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As always, for my three.

13 1 13
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[image: ]


You do not complete me.

You do not make me whole.

Our two does not become the one.

We were not born to be together.

You are not my life.

You are not my Sun.

You are not my Moon at night.

You are not my reason,

My life-blood,

Nor my right.

You are not. You do not.

But you may well be

The chink that burst the dam.

You do not

By

Philip Ardagh
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As with my previous books I want to warn you, my reader, that this book has triggers for sensitive readers. It contains graphic language, sex, violence and abuse.

Please, be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

I’ve translated most words as the books unfold, but some might have slipped through. Please check the glossary at the back of the book if you find one of those slippery little words.

This book is the start of a time of upheaval and change for the Iron Dogz.

Come and enjoy a walk on the dark side with me.
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Kid

Kid slung his leg over the seat of his bike, sat down and pulled his gloves on, but he did it slow. Wasting time fiddling with his gloves. He knew he had to get going, but what he was about to do sat like a heavy weight in his gut. Sitting on his bike in front of the clubhouse he went through it one more time, step by step by fucking step.

Confront his mother.

Get answers to his questions.

Confronting your mother about the crap she had pulled your entire life would be a total mind fuck for most people. For him it was the same. He was thirty eight years old and his mother had been treating him like shit for most of those years. It only changed when she realised she was alone after Flash was voted out bad, and was made to disappear shortly after. Only then did she start treating him like her son. She suddenly became the caring mother he never had while growing up.

She never questioned Flash’s disappearance, just settled back into the club as if she had never left. Going as far as resuming her friendship with Suzy and Beryl. Everyone welcomed her back with open arms, believing that Flash had been the reason for her behaviour and withdrawal from the club.

Kid had enjoyed the change but had gradually come to the realisation that they were being played. He was being played.

It had started with what seemed to be innocuous questions about DC and Hawk and their relationship. Things like, when were they going to get married? And did Kid think they would ever have children?

One day while once again rambling on and on about the new old ladies in the club she pulled a sad face and said that Jane would have made Hawk the best old lady. If only Hawk had given her the chance to prove it to him and the club, but he never did.

Kid had to bite the inside of his cheek not to explode in rage. That was the day he knew for certain she had come back to the club for Jane. All her life everything she had done had been for her precious Jane. Now wasn’t any different.

For days now she had been nagging him about the whereabouts of her little princess because she hadn’t called to check in as usual. And just yesterday she had had the balls to demand that he ask the club to look for the bitch because she was worried.

Kid snorted. No need to go looking, the bitch was on an extended vacation. In the Crow’s Playpen.

Right now he needed answers to the questions he had rolling around his head. And he was determined to get those answers.

As he reached for his helmet two men sat down on their bikes a couple down from his. Boots and Spook (Ghost).

“Where do you bastards think you’re going?” He gave them a nasty look which had no effect on either of them.

“No one rides alone, brother. We’re just following orders.” Spook gave him a grin and a shrug.

Closing his eyes and shaking his head with a resigned sigh he settled his helmet on his head and tightened the strap. Pulling his fancy new Iron Dogz MC buff up over his nose he slipped on his dark glasses. He didn’t have to look at his brothers to know they were ready to ride as he started his bike.

He was actually glad he had company on the ride home.

Home. Not really, actually not at all.

His flat was a place to crash when he had to get away from the constant noise at the clubhouse. It wasn’t fancy or anything. Two bedrooms, a bathroom and an open plan lounge, dining room and kitchen. It was very basic. At least it had a garage for his bike. He didn’t give a shit that his bakkie (ldv/truck) was exposed to the harsh elements.

The bakkie was an old rust bucket he had bought with money he had saved as a teen and while he was a prospect. It had been one of the first things he had bought himself. His fucked up parents had refused to buy him a bike or a car when he got his licence, but they were quick to buy Jane a brand new car when she turned eighteen.

His first bike had been a scrapyard find that Bounty and Bulldog had bought and had been his sixteenth birthday present from them. With their help and the help of Hawk and Ice he had rebuilt it. Their generosity was the reason why he had a bike when he started prospecting. That bike was now parked under a tarpaulin at the club. He would never get rid of it. It had sentimental value and if he ever had a son it would be his. Or fuck, maybe even a daughter, who knows. Not that he had a reason to believe he would ever have children. He didn’t even want an old lady.

For a while now he had been thinking about getting a new bakkie but he was on his bike almost all the time so it had seemed like a waste of money. And a new vehicle needed to be undercover to protect it from the harsh sun. He wasn’t moving just to get an extra garage, that was fucking madness.

Lost in his head he only realised he was almost home when he turned into the street his block was on. He had completed the journey virtually on auto pilot. He scanned his tag at the gate and rode through once it opened, nodding at the security guards on duty as they passed them, and rode to the parking area in front of his block.

He stayed sitting on his bike when his brothers parked next to him. Dragging the buff down he pulled his dark glasses off and hooked the arm into the neck of his tee before he looked at them.

“I need you to wait out here. Got shit to sort with my mother and I don’t fucking need an audience.” He ordered sharply.

“Okay, Boss. I’ll wait out here for you.” Spook said easily as he settled himself sideways on his bike, crossed his legs at the ankle and pulled out his phone.

But not Boots.

“I’m walking up with you, Boss. We don’t know if there’s anyone in there with her.” Boots held up a hand when Kid tried to protest. “I have my orders, Kid. Please man, I have to stay with you. Hawk was pretty insistent about it.”

“Fuck. I don’t need more shit right now.” Kid sighed in annoyance. “You’ll wait for me outside the front door. I’m not going to be long. In and out if I have anything to say about it.”

“Okay, brother. I’ve got your back.” Boots said as he followed.

Kid ran up the stairs to his unit and had his keys out and shoved into the lock, then checked over his shoulder. Boots had made himself comfortable against the wall shielding the front door from the elements. His position gave him an unobstructed view of the parking area, the stairs and the flat.

“Leave the door open, brother.” Boots said softly as Kid opened the door.

Kid gave him a dark look and a disgusted snort but left the door open.

“Okay, mommy.” He threw back over his shoulder and grinned at Boots’ grunt of distaste.

Esther, or Essie as everyone called her, was sitting in the one wingback chair he had in his small lounge with the inevitable cup of tea. She always drank tea. Her eyes came to him and he shoved his keys into his pocket before taking a seat on the couch. He had a clear view of the passage to the bedrooms and bathroom and the open front door.

“You’re home early.” She said with a soft smile. “Did you find Jane? Is that why you’re home so early? Oh, I hope you have good news for me.” She gushed as she put her tea cup and saucer down on the side table next to the chair. Then she slowly put her hands together under her chin as if she was praying.

It had him gritting his teeth before he relaxed.

“No. That’s not why I’m home early.” Kid settled into the couch and stared into his mothers’ watery blue eyes. “I actually have a couple of questions I need you to answer for me.”

She looked confused but quickly nodded in agreement, obviously thinking it was about Jane.

Drawing in a breath he started.

“When we were growing up it was quite obvious you and Flash didn’t love me. He abused me and you allowed him to do it. I remember going to you crying for help and you turned me away, telling me it was my fault that he abused me. I was a little boy at the time.”

All colour fled from her face and he watched as her body curled in as if to try and hide. Her hands were no longer under her chin.

“I need to know why you did that. Why didn’t you protect me from him?”

Shaking her head he watched emotionlessly as tears dripped out of her eyes and on to her tightly clasped hands in her lap.

“I can’t. I can’t tell you. It still hurts...and you...you won’t...understand.” She cried pitifully.

Kid snorted derisively. “I’ve been through hell and back with the two of you. Tell me right now or you’ll never hear from Jane again.”

Not that she was going to hear from the bitch anyway.

Her head jerked up and she stared at him in stunned shock.

“Why would you do this to me? I apologised for being a bad mother. You said...you said you forgave me. Why are you doing this?”

“Why am I doing this? Because I want answers. You knew what Jane was doing to everyone in the club and you went along with it. You’re as guilty of treason as she is. If you don’t talk to me I can make arrangements to have you taken back to the club where you will be forced to talk to Hawk. You do not want me to do that.”

She didn’t need to know she would be going back there anyway. He watched with narrowed eyes as she sobbed into her hands. Was it a ploy to get him to feel sorry for her? A part of him, a very small part, was sorry but not sorry enough to stop questioning her.

“Answer my questions, Esther.” He couldn’t call her mum like he used to, not anymore. She didn’t deserve the honour. “Why did Flash hate me so much and why did you allow him to abuse me?”

Sitting up she brushed a hand over her eyes and sniffed. “I married Flash because I fell for him and was pregnant with you. He promised he would take care of us and he did. He was a good father to you until you started to look like...like...” She broke off and started sobbing again.

It felt as if mal miere (mad ants) were running around in his gut as he stared at the sobbing woman.

“Who did I start to look like?”

Her answer started out as a whisper but her voice became louder as she continued.

“Like your father. You started looking like your father. We dated and after he broke up with me I...I started going with Flash. Flash knew we had dated. The day before we got married he told me that Camden had been killed in a shoot-out with another club. When I married Flash I truly believed the baby was his, I swear I did.”

Shock had Kid frozen in his seat until a hand clasped his shoulder. Boots had come inside at some stage of the talk and now stood behind him. His hand on Kid’s shoulder silently gave him his support.

“You’re saying Flash Warne isn’t my biological father. Is that correct?”

“Yes.” She whispered as she hid her face in her hands.

Kid blew out the breath he had been holding and shook his head. He had a fuckload of questions but right now he needed an answer to the most important one. His biological father’s name.

“So, my biological father was involved in club business and that got him killed. Who was he? I need his full name and his road name. Which club did he ride with?”

Again the old bitch in the chair cringed and started shaking her head.

“You better answer my questions, Esther. Remember, you need me to find Jane.” Kid didn’t care if he was pushing her too hard. He had to know who his father was. He had to know.

“He...he...he wasn’t with the Dogz. He...he rode with another club and...and there were rumours that he was Flash’s half-brother. I’m not sure if the story I was told is true or not. The women at his club told me Camden’s mother, Kelly, was raped at a bike rally when she was sixteen. Kelly was the baby sister of the club’s VP, and his club put a hit out on Flash’s dad for the rape. He went into hiding, leaving Flash and his mother behind.”

“We need to know which club that was, Esther.” Boots rasped, his voice deep and furious.

Esther shook with fear and her eyes flickered between the two of them.

“He...he...rode with the...the Sinners Sons.”

“Fuck.” Kid and Boots said at almost the same time.

It sounded too much like a fantastical fairy tale and Kid wasn’t sure if he believed her. They needed Ziggy to look into her allegations as soon as possible. If he had real family out there he wanted to know about them.

“I’m still waiting for you to give me his name, Esther. You said his name was Camden. Was that his surname? You owe me this much. Tell me who he was.”

“His...his surname is or was Knight and even though he was still only a prospect he already had a road name. It was War, Camden ‘War’ Knight.”

Kid stared at her in stunned silence, unable to say a word.

“Holy shit, brother, the Sinners National Prez is Fox Knight and Jinx is his son, they have to be your family.” Boots sounded as stunned as Kid felt.

But he needed more. So much more. So he pushed for more.

“I need to clarify it for myself, are you saying Flash killed his half-brother then married you? Is that correct?” Kid forced his voice to sound natural when all he wanted to do was put his hands around her fucking scrawny neck and squeeze the life out of her.

Her eyes widened and she shook her head violently from side to side. “No! He wouldn’t have done that. Flash knew Cam and I had dated and that he broke up with me because I had been seeing Flash as well. Flash loved me. He said so! He went looking for Cam to tell him he had claimed me as his old lady and that we were getting married. He couldn’t find him, the clubs weren’t friendly those days and all he was able to find out was that War had been shot in a shoot-out and no one was talking.”

Jesus, fuck, how could one old woman be so fucking stupid? Kid shook his head but then forced himself to concentrate on the information he needed from her.

“So, War disappeared and you married Flash. I was born and then you had Jane. Did you ever try to find War or did you believe Flash’s bullshit story?”

Esther shook her head and watched him with those disbelieving watery blue eyes. “No, I didn’t try to find him, why would I? I thought he was dead! Back then fatal shoot-outs happened all the time.”

Stupid. So damned stupid.

“Right. Now let’s move on to Jane. I now know why Flash hated me and loved her. She was his while I wasn’t. It still doesn’t explain why you didn’t protect me from Flash. I’m your son and you allowed him to hurt me. Why?”

If he hadn’t been watching her closely he would have missed it. The anger that flashed over her face and quickly disappeared to be replaced by her crocodile tears.

“You were a difficult child from the moment you were born. Always looking for attention and it got to the point where you started pushing Jane around and hurting her. We couldn’t allow it. You had to learn it was wrong.”

The bitch was lying through her artificially whitened teeth.

“Bullshit. I never hurt Jane, not ever. She was the one who hit me with a toy truck and gave me this scar below my right eye. Remember, I almost lost my eye because of it. You never lifted a hand to protect me, Esther, admit it.”

And finally the façade she had maintained up to now cracked.

“He left me because his mother hated me! He left me pregnant with you and I had to marry his half-brother, a man I didn’t like very much to give you a name. You don’t know what it was like back then. I would have been ostracised for having a baby out of wedlock. And I didn’t have any money to raise you on my own even if I had wanted to. You ruined everything!” She burst out angrily, the tears and sniffles miraculously gone.

“And there we have it. The real Esther Warne, the one you hide behind the fake smiles, fake tears and fake persona. You’re like Jane, aren’t you? I wouldn’t be surprised if you had tried to trap War Knight into claiming you as his old lady and it backfired. Even though he was still a prospect he was a legacy in the Sinners Sons, it meant he was destined for the top, while Flash was a lowly patch in the Iron Dogz. Not much of a catch, now was he?” Kid tipped his head to the side and stared at his mother until her bravado melted and she shuddered and looked away.

“You...you don’t know that! You look so much like your father when you look at me like that. Don’t! Don’t look at me!”

The old bitch was distraught and scared. And so she should be. She had just given Kid and Boots very important information. Information they had to share with Dagger, the president of the Sinners Sons MC, as soon as possible.

“I now understand why you helped Jane in her campaign against the club. You identified with her anger towards Hawk and the club. How very motherly of you. I bet Jane never knew what you were really after did she? She thought her mummy was helping her to get revenge for being passed over by Hawk. When in actual fact you were using her for your own warped agenda.” Kid raised his eyebrows at the visibly shaking woman. “Am I right?”

She looked at him in confusion. “Are you crazy? Why would I encourage her to pursue the man who used her like a lowly club whore? I tried to talk her out of all her crazy schemes for years. She’s been fixated on that asshole all her life! I have no idea what’s going on in that girl’s head right now and I’m worried about her. That’s why I asked you to look for her. She’s your sister, Nathan.”

Kid laughed at her sudden and obviously calculated use of his legal name.

“Half-sister, she’s my half-sister. Damn, it feels good to be able to distance myself from her and Fred Warne’s crazy shit.”

His mother sighed heavily. “Fine. She’s your half-sister but still your blood. I’m scared for her. She got involved with some very scary people and did some stupid, stupid things for them. Why she did it I can’t say, but what I do know is that she has lost her way. I need her home, to help her back to who she used to be. My little girl.”

“Fuck.” Boots swore behind him and Kid glanced up and over his shoulder.

His brother was shaking his head, his eyes on Esther. He didn’t blame the guy. His mother’s reasoning was absolutely fucked up. It made him doubt her sanity.

Looking back at her he had to hold on to his temper as he continued.

“Are you fucking serious right now? Jane and Emma killed Sparrow Martins and seriously injured Jinx Knight. We suspect she was responsible for Bounty’s death as well. But it wasn’t enough for her and she tried to kill DC, Hawk’s old lady. And what about how she helped Emma to get to River, and how the two of them hid the kid she had with Flash? She’s in deep with all the bad shit that’s been happening to the Iron Dogz. Are you aware she’s part of a crime Syndicate that abducts children and young women to sell into sex slavery?”

The colour leached out of Esther Warne’s face as she stared at him with a partially open mouth. Shock and horror written clearly over her ghostly face. The tears started in earnest then. She folded in on herself and sobbed as if her heart was breaking.

“Seems like she didn’t know about all of it.” Boots muttered dispassionately.

“Ja, yet another victim of Jane’s manipulations and lies.”

Boots moved away from the back of the couch to stand by the side of it looking down at the sobbing old woman.

“We need to get one of the old ladies in here to take care of her, brother. She needs a woman to help her through the next few hours I think. No one wants to hear that their precious daughter is a cold hearted psycho. Even if she’s an evil bitch herself.”

Keeping his eyes on the sobbing woman he gave Boots instructions. “Call Bulldog to arrange her transport back to the club. She won’t be safe here on her own now that Jane’s out of circulation.”

He didn’t wait to see if Boots did as he was told. He got up and walked out of the lounge to the bedroom he had given her. Her shit was scattered all over the place and he stood in the doorway for a second before he walked into the room.

He knew in his gut he would find more answers somewhere in there.

Answers he needed before he approached his new family.

Fuck. He had family. Jinx had to be his cousin or something. He needed to know and the sooner the better.

Plus he wanted to know everything about his father. Good or bad, he needed to know.

Pulling his phone from his pocket he swiped his thumb across it and called Ziggy.

“You’ve got Ziggy.”

“Zig, brother, I just found out some fucked up shit and need you to look into it for me, please.”

His brother didn’t hesitate.

“Give me the gist of what I’ll be looking for then text me the details.”

Kid drew in a deep breath. “I need you to have two of the DNA tests we had done checked for a familial match. Mine and Flash’s. I was just told he’s my uncle, not my father. And I need everything you can find on Camden “War” Knight. He rode with the Sinners Sons and apparently died in a shoot-out before I was born.”

Ziggy was silent for a while only the clicking of his keyboard coming over the line before he spoke again.

“I’m sending one of the prospects with both DNA samples to our guy. He’ll compare the two and get back to me as soon as he can. I’ll have to give Hawk a heads up about this, brother. Is that okay?”

“Ja, sure. As soon as we’ve got shit wrapped up here I’ll be back to talk to him myself. See what you can find for me, Zig. We’re waiting for Bulldog to send a cage for Esther to bring her back to the club where she’ll be safe and under our eyes.”

“Fuck, brother.” Zig whispered before clearing his throat. “Send me those details. I’ll have more for you when you get back. And brother, keep your head up, don’t allow that fucked up family and some old history to change who you are.”

Before Kid could say anything he ended the call.

Taking a few minutes he put everything Esther had told him in a text and sent it to Zig. Sliding his phone back into his pocket he started to search. His gut kept telling him there was shit here to find and he would find it.

He needed to find it.

He needed to find it because out there he had a family he never knew about. And he wanted to know about them. Desperately.

The noise of new arrivals drew him back into the living area of the flat.
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Kid

It wasn’t just a couple of brothers who had arrived with the cage. A pissed off Bulldog stormed into the flat. One look and he knew Boots had told their Chaplain everything that had gone down. And then Suzy and Beryl pushed past him and swamped him. The women wrapped their arms around him and hugged him tight until Bulldog dragged him out of their arms and into his.

“Remember one thing son, you’re our boy, always were, always will be.” He said softly against the side of his head.

Kid nodded because he couldn’t get a word past the muscles in his tight as hell throat. Bulldog patted his back before he stepped back and walked deeper into the flat to where Esther sat in the chair, still crying and sniffing.

Suzy stood in front of her with her arms crossed tightly over her chest as she hissed at her angrily. “Why the hell didn’t you tell us about this shit, Essie? We could have helped more than we did. You and Flash treated the boy like he was rubbish while you lavished all your attention on Jane. And now look. She’s the one dragging all of us into her evil schemes.”

Esther’s back straightened as she faced Suzy. “I made some mistakes, some huge unforgivable mistakes. I have no defence for what I did to my son except to say I’m so very sorry. I wish things could be different but they aren’t. And Jane...Jane being involved in the things she’s involved in...I don’t understand it. I just don’t. We gave her everything she wanted. We loved her. Why is she doing these horrible things? Someone had to have led her astray to do these things. I don’t understand anything anymore.”

She once again crumpled into a little ball in the chair and Kid had to turn away because he couldn’t stand to be near her right now.

“What did I tell you in the car. She shut her eyes to all Jane’s faults and blamed Kid and everyone else for her precious little girl’s evil ass.” Beryl stood in front of the chair with no sympathy on her face at all. “Jane and her father are two peas in a pod, bad all the way through, Esther, and it’s time you accepted that fact.”

Bulldog glared at Esther then grunted as if coming to a decision and what he laid out shocked everyone in the room. It was shit that had never been discussed at the table. Shit that had been buried in the past.

“You might think you have everyone fooled, Essie, but you forget there are still enough of us around who remember when you first came to the club. We remember exactly who you used to be.”

Esther visibly cringed as Bulldog stared coldly down at her.

“You threw yourself at all the officers and no one would bite. Flash was the only brother stupid enough to fall for your shit. Imagine his rage and humiliation when he realised he had claimed another man’s son. That’s when he stepped fully onto the dark path. You, and your betrayal had helped to push him over the edge.” Bulldog tipped his head to the side and just stared at her when she drew in a shocked breath.

She wasn’t the only one who was shocked. Every single one of them were.

“Yes, Essie, we all suspected that Kid wasn’t Flash’s kid. As he got older he looked nothing like his father, his mother or his shitty grandparents. Bounty told us to keep our mouths shut to save a brother’s pride. Years later when I noticed how crazy Flash had become I should have taken my boy away from the two of you.”

Rage boiled in Bulldog’s eyes and filled the room like a physical fog. “Had we realised what you people were doing to that child we would have stepped in sooner. That’s my biggest regret, that I didn’t take my boy away from you and your old man.”

Esther jerked back in her seat as if he had slapped her.

“He isn’t yours.” She whispered but her voice became stronger as she continued. “He’s my son and I would never have given him to you or anyone else. Flash and I failed him, horribly, I admit it, but it changes nothing. He is my son and will always be mine.”

Kid couldn’t stop the derisive laugh that escaped him.

“You and Flash definitely failed me. Do you realise the only reason you came back into my life in any sort of capacity was because of shit Flash and Jane were involved in? What does that tell me, Esther?” She stared at him not saying a word. “It tells me that if not for them pissing us, and a few other people, off you would have stayed in that house acting like you didn’t have a son. So please, stop with the bullshit that I’m your son and will always be your son. That’s utter fucking bullshit!”

He was losing his mind and had to get out of there. Pointing at the two prospects who had come in with Bulldog he beckoned them over and they followed as he walked to her bedroom.

“Get boxes then pack every little thing in here. Search every fucking inch of this room and make sure you leave nothing behind. Anything interesting you find put in a separate box. You got me?”

“Yes, Boss.”

“Yes, Boss.”

The prospects left and Kid stood looking around the room. He hadn’t been in it until today and frowned when he saw the group of photographs on the small desk in the corner. There were a couple of him and Jane as toddlers but the majority was of Jane. That’s when he saw it, hidden right at the back, a photo of him, Hawk and Ice after they were patched in. Even then his best friend was a big mother, while he looked lanky and gaunt in comparison. The reason he was so gaunt was that back then Flash had made sure the club whores didn’t feed him. It kept him weak and under his control. Thank fuck that changed the minute Bounty became aware of the situation and stepped in. But it only happened right before his patching in party so he was still fucking thin when the photo was taken.

Putting the photo down Kid moved away from the desk and sat down on the side of the bed. Dropping his head he rubbed his hands over his face and then just sat there. For some reason he couldn’t move from that damned spot.

His life had been turned upside down once again.

The first time it happened he had been too young to realise that everything he thought he knew had been destroyed. His loving parents became strangers overnight and fear and pain ruled his life until he was much, much older.

Today it had happened again. Only now he was a grown man and no longer subject to the vagaries of two people who were supposed to love and protect him but had not.

His phone buzzed in his pocket and he drew it out. His Prez was calling.

“Prez.”

“Kid, brother, get back to the clubhouse. We have some shit to talk about and it’s best we do it here where there’s no chance of us being overheard.”

“Got you, Hawk. I’m organising some shit here then I’ll be on my way.”

“Good, I’ll be waiting.”

Sliding his phone back into his pocket he slowly stood and walked out the room. While he had been gone Beryl had made fresh tea and the women were sitting softly talking to Esther. Bulldog stood with a hip leant against the worktop in the kitchen typing on his phone but he looked up when Kid walked in.

“Hawk called me in. Can you sort this shit for me please, brother?” He had hardly finished when Bulldog drew him into a man hug and gave him two sharp slaps on his back then pushed him away.

“Those slaps are for you thinking you needed to ask. Go, I’ve got your back.”

With Boots and Spook following him he left without saying a word to the woman who was his mother. He couldn’t.

It was going to take some time before he would be able to look at her again, never mind talking to her.

At the clubhouse he parked his bike and went straight to Hawk’s office. All the officers were there waiting on him. Except of course Bulldog, who was handling shit for him back at his flat.

Hawk pointed to the chair at the side of his desk and Kid sank down into it. They were roughly ranged in a half circle facing the monitor on the wall.

“Right. Let’s get to it.” Hawk tapped his fingers on his desk, a habit he had when he didn’t have the damned gavel in his hand. “Ziggy, what do you have for our brother?”

Ziggy cleared his throat. “I’ve got good news. The fucker definitely wasn’t your father. According to my contact there are familial markers but not enough for him to be your father. I didn’t have DNA for Esther so I couldn’t have those checked out but if you want we can get it done.”

Kid couldn’t help it, he burst out in relieved laughter. His brothers looked at him like he had lost his shit. The laughter didn’t last long at all. “Sorry, I’m just fucking relieved I don’t have his diseased blood running through my veins.”

Spider didn’t even hesitate a second. “Nope, just the blood of a Sinner, if we can believe that shit.”

“Jesus, Spider.” Ice growled at his little brother but Kid just grinned.

“He’s right. According to Esther my father rode with the Sinners and was killed in a shoot-out.”

Hawk tapped his fingers on the desk and Kid’s eyes swivelled to his president. He wasn’t smiling. If Kid could believe his eyes his prez looked freaked the fuck out.

“What?”

Ziggy was the one who answered.

“You asked me to dig into someone called Camden “War” Knight. The information you gave me has him dying in a shoot-out before you were born, right?”

“Ja, that’s what Esther was told by Flash.”

Hawk sighed and shook his head and Ziggy just looked uncomfortable.

“You want to take this, prez?” Ziggy looked at their president and Hawk nodded.

Rubbing a hand over the braid at the back of his head Hawk sat forward and those yellow eyes of his pinned Kid in his seat.

“Flash fucking lied to her. War Knight wasn’t killed in a shoot-out. He, in fact, was transferred to their Cape Town chapter. He was seventeen at the time and was patched in shortly after he turned eighteen.” Hawk drew in a breath and let it out before he continued. “If War is your father, he’s alive and well and the president of the Cape Town chapter of the Sinners Sons.”

Staring at his president Kid felt as if he had gone numb. It felt as if the world had stopped turning for a few seconds and it left him dizzy. His hands were clamped so tight around the arms of his chair it felt as if his fingers were digging into the wood. But Hawk wasn’t finished.

“Actually brother, as far as Zig and I are concerned there are no doubts. You look exactly like the fucker.”

Kid forced the words out in a soft growl. “Show me.”

The silence in the office was broken by the soft tap of the keys as Ziggy brought up the photographs he had found of the man called Camden “War” Knight. There weren’t many, but there were a couple of him as a very young prospect and after he received his patch. The rest were of later years and then more recent photos. In the earlier photos he was smiling and relaxed but as he aged the smiles became less and you could clearly see the changes in the man as he climbed in the ranks.

Kid stared at the man in the photographs. He was a tall well-built and rugged looking guy. He had a thick silver and dark blonde beard surrounding his mouth with wide silver slashes running from his moustache down into his fairly long goatee. The scruff on his cheeks was a mix of silver and dark blonde. He wore his hair brushed back and it was heavily streaked with silver and hung to his wide shoulders. Judging by the photos he had started to go grey in his thirties the same as Kid. From the earlier photos he could see that they had the same dark blonde hair colour. It was his eyes that captured Kid’s attention though, a steely grey-blue, the same as his own.

Ziggy had gone further and had set up photos side by side so they could compare the images. Kid couldn’t look away from the four photos Ziggy had up on the monitor. One of him the day he’d been patched in and a more recent photo. When he compared it to the two of the man they thought was his father the resemblance was startling.

“Oh yes, that’s your daddy for sure, bro.” Spider said with a wide grin.

“Why the fuck do you sound so fucking pleased?” Wolf growled at him.

“I’m pleased as fuck because that shit up there means our brother doesn’t have to call the corpse his father anymore.” Spider pointed at the photos, smirked and wiggled his eyebrows. “And look at War, the man is hot for an old guy which means there’s still hope for our brother. But I doubt he could grow a badass beard like that.” Spider teased with a wide grin. “And now that I think about it, I’ve never seen our brother with more than a scruff. He shaves the minute it gets a bit too long, same as his hair.” Spider whirled a finger at his face. “I wonder if it’s because he looks old with all that grey he’s got going on over there.”

Laughter rang around the room and Kid shook his head at his brothers. Fucking Spider. The grey wasn’t the reason why he kept his hair short and his face shaved. And it wasn’t something he wanted to discuss with anyone.

So he turned their attention back to the problem his parentage could cause for the club.

“Are we going to tell Dagger about this shit or are we going to keep it between us, Prez?”

All laughter disappeared as Hawk narrowed his eyes and shook his head.

“Your fucked up mother kept a son from his father for thirty eight fucking years. That’s unacceptable. We’re not keeping any of this shit a secret to spare her from the consequences it might have for her. I’ve set up a meet with Dagger at Zeffers for eleven tomorrow morning. I didn’t clue him in on why I want to meet. He’s bringing Church and Jinx along for the meet. We’ll give them everything we’ve discovered and see what they have to say. Plus we need to know how you being related to the Knights are going to impact both clubs.”

Ice sat forward and the movement had everyone looking at him. “If it turns out to be true, which anyone with fucking eyes in their head can see it is, it means our clubs are connected by blood. Twice. We’re connected through Duncan and now we’ll be connected through Kid. It means a blood alliance between our clubs not only to one chapter but to all of them.”

Kid frowned at Ice because he didn’t get it. “Why to all of them? Wouldn’t it just be between us and their Joburg and Cape Town chapters? And aren’t you counting your chickens a bit early? We don’t know if War is going to believe us or not. If some fucker came to me and said he was my son I’d want to see DNA proof before I’d believe that shit.”

Ice shook his head at him and leant back in his chair and his eyes swept over all of them.

“I’m not counting any damned chickens, Kid. He’ll only have to take one look at you to know you are his, he’ll order a DNA test to use as proof for his club, not for himself. And think about this for a minute, even if he has other children you’re his eldest son. You know how important that will be.”

Kid shook his head. “I doubt it would be of any significance. I’m fucking thirty eight years old, a grown man, not some little kid he can raise to follow in his footsteps. My loyalties are here, with my brothers and my club, with the Iron Dogz MC.”

Ice was about to answer when the door opened and Bulldog walked in. His face looked like a damned thundercloud.

“That bitch is enough to give me indigestion for fucking weeks. She hasn’t stopped snivelling and blaming everyone except herself. To listen to her you’d swear she had been an innocent bystander and not the instigator of the whole fucking mess.” He looked at Kid as he sank into the couch. “Sorry, son, but she’s a sly piece of work.”

Kid had to smile at Bulldogs’ furious outburst. “I know, I grew up with her, remember. I have no illusions as to who she really is behind that façade of a helpless old lady she presents to the world.”

Bulldog sighed as he settled deeper into the couch. “She’s locked in one of the club girl rooms for the moment. No way for her to get out unless we let her out. And just to put it out there, I don’t think she’s told us the truth about what happened between her and War. She likes putting the blame on the men in her life. We won’t know what really happened until we talk to the Sinners or to him.”

“I agree.” Hawk leant his crossed forearms on his desk. “We meet with Dagger, Church and Jinx tomorrow, show them what we have found then take it from there. All we have at the moment is the obvious likeness between Kid and War, and his mother’s word, which we have no reason to trust. There’s nothing more we can do about this today. Let’s leave it for the moment and we’ll take it further once we’ve spoken to the Sinners.”

Spider suddenly waved a hand in the air. “I have a question.”

Hawk sighed and gave him a chin lift, letting him ask his question.

“How old is Esther?” He had a tiny frown between his brows as he waited for the answer.

“She’s sixty four, why?” Kid had a suspicion he knew why Spider had asked. The age difference.

“You realise she was twenty six and he was only seventeen when she got pregnant, right?” Spider raised his shoulders. “Don’t you find that a bit icky? I do. Think back to when all of us were seventeen with raging teenage hormones. If a hot older woman threw herself at you would you have turned her away? Hell no, you would’ve grabbed on and rode her as long as it lasted, but claim her? No way in hell would any of our parents have allowed it.”

Kid was about to answer but Spider wasn’t finished.

“Think about this. War was a legacy with officer status in his future. Have his kid, demand maintenance and you’re set for life. Unfortunately for her it seems he came to his senses and ended it with her. It was most probably before she knew she was pregnant and could get her claws into him permanently. Unfortunately for him he didn’t know she was pregnant with his son when he walked away.”

There was a few seconds of stunned silence before Kid picked up where Spider had left off.

“Realising that she’s not going to get what she wants from War she turned her sights on the next best thing. His half-brother Flash, a power hungry asshole at another club. She tells him the kid is his but instead of paying her maintenance like she thought he would he made her his old lady and married her to give his son his name. A son he belatedly found out wasn’t his. After Jane was born she was stuck with him because he would never have let her leave with his only heir.”

“If that’s how it went down then it’s fucked up.” Beast growled.

“That it is.” Hawk tapped his fingers on the desk and the mumbles died down to silence. “We’re going to leave all the speculation right here. We can’t be sure about the facts until we’ve spoken to War and compared his story to hers. Tomorrow Boots, Spook and Scar will be riding out with us to keep an eye out while the three of us are talking to Dagger and his officers. For now this stays here with us until such time as Kid feels ready to share with the rest of our brothers.”

Agreeing nods came from everyone and Kid knew he was lucky to have these men as his brothers.

He was damned apprehensive about talking to Dagger and Jinx about the possibility that he might be War Knight’s son. And about his possible ties to the Sinners Sons.

It wasn’t going to be an easy meet at all.
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Kid

They all laughed when they pulled into Zeffers and saw Wimpie had at last given in and renamed his restaurant from Zephyr to Zeffers as the restaurant was commonly known as.

He was waiting for them when they walked in. And he went into his whole GOT bullshit with Hawk and his prez played along, like he always did.

“We haven’t seen you here in a while my liege, therefore you’re not aware of the changes I’ve made. My establishment is being used by more and more clubs seeking neutral territory to discuss their troubles. It came to my attention that sitting down out here while discussing club business wasn’t ideal. And I therefore came up with a solution.” He explained hurriedly as he stood in front of them, barring the way to their usual table.

“I see, and what is that solution?” Hawk frowned at him and Wimpie rushed to explain.

“I now have a secure, windowless conference room for the use of any club who might need a secure place on neutral territory. None of the staff have access before or during a meeting. I sweep for bugs and cameras before and after every meeting. I guarantee that anything discussed between those using the room will not be overheard or recorded.”

Hawk nodded slowly. “That’s excellent, Wimpie. Let’s see this conference room of yours.”

He led them past the bar and down a short passage to a closed door that he unlocked then stood back for Kid to enter first. As SAA that was his job, to ensure the safety of his president and club. He checked it over before going back out to let his prez and VP know it was safe.

They settled at the table and Wimpie brought in a tray of beers and set it on the table.

“If you need more just press the buzzer on the table and I will bring them in. The buzzer doesn’t sound in the restaurant but goes directly to my phone. If anyone knocks on this door during the time you are in here, and you haven’t pressed the buzzer, then consider whoever it is the enemy.” Wimpie dragged his big handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his sweaty forehead. The bastard always sweated more than any man Kid has ever seen. It had nothing to do with being nervous at all. It was just Wimpie.

“Thanks, Wimpie. The Sinners should be here any moment. Bring them back here the minute they arrive. I want to get this started and done as soon as possible.” Hawk ordered and Wimpie left with a short bow.

“That bastard is crazy, you know that right?” Ice didn’t really expect an answer from Hawk.

“He’s harmless but a damn good connection to all the clubs who pull in here. I’ll take his crazy shit as long as the info keeps flowing our way.” Hawk twisted the cap off his beer tipped it back and took a big slug. He gave a satisfied sigh as he put it back down on the table.

The Sinners Sons walked in not long after. They all stood when they walked in and shook hands before sitting back down. Everyone took a beer and they drank in silence.

Dagger broke the silence.

“Right. We are here as requested. What is so important that we’re meeting in Wimpie’s super secure club conference room?” Dagger asked as he set his beer down.

Hawk didn’t hesitate and laid out the reason for the meet.

“Yesterday Kid was given some disturbing information by his mother, Esther Warne. And that is why I requested this meeting. As you know she was Flash Warne’s old lady but what you don’t know is that she’s most probably as twisted as her old man and daughter. She claimed that Kid wasn’t Flash’s son and fortunately we had DNA on hand we were able to check and she’s right. He’s definitely not the fucker’s son, but...they are related.”

Kid caught Jinx giving him several confused and curious looks as Hawk laid it all out. Until he got to the good part. Fuck. If it even was a good part.

“According to Kid’s mother his father is War Knight.” Hawk dropped the bomb and the three Sinners stiffened, then their narrowed eyes focussed on Kid. Hawk didn’t leave it there, he dropped the tablet with the proof of the DNA test and the photos on the table and the three men bent over it. They went from one photo to the next over and over before Dagger pushed the tablet back to the centre of the table.

Jinx was the first to speak.

“Holy. Fucking. Shit.” Jinx whispered. “That’s why he always looked sort of familiar but we never got close like we are right now, so I never made the connection. He has his eyes, you can see that, right Prez?”

Dagger sat with a thumb under his chin and the knuckle of his forefinger stroking over his bottom lip then nodded his head. “He does, and the hair is the same. Like you, I never realised why he looked so familiar. I just assumed it was my brain trying to make connections that didn’t exist. If this is real, and I do believe it is, and he is War’s son, it’s going to cause a fucking uproar.”

Church, Dagger’s VP, was the one who brought the issues the news might cause to the table. “War has an old lady and two children. His son is his SAA, but his daughter isn’t involved in the club. We need to consider how this is going to impact their lives before we make any life changing decisions.”

Jinx shook his head. “There’s no way we can keep this quiet. Uncle Camden will never forgive me if he found out I knew he possibly had another son but didn’t tell him. He’s all about family, you know this, Dagger. He’s been there for me when I needed him, gave me a place to stay while I worked through losing Sparrow and the shit my ex pulled. I have to tell him.”

Dagger shook his head. “No, we’ll do this together.”

“Do you really think I could be his son?” Kid asked softly.

Jinx nodded his head vigorously. “Yes, definitely. Unless my dad fucked around and you’re my brother. You have a strong family resemblance but it’s your eyes, they look exactly like War’s and my grandfather’s. We can call my dad and ask him if he fucked your mother back in the day but I doubt he did. He met my mum in high school and knocked her up with my sister while they were in college. They got married and have been together ever since. And my dad doesn’t cheat.”

Dagger nodded along as Jinx laid it out, obviously agreeing with him.

“I agree with Jinx. I don’t think Fox is your father but we can call him to get more clarity about what went down back then. I’ve always wondered why War was sent to Cape Town while he was so young and had only just started to prospect. When I asked my dad told me to let sleeping dogs lie. Now I wonder if by saying that he had been giving me a pointer. He always was a cagey bastard.” Dagger pulled his phone from his pocket and looked at Kid. “I’m going to call Fox and ask him right out if War was fucking your mother back then. What was her maiden name?”

“Esther Goldstein. Her parents are Jewish and apparently she ran away at twenty one to avoid marrying the man they had chosen for her or so she says. I’m not sure what to believe because she lies, a lot.” Kid didn’t try to sugar coat the person his mother was, it was better if everyone understood right from the start.

They were quiet while Dagger dialled the number then put his phone on speaker. It rang about four times before it was answered.

“Fox.” A deep irritated voice growled.

“Prez, it’s Dagger, and to let you know upfront you’re on speaker with Church and Jinx present as well as Hawk Walker, Ice Walker and Kid Warne. I have something very important to ask you that concerns one of them.”

“Fuck. What has gone wrong now? The fucking Dogz are being screwed more than a bitch in heat.” He growled angrily.

Dagger tried to disguise his grin but he wasn’t successful and neither were the rest of them. They all grinned.

“Well, to be honest it concerns the Sinners more than the Dogz this time. I’m not going to beat around the bush, Prez. Back in the day, did you fuck a bitch called Esther Goldstein?”

The silence was long and they could hear the man’s breathing before he spoke.

“So the bitch has surfaced has she?” He didn’t give them a chance to answer the question before he continued. “No, I never laid a hand on that crazy slut. She had her claws deep into War at the time. Why are you asking?”

“We have a bit of a situation, Dad.” Jinx jumped in.

The fact that he went from club brother to son clued his father in that whatever it was they had brought to him was family business.

“What has she done? I’m not going to allow that slut anywhere near War or his family, just a friendly warning if that’s what you’re trying to do.”

Jinx was quick to reassure him.

“No, not at all, Dad. This is more complicated than that.” He paused for a few seconds, looked at Dagger who nodded and then at Kid who did the same.

“Right. There’s no other way than to just come out and say it. As we all know she is Flash Warne’s old lady. And you know Kid Warne, his son, is the SAA at the Joburg chapter of the Dogz. But here’s where it gets screwy. A while back they had reason to conduct DNA tests of all their club members. And I’m sure you already know what I’m going to say next but here goes. Kid found out that Warne wasn’t his father and he confronted her with it. She claims he’s Uncle Cam’s son.”

They listened in stunned silence as Fox Knight spewed out in a string of vile swear words, calling Esther every name under the sun and more. Dagger and Jinx mouthed ‘sorry’ to Kid but he just shrugged. He agreed with a lot the man was saying.

“Video call, right the fuck now!” The line went dead and Dagger sighed and shook his head as he shut his phone down.

“Can we use the tablet you brought along? It might make it easier with the photos and so on.” He asked.

“Go for it.” Hawk said with a nod.

Dagger concentrated on the tablet as he set it up then stood it in a stand at the end of the table so they could all see. The call had scarcely rung when it connected.

Fox’s furious face appeared and his eyes skated over them before settling on Dagger. He was sitting in a big leather chair in what appeared to be either an office or a study. There were shelves filled with books and club memorabilia behind him.

“What the fuck are you boys playing at? Why the fuck would you bring shit sprouted by a club whore to me?”

Dagger didn’t answer he just picked up the tablet and handed it to Kid. Taking the device from him he held it up and stared emotionlessly into the camera.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” The National President of the Sinners Sons MC stared at him with wide eyes and a shocked expression.

“I’m Nathan ‘Kid’ Warne but my mother claims I’m not a Warne at all. And a DNA test confirmed it. I don’t care who my fucking sperm donor was or is as long as I don’t have Flash Warne’s blood in my veins I’m cool. But as we have an alliance keeping my possible parentage a secret will be bad for future dealings between our clubs, and that’s why we are here. I don’t need a fucking father, had one and damned glad to finally be rid of him.” Kid wasn’t going to play around with this shit, he needed this done. He held the tablet out waiting for someone to take it from him.

Taking the tablet Dagger put it back into the stand so kindly supplied by Wimpie.

Fox Knight suddenly grinned and shook his head with a short laugh. “Fuck, you even sound like your old man. War is going to lose his fucking mind at first but once it sinks in he is going to be over the fucking moon to have another son. He and Marcia always wanted a house full of rugrats but they had to stop at two. Now they’re pushing for loads of grandkids.”

Kid shook his head and sighed. “I’m a grown man, not a fucking rugrat. There’s a lot that has to happen before we know whether I’m his son or not. And there are no children in my future.”

“That’s what we all say, my boy. But then that pretty pink pussy winks at you and you lose your fucking head and dive right in. Nine months later you’re in the kid zone.” Fox stated as if it was gospel.

“I can totally confirm that statement.” Ice threw in with a wink. “Saw the pussy, had to have it, and now I have twin boys. Best mistake I ever made.”

Fox pointed at him with a wise nod. While Jinx shuddered and shook his head in disgust.

“I do not want to know shit about you and my mother or whatever the rest of you guys get up to. We’re here to get your opinion on what we should do next. Do we call Uncle Camden? What do you think we should do?”

“Right, I get it.” Fox played with his beard his eyes narrowed as he sat deep in thought. Then he nodded to himself and gave them his opinion.

“I could call him but I think it has to come from Dagger because Hawk reached out to him first.” As he spoke his eyes remained in Kid throughout. “At first I think he’s going to be pissed as hell and demand a DNA test, which is a good thing. Once he has those results proving you are his son he’s going to be enraged that he had been denied the opportunity to raise his son but he’ll deal with it because that’s just the man he is. He’s going to want to have a face to face so I suggest you prepare for a run down to Cape Town, the sooner the better.” He held his hands up when Hawk and Dagger tried to speak. “I know our clubs are having shit with the Syndicate right now but this is family business and has to come first. When you arrange the run ensure that it’s not just three of four brothers accompanying Kid. You have to make a statement to anyone watching.”

“I agree.” Hawk said. “Dagger can call War and after the DNA results are in we’ll put a joint run together. I don’t want him on a flight with no protection. We all know the Syndicate is going to wonder why my SAA is going to Cape Town and why he’s doing it in the company of the Sinners. It might be a good idea to have them escort a couple of trucks down as their cover. We’ll put some misinformation out there for them to pick up.”

Fox shook his head. “Let’s not give them anything right now. For the time being this stays with us. There’s no reason to let the purpose for the run slip other than its joint club business. It’s a well-known fact that our clubs are allied so it shouldn’t raise any suspicions, at first. We’ll deal with the rest when it happens. I might have to get involved as the National President of the club but we’ll see how your phone call plays out first.”

Dagger and Hawk both immediately agreed.

All Kid wanted was to get this behind him so he could get on with his life and his job at the club. He didn’t give a damn that he suddenly had a new family because he wasn’t going to allow them to drag him into their shit. He just got rid of the people who had been his supposed family and had treated him like shit his whole life. There was no way War’s wife and kids were going to be happy with a stranger walking into their lives. Especially not a stranger claiming to be War’s long lost eldest son.

He had had enough of being abused because of who he was. No more. He was finally shot of all family obligations and had no desire to take on new ones. He now had the freedom to be his own man and no longer had to take anyone else into consideration, except of course his club. And that was how it was going to stay.

He tuned back in to what was being said as Fox gave a final warning.

“Don’t let this drag on any longer. Call War. Today.” His eyes turned to Kid and he smiled. “Good to have met you, I’m looking forward to us having a beer together sometime in the future.”

Kid could only nod because he was stunned by the immediate acceptance. Fox ended the call on that note.

Dagger blew out a breath and looked at Hawk with his eyebrows raised and Hawk nodded.

“Go ahead, do it. Request a video call. We need to see his reaction right from the start.”

Dagger and Jinx looked at each other, then at Church. He shrugged and nodded.

Dagger sent a text message and then they waited. And waited. And waited. They sat sipping on their beers chatting about general club stuff when the phone rang and tension spiked through the room.

“I’m going to have him see only the three of us at first then I’ll bring you guys into the conversation.” Dagger said as he answered.

“Dagger, brother, what can I do for you?” The man who spoke sounded eerily like Kid, and Hawk and Ice gave him a shocked glance before looking back at Dagger.

“It’s more about what I can do for you, but you have to hear me out before you shut me down. Okay?” Dagger said very quietly.

“Now I’m intrigued. Let’s hear it.” War did indeed sound intrigued.

Dagger tipped his head to the side as



























































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
RENE VAN DALEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





