again when he picked himself off the ground.”  Callie is right. No one touches my family, anytime. Kellan and Killeen were right there to protect their mom behind me. Callie is eating and laughing. We have such great memories with our children. One more child wouldn’t be so bad. I would have time to enjoy raising another child if we did have another one. I have enjoyed t-ball and cub scouts with Karson and Kye, our five-year-olds. Kaleb and Kane enjoy fishing and camping, and I enjoy doing that with them. I shake my head at the possibility of the baby being a girl. I still can’t breathe right when Kimber and Kaitlyn, our eleven- and seventeen-year-old daughters. Nope, it could be a boy, and it would be all right, but no more girls. I have already built up an arsenal of guns. “What is that look you have on your face about? I thought we weren’t supposed to worry about the children on this trip; your rules, not mine. You only get that soft look on your face when you are thinking about our family.”

      “You’re right. I’m guilty of thinking of our children.” Then Kylar gets that side smile smirk on his face. “I bet if I check your phone, you have texted all our children who have phones. I also bet you have texted your sisters to check on the younger ones. Have you texted your besties, Felix and Sarge, too?”

      “Guilty, guilty, and guilty. I am a bad vacation mom. I only checked on Felix to see how him and his man were doing on their getaway, and I only texted Sarge to make sure that Micah wasn’t losing her shit. She wouldn’t text me, but she would tell her man. He would tell me.” Callie can’t help herself by checking to ensure everyone is all right. Her texting Felix doesn’t bother me, but being best friends with her ex still gets under my skin. We won’t even mention her ex-husband, Dra. She isn’t as friendly with him anymore since Maddie divorced him, and we heard of the abuse she endured while with him, but she still answers his phone calls. The asshole should disappear, but he is the father of two of Maddie’s children. “Okay, the soft look is gone, and a murderous look has taken its place.” There’s a knock at the door, and I get up and open the door, and the server is there with our coffee. I thank him and return to our makeshift eating area.

      “This is the best coffee. I am eating heavily this morning so that we can make a short stop for lunch and fuel. I want to ensure we are in Pandora in time to set up everything for our dinner.” Callie laughs at me as I sit down in my place.

      “Are you ignoring what I said about your soft and then murderous looks on your face?” Callie asks me.

      “The thought of your two exes just drives me nuts, and your ex-husband makes me want to commit murder,” I answer honestly.

      “No worries, you are entitled to your thoughts. Have you showered yet? I think I might need my back washed in a little bit. Since we should save water.” Callie is flirting with me to distract me from my thoughts. I like the way her mind works.

      “Let’s finish our food and I can help you with that. I need a nice hot shower.” We finish eating, and then we shower, and I scrub every inch of Callie’s body. The best thing is that we never run out of hot water, and we both have another cup of coffee before we check out.
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      Callie

      

      Our ride to Kentucky is beautiful. All the fall colors are in the trees and it is so peaceful. We had lunch at a small diner that was a gas station also. They had the best-chopped beef sandwiches that I have ever tasted. I don’t know if they were that good or if my ravenous appetite made them taste that way.

      We stopped at a small fruit and vegetable market and bought fresh apples. They were crispy and mouth-watering. We bought a couple to take with us and a couple of pears. We both love fresh fruit, which will be our dessert tonight.

      Our next stop was by a stream where people were fishing. Kylar had to make a pit stop for privacy in the woods, and then we talked to the people fishing. They were very friendly and when we told them we were headed to. They warned us about the town and its supposed haunting and supernatural happenings. They needed clarification on why anyone would want to visit Pandora on Halloween.

      Kylar and I laughed it off and continued our trip to Pandora. On the outskirts of town, the temperature drops a good fifteen degrees. That was strange, and then again, it is fall.

      We arrived in town at about two in the afternoon. We checked into our private cabin and went there to unload Kylar’s saddle bags to shop and get the rest of our supplies for tonight. The place is clean and homey. It isn’t luxurious like the place we stayed last night, but it is more to Kylar’s and my taste. It has a fireplace in case it turns cool tonight, with plenty of firewood and kindling. We have a big king-size bed. We might decide to stay here for a few days.

      Kylar is doing his thing outside to make sure everything looks safe. He is also looking in the old shed outside.

      I check the refrigerator to make sure it is working. The fridge even has an ice maker. I turn the range on to ensure the burners and oven work, and both work fine. I turn the water on in the sink, and it works. We have all the necessities in working order.

      “Everything good in here, or do we go and complain?” Kylar asks me as he enters the cabin.

      “Everything is good to go. Fireplace with plenty of wood, running water, the refrigerator and range work.” I tell my man. He goes into the bedroom and is gone for a few minutes.

      “That bed is comfortable too. Are you ready to go and see the town?  See what scary shit this town offers for two people who don’t believe in the supernatural.” Kylar says, walking back into the front part of the cabin.

      “I’m ready if you are handsome. Let’s mingle with the town folk. Maybe we can scare them.”
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      Kylar/Devil

      

      We do a slow drive through town, and when it fades into the outskirts of town, we turn around and go back into Pandora. Callie points out a small grocery store. I pull up in front of the store. It doesn’t look like much of a store, but I didn’t see another store that looked like it might have groceries. The town is small. The brochure they sent said quaint but not tiny. I don’t kill my bike but Callie dismounts. I wiggle my finger for her to come closer to me so she can hear what I am about to say. “You go in and pick out what we need. I found a grill in the storage room, so get a small thing of wood chips, charcoal, and charcoal starter. I can grill us dinner. Hamburgers, hot dogs, or steaks, your choice. I’m going to fill up with gas while we are here. As cool as it is, we have plenty of time to get back. The meat won’t ruin. Get me a six-pack of beer, too, please. The saddle bags are empty, so we should have plenty of room.” Callie kisses my cheek, nods, and steps back from my bike. I back out and go further up the road. I am almost to the gas station and a black cat runs out in front of me. I swerve hard to miss the little thing. I didn’t lose control of my bike, but it was close. A less experienced biker would be having road rash for a while.

      I turn into the drive and pull up to the first pump to get some gas. The pump comes on without me having to pay first. You won’t find these old pumps around where we live. An older man walks over to me.

      “You should have run that cat over. The blasted animals need to learn their lessons around here. These damn cats come around here every damn Halloween. They roam the streets because no one will feed them anymore. They’re cursed, I say. If you are passing through, then keep on traveling. On Halloween, this place will give no one anything but grief. If you are here at sundown, they’ll come for you too. Get on the road and get out of here, or find a place to stay inside until tomorrow when the sun rises.” The pumps clicks off and I hand the man some money from my wallet.

      “The brochures for this place say it is a friendly town. I call bull shit. Is everyone in this town crazy?” I ask the older man.

      “You think I am crazy, then by all means, be on the streets or anywhere outside when the sun sets. No one will ever see you again. I hope you like roasting in hell.” The older man tells me. I feel someone behind me, and I turn to look but keep the older man in my peripheral vision.

      “John is right. Anyone who isn’t indoors by sundown disappears forever. It happened to the town folk until we figured out what was happening. This town will be locked up tight before dark. You could go to the police office and beat on the doors, but no one will answer. I had two cousins who both disappeared on the same Halloween. They thought it was all a bunch of malarky. They snuck out of their bedrooms to go and get drunk with their buddies. All six of the boys disappeared that night. Their bodies were never found, and we searched for months. None of the teenagers have been heard from since. We found their cell phones all together, and all melted. It was spooky as hell. You can damn well know I will be locked up tight with my family. Listen to us and get the hell out of this town while you can.” I won’t be scared off by these two. I will spend the night with my woman here in this town. Bikers don’t fucking run. I start to leave, but I won’t let these two men think they scared me away.

      “You have cold drinks inside? I need to check my bike out, too. I want to ensure there was no damage from the quick swerve.” I was blowing smoke up their ass, but they don’t know.

      “Have it your way; don’t say I didn’t warn you. Come inside. We have some sodas and oil.” John tells me. “That’s Paul. He works here part-time.”

      “John, I’m leaving for the day. I need to gather the family so our doors are locked by sundown.” Paul tells the older man.

      “Go right ahead. I will be out of here within an hour.” John answers Paul back. I walk to the soda case and take out a bottle of icy water. I hope the women in this town aren’t filling Callie with this shit about disappearances in the night. She will laugh at them.
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      Callie

      

      I walk inside the store, and everyone turns and looks at me. I ignore the stairs and how the older ladies whisper to each other, but their eyes never leave my face. This isn’t uncomfortable, not. I shake my head and go about my business. After scanning the tiny aisles, I see the meat market in the back and go there first. The ground round looks good, but the steaks are better. As the sign says, I ring the bell for the market manager, but the little woman that comes out of the back shocks me. She can’t be over four foot three or four, and I estimate she weighs no more than eighty or ninety pounds. She’s not as big as our eleven-year-old.

      “Can I help you, or are you going to stand there gawking at me all day?” The woman has sass, and I decide I like her.

      “I apologize, but you are so tiny. I’m not trying to be rude, but my eleven-year-old daughter is bigger than you.” The woman smiles at me, and she has a beautiful smile.

      “I don’t find that rude at all. I was being bitchy because it has been a long day. Everyone always waits until the last minute to pick up their food for Halloween night. These people can’t catch on if you are a good person; the beings out there will not give you a trick but a treat. No one listens to me.” I look at the woman. I know she is in her late twenties to early thirties. Maybe she is a bit odd. “I see you don’t believe me either. How old do you think I am?”

      “Late twenties to early thirties. What does that have to do with anything? I don’t know you enough to trust you. I just met you. I don’t even know your name.” I tell the woman.

      “My name is Zelda.” The woman tells me.

      “I am Callie. My husband and I are staying the night in one of the cabins at the edge of town. We came into town to get supplies for this evening.” I decide that everyone in this town wants us to believe the city is haunted. If that is what they think, I won’t change their minds. It’s none of my business anyway. I’ll go along with it. What harm will that do?

      “I see. I want you to understand, child, I am seventy-eight years old. I haven’t aged a day since I met Esmeralda in the woods that Halloween night. Sometimes, what you wish for isn’t what you want. I’ll be seeing her again tonight. I’m tired, and it is time for me to rest. You and your young man need to stay in tonight or be very careful what you wish for. Eternal beauty and youth is not what I thought it would be. I have buried three good men in my lifetime. I wanted to die with each one of them. Yes, you need to stay in tonight, but if you are good people, you won’t be harmed. What can I get you from the meat counter?” I don’t know what to do with everything Zelda said.

      “I would like two of the ribeye steaks, please. I would also like a half pound of the forest ham and the smoked turkey. That’ll be it for me and thank you.” I tell the woman.

      “You have any more shopping to do; get it done, and I will have this at the front waiting on you.” The woman never makes eye contact with me again. It’s like she has dismissed me. Oh well. I do my shopping, remembering we have limited space to return these groceries to the cabin. I walk to the front of the store, and the older women are still there. It must be their gathering place every day. You would think they would choose a place they could sit down. To each their own.

      The woman at the cash register checks me out. Everything I bought and it all only came to twenty-five bucks. “Ma’am, are you sure you checked everything? This bill of groceries is very cheap.” In stores back home, the two steaks would have been that much or more.

      “Yes, today is Halloween and everything in the store is half-price. The steaks are seventy-five percent off since we will close in an hour. We don’t keep processed meat for the next day. The store guarantees fresh processed meat each day.” The woman tells me this as if I should know that fact. I go with the flow and smile at her. I hand her cash from my back pocket and then put the remaining money back in my pocket. I grab the bags with my items and walk back through the front door. Kylar is still not back. I put the bags up against the wall, and I go for my phone to call him, but when I turn around, there is an elderly lady there, and she has three black cats walking around her. It strikes me as being weird, but I don’t say anything. The lady is carrying two heavy bags. She is struggling with them. I step up to her.

      “Hello, ma’am. Can I help you with these bags?” I reach for the bags and she hands me one of the bags.

      “Thank you, sugar. I am waiting for my sister. We need to get home.” The woman tells me. “I’m Zara, and my twin sister should be out any time now.” I walk back to the wall, and she follows slowly behind me. I sit the bag I carry against the wall, like my things. I turn around. Zara is right behind me, so I take her other bag and put it against the wall next to the first one.

      “It’s very nice to meet you, Zara. Are these beautiful cats yours? They like you for sure.” I reach out to pet the closest cat and she hisses at me but then lets me pet her, but then she runs behind Zara.

      “I am their human. Cats don’t have owners. They claim the human they will stay with, and if I care for each of them as I should, they will never leave me. I am their human of choice.” Zara’s eyes have a faraway look. “Have you seen another black cat? I have one missing. I need to find her before we leave today.” That has a question popping into my head.

      “Do your cats need to stay inside with you tonight so they will be safe?” The woman looks at me as if I am the crazy one.

      “You can’t contain a cat. Cats are natural prowlers, and their souls belong to the night. I need to feed them before they have their night out. My sister will bring fresh tuna for them. We buy it from local fishermen. It’s the only thing that is good enough for the cats.” I bring my phone out, and I am about to text Kylar, but I hear his bike coming from up the road. At about that time, Zelda comes out the front door of the grocery store.

      “I see you have met the stranger staying in the cabins tonight.” They both look at me.

      “She has kind eyes. I think she will be fine.” She is looking at her sister; then her eyes swing to me. “Stay inside tonight to make sure.” Both ladies pick up a bag and start to leave, then Kylar parks, and they watch us. I walk up to Kylar and he has a cat inside his jacket. Another black cat. Is it weird that I have only seen black cats in this town? These people are getting to me. I am overthinking everything.

      “Why do you have a cat with you?” I ask Kylar.

      “She ran out in front of my bike, and I had to swerve to miss her. I stopped and filled up with fuel at the gas station, and she followed me. John, the owner of the gas station, did not like her at all, and just let me tell you, the guy was creepy. He grabbed the shotgun to go after this little lady, and I decided the safest place for the cat was with us. I wouldn’t want to hurt the man for being cruel to this beautiful little lady.” Kylar dismounts his bike and puts the cat on the ground. The cat runs straight to Zara and Zelda and Zara’s cats.

      “Thank you, Devil, for taking care of Sarina. She is back where she belongs.” Kylar and I both look at each other.

      “Do I know you?” Kylar asks Zara.

      “No, we have never met. I know you are the Devil himself, but you like cats, so I am alright with you. You protected Sarina from that evil man, John.”  Kylar dismounts his bike and helps me make room for everything from my bags into the bike’s saddle bags. When we both look for the women again, they have vanished, and the cats are all gone, too.

      “These people are getting on my bad side. Let’s return to the cabin and enjoy a normal night together.” I laugh at Kylar.

      “All it took was a few strange people and you are ready to discuss our problem. I must get Zara and Zelda to return to Oklahoma with us.” I keep laughing because the situation deserves the laughs.

      “Don’t forget the cats. Did you see they were all black cats? I guess it is against town rules for any other color of cat. After we get home, I should sneak back to this town with many assorted colors and types of cats.” Kylar hesitates for a minute. “No, I need to do it next Halloween. Yes, I’m doing it. It will blow these people's minds.”

      “No, Kylar, that would be mean; if nothing else, think of the cats. If no one adopts them, they will go without food and shelter. Cats need love too.” My heart hurts just by the thought of it.

      “It would serve these people right for trying to scare everyone passing through. John at the gas station was as serious as a heart attack, and so was his assistant. I wouldn’t do it unless I was shit-faced and bored.” Kylar is right about that. He only does stupid crap when he has had too much to drink, and he is bored. That’s when all the club members do their stupid shit.

      “I’m starving handsome. Please take me to the cabin so we can get us some food. I got some pretty ribeye steaks. The thought of them after you grill them makes my stomach growl.” Kylar shakes his head.

      “Great idea, woman. Let’s get dinner started.” We both mount his bike and I hold Kylar tight. This trip to the grocery store and all the cats with the women has been unsettling. It’s not, I believe the stories. It’s just creepy. The ride to the cabin will calm me down, and then I can shake this feeling taking me over. I’m not scared, just cautious now. The one good thing about this strange town is it has distracted me from the conversation that Kylar and I are going to have tonight. Tonight’s discussion will change our lives one way or another. I relax a bit and enjoy the rest of the ride.
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      Kylar

      Two hours later

      

      I got busy when we got back to the cabin, and we ate a light snack to starve off the angry hunger pangs in my stomach and the ones I guess Callie was also having.

      I checked the brakes on my bike to make sure there was no damage to my bike from earlier today. Everything looked great. I washed up and then got busy on the steaks.

      The steaks are putting an aroma off that has my stomach growling again. I take the fork I have and take them off the grill. I make sure the grill is safe to leave, and I see four black cats climbing into the tree outside the cabin. I guess they ended up following us back here. I hope those ladies aren’t around too. That one was crazy. It was probably because of her age, but who knows, maybe she hits the booze too hard in the afternoons. I have been called the devil many times since I had the same road name in my club, but she had no way of knowing that, and when she looked into my eyes, it was like she was trying to read my soul. This town is too freaky for me. Now, I am psychoanalyzing everything. One night in this place is plenty. I laugh at myself for being so stupid for thinking this shit over so much. I need a beer. I walk the steaks in the cabin.

      “Are you ready for these bad boys, beautiful?” Callie already has a small salad, rolls, and baked potatoes ready.

      “Yes, and my stomach is ready, too. I set the table and I have a beer in there for you.” I wink at Callie and she follows me to the table. I put one steak on her plate and the other on mine. “I thought we could just fill our plates in the kitchen. I moved the table here so we can look out the window while we eat and talk.”

      “I forgot about our talk until right before I returned to the house. The people of Pandora had me ready to commit murder, and it slipped my mind. I’m ready for the talk so we can go back home. One night in this place is plenty. The town is small, and the minds of the people are smaller. What kind of man would think it is alright to shoot a cat? I wanted to call the cops on him and you know the law and I don’t get along by principle alone.” Callie doesn’t laugh like I thought she would. I look at her.

      “I think there was more going on in Pandora than we knew. Zara said Zelda was her twin sister. Zelda looked much younger, but she told me she was in her seventies. I think this town plays a hoax on anyone coming through here on Halloween. They don’t want strangers around here. That’s the only thing that makes sense. I don’t understand what they get out of it.” Callie tells me the same thing I was thinking earlier. We’ve been together for so long that we think the same way.

      “They aren’t running us out of town. We paid for the cabin, and we are staying the night. I am driving back through town tomorrow morning to show them we made it just fine.” I tell my woman.

      “That’s my man. Digs his heels in and doesn’t let anything budge him.” We have fixed our plates as we have been talking. We return to the table and sit down across from each other. I take a drink of my beer, and I see Callie is drinking water. The trip into town rattled her. She doesn’t want to admit it to me or herself. I need to keep a close eye on her tonight. These people are going to push me too far. Then they’ll see the wrath of Devil. “Are you ready to have this serious talk between us? Maybe then you can relax a little tonight.” Callie laughs at me.

      “I am relaxed. You want to rush this talk, so you start. Tell me like it is Devil.” She winks and smirks at me. That’s my woman.

      “All right, Miss Sassy Pants, I will do that.” I take my first bite of steak, and I make a damn good steak if I do say so myself. I chew my food thoroughly and swallow. “I have thought about everything you have said and considered it. I don’t want to leave you responsible for the nine children we have and then add another one to it in case something happens to me. I love you and have promised to make your dreams come true. I can’t do this with a clear conscience. I feel old. I don’t want to start from square one again. I wanted to stop after the first set of twins. Just be reasonable.” I see Callie’s eyes bore into me, and there is fire behind those beautiful blue eyes. I wait for it, but Callie doesn’t explode. She looks like I just broke her heart.

      “We’re not having a discussion then. You said your piece on the subject, and then you just decided without letting me say a word.” Callie asks me with ice in her voice.

      “I always have the last say in everything concerning us or our family,” I tell her.

      “No, the one of us it mostly concerns is who has the say about the subjects we discuss. That’s the way it has always been for nineteen years.” Callie tells me. I see I am taking this too lightly. Callie is pissed.

      “I won’t change my mind on this. I don’t want another child, and I never will. When we get back, you can set up an appointment to have the procedure done so we have no accidents or, oops, babies like our last set of twins. The kids and I will then pamper you until you are better.” I can’t keep my mouth shut, but I want this subject closed.

      “Are you insinuating that I got pregnant on purpose with Karson and Kye?” She asks me.

      “It was convenient timing. You were gearing up to tell me you wanted more children and poof, and you ended up pregnant without us talking about it. It seems only fair that I make this decision.” Callie is growing more withdrawn from the conversation.

      “Whatever you think Kylar. I am going for a walk to calm down. I will tell you there will be no procedure done to me. If I decide I still want another baby, I’ll go to the damn sperm bank to get a donor.” Callie gets up from her chair. I watch this as if I am having an out-of-body conversation with my wife. I can’t believe the nasty things I have said. I don’t talk to the woman I love like this.

      “You can’t go out, it’s after dark.” Callie laughs at me.

      “Don’t tell me you believe in what all these people have been saying. I am going out to take a walk, and I will take my gun with me. Satisfied?” I can’t say a word. She’s right. What am I thinking? Callie doesn’t hang around to hear what I have to say. I believe she has heard enough from me tonight. Did she tell me that she would have another man’s child? I don’t care if it is through a sperm bank or not. It’s not happening. Then, I made the biggest mistake of my life. I don’t go after Callie and grovel for forgiveness. Instead, I finish drinking the beers I have left.
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      Callie

      

      I can’t believe half the things coming out of Kylar’s mouth. Yet again, I would never have another man’s child, and I said I would. He had me so mad. I could have used him as a punching bag. I have never tricked Kylar into having children with me. My feelings are hurt, but my heart is broken. I will never have another child. Maybe I will take up day drinking. That makes me smile even though I want to cry. I won’t cry, however. I shed my last tears over men many years ago between Mason, Kylar, and Andrew; they were my kryptonite. They each broke me differently. I healed from it all and cried a bucket full of tears along the way. Never again. I deal with what I need to and let everything else slide when I can. Kylar and I returned to each other, and I have never loved another man since that day.

      The pain is back today. I didn’t even know that Kylar felt this way. I thought he was as happy as I was about our children. I can’t imagine one day without all our children. Now I know, and I feel guilty for not having my eyes open all these years.

      I have walked far from the cabin. I can’t see the lights anymore. I should have brought a flashlight with me. The moon is full tonight, and the trail is well-lit for me. I hear water running. I walk towards the noise. The sound of the running water is like a lullaby to my ears. When I see the water, I see a tree I can lean against, and I feel my eyes getting heavy.
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      Kylar/Devil

      

      I don’t know when I fell asleep, but I opened my eyes, and three women are in the room with me. Each woman is beautiful, but nobody can hold a candle to my woman.

      I see you have decided to join us, Devil. It’s better than one of us waking you. Even though I know I would enjoy your screams. The screams you will be enjoying every day when you are damned to hell, and mark my word, that day is coming if you stay on the path that you have taken tonight. Your sharp tongue will drive all the people you hold dear away from the cold heart inside you. Tonight is the night of your reckoning. Tonight is the night we decide if we will damn your soul. Follow us for your tale to be told.” The first woman tells me. I get up, and I follow the three of them to leave the cabin. Then I think about Callie. Where is Callie?

      “Where is my woman?” The only woman who has spoken floats back to me. Holy shit, she’s not walking, she is floating. The woman laughs. It sounds more threatening than a funny laugh.

      “Shouldn’t that have been the first thing you asked or said? Your thoughts turned to anger, not of your loved one. Or is she your loved one?” The woman is gone then. I want to search the cabin, but I find myself following the women. The women have stopped by the tree they had seen the cats in earlier. No, it wasn’t us, it was me. I catch up with the women at the tree. “You, Devil, are a bewildering man. Your heart says you are half good, but the other half of you is terrible. You have killed without remorse. You have destroyed lives without a second thought. You command an influential club of men, but you try to get them to walk on the side of the law now. The law has no place in the afterlife. You are what we call even-hearted. You cannot be the man you are without having both sides. Your woman and family is what makes you have a good side. Before you met Callie, you were a shell of a man your father used as his puppet. You did his dirty deeds in life. He turned brother against brother. He didn’t give his daughter love, and she had no substance or backbone. She was a vessel for evil. Your father, brother, and sister have all been given their sentence. They are damned to excruciating torture for all eternity to pay for their sins. You see, Devil, each person that has disappeared from Pandora is either being tortured in another dimension until the Devil drags them to hell to continue their torture, or we have put them to beneficial use for us. You see, Devil, we also work for the good of the people. Can you imagine how we torture a child molester? No, you can’t. Your mind will never grasp the depravity we will go to. You live by the sword, then you die by the sword, and we all know you live by the sword. How do you think your demise will be?” The bitch finally shuts up.

      “Where is my wife? If you have touched one hair on her head, you will feel my wrath, and you don’t know the lengths I will go to protect the woman that I love.” I yell out. The woman looks at me, and then she laughs that maniacal laugh. I want to choke the ever-loving life out of her. My eyes cut towards the other women. They aren’t there, and that makes my skin crawl. Is Callie in danger? I will give my life for hers. I will make a deal with the devil if I need to so she will be safe.

      “Once again, you are concerned for your woman. You were hateful to her tonight when all she wants is to give you another child. Someone for both of you to nurture and love. Half you and half her. Like your heart, it will be half good and half wrong. All your children have been born that way, and your woman has given them so much love. They all have good hearts now. Even the ones that you want to teach to kill like your father taught you. Their mother’s goodness will always touch them. Callie’s heart is pure. It has been since she was born. She was blessed by the angel of love the night she was born. She had to be blessed; the parents that she had, had no attachment to give her. They were both afflicted with addictions and greed. There was no goodness there. She was blessed with a godly elisee. Her god, not the god worshipped today in the big churches. Her uncle was also a savior for her. He was her brother Tommy’s best friend. The uncle and nephew were close in age. Tommy had a heart like Callie’s, and he is in a good place in the afterworld.” The woman is quiet for a minute, and I feel something wrapping itself around my torso, around my arms, and my legs. I can’t move. “You see how helpless you are from us. You are subdued without me even looking your way. Keep your sharp tongue silent, or we will do this the hard way. We could have Callie here watching this. I don’t want to hurt her needlessly.” I stop trying to fight the restraints.

      “What do you want from me?” I ask the woman.

      “Oh, your words are soft now. That is so delicious to my soul. You broke the rules, and your heart is not pure, but your heart is not pure evil either. Trick or treat? Which do you deserve? I think your just punishment is to lose the one you love. Your soulmate. Your world. You, Devil, must choose a partner or one of your children tonight. You told Callie that you don’t want any more children with her. It broke her heart even though you swore you would never hurt her heart again. How easily you forget the words that you declare. The promises that you have made to Callie, and then you took them back in the name of club business. No one with a pure heart deserves that. Will you give up a child, or will you give up your woman? I need an answer now.” This woman is crazy. I wouldn’t even consider either scenario. My entire family is my life. If I could have a retake of tonight, I would tell Callie I would give her the twelve children we both wanted when our marriage began. We both wanted that, not just her. I hope she knows how much I love her.

      “I choose me. I give up me. I would never put a child of ours in danger. It is my place to protect them all. If one of our children were gone, then I would lose Callie, too. She wouldn’t live after losing a child. I choose me. Take me and throw me in any dimension that pleases you. Please don’t harm my family. I will give you my soul; do as you may with it.” I plead with the woman. I feel dizzy, and I can’t keep my eyes open anymore. I think that my energy has been drained from me, and my eyes flutter shut.
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      Callie

      

      I wake beside the sparkling lake. It shimmers under the moonlight. I must have been more tired than I thought. I need to get back so Kylar doesn’t worry. We can discuss our problems before we climb into bed together, and I will fall asleep in his arms as I have for nineteen years.

      I hear voices, and I look at the direction the voices are coming from. I see Zelda and Zara playing with Zara’s cats. Zara looks just as young as Zelda does.  I know it must be Zara. She looks identical to Zelda. Who am I to judge? They must have found a fountain of youth that will make them very rich, or they have discovered the best makeup and will be even more prosperous. Either way, they are having fun with each other.

      Another woman walks up to me, looking like she is floating. She is beautiful with her flowing hair. Her skin is flawless, and her emerald-green eyes stand out. I am awed by her. She reaches for my hand and pulls me to my feet. I go with her without putting up any resistance.

      “The lake is beautiful, with the full moon shimmering across the water. My sisters love to amuse themselves on nights like this with the cats. Do you know why you are here with us tonight, Callie?” I think about her question.

      “No, I have no idea why I am here or who you are. I met Zara and Zelda in town today. They didn’t say they had another sister.” The woman shakes her head.

      “You are sincere, Callie. I am one of Zara and Zelda’s sisters. We have many sisters. There is a coven of us here. Some of us are to show the good in the world, and others are only to show people the error of their ways. I am glad you are a good person, so you get a treat on Halloween. I am called Esmeralda.” I am lost in this conversation and have no idea what this woman is talking about.

      “Can you tell me what I am doing here? I am not following this conversation very well, or I have missed something along the way.” I tell the woman bluntly.

      “Straight and to the point. I like that. I hate it when people talk around some subjects.” Esmeralda Tells me in a Tinkerbell-like voice. It’s sweet, and I want to hang onto every word. “You are in Pandora, Kentucky, and you were warned not to go out tonight, or you would receive a trick or a treat. We have done this very same thing to many people through the years. You, my dear, have no worries. You are pure at heart. You are a natural nurturer. You are a mother by nature. You were blessed at birth because of this. The angels blessed you the day you were born. Any other way, you would have been damaged by the cruelty that your mother and father bestowed upon you. This is why you always yearn for one more child, and you have been blessed with many children to teach and love. You could have children for the next ten years and never give away all the love in your heart. We know your man was being uncooperative tonight. His heart is not pure like yours. Only half his heart is good—the other half, not so much. You left the door cracked open when you left in haste, allowing us to go inside. He is being talked to now.” Esmeralda is very talkative. I get the feeling that she is not being honest with me.

      “Tell me about yourself, Esmeralda. Tell me about you and your sisters. How did you come about living this life?” The best thing I can do is stall until my head stops swimming or I can think straight.

      “We have had a coven of witches in the town since the turn of the century, and before that, we were in Salem. We are not evil beings. It’s just that some beings need punishment, and we only punish the ones that need it. All creatures that have a pure heart are immune to our punishments. They normally don’t know the questions to ask to save their loved ones from their punishments. They are like fairies flying around or sprites. No cares in the world.” I think about what she has said, and that is how I feel. Like a sprite, I am ready to fly. I can’t throw my chance away to help Kylar. My man needs me, and I will not let him down, no matter how he hurt my feelings tonight. If Kylar doesn’t want any more children. Then I can go to work at a hospital to hold the newborns that need people to hold them and share love with, or I can work at a daycare. We can both get what we want and need. I need to think straight about what I need to ask. Then it comes to me.

      “What do I need to do to save my husband? He is my heart, and if you say my heart is pure, half of it belongs to Kylar because he and our family are my heart.” I get on my feet, and my head feels clearer now. “Give me my husband back and leave us alone. Neither of us deserves a trick or a trick, and if we do get one, then we get it together.” Esmeralda squints her eyes at me.

      “You would take half of Devil’s torture even though he cannot see through to give you another child to hold in your arms?” I don’t even hesitate.

      “I married Kylar to carry half his burden through life. I love that man. All married couples have problems at one time or another. This argument was a blip in the road. Next year, at this time, we won’t even remember the fight. If this is how you give someone a treat, then please stop it now. I will never doubt Kylar. I will never doubt our love or devotion to each other or our family. My cup runneth over with love. Now take me to my man, or you will get to see the wrong side of me. I don’t let her out much these days, but I will still kick your ass all the way to hell over my loved ones.” I start towards Esmeralda, and then Kylar comes running towards me. I don’t know where he came from, but I am so glad to see him. Kylar grabs my hand.

      “Let’s get out of here, Callie. We can leave here tonight. I’ve had enough of this shit, and we are never coming back here again.” Kylar is losing his shit. I follow Kylar back to the cabin. After we are inside, Kylar shuts and locks the door, then checks the back door and all the windows. “They are sitting under the tree with those damn cats.” I don’t say a word. I can’t. My throat feels like it is swollen shut, but I swallow hard.

      “Kylar, I am sorry. I didn’t mean a thing I said earlier to you. I would never consider having another man’s child, even if the sperm came from a sperm bank. I only wanted another child with you, but I didn’t take what you were telling me into consideration. I can get a job away from our home and get my baby fix in. I can work at a daycare facility or be one of those women who hold babies for mothers who can’t do it for some reason or another. I hear you. You don’t want any more children. I won’t bring it up again.” I pour my heart out to the man I love. Kylar moves over to me and takes me in his arms.

      “Callie, I will give you five more children if you want them. I was scared I had lost you tonight. I am the one who is sorry for all the asinine things I said tonight. I didn’t mean a word that came out of my mouth. Can you forgive me, Callie?” Kylar asks me.

      “I never believed a word you said after I had time to think about it. I know you were just upset.” I can’t get my hopes up again and then have them smashed. “I say we need to compromise here. I will throw away my birth control pills, and you wear a condemn when we make love, and if you are ever comfortable with having one more child, then don’t use a condemn. If you are ready, we will let Mother Nature take her course. If we are meant to have one more child, then I will get pregnant, and if not, then I won’t. We leave it at that.” This is something that needs to be done—a real compromise. “I don’t want any procedures done to me. I hate hospitals and doctors. I figure that Mother Nature will take care of that too.” I look at Kylar, and he is smiling. “What are you smiling at?”

      “I appreciate the out you are trying to give me, but I want another baby with you. I would be crazy to pass up a chance to see my woman pregnant with our child one more time. I hope I can keep you satisfied through your pregnancy. You are one horny sexy woman when you are pregnant.” I see that Kylar is watching me, but he is watching that tree, too.

      “Do you want to talk about what happened with the witches tonight? Are we going to stay the night or leave now?” I glance around the room. Did Kylar clean up while I was gone? “Did you clean up when I was gone tonight? Everything looks clean.” I turn to go and look in the kitchen. The kitchen is spotless, too.

      “No, I didn’t clean anything,” Kylar says when I am walking back to the front room.

      “The kitchen is clean too,” I tell Kylar.

      “We are going to take the time to go through town in the morning to show those people we aren’t scared of this place, and we are never coming here again. Do not ever bring this place up or anything that went on here. I want to forget everything about this place. Let’s go to bed and try to get some sleep. I am exhausted.” I agree with Kylar. I will never speak of this place again.

      “Let’s hit the bed. I call dibs on the first shower.” I say as I follow Kylar into the bedroom.

      “You’ve got it, darlin’” It doesn’t take me ten minutes in the shower. When I am ready to climb into bed, Kylar is sound asleep. I cover him up and snuggle up next to his back. It seems like I have just fallen asleep when I hear the shower going. I grab my phone on the bedside table. I look at the time, and it is noon. I jump out of bed and grab some clothes out of my bags. It doesn’t take long to get dressed. I brush my hair and put it in a long braid. I go to the kitchen, put some sandwiches together, and then pour myself some coffee that Kylar must have made. I hear the shower turn off and I look out the window. The day is clear, and there are no women in the trees and no black cats.

      “Hey Beautiful. You were dead to the world this morning. You must have needed the rest. You want to grab something to eat on the road. I want to drive through Pandora, but I have no intention of stopping anywhere.” Kylar stops and then starts again. “I called the cabin owners and told them to keep their deposit because we are not cleaning this place. I want out of here. Leave anything that isn’t necessary. We can buy whatever we need during our stay tonight.” I smile at my man.

      “I fixed us lunch for the road. I will pack my small bag when I finish my cup of coffee.” Kylar is drinking the rest of his coffee and then fixes him another cup. I finish my cup of coffee and then go and pack my small toiletry bag. Kylar has finished his coffee, rinsing the cup out. We walk to Kylar’s bike together. He does a quick check on things, and we are on the road in minutes.
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      Kylar

      

      We took the road into town. It was a short drive, but Callie and I were both surprised at what we saw. The city has a lot of traffic on it. It’s not the small quaint town that we had seen yesterday. The station I stopped at and the grocery store that Callie went to are both boarded up, and they haven’t been open in a while. The only thing those two places had seen was rats. How did these people do this? Was it a big hoax? Callie has a death grip on my shirt. This looks like the small town in the brochures. I don’t know what has happened to us, but it is time we kick rocks out of this town.

      “Kylar, I want to get out of here. I have goosebumps on my arms, and I don’t like it here.” Callie tells me, and I know she is spooked.

      I turn my bike around and head back the way we came from, but instead of going to the cabin, we head back the way we came from the day we arrived. I hear a shrieking laughter, and I pull over again.

      “Get us the hell out of here, Kylar.” I get back out on the road, and I get us the hell out of there. We may have had a scare on Halloween night, but we also found out we are stronger together, and I know my woman will go to the ends of the earth to save me just like I will her.

      The End For Now

      After a Note From Callie and       Kylar,

      Kenzie Steel was born the following year. The final child for Baby Girl & Devil. The Steel family is complete.

      Be sure that you are good. Anyone can be tricked or treated on Halloween.

      

      Please don’t miss a book in the Pandora Collection. All the books will be live by October 31st.

      1 Wrong Turn by TL Reeve and Michele Ryan- 10/24th

      2 Off Balance by E.M. Shue- 10/25th

      3 Cranston’s Superstition by Penny Anglene- 10/30th

      4 Trixie’s Treat by Darlene Tallman- 10/31st

      5 Devil’s Crossroad by Vera Quinn-10/31st

      

      Take a sneak peek into Reprisal…

      Copywrite©2023 by Vera Quinn

      This is unedited, so due to slight changes.

      Reprisal

      “An act of retaliation.”

      The Avengers Doll MC consists of ten women who all seek reprisal for one reason or another.

      We banded together and became a family.

      We don’t see what we do as payback but more like us helping karma along.

      Each of us has our own story to tell.

      Tonka was my one weakness.

      He kicked me out of his bed and out of his heart.

      He said I was damaged goods because I couldn’t give him a child to carry on his family name.

      He gave me a parting roll in the hay, and now my Reprisal is in place.

      The thing is that Reprisal needs to be felt bone deep, and it’s time Tonka meets his.

      

      Avengers Doll MC Creed

      Sisters to the bone, to death, and beyond. Sisters before misters. We ride together, and we fight together. Our love and loyalty to each other knows no bounds. Each of our enemies is an enemy of us all. We will protect our family at all costs and fight to hell and back to protect what is ours.
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      In The Past…

      Lara

      

      I watch as my son sleeps on my bed in our room. It’s hard to believe how a child can rest and look like an angel no matter how much upheaval is in their lives.

      My son, Brecken, is going through his terrible twos. Let me rephrase that: he has been going through terrible twos since he turned one and learned to walk. I have loved every minute of it and wouldn’t change a thing. He’s a few weeks shy of three now and is still in that stage. It’s more of a battle of our wills. He wants everything he touches in his mouth. He wants to run and never to walk. His answer to my no is to throw the most significant hissy fit that is too cute, for now anyway; in a few years, I am thinking not so much. I know the parent in me says to correct him, but my heart says no. He takes naps under duress and has no love for me anymore. Bath time is a constant fight of splashing me with the water and eating comes down to me bargaining with him to eat his vegetables before dessert. Am I complaining? No, I love my son beyond words; I’m just exhausted. That’s the life of a single mom. I never knew I would use the strategies from my business degree with my almost three-year-old son.

      Are you wondering why I am doing this by myself? Easy, the sperm donor is an asshole, and I won’t let Tonka, my ex, close to our son. Go ahead, call me a spiteful bitch, I won’t let his father’s life touch my son. The guilt runs through my head, but then I am reminded why I keep Brecken away from his dad. Please sit down and pull up a chair, and let’s dish. You better get yourself a drink; you’ll need it.

      To begin with, I was raised around a motorcycle club growing up. My dad was an active member of the Rolling Spirit MC for as long as I can remember. Don’t make assumptions; my dad was a loving man and was up to the day he took his last breath. I never for a second ever questioned how much he loved me. I was just blessed with a big family. Did I know that our family wasn’t the typical family you see on all the sitcoms on television, but you know they weren’t like me either, and I loved my family and still do?

      My mom, Ginger, and dad, Damien, were married for over thirty years. My dad was home for dinner more nights than he was away and never missed a school function I participated in.  That’s more than you can say about some dads. Most importantly, I always felt loved and never feared anything because my dad had me. His words and actions spoke volumes of how well he had my back in every aspect of my life.

      I met Tonka right after I graduated high school at seventeen. He waited a year before approaching me; we had dinner right after I turned eighteen. Tonka had just earned his patch into the Destiny Wrath MC, a support group of my dad’s club.

      When I graduated high school, I received a few college scholarships. I earned my associate’s business degree in two years and then went to work for the club, helping with keeping the books and looking for other legit ways to bring in money for my dad’s club. Was everything always legal? No, but they were striving to become fully legit.

      Like many club relationships, the romance between Tonka and I was a whirlwind. Tonka wanted his ink and leather on me before anyone else could see me—his words, not mine. Let us slow down, but I was coerced by all the hot sex and blinded by my love for Tonka. I was naïve enough to believe that love would conquer all. They say hindsight is 20/20.

      I wasn’t stupid about how the club operated; I knew how some club relationships worked. The man can have a wife, an old lady, and girlfriends. I wasn’t cool with that at all, and I never would be. My parent’s relationship wasn’t that, and I let Tonka know that I wouldn’t tolerate him putting his dick in any other woman or having any woman’s lips around his dick. That was my line in the sand. I had two no-goes. One was not cheating, and the other was that he never raised a hand to me in anger. I would reciprocate the respect. The rest of the club world I would deal with. His club wasn’t even close to legit, but if I loved Tonka, I had to accept the club the way it was without judging. He agreed to both my terms, and I told him I would take his club, but I would never be involved with their club's illegal activities. Two years seemed like enough time to get to know someone, but his club was demanding of his time, and I had a lot going on, too, so it seemed like a flash.

      Mom cried, I cried, and then I left to start my life with Tonka. Tonka and I agreed that I would do online courses to finish my schooling to get my bachelor’s degree while I worked at the Rolling Spirit MC, while Tonka worked his way up the ranks in the Destiny Wrath MC.  When I worked in the degree program and had my bachelor’s degree, I would leave my job, and we would start a family. Our life plan was mapped out.

      I received my degree two years later but was offered a significant raise to stay at my job with the Dad’s Club. Tonka liked the bottom line, and we agreed that I would continue my career and we would put off having children for a few more years. Tonka wanted that we were comfortable in the money department and that he could buy more of his collectibles that he enjoyed showing off. That lasted for five years. We enjoyed our newlywed stage, and I was never once suspicious of anything Tonka told me. I could have been too naïve regarding relationships or blinded by all the great sex and what seemed like a good marriage. One thing that Tonka and I never had a problem with was sex. Ours was chemistry was always hot, and our sexual appetites were compatible. We both enjoyed sex as often as possible. It was hot, and neither of us wanted plain sex. It had to be spontaneous, inventive, and raw.

      Tonka came home one day from the clubhouse and said it was time for us to begin our family. I mean, it was just like that, no discussion. It’s like I had no say in it whatsoever. I had my doubts. Where did the idea come from? Tonka persuaded me that a mini him or me would be a fantastic addition to our life together. I’ve always wanted to be a mom. It had always been part of my life plan, and yes, I had a life plan before Tonka; it may have changed a little, but I still, to this day, have one. With Tonka being on board with the idea, how could I deny my husband the child that he wanted even if he wouldn’t share with me the reasoning behind the why now? I should have asked more questions and not quit until I received answers. I’m the type of person that I need all my questions answered. I let this one slide. I should have got my answers in hindsight.

      I threw away my birth control pills, and for the next three months, we tried getting pregnant the fun and spontaneous way. Each month, my visit from Mother Nature was right on time, and I was disappointed, but Tonka took it harder and seemed irritated that I wasn’t getting pregnant. A few of the old ladies in the club announced their pregnancies, and Tonka would get more upset each time, and again I should have questioned him more about it instead of kissing his ass while trying to soothe him out of the temper tantrum he worked himself into.

      After the third month of no success in the baby department, Tonka insisted that a doctor check me out, so I made the appointment. The doctor ran the test on me but wanted Tonka to undergo a similar ordeal. Well, my husband was not all right with that one. He insisted there was nothing wrong with his swimmers: it had to be me, and I needed to be fixed.

      I went through my temperature every day. We were refraining from sex except for when I was ovulating and my most fertile time of the month. That put a kink in our relationship, and Tonka’s temper was always short. He started not coming home at night and giving me the excuse that it was club business. That could have been true, but my gut told me a different story. I was trying to be understanding, but the morning that Tonka came through the front door smelling of sex and some woman’s cheap perfume, my patience went out the window along with all his clothes. That’s right. I’m not one of those stand-by-my-man women who become the little woman who gets walked on. Tonka wasn’t amused; well, buddy, neither was I.

      Tonka tried getting heavy-handed with me, but I showed him what a cast-iron skillet was for, and we played some grit ball. He returned to the clubhouse, and I went to my parents’ house. I thought we would calm down and work it out, but Tonka had other ideas.

      I stayed the night at my parent’s house but went home the next day to find all my things packed and by the curb. I let myself in the house, and Tonka sits on the sofa with a bottle of whiskey.

      “Yesterday should have never happened. I should never have raised a hand to you in anger. I don’t know what happened to me. I was just filled with anger. You know that isn’t who I am.” Tonka explained and tried to smooth everything over, and I listened. “I just wanted a child and thought it would happen quickly for us. I mean, we fuck like bunnies, so the thought of one of us having something wrong with us never entered my mind. My brothers are all knocking up their old ladies, so I thought it would happen for us.” Tonka says it as if he had rehearsed what he would say before I got here, and I took that as a good sign. “Damn, I missed you last night.” Tonka gets up, puts the whiskey bottle on the coffee table, walks over to me, and takes me in his arms. I relaxed, and it felt good that my man understood. Not everyone can conceive in the first few months. Sometimes, it just takes a little while. It’ll happen with a bit of help from the doctor. I want Tonka to be open to the idea of being tested since the doctor already said that there was no reason for me not to be able to conceive.

      “So, you’ll be tested like the doctor suggested?” I ask. I barely get the words out, and Tonka turns me to him, and we kiss, and then kiss some more. I don’t mean a few smacks; these were panty-melting, toe-curling kisses. The man owned my body with those kisses. I have never been able to resist Tonka’s touch. Tonka deepened the kiss, and before I knew it, we were tearing each other’s clothes off as if our lives depended on it. It was a race to see who could disrobe the other the fastest. I climbed Tonka’s body like a monkey in heat. We were both taking what we needed from the other. We had time to talk later. I needed to feel my man inside of me. I felt the need rising to a fevered pitch, and the lust I felt was a desire that needed to be fulfilled before I had to take matters into my own hands. When both of us were naked and ready for the other, Tonka walked to the back of the sofa, bent me over the back, and buried himself inside me without another word. The initial penetration stung just a little. Tonka isn’t a small man; he has a giant dick, and I know when he bottoms out inside me. I’d feel it later when walking funny, but it is a welcome ache.

      Tonka was unrelenting in his strokes as he powered into me. We were both breathing hard, and the grunting from each pounding had me needing more. Tonka’s hand came around, and he played with my clit giving it the attention it craved. Tonka then moved my hand so I could pleasure myself as his pace picked up. I was so close, and I pinched my nipple, and I felt the quivering of my muscles begin. Tonka was stroking faster and going deeper. I felt my pussy contracting as Tonka filled me with his cum. I exploded with an earth-shattering second orgasm as Tonka didn’t slow down his rhythm. We were both breathless, and it took a few minutes to recover. I was still happy from the orgasm I had needed so badly, and Tonka grabbed my t-shirt from the floor where it had been discarded and threw it at me. I can’t forget the following words he said to me. They are seared on my heart and in my soul.

      “Clean your ass up and get your shit and get out. You’re a good fuck, but your shit is defective, and I want a child. I just needed one more taste of you. You can’t give me what I want, but I will find a woman who can. You can consider yourself unclaimed, and my attorney will be in touch with the divorce papers. I warn you, Lara, sign the papers and don’t give me any shit, or I will make your sorry life a living hell.” I was still trying to recover from the sex, and Tonka told me to leave. That our marriage was over. I was pissed, and why I went after him.

      “Half of everything is mine. I worked just as hard as you did. We are buying this house, and my name is on the note at the bank. I won’t just trust you to take care of it.” I say as I wipe myself up and find my panties and my bra to put on. I knew there was no use to argue with this man. Once he gets in a mood, there will be no arguing with him. I think I was just too shocked to argue the point. Why would Tonka make love to me if he wanted me out? Because he didn’t. He fucked me. He was saying goodbye to me. I couldn’t believe it. Why would he treat a woman he said he loved that way? He treated me like a two-bit whore, and what is worse, I let him. I walked into the other room and removed the t-shirt; I didn’t want Tonka’s smell on my clothing. I got a T-shirt from his dresser, put it on, and argued with that man. I knew he wasn’t finished hurting me with his words, and if I was leaving, then I wanted him to know it would be on me, but he would never hear that.

      “Woman, you get what the hell I say you get. The bank will be taken care of. I won’t leave you hanging with the payments. I am paying it off before we go to court. I am going to the clubhouse. Load your shit and leave your keys. It was fun, but I’m through with your ass, so don’t make this a problem, or trouble will come your way, and stay away from the clubhouse. You are no longer family and not welcome, and that comes straight from Peels, his club’s president. The old ladies are off-limits, too. Don’t answer their calls if they reach out, and don’t initiate any contact. You better hear what I am saying and do what you are told, or I will be coming to visit you and your family. It would be a shame for anyone to get hurt. Destiny Wrath is about finished being the Rolling Spirit MC’s gophers and clean-up crew.” I couldn’t believe the contempt in Tonka’s tone. I thought the clubs were in a good place. I didn’t know there was any friction between the two clubs. It was like I had never met this man. Overnight, he had turned into someone that I don’t even recognize. I had heard him use this tone with people he has dealt with for the club, but never to me. I couldn’t give up on us so quickly.

      “Tonka, I love you. I thought that you loved me and we were going to have a life together. This is just a hiccup in the road. I’ll return to the doctor or find a new doctor.” I pleaded with the only man I had ever loved. I swallowed my dignity and tried to persuade him one more time. I couldn’t see my life without Tonka without feeling a pain in my chest where my heart is located.

      “Woman, I’ve made up my mind and have another woman moving in here tomorrow. One that can give me a child, and she isn’t defective. You need to get your ass out and stay gone. Whatever you leave this time will go to the trash. You have your car and what you brought into this marriage, and that is all you’re entitled to. You have a checking account with your money, so you don’t need mine.” With that, Tonka grabbed his clothes, dressed, and left me sitting there. I don’t know what I did to deserve this. I walked through the house, making sure everything of mine was gone. I found a few things we bought together that I didn’t want to leave behind and set them aside. I did something I was not too proud of then: I went into the small office we had and shared. I went through our papers and took everything I might need when we go to court, along with a paper trail I had put away for a rainy day that had to do with Destiny Wrath MC’s illegal dealings. We might need it one day to get Tonka out of a bind. I needed to protect myself even if Tonka gets pissed. Tonka, in normal circumstances, would never hurt a woman, but I had heard the threat in his voice, and I knew my man could be ruthless if he needed to be. I gave the house one more look-through and then went outside and loaded up my car. Everything I owned fit in my small car. If that doesn’t sum up my life, I don’t know what I did. If I weren’t locked up for it, I would burn the house. I felt like a spiteful woman, but I was also hurt. Tonka just dropped me like a fucking hot potato, and he was moving on.  Where was the love in this situation? I thought he might think about it and come to his senses, but I wasn’t going to hold my breath, and to tell you the truth, I don’t think it would ever work between us again. He had burnt that bridge. I would not be a weak woman like I had come off as when He shocked me with this bull shit. I set my mind to what I would do next.

      My next moves showed I wasn’t holding out hope. I used my cell to make a few calls. I called and canceled the insurance on the house and had the utilities scheduled to be turned off. I explained that I was going through a divorce and that under no circumstances could the utilities or insurance be put back in my name or anyone else claim the deposits coming back to me since they were paid from my account. I would sue if I did not receive the deposits owed me from the utilities. That got their attention fast. I had the deposits sent back to my parent’s house. They were all in my name, so the only thing that could happen to me was that Tonka could release his wrath on me. I wasn’t going to worry about it. It was time for some payback.

      I realized that my marriage was over, but I wouldn’t slink away with my tail between my legs nor let Tonka think he could bully me. I was a grown-ass woman, and I dared him to talk to me the way he did or to treat me like something was wrong with me because I couldn’t get pregnant on demand. Fuck him and the steel horse that he rode in on. He wanted to throw a temper tantrum and expected me to take it lying down. This woman wasn’t made that way, and he would soon know how true that was.

      Then a calm came over me, and I turned back around because I remembered that I forgot to leave the keys behind, and I didn’t want to give Tonka another reason to come looking for me, or did I? Nope, I would not try to crawl for that man. He did this, not me.

      I go to the garage, find a few things I will need, unlock the door, and go back in. I go to the front closet, where we keep all the extra stuff we store in the house, and get what I want.

      I carry the bat in the living room and sit it down. Then I go to the bedroom that we shared since the day that we were married. Our wedding picture is still sitting on the dresser. I go to the closet, take all the vintage band t-shirts I bought Tonka since I met him, and jerk off the hangers they are on. This is only one of the things that Tonka enjoys blowing money on or wants me to spoil him with. I have an armful, and then I get the new leathers that I bought Tonka for his birthday, take the chaps, and drop them on the sofa. I take the t-shirts, put them in the washer, push the button for the hot water, and then empty the bottle of bleach over the t-shirts as the water fills the machine. It's a good thing I kept my house stocked with extra cleaning supplies; I’ll need more than just one gallon of bleach. I shut the lid on the washer and then walked away. That makes me feel better about all the money I spent on those shirts, but I’m not finished yet.

      I go back to the living room, pick up the chaps, and go to the kitchen and take a knife to them. Then, I go into the laundry room and put them in the washer with the T-shirts. Yes, it overloads the washer, but oh well. Tonka just overloaded me with too much shit. By the time I finish, I am humming a tune.

      I go into the living room and pick up the bat. I walked into the man cave where the seventy-two-inch television is on the wall, and I could picture Tonka’s face on the front of that television. The TV was a present from me this past Christmas. I gave my best impersonation of Ted Williams, Tonka’s favorite baseball player. The screen shattered, and the thing fell off the wall. I made sure to whack the television where the controls were located.

      My next victim was all the old Boston Red Sox memorabilia that Tonka collected, and I helped to buy it for him. I took it out in three swings. I walked to the bar to pick up my favorite bottle of Patron and sat it a safe distance from the bar, and then I destroyed the other bottles of expensive liquor that Tonka shared with his brothers when they came over and watched games with him. I never knew killing years of collecting things could be so much fun. I laughed out loud and then took the top off the bottle of tequila and took a big drink. Oh yes, much better. I picked the bottle up and carried it with me. I’m going to need more of that.

      As I walked through the house, anything that could be broken with a swing from the bat got one of my best swings. Replacing the glass and breakables in this house will cost Tonka a pretty penny. I stopped off in the living room and get the bucket of paints, and I made sure it wasn’t the water-based paint but the good stuff. I went in and went to the kitchen and get the most giant butcher knife I could find.

      I went to the bedroom, opened one can of the paint, threw it on the comforter on our shared bed, pulled it off the bed, got plenty of color on the carpet, and did the same thing to the sheets. I loved those sheets. They were so soft, no crying over old sheets. That’s when I took the knife to the mattress. No bitch will be fucking my man in that bed. Then, I destroyed all the mirrors in the bedrooms and bathrooms. I looked at my watch. I don’t want to get caught in here. I didn’t think that Tonka would appreciate my redecorating skills. I took another big drink of my tequila.

      Next, I moved to the living room and all the furniture we picked out and then to the kitchen. I broke all the dishes in the cabinet and emptied the freezer and refrigerator of all the food I had to take the time and shop for. I dump all of it in trash bags except for the liquids or anything that could be used for redecorating the kitchen. Then I pick up the trash bags, go to the back door, and put it in the trash can by the back door. It would start smelling good by tomorrow.

      I heard the washer buzzer go off, so I walked back into the laundry room, put the things out of the washer, in the dryer, and put it on its hottest setting.

      I walked back to the kitchen and drank some more of the tequila. I take all the liquids, softened butter, sour cream, and cheese dip, and splatter the walls with it. I’d hate to have to clean this kitchen by tomorrow.

      I walked to the spare rooms with the other bucket of paint and my bat and did my thing.

      I was tired and needed to leave, so I went to the kitchen, took a steak knife, and left the keys. I almost forgot the bottle I had been drinking. What the hell? He would need a good drink when he got home. I went to the refrigerator, slid it forward, and unplugged it. I left the key on the cabinet and then returned to the garage.

      Sitting in our garage was Tonka’s baby, as he called the 1969 Camaro. I walked around the car, running the steak knife over the brand-new paint job, and then took the brake fluid and poured it across the hood and the trunk of the vehicle. I walked to the driver’s side, opened the door, and cut the seats up. I left the knife in the car along with my wedding rings. Then I was done. He told me I got to go with what I brought into the marriage, and so did he. What it would take him to do all the repairs on everything, we would about be even to what I kicked in to make the down payment on the house.

      I left that house that day, and I never looked back. I went to the one place that night that I knew that Tonka would never find me and slept. The following day, I went to the bank and closed out my account and what we had in the savings account that we shared, and then I left that town and never looked back. There was no going back after that. Before I left the state, I stopped and rented a post office box, found a divorce lawyer, and had him draw up the divorce papers. I paid for it with the money from that savings account I cleaned out. He could have the house if I never saw his face again. I had worked through most of my anger and was just done. I would lick my wounds and be a stronger woman that no man can ever deceive or throw away like yesterday’s trash.

      I don’t know what happened to me that day that I knew Tonka was through with me. A woman scorned, or a woman driven crazy by the man she thought she would spend the rest of her life with. I was changed that day. It’s like my heart froze. All the goodness and sweet side of me was just gone. Betrayal will do that to a woman. The only love and integrity I had in me was gone, or so I thought. I burnt those bridges so there would be no going back.

      I left Texas in my rearview mirror, and I headed for Oklahoma and some friends I had that didn’t have anything to do with the world that Tonka and I had made for ourselves—friends who never were mine and who were not loyal to me.

      Once I arrived there, I called my family. I knew that once Dad heard Tonka’s side of the story, he would be pissed for me, him, and the rest of my family. I didn’t want a war starting over me or about me. I explained everything to Mom, and when Dad arrived home, he called me, and I explained to him. There would be a war, but because of the disrespect that Tonka showed to Dad and his club, my entire family.

      I wouldn't say I liked the idea of a war, but I knew it was inevitable, and I would rather have my dad be prepared. People would die on both sides. People that I cared about but understood that this wasn’t on me. This was all on Tonka, the man I wished I had never met or fallen in love with—time for a new life.

      That is the end for now. Look for the release of Reprisal in early 2024.
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