
  
  
      
        
          Jake

          
		      
          Melissa Stevens

        

        
          
          TNT Publications 

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Melissa Stevens
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
  Dedication


This Demented Souls book, like all the Souls books, is dedicated to my dad, Wilmer ‘Billy’ Stephens.

When I started the series I used him as a major resource, as he’d been a police officer, machinist, gun smith, Harley rider, mechanic and so much more.

Now that he’s gone, I write them in his memory.

Thanks Dad. 

While I was growing up, my father had two of the best friends I’ve ever known of. They are the ones who taught me that family is more than just who you’re related to. As I was working on Maverick we lost the last of them. Now that all three are gone, I miss the others nearly as much as I miss Dad. 

From here on out, the Demented Souls books are dedicated to the men who taught me all about brothers by choice. 

Frank Edwards (1950-2006)

Wilmer Stephens (Dad) (1952-2017)

George Claridge (1955-2022)
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  1


“Tell me again what the plan is?” Lurch asked Jake as Jake gave his bike one last inspection. 
Jake fought the urge to sigh, as he explained the plan for today’s ride for what felt like the fifteenth time, though he had to admit, this was probably only the second time he’d told the chapter president, and the first time had been weeks before. And he had to admit, if only to himself, that a lot had happened between now and then. 
“We’re going to Sturgis. Yes, we’re weeks before the rally, but the guys from Tucson may not ever make it up for the rally, this is their chance to visit. It would be a shame to get this close and never make it to Sturgis.” 
“I got that part, that’s not what I’m worried about.” Lurch waved one hand dismissively. 
Jake stopped what he was doing and looked over at Lurch. “What are you worried about? I didn’t think there was anything to worry about with this trip.” 
“Tell me about this thing with the Kings.” Lurch pinched the bridge of his nose as if Jake exhausted him. 
“Cowboy wanted a chance to get together, pay his respects to Tuck before he leaves town. They’ll meet us in Sturgis. They’ve got a big grill trailer that they’ll haul down. They’ll set it up at the park, people can come and go, grab food, see the town, chat, and have a little fun.” 
“Are you sure that’s what they’re after? Are you sure they’re not harboring some kind of beef and trying to lure us out?” 
Jake shook his head. “No chance. We’re on good terms with them. Yes, there was a bit of a beef with them last year, but that was under their previous president. That incident triggered a coup. Cowboy’s the new president and he’s done everything he can to make sure we’re on good terms. They help us and we help them, as far as that goes.” 
“We’re taking our women. Are you sure it will be safe?” 
“I’d say ninety-eight percent sure.” 
Lurch stared back at him. “Ninety-eight percent? Are you willing to risk Kerry’s life on ninety-eight percent?” 
Jake scowled. “I would. I’d risk my own mother’s life on that same ninety-eight percent. We take bigger risks than that every day.” He stood and faced the president of the chapter where Jake had decided to make his new home. “We get in a car, we get on a bike, we put our lives in not just our own hands, but the hands of every other person on the road, just by going from one place to another. We risk that everyone on the road is paying the same attention to traffic, or more, that we are. We risk that there won’t be a robbery while we’re in the gas station. We risk that we won’t be victims of a drive by shooting or a car-jacking. Then there’s the risk of developing an allergy or encountering what you have an allergy to. If you really think about it, you’re risking death every time you eat, whether it’s a snack or a meal or even just drinking your morning coffee.” 
Jake watched as Lurch slowly lifted one brow, but continued watching him without saying a word. 
“What I’m saying is that if there’s a risk to our women, then I’m confident it won’t come from the Kings of Destruction. Their new leadership wants to be allies and is doing everything he can to that purpose. If it helps, they’re bringing their women too.” 
“You could have led with that. It does help. While yes, most clubs aren’t as protective of their women as we are, they don’t typically bring them into trouble, at least not on purpose.” 
“Sorry. If I’d known it would make that much difference, I would have led with it. Any other concerns?” 
“Nothing worth mentioning. Still planning to have us start the pre-ride meeting in an hour?” Lurch glanced toward the clearing they were using as the main camp, then back to Jake. 
“That’s the plan. I want to make sure there are no problems with my bike then I’ll head over and be ready in case anyone has questions before the meeting.” 
“Sounds good. I’ll see you there. I’ve got a couple of things to do before time to head out.” 
“See you.” Jake went back to checking his bike, and when he’d finished, he made his way to the clearing, where he grabbed a soda from one of the coolers and went to one of the tables. He sat on the tabletop, propped one foot on the bench and cracked the seal on his soda. Everyone would start gathering soon, then he’d have to be ready to give people directions. 
He couldn’t wait to get on the road, there he would be able to relax, to lose himself in the ride, the wind in his face and the bike between his legs. Everything else would fade until it didn’t matter. At least that was the plan. 

      [image: image-placeholder]They reached Sturgis with no problems, Jake let everyone know they’d be serving lunch at the park, where he’d let people know the plan for the afternoon and when food would be available, then had rounded up Talon and Steele and took them to find Miles.   
“Where are you setting up the grill? I’ve got a couple of men to help with the cooking.” He jerked one thumb over his shoulder to where the two prospects followed him. 
“I’ve got a couple of men setting up the grill and the rest of the gear over there, on the edge of the lot. There are tables not far away people can use to eat, or they can wander off as they see fit. You been here before?” Miles asked. 
“I haven’t.” Jake shook his head. “I haven’t been up north very long, but I’m getting to know the area, slowly.” 
“Good. We usually come down a couple times a year, not always for the rally, but we try to make it at least once or twice a summer. It’s a good place for meet ups, as people not from the area are usually up for a chance to see Sturgis, even in the off season.”
“I totally get that. It’s exactly why I chose it. We’ve got some visitors up from the charter chapter. I thought it would be an interesting visit for them, plus I hadn’t made it here yet.”  
Miles nodded. “If you haven’t been here yet, I can recommend a couple of places to visit if you’d like. I can make sure things get done here so we’re ready to feed everyone.” 
“There are a couple of places I’d like to visit. The hall of fame and I’ve heard about some military museum in the area I’d like to check out.” 
“Into history?” Miles said with a grin. “That’s cool. The Fort Meade Museum is neat if you’re into that. I personally like the motorcycle museum better, but we all have our own thing.” Miles shrugged. 
“You sure you don’t mind me disappearing for a while? I can hang around here and help make sure everything gets done.” He looked around trying to find something that needed his attention but failing. Everything seemed to be taken care of, and without anyone directing each task. Jake couldn’t help but be impressed. “You have this down to a science, don’t you?” 
“Not quite,” Miles said with a laugh. “But I’m working on it. We go out a couple times a month, when the weather permits, so we’ve got it down pretty well. Did Cowboy find your president?” Miles’ gaze scanned the area, as if looking for the two presidents. 
“I introduced them when we arrived. Last I saw they were headed off that way together.” He motioned toward the large oval track they’d seen on their way in. It had reminded him of the field from when he’d been in high school and in track and field. He’d wondered if it was part of the school grounds or just part of the park, but pushed the thought away as Miles asked him something. “I’m sorry. I didn’t catch that, what was it again?” 
“I asked which you plan on hitting first, the motorcycle museum or the military one.” 
“I’m not sure. Which one’s closer?” 
“The motorcycle museum, for sure. It’s less than a mile that way,” Miles pointed, “while Fort Meade is a couple miles in that direction.” He indicated nearly the opposite direction. 
“Good to know. That makes my decision.” He checked his watch. “I’ve got what, two hours?” 
Miles glanced at his own. “Sounds good. It’s a little before we told everyone to be back for the meal, which will give you time to figure out enough to give directions to your people as they start showing up.” 
“Sounds good. One question though, and it’s not critical, but it will make a difference on how my men handle mealtime.” 
“What?” Miles frowned. 
“Who eats first, your men or your women?” 
“Women and kids first. Then the men.” Miles lifted one shoulder and let it fall. “It’s how we’ve always done it.” He lifted one brow. “Any problem with that?” 
“Not at all. It’s how we do it too, but if it went the other way, I’d need to warn the men first. They’d handle it, but by fixing plates and delivering them to their ladies before going back for their own.” 
“Oh. Good plan. I’ll remember that for the next time we encounter a group that does things backwards.” He shrugged again. “Not that we do a lot with other clubs. Especially after the crap with Tank last year, most of us don’t trust the old connections. Cowboy and the rest of the leadership are checking through all our previous associations. We’ve cut ties in a couple places and in others,” he used one hand to indicate where the members of the two clubs were mixing around them, “well, you can see we’re making new connections.” 
“I was around for what went down between the Souls and the Kings with Ghost, but I wasn’t in on any of it. I’m glad to hear you’re re-evaluating the connections your old president made. Especially in light of what happened.” 
“We can talk more. It seems like we have more than a little in common, but it can wait. Go check out the museum. I’ve got everything here handled for a while, and if I have a problem, I’ve got your number. But I won’t have a problem.” 
“Thanks.” He slapped Miles on the back, then turned and went to his bike. 
Less than five minutes later he was walking his bike back into a parking space in front of the museum. If he’d known how close it was, and his way around town, he might have walked. It would have been good to move a bit after a couple hours on the back of his bike to get to town. 
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Heather wandered through the museum her cousin had brought her to and wondered what the appeal was. Sure, she enjoyed it when Matt took her for a ride, like had today but whole museums to the history of the motorcycle? It just didn’t do things for her. Though there were a couple of bikes she wouldn’t mind a chance to get on, she knew there was a reason they were in the museum and not on the street. She knew there was no chance. Oddly one of them she kept finding herself standing in front of, staring at, was one that had a really long front end, at least compared to the others. The front tire was way out in front of the bike, and she couldn’t figure out why.  
There were a lot of things that stood out about the bike, which a sign on the other side of it called TheCanadabike. There was a whole list of unique things about it, most of which might as well be French to her. Not understanding her fascination, she turned and moved on, wondering how much longer her cousin would want to be here, and what the next stop was. 
She still felt guilty that she was intruding on his trip like this, but he’d insisted he wouldn’t have brought anyone else anyway and he didn’t want to leave her at his place alone, just in case Mitch or any of the men he was indebted to figured out where she’d gone. 
“Yo!” someone yelled somewhere else in the building, startling her. She jumped, then found herself searching the room, making sure no one had snuck up on her. 
Heather couldn’t help but shake her head when she realized what she was doing. 
“There you are.” Matt’s head appeared around a corner. “You okay?” He frowned as he scanned her from head to toe and noticed the way her shoulders hunched forward, as if she was ready to be hit from behind. 
“I’m good.” She forced herself to smile, if only for his benefit. She hated being around so many strangers, not knowing who people were and who they knew. She’d been in North Dakota for a couple of weeks now and had gotten used to Matt’s friends, or brothers as he called them, but now, they were hours away and meeting up with another club, she was afraid they knew the ones from Alabama, the ones Mitch was mixed up with. How could she be sure this new group wasn’t going to try to take her back to him? 
“This club has nothing to do with the one Mitch is mixed up with.” Matt seemed to know what she was thinking. 
Heather didn’t know if it was because she was so transparent or because she’d been so worried about them finding her since she’d arrived. Either way, she couldn’t stop the worry, so she just agreed with him. 
“I know. You wouldn’t do that to me. But what if you just don’t know about their ties?” She couldn’t help the tears that pooled in her eyes, but she blinked several times to keep them from falling and turned away so Matt wouldn’t see them. He’d seen her break down far too often recently. She didn’t want to add to that. 
“You’ll see soon enough.” Her cousin didn’t dismiss her fears. “But I’ll be there with you, just in case, as will all the Kings. All you’ll need to do is yell and one of us will come running. You know we’ll all stand behind you.” 
“I know. And I appreciate it.” Heather forced herself to take a deep breath and push away her worries. She was more than fifteen hundred miles from Mitch and his crew, there was no reason to think they would follow her this far. It wasn’t like she’d taken anything of theirs or even that she knew anything of value. Only that she had been bartered to pay off a bet. 
Heather didn’t know how much money Mitch owed, and she didn’t care either. She was not about to go with those men, men she didn’t know and had no reason to trust. Given the fact that they’d let Mitch barter her body to pay off his debts made her trust them and him, even less. 
“I know. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate all the help you’ve given me.” 
Matt waved one hand in a dismissive gesture. 
“No. I know you think it’s nothing but it’s not. It’s a big deal to me. You’ve given me a place to go when I had nothing, a place to stay where I felt safe.  A shoulder to cry on when it all got to be too much. You’ve helped me when no one else would.” 
His gaze flicked to something or someone behind her, then he nodded, as if he knew whoever it was, reminding her they were in public. She didn’t need to air her problems, nor her insecurities to the world like this. 
“I’ll always be here for you, Heather, you know that.  You’re family.” 
“And I thank you for that.” She gave him a quick hug then pulled away. “Take your time, I’m going to go wander through the gift shop and try to pull myself out of my funk.” 
“Okay.” Matt smiled at her as she turned away, but caught her hand and pulled her back until her back hit his chest. “Remember what I told you,” his voice was soft, “you’re safe here.” He kissed the top of her head, reminding her of the way he’d done exactly the same thing when she’d been six. 
Heather nodded and forced herself to walk away.  She knew her mood would only drag him down and make him worry about her. She didn’t want to do that. 
“Heather?” an unfamiliar voice called her name while she was wandering through the small gift shop, looking at things she wouldn’t mind having, but wasn’t willing to spend her meager cash on, and she would never ask Matt. 
She looked up, half afraid of who might be calling her name, and hoping it was one of the Kings of Destruction and she just didn’t recognize his voice for some reason. The face that greeted her was one of the last she expected to see. 
“Aaron? What are you doing here? I haven’t seen you in what? Ten? No, it’s been longer than that. Twelve years?” 
“It is you.” 
A smile spread across the face she hadn’t seen since when? Junior year in high school. She and Aaron had been good friends, and she’d hoped for more, but he hadn’t seemed interested, then his family had moved away, and she’d lost track of him. She’d never seen him again. Well, until now. 
“What are you doing this far north? I didn’t think you’d ever leave the coast.” 
The grin on Aaron’s face made her want to move closer. Somehow, she knew there was no way he was involved with Mitch. They had never known each other. Mitch had moved to Mobile to go to University of Southern Alabama, even if she hadn’t met him for several years. But that had been years after Aaron had left Alabama. 
“I didn’t plan to, but life happens.” She lifted one shoulder and let it fall. “How have you been? Is this where your family settled?” 
“I’m good. No, we went to California, then to Texas. Now my parents are in Florida, but I haven’t been down to see them in a couple of years.” 
“How did you end up this far north, or are you just visiting?” She glanced around, hoping Matt wouldn’t think Aaron was just some stranger bothering her.
“I moved up here almost a year ago. I live a couple hours away in Wyoming now. What about you?” 
“I’m kind of in between places.” She noticed for the first time he was wearing a leather vest like Matt wore. She didn’t know why she hadn’t noticed it before. “I’m staying with my cousin Matt for a while.”  
“Matt?” Aaron repeated, tilting his head back as his eyes rolled back in his head, as if he was looking for the information written inside his skull. “I don’t know if I ever met him.” 
“I don’t know that you did. He’s several years older and didn’t live in the area, so I didn’t see him often.” 
She didn’t say that when she had seen him, she’d been that annoying little cousin who wouldn’t leave the older kids alone. Now she could see how clingy and irritating it must have been to the teenagers, but thankfully Matt had never made her feel unwanted. 
“Heather?” The concern in Matt’s voice made her smile. 
“Looks like you’ll meet him now though,” she said to Aaron before turning to her cousin. “Hey. You’ll never believe this. I ran into an old friend; one I haven’t seen in at least ten years.” She stopped at the surprise on Matt’s face, wondering what was going on. 
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Jake couldn’t believe he’d run into Heather, here of all places, in the motorcycle museum in Sturgis, South Dakota. The last time he’d seen her was just before his family had moved out of Mobile, as they’d followed his dad on the first of what had turned out to be many moves. Thankfully, he’d only had a couple of years left at home before he’d joined the military and had moved out.  
He’d moved just as much as his parents had after that, but at least it had been following his own life, and not theirs. He’d always regretted leaving Mobile though. In high school he’d always had a crush on the sweet redhead now standing in front of him, but hadn’t had the nerve to do anything about it. Maybe that could be different now. 
Jake turned to meet her cousin and couldn’t believe what he was seeing. “You’re one of the Kings?” He held out one hand. “Good to meet you, I’m Jake.” He shook the newcomer’s hand. 
“I’m Iceman.” 
“I’ve heard of you. I didn’t know you were from Alabama.” Jake motioned toward Heather. 
“I’m not. She is. But I didn’t know anyone in the Souls was from there either.” 
“I haven’t been back in a long time.” He turned back to Heather, feeling guilty about ignoring her to talk to her cousin. “I’d hoped you were doing okay.” Crap. He hadn’t meant to say that. Now she knew he’d thought about her after they’d moved. And he had. A lot. But he hadn’t planned on telling her that. 
“I was for a long time, but I just needed to get away for a while. It seemed like a perfect chance to come up and visit my favorite cousin.” She leaned over and rested her head on Iceman’s shoulder, batting her eyes at him. Iceman rolled his eyes, but wrapped an arm around her shoulders and tugged her close. 
“I’m glad you did. I missed you too.” 
Jake got the feeling he wanted to say more, but didn’t because of how public they were, and maybe what he wanted to say was private. He wondered if Iceman would have said it if he wasn’t here or if they were just around the Kings. 
“We were just headed back to the park,” Iceman said. “I guess we’ll see you there?” 
“I just got here, want to take a turn around the place then I’ll be back. I need to be there before they start serving to make sure my men are lined out on how things work.” 
Iceman frowned for a split second then turned to Heather. “You ready?” 
“Whenever you are, but don’t rush on my account.” 
“I didn’t. I’m done.” 
“Okay.” She turned to Jake. “I guess we’ll see you at the park then.” She headed for the door. 
Jake couldn’t help but watch her go, hoping she’d be around long enough he could see if what he’d felt for her all those years ago was still there, and that maybe she felt something similar. He was determined not to let this opportunity slip past him. He wouldn’t lose what might be his last chance at the only girl he’d wanted to spend time with before he’d been forced to leave her behind, not again, not if he could help it. He took hope that she was at the event with her cousin. Hopefully, it meant she wasn’t with one of the Kings. And maybe open to something with him. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Jake wandered through the museum, reading plaques, and admiring some of the more extravagant bikes. He didn’t know why, but he found his thoughts kept drifting back to Heather. It wasn’t like he’d never thought of her. Several times over the years, he’d wondered what had happened to her, and hoped she was happy. Now it appeared his hopes had been for naught.  
She’d had a hollow, almost haunted look in her eyes that made him want to pull her close, to tell her everything would be all right and then to shelter her from the world. That wasn’t practical, and he knew that, but damned if he didn’t want to. 
He glanced at his watch as he walked through the last room of the museum, taking in the different bikes and looks as he noted he still had almost an hour until Miles told him he needed to be back. Did he want to do something else or maybe go back to the park and mix with the Kings? Hadn’t that been where Iceman said they were headed? If he went back, he might get a chance to talk to her again, maybe ask a few questions. Find out if maybe he could see her again. 
Granted five hours between Gillette and Dickenson might make it more difficult, but since when had difficult kept him from doing anything he actually wanted to do? Not since he’d been in high school wishing he had the nerve to ask out a certain redhead. 
Now, he took his time as he made his way through the rest of the museum, even browsing through the giftshop, and dropping an extra fifty in the donation box before he headed back out to his bike. Time to put his regrets in the past and see if maybe Heather could be talked into seeing him again.
He considered options and tactics as he made the short ride back to the park, then walked his bike backwards into line with the rest of his brothers’ bikes. Jake still hadn’t settled on a plan when he spotted her, a can of beer in hand as she chatted with a couple standing with Lurch, Tuck, London, and Kerry. He couldn’t help but smile, as he noticed that she fit right in, as if she hung out with club leadership all the time. 
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Matt waited until they were back to the park to start questioning her. “Are you sure he doesn’t have ties to the club in Mobile? The one your dickhead ex got mixed up with?” he asked as he dismounted from the bike.  
“While I can’t be a hundred percent sure, I’d say ninety-nine percent sure.” She handed him her helmet so he could secure it. “He was a nice kid. His folks moved him out of Mobile while we were still in high school, and he said today he hadn’t been back. Aaron could have lied, but why?” 
“Why? Because he is mixed up with those assholes and doesn’t want you to know.” 
Heather fought the urge to roll her eyes. Usually, it was her being paranoid about anyone she didn’t know being tied to that club in Mobile, but then again, she felt like she knew Aaron. 
But did she? It had been so long since she’d seen him last. And while she thought she’d known him then, she also thought she’d known Mitch, and look how that had turned out. Her mind began to spiral. Was she wrong about Aaron? Was he here looking for her? Did he plan to take her back to Alabama and the hell she had no doubt waiting for her there? 
She shook herself and told herself that was stupid. Aaron had always been the first one to step up and stand up for anyone being mistreated or bullied. While she had no doubt he’d changed in the interim years, she didn’t think he’d changed that basic part of himself. 
At least she hoped not.
She didn’t want to think about what he would have had to go through to change what she considered such a basic, core part of him. 
“I’m sure. He’s not mixed up with them.” She didn’t tell Matt about her doubts, one person thinking them was enough. 
Matt didn’t respond but watched her a moment, as if trying to figure out what she was thinking. After a moment, he nodded.
“Let’s go see what everyone’s up to and find something to drink.” He turned, waiting for her to join him before they headed into the park.
Heather took a deep breath and wrapped an arm around his waist, giving him a quick sideways hug before releasing her cousin to walk beside him. She appreciated the way he’d taken her in, and that he was doing everything he could to keep her safe. She straightened her shoulders and decided to push away thoughts of Mitch and his idiot friends in Mobile. Today was a day to have fun, and she was determined to do just that. 
Their first stop was at the row of several coolers they’d brought down from Dickenson with them. She knew several of them held food, but just as many had drinks of all kinds. 
“What do you want?” Matt asked. 
“Did we bring any Northern Route?” she asked about her favorite craft brew, made by a brewery in Dickenson. She’d fallen in love with it the first time she’d tried it, now it was her beer of choice. 
“Miles knows how much you and a couple of other women like it, so I’m sure it’s here somewhere,” Matt said as he opened one cooler, pulled out a coke and dropped the lid, pressing it closed with his knee before moving a couple of coolers down and opening that one. From the way he’d gone straight to the cooler with the cokes in it, she knew there had to be some kind of system for what was where, but had no clue what it was. 
“What are you looking for?” Miles asked as he stepped up, a wide grin on his face. 
“She wants that Phat Fish beer some of the girls drink,” Matt said, digging through one of the coolers with one hand. 
“The Phat Fish is in that one over there.” Miles indicated the cooler at the end of the row. 
“Thanks,” Matt closed the one he’d been digging through and went to the one he’d indicated. After a moment of digging, he pulled out a can, closed the cooler and brought it to her. “Here. Want to find a place to sit, or you want to wander around a bit?” 
“I’ll mingle, you go have some fun. You don’t need to babysit me all the time.” 
Matt didn’t say anything for a moment, but watched her, one brow lifted, as if he was asking if she was sure. She used the hem of her shirt to wipe off the top of her can, then opened it and took a long pull before using her free hand to shoo him away. 
“Now that you’ve run him off, what’s your plan?” Miles asked after Matt had reluctantly wandered off. 
“I didn’t lie to him. I’m going to mingle.” She scanned the park, wondering where to start, then spotted Ava and Cowboy to one side, talking with a couple she didn’t recognize. Might as well start there. Maybe she’d learn more about Aaron and these Demented Souls they were getting together with. 
She didn’t understand the whole thing, the meeting up with another club, but she was only on the edge of the Kings, so it didn’t matter if she understood how it worked. Besides, she didn’t know how long she would be around anyway. But maybe she could get an idea of what kind of man Aaron was now, maybe learn a little bit about his friends. 
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Jake wandered from group to group, checking in with his brothers and their women, making sure they had everything they needed and fetching a few things when they didn’t.  
“Have you eaten anything?” London asked with one lifted brow when he stopped to check on Tuck and the others where they sat with Cowboy and Ava, the King’s president’s wife. 
“Not yet. I’m headed that way now. I just wanted to make sure you all didn’t need anything first.” 
“If we did, we can figure out where to get it. Get your food before it’s all gone.” 
“No chance of that,” Cowboy said. “The option you want might run low or out, but we never run out of food.” 
London tilted her head and turned her attention to Cowboy. “What do you do with the leftovers?” 
“We find a local shelter wherever we are and donate them. If there isn’t one or they don’t accept donations of prepared food, then we pack it back up and take it back to Dickenson. We’ve got a place there that focuses on vets that we have a good relationship with. We donate to them often.” 
She nodded and turned to Tuck, both brows lifted. “I like that.” 
“I do too. We can get Lurch looking for a place like that we can work with in Gillette, and we’ll see what we can find in Tucson, once we’re down there.” 
“I’ll take care of that here, at least the looking and finding out who to put Lurch in touch with,” Jake volunteered. 
Tuck nodded, but didn’t say anything more. London looked at him, then toward the edge of the park where the large grill trailer sat, with several other tables nearby where the food was being served, then back to Jake, an expectant look on her face. He knew better than to argue. 
“I’m going to go get something to eat. If you need anything, call out. I’ll be around.” 
“It’s not your responsibility to play host, Jake,” she said, her voice gentle. 
“Begging your pardon, ma’am. but since I’m the one who got this all set up and going, it kind of is.” 
“Leave him be, sweetness,” Tuck said. “He’s a big boy, he can take care of himself.” He reached over and patted her hand, letting her know he was aware of her and what she was doing. A soft smile curved her lips as she turned and looked at him. 
Jake wondered if someday he’d have someone look at him like that. He’d love it if it was Heather, but he knew better than to hold his breath. First, he had to get up the nerve to talk to her again. 
He glanced around and found the rows of coolers and recognized some of them as the ones they had at the ranch. He headed for the coolers, grabbing an amber from a brewery in Wyoming. He’d tried several since moving to the ranch, and found he liked Black Tooth brewery the best. They were currently competing with Barrio in Tucson for his favorite. 
After popping the top, he took a swig and looked around for Miles. He didn’t have to look far, Miles stood less than a dozen feet away from the far end of the huge grill trailer the Kings had brought with them, overseeing things as two men cooked and two more worked on laying food out for the buffet line that from the looks of it would go down both sides of the table. 
Jake made a wide arc, being careful to go around the grill so he didn’t get in the way as he went to Miles. 
“Need anything done?” Jake asked, as he stepped up beside the Kings’ road captain. 
“Nope, we’ve got it handled.” Miles turned and looked at Jake, then back to where the men worked around him. “The only thing you can do is let people know we’ll be serving at noon and the women go first, like always.” Miles tipped back the coke in his hand, taking several swallows, before lowering the can and looking at Jake. “The Kings know the drill, and from what you said earlier, it’s similar to how you guys do it.” 
“It is.” Jake checked his watch again. He wanted to go straight to Heather, but knew if he did, he wouldn’t finish making the rounds of everyone there. So instead, he turned and went in the direction opposite of where she stood near the presidents and started there. 
By the time he made it through all the clusters of people, both Kings and Souls, there was still about twenty minutes until they began serving. He used the time to move closer to Heather. She no longer stood near the same people. That had made him wonder if she’d gone to him because she wanted to report something or if she just knew him and was being social. 
Maybe his time in the military, then with the Souls had made him paranoid. But then again, he reminded himself that it wasn’t paranoid if they were really out to get you and too often in the recent past, people had really been out to get him and his brothers. 
Now he just considered his musings as looking out for himself and his brothers. And someone had to. Gizmo and Krissi had the club’s tech needs under control in Tucson, but it had fallen to Jake to handle them here, and he didn’t feel nearly as qualified as he should be. 
More often than he felt he should need to, he found himself calling south for advice or help, but he’d rather call them and be sure the club was taken care of than try to skate by on his own and screw something up
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