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Mr. Reeves removed his white apron and tossed it on the counter. Lizzy looked at Coco, her best friend, and coworker at the Burger Bistro, and raised her brows in concern. She'd never seen her boss without his apron on.

Just as suddenly, she pressed her lips together, imagining Mr. Reeves not stopping at the apron, and taking off his shirt, doing a striptease, and wanted to laugh. Not because Mr. Reeves deserved to be laughed at. Not because he was pushing sixty-five years old and married. Very married.

Her amusement came from Coco. Her friend's lips formed a perfect O, and because she'd lived with Coco for the last five years, she knew her thoughts went in the same direction as hers.

But Mr. Reeves kept the rest of his clothes on and instead, he clamped his teeth and exhaled loudly out of his nose.

Coco shrugged, letting Lizzy know that whatever was happening, she was just as clueless. Lizzy slipped the order pad into the pocket on her apron. Lately, Mr. Reeves seemed distracted and not in the right headspace.

Some orders came back wrong, and phone calls took him away from the grill. It wasn't only Lizzy who'd noticed that he wasn't as tuned in to what was happening around him. The customers often asked if everything was okay with Mr. Reeves. He'd become a big part of their visit to Burger Bistro and people cared about him.

"Listen up." Mr. Reeves rubbed the upper swell of his stomach. "As of right now, I'm retired."

"What?" Coco glanced around at her and the other two waitresses. "Who is going to run Burger Bistro?"

Lizzy sensed the tension in the room but failed to grasp what Mr. Reeves' announcement meant. She'd worked here for five years. From nine to five, five days a week. She'd finally received weekends off last year.

"There's an envelope for each of you with the wages owed you, plus two week's severance pay." Mr. Reeves took the keys out of his pocket and placed them on top of the apron.

Lori and Ashley, her two teenage co-workers, tossed their tablets on the table to the left of Lizzy and grabbed hands in their excitement. "We get the money now?" they asked in unison.

"Go ahead." Mr. Reeves waved them off, granting them permission to go to the breakroom.

Lizzy's thoughts turned into worries. Two weeks? That wasn't enough money to support her until she found another job. She was still paying off the hospital bill from having her appendix out six months ago.

"Why haven't we heard about you selling out before now?" Coco crossed her arms. "This is shocking."

Mr. Reeves opened the cash register and removed the money without counting any of it. "I wasn't sure if it was going to go through. When it did—this afternoon, the new owner wanted me off the property by five o'clock. He has plans to start working on the restaurant and the warehouse immediately, and bought everything in the place down to the napkins."

Lizzy looked at Coco, unable to take a deep breath. What was she going to do?

"If you're interested, the new owner said any waitresses that know how to serve drinks and want to continue working here can swing by tomorrow for an interview."

"A bar?" she said, finally finding her voice. "They're turning the Burger Bistro into a bar?"

Mr. Reeves held up his hands, palms out. "I never asked his plans. It's no business of mine. Now, if you girls are done asking questions, it's time to lock up. Don't forget to grab your envelopes."

Coco grabbed her wrist. "Come on."

Led past Mr. Reeves, Lizzy dragged her feet. Despite the surprise and disappointment, proper manners made her stop. "Thank you for giving me a job the last five years."

"You're a good employee, Lizzy." Mr. Reeves glanced over at Coco. "You both were. Think about coming by tomorrow. In the economy today, a job is a job. It's a good lesson to learn."

Hustled out of the room, she grabbed her purse and coat out of the locker. "I can't believe this is happening."

"Tell me about it." Coco slammed the flimsy metal door shut. "I'd bet my whole envelope he knew long before this afternoon that he was selling the place. He should've said something when he decided to retire and given us a chance to find another job while earning money. This seriously bites."

"Five years." Lizzy groaned picking up her envelop. "I can't even wrap my head around the thought that I have to search for a job. I don't even know where to start and two weeks' worth of wages without tips isn't going to do much for me except pay half the rent."

She removed her apron, bunching the fabric in her hands. What about the regular customers who come in almost every day for lunch?

Would they come in tomorrow expecting the door to be open? Mr. Reeves gave no one notice. There was no sign outside announcing the change. She would've seen it on her way into work.

Coco gathered the tips out of her pocket and shoved them in her purse. "Come on, let's get out of here and go home...while we still have a home."

Both of them left out the back door. The fresh air hit her overheated face. The alley running between the building and the warehouse wasn't a public street, more like a driveway which made it safe to exit work.

Lizzy looked over at the two-story warehouse. Mr. Reeves stood in the doorway looking inside.

She nudged Coco with her elbow and motioned with her hand, not wanting to run into their boss—their old boss, and hear anything more about the news. Coco walked faster. Lizzy hurried to keep up.

In front of the bistro, she stood on the curb, waited for two cars to pass, and then hurried across the two-lane street to the other side. One of the reasons why she enjoyed working at the Burger Bistro was because she and Coco had been able to rent the house across the street.

The twenty-four hour a day traffic never bothered her because walking out the door and being at work a minute later was convenient. She no longer needed a car and had sold her ten-year-old beater with a heater four months ago, using the profit to knock down the debt she owed the hospital.

Coco opened the door of the older two-story brick house and threw her belongings on the floor. Lizzy aimed for the couch and kicked her shoes off. Pulling the hair tie out of her hair, she used both hands to scratch her scalp, letting her long hair fall to her shoulders.

"I can't even think about what to do now. How do other people job hunt? Do employers still post ads in the paper?" She sighed. "It's going to be hard getting around town without a car. I'll have to learn the bus schedule and figure out how long it will take me to get to the job interviews."

"People search online for jobs now." Coco opened the fridge. "Do you want a pop?"

"Sure." She crossed her legs on the couch. "Okay, I'm going to give myself twenty-four hours to let this sink in that I don't have a job and feel sorry for myself, and then I'll worry about what I'm going to do."

Coco handed her a can and sat down. "No matter what, we'll be okay. Remember when we both started at the Bistro? It was hard to afford more than Top Roman and hot dogs in our diet. We can do this."

"Yeah," she whispered. "We'll be fine."

They both fell silent. Lizzy stared at the flat screen. Usually one of them turned it on to see if Netflix had anything good playing after work.

In two weeks, they probably wouldn't even have access to their television shows to watch. Her throat closed. She hated hot dogs.

"This sucks so bad," she whispered.

"I can't even remember the last time I sucked," said Coco.

Lizzy turned her head and looked at her friend. Coco stared across the living room, a small twitch near her mouth broke her solemn expression. Lizzy slapped Coco's thigh, and they both broke out in laughter, easing the worry of losing their job.

"What would I do without you?" She leaned against Coco and inhaled deeply. "It'll be okay. We're both going to survive."

"Damn straight." Coco leaned her head back on the couch. "We'll find a better place to work."

"One that pays us more money," said Lizzy.

"Yes, and gives us vacation days."

Lizzy sat up straighter. "It'll be weird not working with you."

Coco said, "Did you hear Mr. Reeves pass on the message that the new owner needs waitresses?"

"Yeah, but he also hinted at it being a bar. Neither one of us has ever served drinks."

Coco stood. "How hard could it be? Burgers...drinks, same thing. If we both got hired, we'd be together, and it's right across the street."

"The tips would have to be bigger, don't you think?" She tapped her foot on the floor. "The hours would be different. Mr. Reeves catered to the lunch crowd."

"We'd have our days free." Coco hooked her short hair behind her ears. "That'd be weird."

"But good." When Coco frowned, Lizzy said, "Think of all the things that are hard to do when you work days during the week. Just going inside the bank is impossible unless you take a dock in hours, which means less money on payday. We always have to deposit our checks through the ATM."

"Doctor appointments," mumbled Coco.

Lizzy nodded. "Online shopping."

"Oh, yeah," whispered Coco, smiling.

Even though they could see the house from the front of the Bistro, the area where they lived made it impossible for packages to be dropped off outside. Someone would steal the delivery before they could cross the street.

"Let's do it." Coco tilted her head. "If the new owner turns it into a bar, we'll be the best damn servers this side of the railroad tracks."

"I've never had any desire to serve drinks. The whole atmosphere will be different in a bar." Lizzy blew out her breath. "A bunch of men drinking, looking for a good time. It could get rowdy."

"We don't know for sure that it will be a bar. I don't think Mr. Reeves knows. Maybe it'll be turned into a classier dining experience and serve wine and beer with dinner." Coco picked up the television remote. "Let's not worry about it tonight. What do you want to watch?"

"Nothing." She stood. "I'm going to dive into that half-gallon of ice cream. Want a bowl?"

"Sure." Coco sat down on the couch. "Oh, put a spoonful of strawberry jam on it, will you?"

She laughed softly. Coco always asked, knowing every night she had ice cream and jam. And, every night, she had ice cream with root beer poured over it.

Scooping up the dirty pair of jeans in the hallway, she tossed them into the laundry room on the way to the kitchen. The old Portland style home with all its small rooms and extra built-in cabinets provided a spot for everything but Coco could never put her clothes in the hamper or even in the room with the washer and dryer.

She opened the freezer and grabbed the vanilla ice cream. Indulging made her feel better about her life. Focused on working and saving money to pay off her bills, she'd pushed her social life to the side. A night at home with ice cream and television were the highlight of her week.

While it wasn't much, losing the little things would make her focus on what her life lacked.

At thirty years old, she was caught between giving up the goal of finding and maintaining a life-long relationship and believing men took too much of her energy.

She looked out the kitchen window. The sun was already going down. After living in Portland, Oregon for ten years, she'd learned how to appreciate the sunshine when it showed up, but today the normal doom and gloom weather would've fit her mood better.

She scooped ice cream into two bowls and doctored them both. Halfway back to the living room, she yawned. One good thing going for her was she'd be able to sleep past seven o'clock in the morning since she wasn't required to get up early and go to work.

The only way she'd get through the stress of the situation was if she looked for the positive.

"What time do you think—?"

A loud rumble filled the house. She gawked at Coco as the floor underneath her feet vibrated.

Coco shifted on the couch. "Is that an earthquake?"

Her first thought was a train was going by, but the tracks were two streets away, and while they heard the whistles, they only felt the wheels rolling if they paid attention. But the trains had never shaken their house before.

"I don't think so." She set the bowls down on the end table and walked over to the window.

Pushing back the curtain, she peered outside. "What in the world?"

Hundreds of single headlights lit up the whole street as far as she could see. She scooted over as Coco came up to look.

"It's motorcycles," she said.

"What are they doing?"

"I don't know." She looked the other way. "They're turning on Kaiser Street."

"Probably trying to find the interstate."

For several minutes they watched the bikers until only a few headlights were left and the noise and vibrations went away. Lizzy closed the curtain and walked over to the couch, picking up her bowl. The soda had melted the ice cream.

Coco turned the volume up on the television. Lizzy ignored the spoon and lifted the bowl to her lips and drank, too lazy to go to the kitchen and use a glass she'd need to wash later. The chef on the cooking show barked orders to the wanna-be-chefs.

"I'd never work for someone like that," said Coco.

Lizzy licked her upper lip. "Me, neither."

Caught up in the show, she forgot about the life-changing news she'd received and enjoyed thinking about what she'd do if she won the reality show.
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The skirt stopped underneath Lizzy's ass. She turned sideways in the mirror. There was no more give to the spandex. She'd maxed out.

"Coco?" she yelled.

"What?"

"What are you wearing?" She sucked in her stomach, knowing full well it wouldn't make her ass smaller.

"A dress. The black one with the zipper up the front."

Lizzy walked over to the closet. She lacked any kind of clothes fitting for a job interview. Mr. Reeves only required jeans and a decent shirt while working, and she hadn't kept up on her wardrobe. Borrowing anything from Coco would be out of the question. Her friend was five inches taller than her and twenty pounds lighter.

"Can you help me?" She squeezed her fingers under the material and shimmied her hips. If she could get the skirt down more, it would look more professional.

"There's no reason to be nervous." Coco entered the room, stopped at the sight of Lizzy, and said, "Oh."

"Shut your mouth." She squared her shoulders, used to being the butt of the joke, literally, between them.

"I'm not saying anything." Coco laughed. "Turn around."

Moving as instructed, she clenched her ass. "Okay."

"Don't do that." Coco groaned, straining to pull the skirt down. "I don't know how flexing your butt makes it even bigger."

Lizzy sighed, relaxing her whole body. The material moved over the hump of her buttocks. "It's working."

"It'll loosen."

"Thanks." She pulled the waist into place and smoothed her hands down the front of her thighs. "Does it look okay?"

"It looks fabulous. No one would even guess that it took manual labor to get you dressed." Coco raised her gaze. "What shirt are you wearing?"

She pulled two options out of her closet and held them up. Coco pointed to the black and silver threaded sleeveless shirt with no buttons.

Finishing getting dressed, she put on her heels, spritzed perfume on, and grabbed her purse. "You don't think we need a resume, do you?"

"I'm not taking one. The new owner must know we only found out late yesterday that we lost our job. We're applying because we were recommended." Coco walked downstairs with her.

Lizzy inhaled deeply. "Okay, let's go get the jobs."

After locking the door, Coco said, "Remember, smile a lot."

"And, speak slower. Don't mumble," she added.

On the sidewalk, Lizzy grabbed Coco's wrist, stopping her. "Look."

Newspaper covered every window of Burger Bistro. The old sign was taken down off the pole out front. From the outside, there were no workers or construction trucks around to give any sort of hint of what was happening on the inside of the building.

"It all seems too real," she whispered.

"Let's jump into this and think positive." Coco looked left and right for traffic, then proceeded across the street.

Lizzy hurried after her, unused to wearing heels, hoping she wouldn't fall flat on her face. Stepping up on the sidewalk, she slowed. She'd expected to be more nervous.

A new job opportunity.

Learning something new.

Changes.

Rejection if they refused to hire her.

Bills piling up.

But surprisingly, with Coco at her side, she had a sense of empowerment. She could do this.

"The front door is locked." Coco leaned closer and tried to see past the newspaper plastered against the glass. "Do you think we should walk through the back like normal?"

"No." She raised her hand and knocked. "That would be trespassing since we don't work here anymore."

"I guess if no one answers, we can go home and watch for any activity around the place, and try to catch someone here." Coco played with the heart hanging from her silver chain around her neck. "Though, I was hoping to get this done and over with today."

"Someone is in there." She knocked again. "I hear banging inside."

Coco knocked with her, adding to the noise.

The paper inside tore away from the door, and a man's hand appeared. Then, a whiskered face pressed against the glass. A shiver tiptoed down her spine the moment the man raked his gaze up and down their bodies.

"I don't know about this," she whispered, not moving her lips.

Coco whispered back, "It's probably a worker."

The door unlocked and swung open. A tall man with dark hair and an almost full beard stood in front of them wearing a black leather vest and jeans. Lizzy swallowed, remembering the many bikers that rode down the street last night.

"Who are you looking for?" His gaze dropped again and remained at chest level.

There was nothing Lizzy could do to hide her body away from the man's inspection. Her clothes showed everything.

"Mr. Reeves told us to stop by today. We used to work for him at Burger Bistro. He was under the impression the new owner would be interested in interviewing us for a server's job." Coco cleared her throat. "Are you the new owner?"

Please, say no.

"Nah, that'd be Roar." The man stepped back and waved them inside. "Stay here. I'll get him."

The door closed behind them. Lizzy gawked at the changes in the interior. All the booths had been torn out. The counter moved to the other side of the room. A man worked on placing new boards on the floor. She looked down. The old stained tiles from the bistro were already gone.

"Holy, shit," mumbled Coco, grabbing her arm. "They must've been working all night."

"Sh." Lizzy leaned close, whispering. "It's those bikers from last night. You saw how many of them there were. What if they bought the place? I'm not working at a biker bar."

"Let's wait and see what this Roar guy says." Coco glanced at her. "Did you read the back of that man's vest?"

She shook her head.

"Slag Motorcycle Club. Have you ever heard of them before?" asked Coco.

"No." There were a few biker clubs around, all of them widely known around the area.

Because everyone knew those bikers, she wasn't feeling confident about getting a job here. From what she'd read and heard, trouble followed bikers around, and they were usually the point of interest in the crimes that were reported.

The man returned, carrying two bar stools. "You're supposed to stay. Roar will be here in a few minutes. Go ahead and have a seat."

"Thank you." Lizzy looked at Coco when he left, unsure if bikers leaned toward formalities but thought it was better to be polite than ignore him.

Neither one of them tried to get up on the stools. Even if she could manage it without a table to hold on to, her dress would probably split down the back.

Biding her time, she watched the man on his hands and knees using some kind of power tool that made a loud pop each time he pressed it on the floor. She wouldn't be surprised if he completed the job within a few hours at the speed he was going.

"This is crazy. I can't believe what they're doing to the place." Coco stepped closer to her. "It's definitely going to be a bar. They put shelves and cabinets behind the counter for liquor bottles and probably taking out the booths to make room for tables."

"Whatever they're doing, they must have money to completely remodel every single thing so fast." Lizzy looked at the line of windows running along the front of the building covered with paper. "They're very secretive, aren't they?"

"Sh. I think that's the owner." Coco tapped Lizzy's hand. "Good luck."

"Good luck," she whispered back, turning her head and finding a tall man striding toward them.

Her mouth went dry.

Her skin flushed.

Her heart raced.

Okay, she was nervous.

At least six feet four inches tall, he towered in the room. His thick, blond, shoulder-length hair appeared shaven underneath. High cheekbones graced his face over a full beard. Nobody needed to tell her his face was angular underneath all those whiskers going by the icy blue eyes underneath a prominent brow. Eyes that looked at her. 

She pursed her lips and exhaled slowly. Any woman would be jumpy around him.

The man had a hard expression chiseled into a strikingly handsome face.

Not only was he gorgeous but he was scary. Like, pinch the heads off people who irritated him scary.

The black leather vest only made him appear broader the closer he came. His boots meeting the floor set the rhythm of her pulse. Thunk. Thunk. Thunk.

He wore a knife at his side. A weapon. And, he was supposed to be the owner?

His gaze swept over Coco and returned to Lizzy. She sucked in a breath, but the air in her lungs failed to stop the dizziness. Her chin tilted as he came closer. She felt small next to him.

"What can I do for you two?" He came to a stop, widening his stance.

"Mr. Reeves..." said both of them at the same time.

They glanced at each other with Coco nodding to let her know she should speak first. Lizzy faced the man.

"Mr. Reeves asked us to stop in and see you. He mentioned you were looking for servers when he closed Burger Bistro. We're both interested in finding out more about the jobs you have available." She clasped her hands in front of her, conscious of remaining open and appealing with her body language.

Coco held out her hand. "I'm Collette Lewis, but everyone calls me Coco."

The man grasped her hand. "Roar Akram."

Lizzy shook his hand next, making eye contact with him. He held her in his grasp longer than necessary, or maybe she imagined the timing lasted longer than normal because when he let go of her, she'd come to a few conclusions.

His hand was warm, rough, and could fully encompass her fingers which he held firmly but gently. His gaze never wavered off her eyes. It went past the polite stage and entered awkward, except for that fluttering deep in her stomach that told her she enjoyed touching him.

"Name?"

Flushing for forgetting the introduction, she said, "Lizzy Wheaton. It's nice to meet you, Mr. Akram."

"Just Roar." He looked over his shoulder and said, "Elling, give us a moment."

The man working on installing the flooring stood and left the area. The sudden silence unsettled her. She would've preferred activity or noise in the room to distract her from staring at Roar.

"How long did you work for Reeves?" Roar's deep voice made her pay attention to the question.

Lizzy opened her mouth and then glanced over at Coco, not wanting to interrupt her. Dual job interviews were harder than she'd imagined. She wanted to showcase herself as the perfect person for the job but also wanted to refrain from taking up too much of Roar's time so Coco could have her fair shot.

Coco caught her look and said, "Six and a half years."

"Five for me." Lizzy smiled. "Coco was the one who trained me."

"You're both used to serving meals?" Roar continued looking at them both.

Surprised that he wasn't writing anything down, Lizzy nodded. "We worked full-time, serving breakfast, lunch, and an early dinner."

"What do you know about alcoholic drinks?" he asked.

Her pulse throbbed. She was afraid of that question. A thirty-year-old woman should know a lot about the different kinds of drinks that were popular. While she enjoyed the occasional glass of wine at home, she had no time to hang out in bars.

"It would depend on what you are hiring us for." Coco shifted enough her arm brushed Lizzy for support. "We're both used to carrying trays piled with plates and drinks and keeping orders separated and delivered in a timely manner."

"While we don't have any experience making drinks, we can certainly serve them." Lizzy moistened her lips. "And, we can make customers happy to spend their money."

God, why had she said that? She inhaled slowly to keep him from noticing her nervousness.

Roar studied them both. "You two are friends."

"Yes," they said together.

Lizzy smiled at Coco, relaxing at having support beside her. Today would've been awful without her friend. If alone, she would've taken one look at the man in front of her and ran out the door.

"We're roommates, too." Coco pointed toward the window. "We rent a house across the street, so we're never late to work."

Good point. Lizzy skin cooled a degree. She should've thought of that bonus herself. If she were the owner of a bar, she would like knowing her employees were close.

"Slag Motorcycle Club owns the bar. It'll be open to the public and will be operated like any other bar you'd find in the area. We'll offer a place for people to drink and play pool. Music will come from a machine. There will be a menu available. Mostly appetizers and a burger, not a full meal. We'll require the female's working here to wear a uniform of shorts and a tank top. All the important parts of your body will be covered, and you can wear sneakers for comfort because I expect anyone working for me to work hard. The hours will be from seven to two o'clock with a half hour lunch and a fifteen-minute break every two hours." Roar looked at them both for several seconds.

Lizzy held her breath, hoping he'd quickly tell her they got the job. She could work in any conditions if the pay were right.

"There will be five women working every evening from Tuesday through Saturday. We're closed on Sundays and Mondays. You'll get a week of vacation after a year of working. Each year after that adds one more day. Sick days can't be abused, or you'll lose your job," said Roar.

Her excitement built. The hours were great, the benefits even better than what she had working for Mr. Reeves.

"You'll receive fifteen dollars an hour, and you'll keep your own tips." Roar lowered his brows. "Any questions?"

"We got the job?" asked Coco.

Please say yes. She needed this job.

He nodded. "We'll open next Tuesday. If you can come in sometime over the weekend to pick up your uniforms, I'll make sure someone is here to give them to you. I'll need your sizes."

"I wear a size six bottom and a small top." Coco's smile beamed. "Thank you, Roar."

He looked toward Lizzy. She had a hard time following all the information. Fifteen dollars an hour and all her tips? She could have her bills caught up and pay extra to the hospital.

"Lizzy? Size?" said Roar.

"Oh, um, twelve." She patted her hip. "And, I wear a size medium top if there are no buttons. If there are buttons, it'll have to be a size large."

Roar's gaze dropped again. Her nipples peaked. There was no getting around the size of her body. It wasn't like she was heavy. She was blessed with a little extra in certain spots, and there was nothing she could do about it.

"Welcome to The Fire Ring." He shook both of their hands again.

"Fire Ring?" Lizzy curled her fingers automatically after touching the warmth of his palm.

He stepped back. "Once the floor is in, there will be a large indoor fire ring in the middle of the room."

"Oh." She smiled. "Thank you for giving us a chance."

Coco added her appreciation on to hers, and together, they walked out the door. Heart racing and needing to purge her body of all the questions and excitement building up inside of her, she hurried across the street without saying a word.

Inside the house, she turned to Coco and screamed in excitement, hugging her friend. "Did you hear how much we're getting paid?"

"A week off." Coco rocked her side by side. "We have our days free."

"Oh, my God. I can't believe this." She pulled back and danced around the room. "This is the best thing that has ever happened in forever."

"I knew it, girl. I knew they'd hire us." Coco flopped down on the couch and laughed. "And, did you see that guy? He's huge and all serious like, and did you see how he kept looking at your boobs? Shit, it was like he owned those puppies."

"Stop." She broke out in goosebumps, rubbing her arms. "I can't believe this. What are the uniforms going to look like? We get to wear sneakers though. That's good."

Coco sat up straight. "Slag Motorcycle Club. What does Slag mean?"

She shrugged. "I don't know."

"Kind of weird that they rode into town last night and on Tuesday, they'll be opening." Coco frowned. "I hope we're not being hired for something different than what he described."

"Like what?"

"You know, the sports bars where the women are hired for their..." Coco cupped her breasts. "Though that wouldn't explain why he hired me."

"You're crazy. Love what you got." She slapped Coco's leg. "You know what this means?"

"What?"

"We have four days off until we start our new job and with the two weeks of severance pay, we're actually making money to have those four days off." Lizzy squealed.

Maybe she'd start to feel like she was living life instead of life kicking her ass. Best of all, she and Coco would get to work together still, and that made her happy.
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Chapter 3
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Elling, a member of Slag MC, grunted inside the rock circle in the middle of the floor of The Fire Ring. Roar held his hand cupped over the thin pipe underneath the fake logs waiting for the rush of propane. There were only a few more things that needed to be done before opening on Tuesday, and they needed to get the fire working first.

"There's a kink in the line. Someone pass me the pliers. I'll see if I can crimp the piping and open it up." Elling's hand appeared out from underneath the contraption.

Roar leaned over and gave him the tool. "Give it a light touch. I don't want to replace the damn gas line."

"Mm." Elling went back to working underneath.

Roar stretched his arm, cupping his hand. They'd be lucky to get the inspection passed if they couldn't prove that all safety measures had been met.

He wanted the bar legal and up to code. All the paperwork would be signed off on. He wanted to keep the attention away from the establishment.

A puff of gas tickled his hand. "It's on."

Elling scooted out from underneath the pit on his back and rolled to his feet. "Viktor, turn on the exhaust."

Overhead, the quiet hum of the fan filled the silence in the room. Roar stood, eyeing the fire ring. Everything was working.

"Should we give it a go?" Elling held up a lighter.

Roar nodded. "We'll let it run for the day and work out any problems. The inspector will be here in the morning."

Elling stuck his hand underneath. Flames caught quickly, spreading up through the fake logs, reaching Roar mid-chest. A cheer went up, and Roar stood back smiling. They had fire again.

"Slag," he said.

The men behind him answered, "Slag."

"Slag," he said louder.

The other members in the room chanted. Roar turned from the fire and looked over his men proudly as a defining rumble of unity filled the area. His grandfather had started the original Slag Motorcycle Club back in Norway. His father brought a chapter to America before Roar was born. It was now his turn to make sure Slag went on for another generation with a chapter of his own.

The room quieted. He checked the time. "Let's finish."

As everyone went back to work, a slight knock came from the door. Soon, the paper covering the windows would be gone. The bar would open, and people would grow curious to see the inside.

He walked over and looked through the rip in the paper and unlocked the door. He studied the women he'd hired more closely. They were dressed in jeans. Their attempt at impressing him over now that they'd gained employment. He found them even sexier in every-day clothes. 

The uniforms the other women had picked out for The Fire Ring would suit them well.

"Come in." He shut the door behind them.

"Whoa." Coco walked up to the fire ring and gazed over her shoulder at Roar. "This is amazing."

"We just finished." He found himself looking at Lizzy, wanting her opinion but she remained quietly observing the flames. "I'll call the other women and have them bring over the uniforms."

Stepping away, he made the phone call. For now, three women belonging to Slag members along with Coco and Lizzy would make up the employees who served The Fire Ring. He had Peer on as bartender, Peach as cook, and whenever help was needed, he had over two hundred members at his disposal.

The profits from The Fire Ring wasn't the only income for Slag, but the bar would serve a purpose far greater than any of the dealings he had away from the public's eye.

He slid his phone back in his pocket. The two women whispered to each other in front of the fire. He joined them, admiring the sign that Slag would continue to go on.

Catching sight of him, Lizzy asked, "Why can't we feel the heat coming off the fire?"

He pointed up. "There's an exhaust fan that takes most of it out of the building. In the colder months, we can set the control and utilize some of the heat for inside, but for now, we don't want customers getting too warm and complaining."

"That's brilliant." She flashed him a smile before turning around.

He took the time to look at her without her being aware. Lizzy appealed to him in every way. She had the natural blonde wavy hair, the blue eyes that matched his own, and her figure was perfect. The flair of her hips and her large breasts had caught his attention from the start. But she remained unaware that just moving and breathing teased him, and he found himself watching her.

Until he learned how Lizzy would work out at The Fire Ring while he conducted business, he couldn't afford any distractions.

Monica, Kelli, and Heather walked into the bar from the back carrying bags. He motioned them over to the fire. Only two of them had ever worked as a server, but it'd been a few years. He counted on the new ladies to show them the ropes.

"If everyone can gather around," he said.

All the women stood in front of him, sharing smiles as a way of introductions. The only one who might have a problem getting along was Kelli. She had a tendency to run her mouth, especially toward other women. Though she had a sweet side. He'd need to speak with Peer about keeping his old lady in line.

"From left to right, this is Heather, Monica, Kelli, Coco, and Lizzy. You can get to know each other as you sort out the uniforms. Monica has all the details and will help you out there. As we're getting close to opening, I want you all here at six o'clock sharp. Doors are opening at seven. You'll be paid double time for the extra hour. We'll follow that schedule for the first week, and then we should have everything ironed out, and you can come in at the regular time. Does anyone have a problem with that?" He looked at each woman.

When nobody argued, he said, "Coco? Lizzy? Which one of you is the most responsible and has an easier time telling people what to do?"

Coco snorted softly. Lizzy nailed her with an elbow. The small thumb pointed at Lizzy gave him his answer.

"I'm going to start you out as lead server, Lizzy. You'll be in charge of assigning tables, and if there are any problems between the women, they'll come to you. If you can't handle them, come to me, and I'll deal with the conflict." He waited for her to acknowledge the position and she continued to gawk at him. "Are you up to doing the position?"

"Yeah. I mean, yes. Okay," she said.

Amused, he looked at Monica. "Go ahead and take them into the breakroom and sort the shit."

"Come on, ladies." Monica grinned, holding up the bags, and stepping toward the back. "The outfits are cute, so no worries. I helped pick them out."

Coco and Lizzy followed behind the others. Remembering what he forgot, he said, "Lizzy?"

Coco left her side, and Lizzy came to him alone.

"Yes?" She raised her arched brows.

"The extra responsibilities as the lead server comes with a three dollar an hour raise."

Her mouth curved into a smile and her eyes lit up. "Thank you."

He nodded. "Better get to the breakroom, or you'll miss out on the instructions."

"Okay." She gave a small hop as she turned. "Thank you, again."

He watched her hurry out of the room and shook his head. That sweet ass of hers swayed with excitement.

A low whistle filled the room. Roar jerked his gaze to Joel, his MC brother, and caught him feeling good after eyeing Lizzy.

"Get to work. We got a bar to open." He walked around the tables, into the hallway, purposely ignoring the closed door to the breakroom, and went out the back of the bar.

The alleyway gave the club enough parking that everyone could keep their motorcycles off the street. He looked each way at the new ten-foot solid gates on each end. Unless someone climbed over, they had the privacy and added security needed to run Slag.

Lifting his hand to the two prospects on each end of the alley, he walked over to the clubhouse. The two-story, fifty-thousand square foot building would house those that needed a bed and provide a place every member could call home.

He pushed through the door. The activities inside from the members echoed off the walls. Soon, construction would be over, and while the noise level would remain high, it would be in celebration.

Norah spotted him from the kitchen and climbed down from the chair she stood on to run over to him. He braced and took the impact when she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss, rubbing her breasts against him.

He straightened, not in the mood for her. "Where's your brother?"

"Around." She slipped her arms off him and tugged at his vest.

While he enjoyed Norah when he was in the mood, he had too many things on his mind. "Go find Brage and tell him to come to the meeting room."

Her lower lip came out. She lived her whole life within Slag, except during a short marriage, and knew better than to voice her displeasure.

He walked away from her. Brage needed to find his sister a man. He was getting tired of her thinking he was here to entertain her.

Off the main room, past the stairs, he entered the meeting room. Shutting the door barely muffled the hammering going on upstairs.

He walked around the table and took the head chair. Sinking his ass down, he ran his hand along the wooden edge. A gift from the Mother Chapter made out of Norway Pine, the table represented the Nordic heritage that ran thick in the club.

A club that started as one, split into two, and now spread to three.

At the meeting to expand, he was voted in as president for the Portland Chapter while his father continued to lead the MC in Seattle. Because of his respect for his father and the direction he took the club to benefit the Mother Chapter, he planned
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