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To all my girlies who love some angst.
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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 














  
  Stealing The Biker 


The moment I laid eyes on Kiesha, I knew she was pure trouble. 
I should have been strong enough to resist the tempting little devil with pink hair. Everything I ever wanted was within reach. I’d just gotten my sponsorship to be a prospect for the Original Bastards MC, and I had my girl by my side. There was only one problem. I was tasked with protecting the stepdaughter of one of the club brothers. Kiesha, a gorgeous girl with a wild side I wasn’t prepared for. The moment we met, she stole my breath with her beauty, and I knew my life would change forever. Only not in the way I expected it to.
All I wanted was to make the cut.
All she wanted was to steal my heart.
One mistake. One lie. Three broken hearts. What a tangled web I find myself in.
I never meant to hurt anyone, but nothing is fair in the game of love.
Now I have a choice to make.
Embrace the outlaw life I’ve always wanted or walk away from it all.






  
  Author's Note


Stealing The Biker takes place in the same timeline as Trusting The Biker, The Biker Next Door, & The Biker’s Vow. While reading those stories isn’t necessary to enjoy Stealing The Biker, reading this series in order is recommended for best enjoyment. 






  
  Chapter One
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“Prospect,” Prodigy, the club’s road captain, calls me over to where he’s been in deep conversation with Link. Prodigy is intense in his own right, but Link downright scares the shit out of me. I’ve heard too many stories about how he earned his road name. People who get on his bad side end up with a chain wrapped around their neck while being dragged behind his motorcycle. 
I swallow hard at the thought as I make my way over to them, trying to play it cool and like I’m not about to shit my pants. I never know what will land me on their bad side. I don’t intend to find out.
Whatever they ask me, my response is to answer with no problem, no matter what.
“What’s up?”
“We’ve got a special job for you.” 
I try not to show my excitement. I’ve been looking for an opportunity to prove myself since I got my foot in the door of the Original Bastards Motorcycle Club as a prospect. I’m the lowest man here. Their grunt for the next year or until they decide if I’ve got what it takes to become a patched member.
Starting out from the bottom, there’s only one way to go, and that’s up. I’ve been tasked with minor jobs and am hoping they are going to give me some real responsibility to prove I’m worthy.
“Anything you need. I’m your guy.”
“Right. Have you got a backpack?”
“No. What for?”
Link narrows his eyes on me. Shit. I didn’t mean to sound defiant. Fuck.
“You’re going back to school.”
“School?” I stare at them, my brows knitting together in confusion. 
“Yeah, dumbass. High school. You’re young enough to pass yourself off as a student. You’ll fit right in.”
“What am I supposed to do at a high school? They’re going to know I’m not a student.” I shouldn’t be asking questions, but sneaking around a high school could land me in some serious shit.
“We need you to protect my niece. Kiesha.” Link pulls his cell phone out to show me a picture of this gorgeous girl with light pink hair.
I can’t stop the smile that crosses my face as I study the photo of Kiesha. She’s gorgeous. Hazel eyes with more flecks of green than brown peppered with hints of a yellow gold in them. Perfectly pouty bow-shaped lips.
Thwack. 
Prodigy smacks the back of my head as Link growls at me in warning. “Don’t get any ideas. This is important. Just get to the school and stick to her side. Pretend you’re her boyfriend, if that’s what it takes. But if Zoe’s ex-husband shows up, don’t engage with him. Just focus on getting Kiesha to a safe location.” 
Zoe is Link’s sister and Prodigy’s Ol’ Lady. I guess her ex-husband is back in town and causing problems. Kiesha is her youngest daughter. I overheard them discussing the situation while I was sweeping the floor.
I rub the back of my head where Prodigy smacked my neck. “Yeah. Of course. I have one question, though. What do I tell my girlfriend?”
“We’ll make sure she knows to play along. She’ll be waiting for you.”
“No. I mean Sabrina. She’s got a jealous streak.” She’s going to lose her shit over this.
“Do you want to earn your patch or not?”
“There’s nothing I want more.” And I mean that.
“Then you tell her it’s club business. She can fall in line or move the fuck on.”
“Right.” I gulp. Sabrina is going to cut my balls off. There’s no way in hell she’s going to be okay with me pretending to be someone else’s boyfriend. Especially when the girl looks like Kiesha.
She’s fucking gorgeous.
The total opposite of Sabrina. Not that my girl isn’t pretty in her own way, but I know how she’s going to react when she finds out.
She won’t care that it’s for a job. Sabrina hates that I’m prospecting. The only reason she somewhat tolerates it at all is because it keeps her close to her best friend, Ember. They’ve been attached at the hip since grade school. They do everything together. 
Ember is Prodigy’s sister and in a relationship with Smoke. A dude that’s too damn old for her, but they make their relationship work.
My cell vibrates and I’m sure it’s with a text from my woman, wondering if I’m meeting her for lunch. 
This will be the third time in the past week that I’ve stood her up. I know her patience is wearing thin and that she’s tired of hearing I’m busy with the club.
I don’t have a choice, though. The alternative would be telling Link no and I can’t do that.
My relationship may be doomed, but I’ll do whatever it takes to make the cut. There’s nothing I want more than to be patched in. Even if it means putting the club before my girl. It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make if I have to choose.
Growing up, I never fit in with anyone, but here in Charleston, with the club, is where I belong. I can feel it deep in my bones that this is home. I’m meant for this.
Sabrina’s going to have to make her peace with the life I want to live if she wants to be with me.
As soon as I start my truck, as if she can sense I’m thinking about her, my phone blows up with notifications for missed calls. The last thing I need is her riding my ass again about putting the club before her, but I already know I’m going to catch hell from her no matter what I do.
I decline the call and fire off a text. 
Can’t talk right now. I’m in the middle of something for the club. 
Are we still on for lunch?
Not today. 
The text bubbles move, then stop several times. She’s no doubt typing and deleting her response. I don’t have time to wait or to argue. It’s better to ask for forgiveness later than permission now. From what I’ve heard about this asshole ex of Zoe’s, the guy is a real douche. 
I get another message from Link telling me what high school to be at and where to meet Kiesha. 
I didn’t want to attend class when I was in school for real and I damn sure don’t want to repeat my senior year. However, this is important, and I need the brothers of the club to see that I’m reliable. That they can depend on me for anything.
Clipping my phone back into the handless holder stuck tot eh dashboard, I rev my engine and leave the clubhouse. My first destination is stopping off at a drugstore to grab a few school supplies that will aid in making my cover believable. A couple of notebooks and pens, along with a basic black backpack. 
Thinking of returning to school is like going back to my own personal hell. Boring as fuck classes, pointless drama, gross food, and even nastier bathrooms. Is there anything worse than being forced to attend school when you graduated three years ago? Bile churns in the pit of my stomach. I’ve not even had breakfast yet.
I swing through a drive-thru and scarf down a bacon, egg, and cheese biscuit on the way.
Maybe I should have grabbed Kiesha something, but I don’t know anything about her other than what I’ve heard in passing, which isn’t much.
School is the last fucking place I want to be, but proving myself to the club motivates me to do whatever is necessary.
After parking my truck a few blocks away, I lockup my truck and sling the backpack over my left shoulder, hoping I look like a student as I walk toward the school. Most of my tattoos are hidden by my leather jacket. I should have shaved. I meet up with Kiesha at the back entrance of the school. She’s even more gorgeous in person, and I shouldn’t be gawking at her when I have a girlfriend. Never mind the fact I graduated nearly three years ago. 
I have no business being here, but I have my orders. 
She gives me a once-over and rolls her eyes. “You must be Jimmy.”
And you must be trouble. She’s too cute for her own good and mine.
I take in her appearance. 
Pure temptation that has me wondering Sabrina who. 
She’s wearing a cream-colored frilly dress that has tiny pink flowers printed on it with a denim jacket and brown boots and a baby pink ribbon that matches her dress tied in her hair. 
“Guess that makes you Kiesha.”
“I don’t need a babysitter. I can handle myself.”
“Yeah, well. Your uncle says differently.”
“My sperm donor doesn’t even remember what I look like. I’m the last person he’d reach out to. Link’s being overprotective.”
“I’m not going to be the one facing his wrath if something happens to you because I ignored his orders.”
She fingers the pearl choker that’s wrapped around her throat, seeming to think about what her uncle will do if I don’t follow through. “Whatever. Just make yourself invisible.”
Her bitchy attitude has me wanting to laugh. She looks sweet and innocent, but she’s anything but that when she opens her mouth. “No problem.” I follow her into the building as the bell for the next class rings, having no damn clue how to stay close and not be discovered. I follow her through the hallway surrounded by a loud crowd of teenagers living their lives obliviously, wrapped up in their dramas and aspirations.
They have no clue how good they have it right now. No idea what’s waiting for them once they enter the real world. Once they are considered an adult and no one is holding out a hand to help them navigate life.
I was forced to grow up young and fast due to the shitty circumstances I was born into. I’ve never known anything easy.
Kiesha doesn’t realize how lucky she is to have a family who gives a fuck.
“I have drama this period so you can hangout in one of the changing rooms backstage. No one uses them unless we have a costume fitting or a show. But if anyone asks, we’ll say you’re a cousin who came to visit this week or something.”
“Right. I wouldn’t want to cramp your style.” I shouldn’t be offended, but for some reason, I take the dig personally. Like she’s embarrassed to be seen with me. I’m not the best-looking guy in the club, but I’m damn sure not the ugliest. 
Kiesha glances back at me once more, the golden flecks in her hazel eyes glittering like the embers of a fire that won’t easily be extinguished in the dim light of this dark and forgotten room.
I sit on the burnt orange colored couch that looks like it’s been here for three decades. I glance around the room at the mismatched props and musty smelling costumes that look like they’ve been here as long as the couch. I pull out my phone to doom scroll while waiting for the next hour to pass, biting my bottom lip in an attempt to resist lighting up a cigarette.
I didn’t even consider the fact that I’m not going to be able to smoke until I’m off school grounds.
My phone vibrates in my hand as I’m about to nod off from boredom alerting me to a slew of new text messages from Sabrina, her frustration and anger increasing with every unanswered question about where I am, who I’m with, and what I’m doing.
She knows I can’t tell her anything about what I’m doing. And even if I could, she won’t be understanding or forgiving.
I’m trying to work. Stop texting every five minutes. You’re distracting me. 
I know the message is harsh, but it’s true. I can’t focus on her when I have to be on alert. When I have to concentrate on keeping Kiesha safe.
I can’t afford to be distracted by Sabrina’s petty arguments. 
Not with my future in the club possibly at stake.






  
  Chapter Two
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I can’t believe this. I don’t need some scrawny prospect following me around my classes like a guard dog. My father doesn’t care about me or my sister. His choices since I was born have proven time and again how little he loves me. If he ever has, it would be news to me. I can’t even remember the last time I had contact with him. 
He walked straight past me like a stranger the last time I crossed his path. He looked right through me. Inconsequential. That’s exactly what he is. I hate him. Sometimes I wish he would disappear forever. None of my friends understand what it has been like for me. I’ve always been in my sister’s shadow. She’s older and prettier. Looks like our mother and has her long legs. I was cursed with inheriting my father’s genes. I’m short with wide hips and thick thighs. But she actually has some good memories of our father. I have none. Not even bad ones, really. He’s never been present. 
I stare at this goofball with thick brows, wondering how he got volunteered for my protection duty. He doesn’t look that strong. He’s tall and lanky, but he does have killer ink and nice brown eyes. 
Not that I care. He could look like Hyunjin, one of my favorite K-Pop singers. I wouldn’t be interested. Not when I’ve been working overtime to get Jonesy Ripley to notice I’m alive. He’s the hottest senior and I’ve had a crush on him since he transferred to our school last year.
No one has been able to land him, and I’ve made it my personal mission to be asked to homecoming by him. I even talked Sam into nominating me for homecoming queen. Not that I expect to win against Lisa Nichols, the captain of the cheerleading team. The only reason she’s not on Jonesy’s arm is because she’s been dating Bobo Spradlin since freshman year and he’s a monster in size. Dude could squish pumpkins between his thighs. He’s been wrestling since he was a toddler. 
This prospect had better not mess this up for me. I’ve been going to every game to cheer for Jonesy. Sitting by him and his meathead friends at lunch. Doing anything and everything short of throwing myself at him to catch his eye.
Of all the days to place me under club protection, my uncle just had to pick the day I’m hoping my number one crush will ask me out. That’s not going to happen with Jimmy stuck up my ass. I know it isn’t the prospect’s fault. I know how the hierarchy in the motorcycle club works. My sister got with Navarro when he was prospecting and now our mom is dating Prodigy, another Original Bastards club member. I’ve grown up around the motorcycle club since my Uncle Link is a member. 
I’m not new to any of this. Danger and threats have always been a part of our lives by association. I just never thought I would ever be a direct target, and by my sperm donor at that.
Jimmy follows me into the auditorium, and I hurry him to the changing rooms before my classmates or Mrs. Bledsoe lay eyes on him. 
“Lock the door and don’t unlock it for anyone. Give me your phone number and I’ll text you when it’s safe to come out.”
“Shouldn’t I be the one protecting you? I can’t keep you safe from a locked room.”
“I didn’t ask you to be here.”
“I’m not happy about this situation either.”
“Don’t care. Let’s just make it through the day so we can both move on with our lives. He’s not going to show up in the middle of my class.”
“Right.” He grabs my phone and types his information in. He snorts as a message from Sam flashes across the screen. 
“Don’t read my text.”
“Kind of hard not to.”
“Ugh. Just stay out of my business.”
He hands my device back. “What’s your number? I’ll save it under brat.”
“Ha. Ha. There’s no time. I’ll message you. Stay put.”
“Why? Afraid Jonesy will see us together.”
“Yes. And never read my messages again.” I stomp off to class before I get marked absent. 
Jerk. 
Guys are the worst. 
I take my usual seat at the back of the room to hide. I only took this class because I needed an elective. I’m only passing the class because I’ve been helping paint the set for the Christmas play. The only thing I enjoy about school is seeing Jonesy between classes. My daily routine hinges on passing him in the hallway. Yesterday he smiled at me. Today has to be the day he’s going to ask me to homecoming. 
All my subtle hints are bound to pay off. 
I spend most of third period daydreaming about him asking at the end of the day right before he has football practice. I made sure to dress extra cute today for the occasion. I wore the perfect fall dress that pairs with my sister’s jean jacket she forgot about when she moved in with Navarro. I take my compact out of my purse and make sure my makeup doesn’t need a touch up. 
Sam thinks he’s going to ask me. 
It’s destined to happen. 
I pull out my phone and look at Jonesy’s latest Snap. Man, the muscles on him. I wonder if the prospect has an account. I look him up using his phone number. He doesn’t have a profile, but he does have an Instagram account. There’s only one post. I can tell by the background of his selfie that it was taken behind the clubhouse.
What a dork.
The bell rings and I seriously consider leaving the prospect locked up in the changing rooms, but I don’t want to catch hell from my Uncle Link. 
I’m about to fetch him when Bethany shoves her way through the people attempting to leave class.
“Sooo are you going to tell me who the guy was who was walking you to class earlier?” She looks around me, as though she expects Jimmy to materialize out of thin air.
“What are you talking about?”
“Your biker hottie boyfriend.”
“Shh. Keep your voice down. You know how protective my uncle can be. It’s nothing. But seriously, don’t tell anyone he’s here. Pinky swear.”
Bethany makes the motion of locking her lips and throwing away the key. She knows better than to go blabbing about club business. She’s related to my Aunt Pam through marriage or something and thinks that makes us family. She’s super annoying, but I do my best to tolerate her.
“What is it you think you know, anyway?” 
“Nothing. I saw the two of you and recognized him from the last cookout Pam let me go to. Is he your boyfriend?”
The easier answer would be to lie and tell her yes. One thing about news here is it travels fast, and I need to make sure she doesn’t go spreading gossip about me that could reach Jonesy. “You know how it is. I can’t talk about why he’s here.”
“Think you can introduce me? He’s so hot.”
“No way. He’s too old for you.” Bethany is only a sophomore. She has no business lusting after Jimmy.
“You like him.”
“Ew. No way. “
“Hmm,” she muses. 
“Look. Just keep it quiet and maybe I’ll let you sit with us at lunch tomorrow,” I lie. I doubt he’ll be back tomorrow.
“Bet,” she says and practically skips out the door.
Ugh.
Though I’d rather pluck my eyelashes out with the world’s smallest tweezers than have lunch with this guy, I can’t have him getting busted for lurking around the school, either. I find him sprawled on the worn-out sofa like he’s at home, phone in hand.
I sniff the air, smelling smoke. “Were you smoking in here?” I accuse.
“No.” he jumps up quickly, scrambling to shove his phone in his back pocket. “Is everything okay?”
“Yeah, it’s perfect. Come on. It’s lunchtime. Put this on.” I grab him someone’s forgotten hoodie hanging on the back of a chair. “Pull the hood up and stick with me.” 
Thankfully, he doesn’t argue and hands me his leather jacket to put the hoodie on, even though it’s at least a size too small and he looks silly. 
I shove his leather jacket into my locker, noting it smells like his cologne. Spicy with a hint of smoke.
I secure us an empty table that sits farthest away from Jonesy Ripley and his buddies. 
Jimmy plunks down in a seat, dropping his backpack on the floor.
“Watch my stuff. I’ll get us a tray. And don’t talk to anyone or draw attention to yourself.”
“Yeah, babe. I’m aware.”
“Don’t call me babe.”
“Sure thing, brat.”
“Whatever.” I glance back at him to see him staring at his phone, tight faced. What crawled up his ass?
I’m not that difficult.
Okay. Maybe I’ve been a little rude, but no one would be happy about the situation I’m in. having to worry that my father will show up and do something outrageous or hurt me to get at my mother while navigating my senior year. 
I look over to where Jonesy and some of the other players from the team are seated and wonder if he’s noticed that I’m not sitting by them today. I hate how much I overthink every single thing. 
I wish he would ask me to the dance already. I should have listened to Kimber when she said to make him chase me. But I don’t exactly know how to do that. 
My phone buzzes and it’s a text from Jimmy. 
Hey brat, grab me something to drink.


He’s got some nerve. How’d he get my number so fast? Probably my uncle.
I roll my eyes at his demand and reluctantly grab a can of Cherry
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