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  Dedication 


To the family we make. 
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  ORIGINAL BASTARDS CODE



Motto: Fuck around and find out. 



DEFEND: Your cut and your brothers come before all else. Both must be defended at all costs.

RESPECT: is earned. Give it. Get it. 

OBEY: The President’s word is law.

BROTHERHOOD: Always have your brother’s back.

LOYALTY: If you fuck with one of us you fuck with all of us. 









  
  OBMC MEMBERS
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 Murder

East

 Viking 

 Prodigy 

 Banks

Link 

Holy 

Sandman

Roane

Hound

Smoke

Nav 

Slick

Static 

Crawl

T-Bird

Knuckles 














  
  Trusting The Biker 


Zoe 

I’m no stranger to bikers. My brother is a member of Original Bastards MC. Notorious outlaws who live, ride, and die by their code. I know better than to set my heart on a motorcycle man, and yet, I do it anyway. I know Prodigy will break my heart, but I crave the pain, like an addict. To remind myself that I’m damaged goods. After a failed marriage, I know the score. Only love can hurt like this. 
Prodigy 

I swore I wouldn’t get involved with Zoe. She’s independent and proven time and again she doesn’t need a man. Nor does she want one. However, when her no good ex husband rides into town to cause havoc in her life, I step in to send a message loud and clear. No one messes with our property and like it or not Zoe’s ours. I’m going to make her mine, but first she needs to trust me. 
I’ll do whatever it takes to prove to her and anyone else who gets in my way, that this biker is putting in his claim. 
Trusting The Biker is book 14 of Original Bastards MC: Charleston, WV. This series needs to be read in order for best enjoyment. 






  
  Chapter One
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The Past

Hanging my purse on the back of the kitchen chair, I’m careful not to wake my girl or her father. By the looks of the empty fridge and the bare cabinets, Adam didn’t go to the store like I asked him to. I would have gone myself, but there was no time on my way to work and by the time my shift ends, there’s nothing open other than gas stations. I can’t afford to pay the price of their late-night convenience. 
Their prices are three times that of the grocery stores. 
Blowing out a huff, I kick off my shoes and rub the back of my neck. My feet are killing me. Cradling my belly, my other girl gives me a little kick as if to remind me that I’m sticking this out for her and her sister. 
Adam keeps promising me he’s got something lined up, but if he doesn’t start bringing in some money soon, I’m scared we’re going to be evicted. I’m not earning enough money to cover all our bills. I’ve been applying everywhere I can, hoping to secure something else part time until Kiesha arrives in a few months. 
No one wants to hire a heavily pregnant woman who often misses due to not having childcare all the time. My brother and his wife help when they can, but watching Kimber isn’t their responsibility. Daycare is expensive and I don’t know what we’ll do once the baby comes. 
Things were great until my husband rolled the rock truck he was driving at the strip mine. He injured his shoulder and went on unemployment, but those checks ran out and so is my patience with him. 
My brother tries to give him odd jobs for the motorcycle club he belongs to, but says Adam isn’t reliable. Not that I want him doing illegal crap, but we’ve got our girls to consider. 
He’s lucky he wasn’t charged with a DUI when he wrecked that truck. Everyone knows he was drinking on the job. He’s even luckier he didn’t kill someone. 
Trudging down the hallway of our two-bedroom trailer, I check in on Kimber first. 
Her bed is empty. She must have fallen asleep with her daddy again. 
I enter our bedroom to get changed for bed and my heart drops to my feet. 
Adam’s bare ass shines as bright as the moon in the dark room next to the slut laying next to him. 
Bile jets up the back of my throat in a fiery trail, shooting straight from my nostrils as I cover my face and run for the bathroom.
Dropping to my knees, I pay worship to the porcelain throne as I retch. 
I wish I could say this is the first time he’s cheated, but sadly, it’s not. 
I’m stuck in this rut with him, and I don’t know how to escape this never-ending hell. 
This time I don’t even bother to get sad, only angry. At this point, I’ve grown numb to his betrayals. My husband wouldn’t know the meaning of the words loyal or honest if they walked up and bit him on the head of his precious dick.  
After cleaning myself up, I calmly take the plastic mop bucket out from beneath the kitchen sink and fill it with warm water. 
I carry it down the hall, not caring that it’s sloshing over the edge and splattering all over the carpet. Pausing at the foot of our bed, the one we made our daughters in, I stare at the man I swore I’d love forever, finding myself filled with nothing but hate in my heart. 
I lift the bucket and chuck it forward, splashing the water on the pair of them, getting satisfaction as they both jump up off the bed naked as the day they were born. 
“What the fuck?” Adams seethes as I flick on the bedroom light. 
I look at the woman as she gapes at me and recognize her immediately. 
The babysitter Adam said was the girlfriend of a buddy from the mines. 
Right. Color me stupid once again. 
“Where’s my daughter?”
Adam stomps toward me, swinging his dick around like he thinks he’s so big and bad.
What I ever saw in him, I’ll never know. Why I ever loved this man and believed in all of his lies is beyond me. His brown eyes bore into me with nothing but hatred shadowing his gaze. His top lip curls as he shoves me into the dresser behind me. The knobs press into my back. 
“Go ahead. Hit me. Give my brother a reason to kill you.” 
My brother rides with the Original Bastards MC and you don’t fuck with them or their family.
Adams steps back, running a hand over his auburn hair. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”
His fuck of the week snatches her clothes up off the floor, skirting past us as she makes a run for the door. 
“Run while you can,” I warn her. 
“Fucking bitch,” he mutters, grabbing a beer off the nightstand and taking a hearty swig.
“Who has Kimber?”
“Pam,” he grumbles, sitting on the wet mattress. 
“I can’t keep doing this, Adam. I won’t put my girls through it. I’ve given you chance after chance. I want you gone.” I pull my cheap wedding band off and fling it in his direction. The ring bounces off his cheek and lands on the carpet. 
“I’m sorry. I swear to you, Zoe. It won’t happen again.”
I snort, shooting him a yeah right look. “Like I’ve not heard that before. You said the same thing about your drinking and the painkillers you snort.” 
“I didn’t ask to fuck up my shoulder.”
“Nothing’s ever your fault. Grow up.” I shake my head. “I’m going to pick up my daughter. I want you gone by the time I’m back.”
“Where am I supposed to go?”
“Ask one of your fuck buddies. Perhaps you can catch whatever her name was before she leaves.”
I turn my back on him and grab my purse back off the chair as I slip my shoes back on. 
He’ll leave or my brother will make him disappear. 
He’s the only man who has never let me down. 
No matter what, Link and his wife always look out for me.
“Come on, babe. You know you need me.” He struts toward me now, wearing a pair of jeans. Thinks he’s the cock of the walk because he’s shirtless. 
“No. There’s a difference. Our girls need a father. I don’t need you, but I wanted you.”
His face softens. “I love you, Zoe.” He slides my purse strap off my shoulder and drops my bag to the floor. 
“You’re not hearing me. I wanted you. I don’t need you.”
I’ll never need another man. 
“You know we’re good together.” He moves in close, thinking he can flash his dimpled smile at me and whisper some sweet lies. Give me some shitty excuse for his behavior that never changes. He may pretend for a few weeks or even a month at the most. The mask he loves to wear slips out of place, eventually. And all I’m left with are broken promises and another bill to pay. 
“I’m tired. I’m so fucking tired.” My tears break free, and he closes his arms around me. 
“I don’t want to lose you. You don’t really want me to go.”
I pull back. “I need you to really hear me right now. I wish more than anything you could be the man I thought you were, only you’re not. I have more than myself to think about. We can’t keep pretending that this is working or that either of us is happy. You don’t love me, Adam. I’m not sure if you ever did or if you even know how. I want to hate you, except I’m empty. There’s nothing left to pour from my cup where you’re concerned.”
“It’s your hormones. You know how you got when you were pregnant with Kimber.”
“I remember you making me think I was imagining things. That I was being crazy. I might have been nuts, but I know you were fucking around on me, and you’ll keep doing it if I don’t stand my ground. I’m done and I want you gone. Maybe and it’s a big maybe. When you can pull your shit together, we can work out something for you to get time with the girls.”
“I love Kimber and I want this baby. You can’t keep me from my kids, Zoe.” 
“You couldn’t be bothered to buy milk or watch her this evening. You’d rather spend my money, the money I gave you for our child on pussy and beer. You’re not a man. Not a real one. You’re a selfish piece of shit.” The second the words leave my mouth, he grabs my shoulders and shakes me. 
“Was man enough to marry you.” His spit flies at my face.
“Because I got pregnant. Not because you love me. You married me to get my father off your back.”
“Fuck you.” He thrusts a palm into my shoulder. “Nothing is ever good enough for Princess Zoe.”
I swallow and pick my purse up again. 
“Please be gone when I come back. I’ll have my brother with me,” I warn. 
“I’m not scared of that pussy.”
“You should be.”
He lunges toward me, and I grab a steak knife from the butcher’s block on the counter. “Touch me again, and it’ll be the last thing you ever do.”
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“Kiesha, what time do I need to pick you up after the game?”
“I’ll text you when it’s over.”
“How about when the last quarter starts?”
“Fine,” she huffs, storming past me. 
“Hold up. Stop right there and turn around.”
“What for?” She snaps. 
“Don’t take that tone with me. I want to see what you’re wearing.”
I can already sense her eyes rolling before she turns around. Raising teen girls is its own form of torture, but I wouldn’t trade my daughters for anything in the world. 
At least with Kimber, I know I don’t need to worry about her as much. She’s living with her bad ass biker, Austin Navarro, or as everyone calls him, Nav. 
He wouldn’t have been my first choice for her, however he’s proven himself loyal. I don’t have to worry if he’s treating her right. Link would kill him along with the rest of the club. He’s an Original Bastard. A member of the same notorious motorcycle club my brother belongs to. 
I had it rough with Kimber and all the drama she had when she was in high school. Kiesha makes her sister look like a saint. She sneaks out. Turns off her location on her phone. Drives me crazy with worry. 
“Is that supposed to be a shirt?” I rub my temple as she gives me that disgusted scrunched up nose expression all teenage girls seemed to have mastered the day they hit puberty.  
Her hand slides to her cocked-out hip in a flash. “What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?”
“I’m wondering where the rest of your shirt went?” 
“It’s the style. Duh.”
“Watch that tone or you’ll be spending the night hanging with me.”
“Like you want me in the way of your night with Prodigy,” she singsongs his name.
“It’s not like that.” Prodigy is a member of the same club as my brother and Nav. I should stay away, but there’s something about him that keeps me interested. He’s sweet yet rough around the edges. 
“Yeah. Okay. Whatever.”
Beep. Beep. 
“That’s Reina. I gotta go. And mom?”
“What?”
“Make a move. You deserve to be happy. And please wear something hot.” She kisses my cheek, making me forget all about her crop top until she’s out the door. 
Make a move. Wear something hot. I snort. I’ve resigned myself to the fact that having a man in my life isn’t a priority. I’ve dedicated my life to raising my girls and running my business. Kiesha says she worries that I’ll be lonely once she goes to college next year. 
I don’t want to think about my house being empty. 
For quite some time, it’s been my girls and me. Since I kicked their sorry ass father to the curb. I’m not getting any younger. My girls keep getting older. But my daughter isn’t wrong. Sometimes I do miss being part of a we. Having someone to shoulder some of life’s burdens. There’s been times when it couldn’t have hurt to have that cushion of a second income to help cover daily expenses. More times than I liked, I had to make tough choices. Played the game of bill bingo. Paying every bill a month behind, always on the verge of a disconnect happening. That’s not my life anymore, thankfully. All my hard work paid off. I have a successful business that runs well enough that I have free time. More than I’m comfortable having. 
I’m a workaholic. I’ve tried to break out of that cycle and return to dating. 
I tried it on with Hound, a friend of my brother, for a spell, but he’s a motorcycle man. 
I know them well. 
All too well. 
Which is why I don’t know why I agreed to go to the clubhouse tonight. 
“It’s not a date,” I whisper. 
Not that I need the reminder.






  
  Chapter Two
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“Knock. Knock,” I hear Pam calling as she lets herself in using her spare key. 
“I’m in my room,” I yell out from inside my closet where I’m currently paralyzed by my teenage daughter’s advice to wear something hot. 
“Is that what you’re wearing?” The judgement in my sister-in-law’s voice is evidence I have no clue what I’m doing. I look down my front at the brown sweater and skinny leg nude pants I’m wearing. I thought fall-colored neutrals were a safe bet. Apparently, that’s wrong. 
“What are you doing here?”
“Kiesha called for reinforcement.”
“I’m grounding her.” 
“You are not. Now move. Let me see what we’ve got to work with.” She plows past me, bumping me out of the way with her hip. Her fingers fly through the rack as she makes disapproving noises and commentary about my lack of ‘good shit.’  
Pam is a biker babe through and through. She’s got the attitude and the wardrobe to back it up. I wouldn’t have her any other way. Not only is she the sister I always wanted, but we are also business partners. She takes no crap and tells it like she sees it. 
“Where are your non work clothes?”
“What do you mean?”
She frowns at me. “Where’s your fun shit? The deep cut tops. Your jeans? The sex kitten on the prowl stuff.”
“I don’t really dress like that.”
“Like what? Not granniefied.”
“That’s not even an actual word.”
Pursing her lips, she rubs her temples. “You’re giving me a migraine.”
“You’re being dramatic.” So maybe I’m not all hip and dress like the cool kids. I had to be smart with my purchases. I’ve always bought for myself last and when things are on clearance or at a bargain shop. My clothes are solid pieces that are professional yet versatile because I needed nice things to wear to work without spending a fortune. 
My girls, I’ve always spoiled and made sure they got what was trendy, so they were never picked on for being poor. 
“No. We are done with Suzy Sunshine and this good girl schoolmarm aesthetic. You are a sexy single woman. There is no reason for you not to have cute date clothes. Promise me you at least have sexy undies.”
“Pam, I’m not planning on showing him my panties.”
“And why the hell not? You chickened out with Hound. And girl, he was a good man. I’m not letting you fuck this up with Prodigy. He’s nice. Single. No baggage. Good income. Handsome. He more than likes you.”
I roll my eyes. “I don’t—”
She throws up a palm in my face. “Don’t give me that I don’t need a man spiel.” 
“I was only going to say I don’t think I’m his type.”
“Type smype. You have a banging body. Pretty face. Great personality when you actually allow anyone close enough to know the real you. You own your own business. You don’t need a man, but honey…it’s okay to want one.”
Her words are a punch to the gut. I’ve been convincing myself since I left Adam that I don’t need a man, but she’s right. Part of me wants one. 
“Okay. Fine. He is cute.” Prodigy has dark hair that’s longer on the top and faded on the sides. Neatly trimmed beard and goatee. He dresses nice. He’s not just a jeans and t-shirt biker. So maybe I’ve more then been checking him out and have had the hots for him for months. 
“Thank fuck. I was about to check you for a pulse and ask if you needed your hormones tested.”
“You do realize not everyone needs to be coupled up to be happy.” The words coming out of my mouth sound as flat as they feel. 
“There’s only so much a vibrator can do. Even if you don’t want to date the guy, you can let him go downtown and lick a little puss or a lot. I’m just sayin’.”
“You really have a way with words.”
“Words aren’t the only thing good that comes from my mouth. Why do you think your brother married me?” She grins and opens the top drawer of my dresser.
“I don’t want to hear what you do
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