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William Borelli was one of the few men I had encountered who matched me in size and height. I stood in the office of the Haven MC president and waited to see if I was going to be allowed in the club.

“Prospecting is a way for clubs to learn about a man and what he is made of. It’s a thankless job within a club because you are expected to do everything asked of you without question. There is no set time to be patched in as a full member; it all depends on performance—how the others accept you—loyalty to the club and its leadership. So, it is up to the Prospect on how fast or slow that patching in timeframe goes.” Wild Bill frowned but never broke eye contact with me. “Haven is dealing with a few problems, ones that are currently being looked at to get to the bottom of the issue. It is going to be a slow process, but this club has been around awhile, it will weather this too,” the Prez said and walked around his desk and sat down, pointing to the chair across from him. I took a seat and leaned forward and placed my elbows on my knees.

“Alright,” I said as I watched the Prez’s face for signs of where this might be going. My knowledge of MCs was minimal, to say the least, but I couldn’t imagine the president of an MC handling a prospective member in his office without any of the other leaders present.

“You come highly recommended, Linc.” I frowned at his words, and Wild Bill continued. “Hawk, Keg, Pinch, Crank, and Tram are Prospects already. Having you come on board would be a great addition,” he finished.

“What do you mean I come highly recommended? I feel like this is more than a wanna-be part of my club talk. The word I’ve heard around town since I rode in, is that whatever I did, I needed to stay clear of Haven’s members. Met Hawk at that bar about a week ago. We talked, and he is the one who said Haven was recruiting members. Gotta say, though, I’m questioning what kinda members?” I watched Wild Bill’s eyes change, his pupils lighten, and a small twitch to his lips as if he was fighting to keep a smile off his face, all as he stared back at me. He leaned back in his chair, crossed his arms over his chest, and minutes ticked by as I waited for him to respond.

Wild Bill uncrossed his arms, leaned forward, and placed his elbows on the desk before he spoke, “Let me give you some information and then when I am done, you can decide if Haven fits you. Fair enough?”

“Yes,” was the only reply I gave.

“I’m sure you’ve been told that Haven has been around for a while. It was started by my grandfather during a time when MCs were all considered to be run by men who were no better than the average outlaw, all because they had different views on how they wanted to live, versus what the majority of people thought was acceptable. Not going to get into the ‘my opinion is right, and your opinion is wrong’ debate that nowadays seems to fit with anything anyone does or says in society.

“My dad took over for his father as president when my grandfather was diagnosed with lung cancer. William Sr. was a hard man and ran Haven with a firm hand, my dad, not so much. Drugs, guns, you name it was and is still going on in Haven. I took over when my dad was killed due to the illegal activity the club was in. I’m not going to go into detail on everything that is going on right now, but I will do a quick recap.” I nodded, and Wild Bill continued. “There are members of this club who had an issue when I stepped in for my dad. I will admit the illegal activity grew more after my own wife and ol’ lady became sick right after I had stepped in. Not using it as an excuse, but I did check out for a while, Sami was young, and Reed was a teenager, my plate was full. I pulled myself together, but... It is what it is. I can see in your eyes that you are trying to figure out exactly why we are having this talk, when what you thought was just an informal meeting to see about prospecting for us. If you decide to join, you will be a Prospect like I said before. We are an MC in all aspects; some of us are just a little more.” 

“How much more?” I asked when he finished.

“That can be discussed if you decide to stay.” Wild Bill sat up in his chair.

“Gonna admit not well versed on MCs, other than what I’ve read and stuff, but I can’t imagine you sharing everything with a Prospect even if I do this,” I said and cocked my brow and waited.

“You are right to a point, but I was talking about the more part,” Wild Bill replied.

If I said I wasn’t interested, it would be a lie. I liked the guys I’d met so far from Haven.

“What would keep me from saying yes, and you tell me everything, then I walk away?” I asked and watched the smile form on Wild Bill’s face. 

“Nothing. Just as it would be nothing to me if you came up missing,” Wild Bill and never lost the smile on his face when he made the statement.

I sat quietly and stared at the man. I was tired of traveling the roads alone, living out of motels while I did it. I had joined the military at eighteen because I hadn’t wanted to go to college to follow in my father’s footsteps. I joined to see the world, and what I saw was a few countries with a lot of goddamned sand. When I left after my last tour was over, I picked my bike up at my parents’ house and traveled the US for a while. Now I was ready for a place to plant myself and build a life. 

“What the hell, I’m in,” I answered. Really, what did I have to lose?

Wild Bill pulled his phone out and texted, then laid it down on his desk. He stood, walked around his desk, and stuck his hand out to me. We shook hands just as there was a knock at the door, and Wild Bill yelled, “Enter.” The door opened and in walked Hawk, Keg, Crank, Tram, and Pinch. Congrats were said and hands offered in welcome. When it was done, Wild Bill took his seat as did the rest of us and he began informing me of the more that Haven was. Well, at least some of the members.

That had been over three years ago as I recalled, sitting on the cot in the cell I was placed in the night before when I was brought into the correctional center through the back entrance. Parts had been played when I was sent here two years ago, it had worked then, and it needed to continue to work. Eyes were still on us, and every part had to be played to perfection. 

Grinding metal sounded, and the cell door slid open. “Ready to go, Harris.” I nodded and stepped out of the eight by ten room I had been placed in. Men who had been there a long time stood at their cell doors to watch as I passed by on my trek to out-process. Some would dream of their turn while others, their time served would only come after their death, but each lived vicariously through those who were released. 

The hallway leading out seemed longer than it had been when I’d first been here. How anyone lived closed in behind the concrete walls was something I hoped never to have to experience on a permanent basis. The first time I was brought here it had been raining, this day, the sun’s heat felt good when it hit my face as we stepped out the main doors onto the sidewalk that would lead me to the last thing keeping me behind the prison walls. We stopped in front of the last barrier, the guard signaled and flashed his ID badge in front of the camera and a short minute later the gate slid open, and I walked through. It might have been stupid, but I breathed easier as if I really was breathing fresh air for the first time, which could have been, compared to where I had actually come from less than forty-eight hours earlier. 

I saw Alex Long, Haven’s attorney, standing on the other side of the fence. As I stepped toward him, I heard the gate snap back into place and the sound of locks being engaged behind me. If I never heard the sound again, it would be too soon.

“Moose, I swear you are even bigger than the last time I saw you,” Alex said, and we shook hands. Alex handled any and everything the club needed to be taken care of legally, and he was paid well for his services too.

“You know, gotta stay in shape for what we do,” I said, and Alex chuckled.

I hadn’t been a patched member of Haven very long before this plan was put into motion and I headed out for two years to a couple of different deserts unable to even come back to visit my brothers. I knew they had been notified of my return, so I wasn’t too surprised when we reached the parking lot to see a group of men standing in front of their motorcycles. Everything had to be played out to make it believable.

“Goddamn, brother, being away from us did a body good, your ass is cut more now,” Hawk said, and slapped my back as we bumped fists.

“I figured your right arm would be bigger than your left, but I guess even in the desert you were able to find a woman,” Crank said, and the others laughed as I moved from each to receive pats on the back and handshakes.

“Glad you’re back, brother. I missed that ugly face,” Pinch said.

“Not more than me, man,” I answered.

“Prez said to tell you a cold one would be waiting for ya at the clubhouse,” Keg said.

“Well, then let’s move out, we are burning daylight if we’re making it back to the clubhouse tonight,” Crank said, slapped my back like the others, and turned toward his bike.

“Hold up. I’m riding in the cage. I’m not riding bitch back to the fucking clubhouse,” I said, and that was when I noticed my bike as the men parted and chuckled. Brothers, they always had my back. They knew I’d want to have the wind in my face and sitting in the truck for the ride home would have been brutal.

“Give us some credit, Moose. We had one of the Prospects ride it up; Latch is riding back with Alex.”

“Damn, I love you guys in the most non-sexual way there is,” I said as I walked to my bike and threw my leg over and straddled it. Nothing felt better than when my ass hit the seat.

“Fuck, thank God. I was worried we might have to watch bending over around you for a while if there weren’t any women around,” Hawk said and mounted his bike.

“Yeah, yeah, ‘cause your hairy asses are something I would have thought of every night if there wasn’t.” I laughed as I got comfortable on my bike. 

“If you boys are done kissin’ and shit, can we get on the road? Who knows what has gone on at the club while we’ve been gone,” Crank said and started his bike.

“Prez will fill you in when we get back, Moose. He wanted to catch you up himself,” Keg said and did the same as Crank. The rest followed suit, and as we pulled out of the lot, the pickup with Alex and the Prospect fell in behind us.

The ride was long, but I hadn’t minded it one bit. We reached the clubhouse, and when we pulled into the lot, there were bikes lined up, filling most of the space. Some of the brothers were outside and came to greet me when I dismounted my bike. Others greeted me when I walked into the clubhouse. It had definitely not been what I had expected.

As we made our way through the crowd, I had half dressed women hugging and telling me to look them up when I was ready. Shit, it wasn’t going to be a hardship acting as if I’d been two years without pussy when I watched a brunette’s ass shake as she passed by. Her short skirt barely covered the cheeks of her ass, and the thought of what I would like to do to it made me smile.

“‘Bout fucking time. I thought you might have kept on riding instead of coming back to Haven, Moose,” Wild Bill said as he came up beside me and slapped me so hard on the back that I imagined if I had a smaller build, I would be kissing the floor.

“Nah, Prez, this is fucking home,” I answered. Keg had been right, the Prez handed me a cold beer, and I cracked it open and took a swallow, savoring the taste as it slid over my tongue and down my throat.

“Before you start getting comfortable and going in search of a woman, let’s step into my office and chat a minute. You boys’ cuts are in there too where you left them,” Wild Bill said and headed in the direction of his office. He knew we’d follow.

When we walked in, Tram was already there, we shook hands, and he welcomed me back. He hadn’t made the trip to the prison with the others. When he stepped back, that was when I noticed the new patch on his cut.

“Congrats, brother,” I said as I slapped the palm of my hand on the patch, so he would know what I was talking about. His new patch showed he held the secretary position in the club.

“Thanks, brother. Good to have you back,” Tram said, then walked over and picked up the cuts that laid neatly on the table in the corner. As he passed each brother, he handed them each their cuts, leaving him with one. The last one in his hand, he gave over to Wild Bill, who took it and leaned his butt against the front of his desk while the others put their cuts on. They hadn’t worn them to the prison, which I guessed I had been too excited about riding to notice.

A smile slid across my face when I noticed that Tram wasn’t the only one wearing an extra patch on his cut. Hawk’s held the VP patch, Pinch’s held Treasurer, Keg’s held Enforcer, and Crank’s held Road Captain.

“Damn, shit looks good on you guys. I’m so damn happy to see you with those patches, brothers.” And I was. I had left right before Stone, the old VP, had gone on the run after Wild Bill found out he had been leading a planned coup of sorts for the club.

He’d been the one who had set me up for the assault that was supposed to land me in prison. When Roach had overheard the plan between Stone and Jacks, we’d decided to let it play out and see if they would lead us to others in the club who were working against us. I’d been heading back to the club after visiting my folks, and when I was two towns away from Haven, I was pulled over by a sheriff. Thinking it was just for harassment because I was wearing my cut, but imagine my surprise when he ran my driver’s license and informed me I was wanted in connection with an assault. I’d supposedly beat a man at a bar after he walked up to confront me while I was outside on the side of the place fucking his wife. I was hauled to county lockup without any proof of the incident other than the word of the man and his wife.

The man and his wife testified against me. If the club hadn’t of had some contacts of our own, the prison I just left would have actually been my home for two years. Instead, I only passed through the doors for strictly show and headed to my first desert stop to help with a situation that could have killed thousands of people if the ones behind the planned attack would have been allowed to initiate their plans. 

“Yeah, the club has been getting a new and much-needed change in its leadership. We still haven’t cleared Haven of all the trash, but we will. You know how it is, always more than one or two cockroaches.” We chuckled, and then Wild Bill continued. “Moose, the Wyatts were given new identities once they came clean with who hired them. It was made to look like they had packed up prior to your arrest and then after they testified against you, they were taken out of the courthouse and given a fresh start. Stone was behind it; he was also behind the failed attempts to set up some of the others who wouldn’t join with him in trying to take over the club. They tried to get rid of Keg, but he found the coke they planted in his saddlebags before the cops had a chance to be involved, same with Hawk, Pinch, Crank, and a few of the others. Keg, he was going to have to get rid of before he could have taken the presidency away from me, him being my son and all. Stone and his group seemed to focus on the younger men in the club. He figured if he could get you guys to go along, he would not only have the numbers but thought he could outsmart you boys. That was his mistake; young doesn’t necessarily mean that someone can’t equate to loyalty, smarts, or the ability to see through another’s bullshit. The older members would have gone along with him only because they have been in this club their whole lives and wouldn’t have wanted to move on, nor could they have physically taken Stone and his bunch on. Shock, Freak, and Roach, they’ve been with Haven back to my old man’s youth and subsequently to his takeover of prez from my grandfather. Haven has history, it may not be the best, but the club has held together over time. I, for one, would like to see its future continue and it is going to be with you men.” The others and I nodded in agreement to Wild Bill’s words.

“You got my loyalty, Prez. You’ve always had it from the first day I came to Haven, that’s not changed, and I will support my brothers who have stepped up into the officer positions now,” I said, and the others just looked at me and grinned, which I had no clue why. I’d been a Prospect with Hawk, Keg, and the others. Each of us had joined Haven at roughly the same time and around a year before I was so called imprisoned, we had been full members in Haven.

Wild Bill stood from the leaned position he had on the desk and walked to stand in front of me. “I never doubted that, Moose.” He held the cut that he had in his hand out to me and nodded for me to take it. When I held it up, looking at it more closely, it was mine from before I had left. My brows creased as I looked at the addition to it and when I looked back at Prez, he grinned.

“Haven was lucky the day you join us. And the team became complete that day too. I’d be honored to have you at my back on a permanent basis. You’d been there before just like the others, but we had to hold off on getting rid of Stone out of the club leadership because we were hoping he would lead us to who he was working for. The fucker wanted the club, but I think that was to be his payoff for helping someone else, a bigger player. After you left and went overseas with Grayson’s team as cover for your supposed jail term, that was when we were going to grab Stone and Jacks. Use other means to get the info we needed, but they went on the run. Someone had to have known we were close to getting him and gave him a heads up.” I was left speechless as I slid the cut over my t-shirt. “You along with this bunch are going to help me get this club back to the strong club it was before Stone infected it, and as far as our other jobs, we get the best of both worlds, doing things we like, and on our terms.

“Welcome back, Moose, to Haven and to the team,” Wild Bill said as he shook my right hand while I ran my left hand over the patch that showed I was Haven’s new Sergeant at Arms.
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Keg pulled the van around the back of the clubhouse and parked as close as he could get to the concrete stairs that led down to the entrance of the club’s basement. I opened the passenger door, got out, slammed it shut, and before I moved away, I bent from side to side the stretch out my frame. I hated fucking cages. It probably had to do with the fact there weren’t many vehicles built with a guy my size in mind.

“Damn, I’m beat. Let’s get these two inside,” Keg said from the back of the van.

“Yeah, lock them up, and then we can go upstairs to the bar. I don’t know about you, but I could use a cold one, and a couple of aspirin. We should have gagged those assholes before we left Black Hawk. Sad it only took fifty miles of their whining and bitching to give me a damn headache.” I rubbed my temples and moved beside Keg. 

He opened the rear doors to the van, which revealed the two men bungee-corded back to back as they sat in the middle, each of their ankles zip-tied along with their wrists.

Keg and I reached in, unhooked the bungee cord, and we each grabbed an arm of one of the men. Both tried to jerk out of our hands, probably due to the gunshot wounds they were both sporting, compliments of the men from Black Hawk MC.

After we had them standing, the door to the basement opened, and Shock walked up the concrete steps. When he reached us, he looked the two men up and down and spit on the ground in front of them.

“They give you boys any trouble?” Shock asked just as Keg cut the zip-tie on Jacks’ feet and he kicked out just missing Keg’s head. Before Keg could react, Shock moved forward and coldcocked Jacks, jarring his head to the side. When I looked down at Shock’s hand, I noticed for the first time he wore brass knuckles.

“Come prepared, did ya?” I chuckled as Jacks moaned behind the duct tape across his mouth. I bent down, sliced the tie on Stone’s ankles, and stood back up. I looked at Stone who had stiffened and was staring at Shock, a little fear shining in his eyes. He should fear Shock; a lot of people did. He and Freak were the oldest members of the club. Both were in their sixties, and both had been in POW camps in the Vietnam War. Some of the things that I’d heard were done to them would have broken lesser men. They each carried the mental and physical abuse they had endured as a badge for the times.

“Prepared keeps you alive. Besides, didn’t want the snakes to slither away.” Shock pulled off the brass knuckles and placed them in his pocket as he started to walk behind Keg who dragged Jacks down the steps and through the door.

Stone tried to talk behind his own tape as I led him and followed Shock. When we walked down the short hallway, it opened up into a large room. We called it the common room. It held a TV, a couple of sofas, and a few chairs. Off to one side were stairs that led up to the kitchen of the main part of the clubhouse, and under the steps was another doorway that led to a soundproof room with a couple of cells. Not that we kept people prisoner every day, but it was there if we needed it, like now.

The sounds of boots made us turn toward the stairs, and we watched as Wild Bill and Hawk made their way down into the room.

“Prez,” Keg and I said at the same time as we led the men under the stairs and into the room that held the cells with Wild Bill and Hawk behind us. Shock opened the first cell, and Keg ripped the tape off Jacks’ mouth and pushed him in. I did the same with Stone once Shock closed the door to Jacks’ cell and opened the other one.

“You goddamn fuckers, when I get out of here, I’m going to kill every damn one of you,” Stone bitched as he rubbed his hand over his mouth where the tape had been ripped away.

“Wallace, long time no see. Awful mouthy considering,” Wild Bill said and stood in front of the door to the cell. Stone stared back at the Prez and sneered.

“That stupid cunt, I should have gotten rid of her with her mother,” Stone said, and I reached through the bars, grabbed him by his neck, and pulled him against the bars.

Wallace Stone had always been an asshole who never knew when to keep his mouth shut. Wild Bill had sent Sami and Carly to Black Hawk territory to be protected while he worked on getting the club cleaned up. It had brought an alliance with Stroker and his club, but it had cost Wild Bill time with his daughter, Sami, then his granddaughter too when Sami had given birth to Ally. It hadn’t been easy at the beginning for Sami and Carly to be away, but now both were settled in the town of Shades Valley. Sami was the ol’ lady to Speed who was one of the enforcers, and if the actions of Crusher, the new President was anything to go by, Carly would soon be his ol’ lady.

“You want that tape back on your damned mouth? When we are done with you, you’re gonna wish Crusher would have finished you off. Underestimated his club, didn’t you? You have always thought you were smarter than everyone else. But you’re done, Stone, you just haven’t realized it yet,” I said as I released the hold on his neck and shoved him back. He stumbled briefly but didn’t fall. I looked over at Jacks who hadn’t said a word and saw that he was looking toward the door. I looked over my shoulder, and Freak stood in the doorway with a smirk on his face.

“Welcome to the party, boys. Shock and I have been waiting for you,” Freak said and stepped in the room. 

“Ah, Freak, they may give us what we need, and then yours and Shock’s services won’t be needed,” Wild Bill said and Hawk, Keg, and I chuckled when Freak frowned at the Prez.

“You mean I let Jasmine and Rattler go hungry for nothin’, Prez?” I watched Jacks’ eyes go wide at Freak’s words, and it took everything in me not to burst out laughing. Those damn snakes were Freak’s babies; there would be no way he would let them go hungry. He and Shock were the only members who had permanent rooms in the clubhouse and even with the spare rooms upstairs, they chose to occupy the only two bedrooms in the basement. 

Wild Bill had said it gave them a place to go when the noise got too loud around the clubhouse or their own safe haven when the past surfaced to remind them they couldn’t lock those memories away forever. PTSD, post-traumatic stress disorder, was the medical term everyone liked to use; Freak and Shock, though, referred to it as the price they paid for being young and serving their country. Something they would go through again if they were needed.

“Bullshit, you ain’t going to do anything, old man,” Stone said as he stared down Freak. “This is why the club should’ve been mine, you and your fuck buddy would have been the first to go.” 

Even with the whispers that were heard through the club, mainly due to the men not having old ladies or being seen with any women, but no one in the club had witnessed them acting anything other than the close friends they were. Frankly, who gave two shits, sexual preference belonged to the individual. Not one man in the club, including myself, could say the two weren’t the epitome of what brotherhood was about. Shock and Freak stood strong. And if anyone thought to write the two off as just old men, it would be their funeral.

“Cocksucker, have you been using too much of your own product or soaking your liver with booze? Don’t let the gray hair fool ya. We could kill you six different ways before you even clued in on what the fuck was happening to you. So keep thinking you would have ever controlled Haven, ‘cause I don’t consider five minutes to be a leadership term, and that would have been the amount of time you’d held the prez position,” Shock said and moved to stand by Freak.

“We’re going to get some things set up for when you need us. Those two are going down just like the other two that shot Carly. They talked big too, but in the end, they were the ones standing in soiled pants, and we were the ones with the info,” Freak said, and then he and Shock walked out. Christ, the two of them were as crazy as hell.

“You’re one stupid fucker, Stone,” Hawk said and shook his head.

“Well, look who speaks. Heard Wild Bill allowed some of the young pups to move up. Think they’re going to help you keep your position and the club. Please, you hold that spot only because of your old man. If I had gotten more support from some of the pussy members, you would be gone just like your dad.” Stone moved back and sat down on the cot when he finished with his little speech geared toward the Prez. I watched Stone’s and Jacks' eyes, their mannerisms, every twitch of the muscles on their faces. It would tell a story, at least if you knew what to look for. I’d always been good at reading people. When I was in the military, they tagged me as a profiler because I could take information, pictures, anything else about a subject, and piece it together until it felt as though I was in on the person’s thoughts, enabling me to map his/her movements. Having them both here, allowing me to monitor them personally... I didn’t think it would take long for us to bust any others who were involved with Stone but trying to lay low under the radar. 

I ran his rant over in my head, and something in his statement hit me. When I zoned back into my surroundings, Wild Bill was stepping even closer to the cage door. 

“You don’t know what the word loyalty means, dumbass. But I will say, the stupidest move my dad made was allowing you and your,” Prez fanned his hand in Jacks’ direction, “goddamn punk ass boys to move into any leadership positions with Haven. I could stand here and argue with you back and forth over shit that has gone down, but why waste the breath, you’re inside that cell, and I’m standing out here.” Wild Bill turned his back on Stone and Jacks and faced us. “Let’s go upstairs, have a beer. I’ve changed my mind on giving them the opportunity to answer our questions without a little incentive. They can answer to Shock and Freak.” Prez headed for the door and Hawk, Keg, and I turned to follow.

“Hey, what about our wounds and some food!” Stone yelled.

I heard the clinking noise as either Stone or Jacks hit their cell door, then looked over my shoulder at Keg who was behind me and the last one exiting the room. He stopped before pulling the door shut.

“Why? Not like you’re going to get a chance for the wounds to kill you or even a chance for starvation to work a number on you.” Keg looked at me and winked before he pulled the door shut.

I chuckled as we headed toward the stairs. Once upstairs with a cold beer in hand, I shared my thoughts on Stone as we gathered around the bar in the corner.

“Prez, when your dad was shot in that deal gone bad, who was on the run with him?”

“Why? What are you thinking, Moose?”

“Stone’s statement about you being gone like your dad. We know he killed Carly’s mom by making it look like an overdose. Are you sure the bastard didn’t shoot your pops?” Wild Bill frowned at my words and was quiet in thought as if remembering that time.

“Stone, Creeper, Jacks, and a couple of the other members went on that run with my dad. Dad had gone because it was a new contact and partnership, and they wanted to meet with the president of the club. A matter of fact, the other two who went were prospects.” I could tell Wild Bill was trying to put all the pieces together and knew the moment he did.

“What did you remember, Prez?” The others and I waited for him to speak.

“Never thought about this but the two prospects, Boots and Mic, were in a fatal crash a week later. And they just so happened to be out on an errand for Stone when they were run off the road because a pickup was passing an eighteen wheeler and was in their lane. They swerved to the right to miss it, but their tires hit the soft shoulder and sent them over the incline, flipping the bikes, and they were pronounced dead at the scene. The trucker had pulled over and ran back to try to help, and the pickup just kept going. The driver was able to give a description of the truck and a plate number to the cops, but the plate had been stolen off a car from California, and the truck itself had been found the next day, abandoned and burnt out, leaving no prints to run for the driver. The cops had thought it had to do with a group that was jacking cars, breaking them down, and selling the parts, but figured they burnt that one out because of the accident and deaths of the two men. What you are thinking is more logical. Just something else to get to the bottom of with Stone because I wouldn’t put anything past the asshole.”

“Prez, I also think it goes deeper than just wanting to be president of Haven. Stone stayed on the run for several years. He had to be getting money from somewhere to live and stay hidden until just recently. That tells me his cash flow was cut off, and since club life is all he knows, he was heading back here. Him going after Carly, well, in his mind, he saw her as the beginning of his downfall, even as misguided as that sounds.” Just as I finished my theory, the music went up and the club party picked up. Prez looked around and then leaned in so we could hear him over the music.

“I’m heading home; we can go over more of this tomorrow. Hawk, make sure Stone and Jacks get some damn food. As much as I might want them dead, I would much rather get some answers,” Wild Bill said and set his beer bottle down on the bar.

“Sure thing, Prez. See you tomorrow.” Wild Bill nodded to us.

“If you party too hard, stay in the rooms upstairs. Don’t want a call one of you are dead or locked up because your ass rode drunk.” Prez slapped Keg on the back as he passed him headed for the door.

“Your dad has worked hard to bring this club back, Keg. It sure will be nice when it’s a hundred percent healthy.

“Agree, brother. I can’t remember a day since he has been Prez that he hasn’t had to worry about something going on with this club,” Keg said and took a swig of beer.

“Hopefully, we can get it done this time around,” Crank said, and we all agreed.

“Well, let’s enjoy tonight because I have a feeling that starting tomorrow—shit is going to get real,” I said and looked at each of my brothers.

“Your gut talking, Moose?” Tram asked.

“Yeah, and it’s telling me things are going to change. I just hope for the better.” I walked off, leaving them with my last thought on the matter. At least for the night.
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Kathryn/Katie
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“Dr. Stevens, you have a call on line three,” Sandy, the desk nurse, said as I walked up and laid my last patient’s file on the counter.

“Thanks, Sandy.” I picked up the phone and pushed the button for the call that was on hold and said, “Dr. Stevens.”

“Katie?”

“Dad, you never call me at the hospital. Is everything okay with Mom?” Paul Stevens, my dad, never called me at work. Shit, the man hardly called me at all unless my mother needed her prescriptions filled. Mary Stevens was diagnosed bipolar ten years ago, and it had been rough for all of us. She would go from the cheerful mother and wife to the depressed woman who couldn’t even get dressed. The physician to finally take the time to get her meds correct worked with me at the hospital. It didn’t matter how many times I told them that they needed to call his office; they ignored me. So now, I was left contacting his office to have them call in her prescriptions to the local pharmacy by their house. It was less traumatic that way.

“Kathryn, I don’t have time for you to get an attitude with me,” my dad said, and I rolled my eyes. The man never had time for anything or anyone that wasn’t one of his precious clients.

“I am busy, Dad, if not for Mom, why did you call?” I flipped through the chart of the next patient waiting to be seen while I listened to my dad talk.

“Katie, you need to be more diligent with your surroundings. And if anyone comes around and mentions knowing me or makes you uncomfortable, call me.” My dad’s voice took a tone that I had never heard before. Worry? Fear?

“Something going on I should know about, Dad? And why would I call you if something were to happen? What aren’t you telling me, dammit?”

“Nothing, Katie. Just concerned for you since you took that job. I know the quality of patients who come there are...” I closed my eyes and counted to ten at his words. He never failed to get his digs in because I didn’t go into private practice so I could attend to the wealthy instead of the poor and working class who came to General Hospital for their care. I frequently wondered when he turned into such a snobbish person.

“Okay, Dad, I gotta go. Patients to see. Tell Mom I said hi.”

“Just remember what I said, Kathryn. Bye.” Before I got a chance to return the bye, I had a dial tone sounding in my ear. I hung up the phone and headed to the exam room where my next patient sat waiting, the phone call with my dad easily forgotten.

I moved the curtain aside and walked into the cubical to find a large man sitting on the exam table wearing jeans, a black t-shirt, and boots. His dirty blond hair pulled back in a ponytail and his brown eyes looking me over. When his eyes raised to look me in the eyes, he wore a smirk on his face.

“Hello, Mr. Mizer. I’m Dr. Stevens. Your vitals are normal. Let’s see about getting that cut on your arm stitched. It says here you were working on your bike and sliced your forearm open.” 

His arm rested on the portable work table, and I began removing the gauze the nurse had wrapped around the arm to stifle the bleeding after cleaning the wound. The man never flinched even when the gauze pulled in a few spots from being stuck in the drying blood.

“Nice, soft touch there, doc. You got great hands. How about when you get off, I pick you up and I can take you for a ride on my bike, and you can run those great hands over other areas of my body.” 

Great, it’s not like I’ve never been hit on, but usually, they were a little less creepy when they made advances. Not this guy, he said it and the smirk never left his face.

“Mr. Mizer, sorry, but I don’t go out with patients, even when they ask me with such class.” That statement received a change in his demeanor. He stiffened on the table, and when I looked up from his arm, the smirk was gone, replaced with his lips pressed together and his jaw clenched as if he was gritting his teeth.

The area had already been numbed by the nurse who did the initial clean. I rolled over the table with the supplies I would need to stitch the man up. Once I began, the man sat quietly, and he hadn’t even replied to my last comment. As I stitched the wound, I had my suspicions that it wasn’t from working on his bike, the pattern of the slice looked more like it was from a jagged-edged knife.

“Mr. Mizer, are you sure someone didn’t cut you? The wound is more precise than if you just hooked the skin on something.”

“I told you how it was done. You callin’ me a liar, bitch.”

“Sir, there is no need for that kind of language. I asked a question. It is my job. I am for patching you up, no matter how you received the wound...” Mr. Mizer got ready to speak, and I held up my hand to stop him, “so you might want to cut the name calling, considering the one patching you up can use a knife a helluva lot better than the person who did this to you.” I tied off the last stitch and set the tools down. My words had nothing to do with being scared but more to do with not showing fear. It hadn’t taken me long after I started working in the ER to figure that out.

What had surprised me was the reaction from the man. He hadn’t gotten pissed off, he laughed and looked between the nurse who entered and me, then said, “Feisty, that is a good trait.”

I refused to go back and forth with the man, so I wrapped the forearm again with clean gauze. Informed him of the ‘taking care’ portion of dealing with the wound. And then I walked out after handing him a copy of the cleaning instructions and telling him to either come back to the ER or see his regular physician in fourteen days to have the stitches removed or before if he noticed any redness or swelling around the wound.

At the nurses’ station, I signed off on several charts and grabbed the next one of the patient who was next in line to be seen. I turned the corner just as Mr. Mizer was heading out.

“Doc?” I stopped and turned when he spoke.

“Yes?”

“Tell your father, Mr. Kosnoff says hello.” He started to walk away.

“What are you talking about? How do you know my dad?” 

The man laughed and as the doors to the outside opened and he walked through, he said over his shoulder, “Just give him the message, he’ll understand.” The doors closed behind him, and I stood there and stared until Suzy said my name. I turned to her, and she frowned.

“Is everything okay, Dr. Stevens?” she asked.

“Yeah, I just... I just thought I forgot something,” I said and looked down at the chart in my hand, then back to her. “I will be in exam room eight.” I left it at that and walked away. I wouldn’t be calling my dad as he asked before. No, as soon as my shift ended, it would be handled in person.
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When my shift ended at seven the next morning, I headed straight to my parents’ house for the sole purpose of catching my dad before he headed into his office. By the time I drove across town and pulled into the driveway, it was ten minutes till eight.

Before I reached the front door, it was opened and my mother stood in the doorway. “Kathryn, what brings you by so early?”

“Did I miss Dad already?” I asked and watched my mother look over her shoulder before she answered.

“No, he hasn’t left yet; he is in his office down the hall,” she whispered.

“What is going on, Mom? Why are you whispering?” I frowned and waited for her to answer and once again watched her look over her shoulder before she spoke.

“I’m not sure. Your father won’t tell me but, Kathryn, he has been nervous and jumpy for a while now. He hasn’t been into the office for three days. He called them and told them he was under the weather, but for each of those days he has been in his office here going through papers.” Mary Stevens didn’t need any added stress with her condition, but I knew she was feeling it because of the way she was wringing her hands as she talked.

We moved out of the doorway, and I closed the door behind me. “I’ll go see him and see if I can get him to talk about what is going on. It’s not like him to take time off from the office or his precious clients.” I left my mother standing in the hall and walked toward my father’s office door. I knocked and received no answer, but it could have been because he didn’t hear me for the sound of the shredder I heard being used on the other side of the door. I turned the handle, opened the door, and walked in to find my father standing by his industrial shredder with a stack of papers in one arm as he fed the machine.

“Dad!” I said loudly, startling him, and he whipped around to face me.

“What are you doing here?”

“Nice to see you too, Dad. I hear you are under the weather and haven’t been into work. Funny, you didn’t mention that when you called me. What is going on? And who the hell is Mr. Kosnoff?” I watched the change in his expression from surprise to what resembled fear.

“How do you know Mr. Kosnoff, Katie? Stay away from him. He is not someone you want to know.” He walked to his desk and laid the papers down, then looked at me. “Well?”

“A patient I took care of in the ER dropped the name. So here I am, like you wanted, notifying you.”

“I told you to call and let me know. Now you have. I will call Mr. Kosnoff and take care of everything. I just want you to be aware of what is going on around you, that’s all.” My dad never did anything that wasn’t calculated and planned ahead of time, reworked six more times to make sure it came out the same every time. His behavior was so weird, and if I thought back, it had been a little off-kilter for some time. This just happened to be more extreme.

At one time, my dad and I had the typical father/daughter relationship. If I had to pinpoint when that changed, I would say when I decided to go into medicine and not the law as he had wanted. When he finally accepted that I wasn’t going to be a lawyer but a doctor instead, I was interning at General, which started his disapproval all over again. The last couple of years had been nothing but him badgering me because I refused to give in to his meddling. Unfortunately for him, I was over the age of where a daughter gave a shit about her father’s approval, especially when it was only given when I did as he wanted.

“Yeah, that is what you said but how about you actually tell me the truth about what is going on? Why are you shredding papers? Why are you missing work? And again, who is Mr. Kosnoff?” I knew from the look on his face he wasn’t going to give in that easily, neither was I. “Before you give me some bullshit that you think I will buy, let’s skip that part. And if you don’t come clean, I will go by the offices and ask Mr. Harris.” I stood there and watched my father’s shoulders slump. He pulled the desk chair out and sat, letting out a breath. He motioned to the chair in front of the desk for me to sit. Once I was seated, he began to talk.

“Please don’t interrupt until I am done, Katie. If you do, I may not be able to finish.” I nodded my head, and he continued, “In the last ten years with the introduction of e-trading, my clientele dropped at the brokerage firm, causing my annual income to drop substantially because of it. With my knowledge in the market, I started dealing in high-risk stock and selling off when the price increased to supplement the loss in my income. The problem was that I didn’t have the cash flow to do this, so I used the monies from some of the clients I still had. Everything went well until one purchase of stock in a pharmaceutical company that had a test drug with great success getting ready to come on the market, only waiting for FDA approval. I would have made millions and been able to put the initial monies back into my client’s fund account. Two days before the approval, it was announced the pharmaceutical company had lied about some of the side effects, and the FDA postponed approval for further testing. The stock plummeted, and the money I invested was lost.

“The money belonged to Alexi Viktor Kosnoff, owner and CEO of Kosnoff shipping, an international company with offices in Vladivostok, Russia, Vancouver, Canada, and Seattle, Washington. I cashed in everything I had, plus what I had in savings but it wasn’t enough. The jest is that Kosnoff found out and instead of turning me in, well, I cut a deal with the devil. It started as laundering money by setting up bogus trade accounts, and after a couple of years, I had paid back the amount I had lost, but by then Kosnoff owned me. He is into a lot of things, Katie, drugs, guns, human trafficking. I wanted out, but he threatened your mom and you if I didn’t continue. He even has deals with a motorcycle club, using them to run the drugs and guns. Something happened there with one of the bikers, he fucked up and cost Kosnoff money. The club has caught the man who was essentially selling them out, and Kosnoff still has a hand in the club, but I don’t know who that is. He still gets information through them.” I didn’t know the man that sat in front of me and talked. He wasn’t the man I had grown up around.

“If you are still doing his bidding, why is he sending bikers to my work to give you messages?” I had a bad feeling as I waited for him to answer.

“I was in charge of the yearly audits at the firm, so I always hired the company that came in. The one I used was bought and paid for by Kosnoff, covering up anything that might look suspicious and draw the attention of the SEC until this year. Louis hired a new company for the audit after he came into my office to get a file, I had stepped out for just a minute to check with one of the junior brokers about a new client he had brought on board. I left a file out that no one was supposed to see, and Louis saw the motorcycle’s club name and flipped through the file. He told me later, after hiring the auditing company, that if there was anything I needed to come clean about I had until the audit was done. After that, well, he hoped I didn’t end up in jail.

“I panicked and have been shredding anything tying me to Kosnoff. I don’t know why; it isn’t like it can’t be traced another way. Anyway, with this fuck up, Kosnoff wants me to get Louis to switch the auditing company back to the one he has on payroll. Katie, I can’t go to jail.”

“What in your mind told you this shit would be a good idea? I’m not talking your tie to Kosnoff. I’m talking using the man’s money to begin with. And jail, sorry for what you have done, but you should go.” I didn’t know the man in front of me anymore.

“You don’t understand, Katie.”

“There is nothing to understand, you did illegal shit, and as far as I am concerned, what you get, you deserve.”

“That may be, but Kosnoff won’t stop with just me. You and your mother are in danger too.”

“Because of you and your damn greed! What the fuck does a motorcycle club have to do with an international shipping company in the first place? Drugs, guns, what the fuck have you gotten involved in? And why would Louis know anything about a bike club in the first place?”

“One member of the club was trying to take over, and he cut some deal with Kosnoff. They had already been running drugs and guns for him. I told you that. I wasn’t involved in that part, just the money and bogus trade accounts. For Louis, well, Katie, Linc is part of the club.” 

Linc. I would be lying if I said I didn’t think of him often, but I did make an effort not to, it just never worked too well. I even avoided him when he came to town to visit his folks. I’d missed him when he left me behind, his excuse to me had been an easy way for him not to hurt my feelings. He was my first and not easily forgotten, but I didn’t need a neon sign to say he moved on without me.

“So, Linc took a turn in his life, and that has what to do with me? Nothing, just like I meant nothing to him when he dumped me to move on.” My father’s head dropped, and he broke eye contact. Well damn, that wasn’t a good sign.
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The buzzing of my cell had me cussing. I reached for it without even opening my eyes. “Yo!”

“Really, Linc, that is how you answer your phone?” I inwardly groaned and wished I had looked at the caller ID before answering.

“Hey, Dad. How are you and Mom doing?” The overconsumption of beer last night left me sleeping in one of the rooms upstairs at the clubhouse. Throw in the time I spent fucking one of the hang-arounds, and I might have had three hours of sleep, tops. I moved the chick’s arm that was slung over my chest, she moaned and rolled over on her back, her bare breasts revealed as the sheet slipped to her waist. As I sat up on the side of the bed, I ran my hand over the mounds and tweaked her nipples. Instant reaction to my touch had them hardening into peaks and eliciting another moan as she arched her back in sleep seeking more. My dick, as if it hadn’t had enough action, hardened wanting to give her exactly what she was asking for. Maybe I’d get to that after I got off the phone with my dad.

“We’re fine, son. But, Linc, there’s a problem at the firm. It involves Paul.” I listened to my dad and couldn’t believe the shit I was hearing.

“You know that shit has been going on for over five fucking years. I can’t talk about club business, Dad. But I’ll give you what I can. We recently obtained... something we hope will be able to give us some much-needed answers. You know not everyone here at the club are involved, right?” My dad had always been understanding with every decision I had ever made with my life, whether he agreed with it or not, I only got the support, never the negative.

“Linc, son, that never entered my mind, not once. You may not have wanted to follow in my footsteps, but that has nothing to do with the man you have grown into. You reached out and grabbed what you wanted in life, not what others expected out of you. That, Linc, means more to your mother and me than the fact you wear leathers and ride a motorcycle or even camouflage.” 

“Glad to hear. Does Katie know about any of this?” I looked over my shoulder to make sure the woman was still asleep as I grabbed my boxers and headed into the bathroom and shut the door.

“I haven’t talked to her, son. I don’t know.” I faced the mirror and rubbed my hand over my face as my dad continued. “Son, I haven’t asked what happened between the two of you. I figured you would tell me when you were ready. But, Linc, I was sure after you found your place and got settled, that you would come back for her. When you didn’t, well, I didn’t want to pry.” His voice lowered as he continued, “She’s never married. She isn’t even seeing anyone. Katie avoids asking about you, and that is when I see her at all, she avoids your mother and me, too. I’ve been married to your mother for almost forty years, and I know when a man looks at a woman the way you did at her graduation, it isn’t because you are indifferent about how you feel. It is more like knowing that what you are looking at is yours. I knew something was wrong when you didn’t show up at Paul and Mary’s house for Katie’s party. But like I said, didn’t want to pry.”

“Thanks for not mentioning to them that you saw me there. Keep me posted, and I’ll do some digging, see what else I can come up with. When I have anything, I’ll be in touch.” We said our goodbyes, and I hung up, turned around, and started the shower. Once it was heated, I stepped in and let the hot water pour over my head and down my back. As I leaned my hands against the wall, I closed my eyes and brought Katie’s face up and pictured the last time I saw her. 

She had her dark brown hair in a bun, and from where I stood, I saw her brown eyes sparkle as she received her diploma. She’d been beautiful as a sixteen-year-old girl, but as a young woman in her twenties, she was gorgeous and looked ready to take on the world. I’d come that day to claim her as mine, but instead, I walked away alone and tried not to look back at everything I was giving up.

Now, after I listened to my dad, it brought everything with her front and center that I had long ago locked away. Her laugh, her smile, the first time I kissed her, the night I took her virginity, even her face with tears running down when I said goodbye to her, to not only find a place for myself, but to build something to share with her. She had her dreams too, and I wanted her to finish growing up and fill them. I wanted no regrets for her or me when I claimed her as mine.

As I stepped out of the shower, dried off, and went into the bedroom to get dressed, the only thing running through my head was Kathryn Stevens had been mine since she was six years old and pushed me in the pool when I told her girls couldn’t swim as good as boys.

I left the bedroom without a word to the woman in the bed, it might make me a dick, but to me, she and every other woman I’d bedded had only been to fill a need until I pulled my head out of my ass and went after what had always been mine.

First, Haven MC had to be cleared of its issues. Then I had a woman to claim. I had a feeling the first was going to be a helluva lot easier than the second.

When I walked into the kitchen of the clubhouse, I found Wild Bill sitting at the table drinking coffee. I went to the counter and poured a cup and joined him.

“You’re lookin’ a little rough around the edges.” He smirked at me over the rim of the coffee cup before he took a drink. He seemed in a better mood than he’d left in last night.

“Yeah, yeah, Prez, laugh it up. My dad called me this morning, and after I tell you what he said, you won’t find anything funny.” He set the coffee cup down and sat up straight in his chair.

“Really, like shit couldn’t get any worse than we have been dealing with.”

“Maybe, but not in the way you think. Hell, I find the shit hard to believe, but my old man may have helped us and not even known it.” I took a drink of my coffee and informed Wild Bill of everything my dad informed me of. He listened without a word until I was finished.

“Sonofabitch. Text the others and tell them to get their sorry asses in here for Church. And when you are done getting a hold of them, have Shock and Freak join us. I want some answers now, and that piece of shit in the basement is going to give them to me.” He pushed back his chair, and on his way out of the kitchen, he yelled over his shoulder as I pulled out my phone, “I’ll be in my office when they arrive. That’s where we will meet.”
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Forty minutes later, Keg, Crank, Tram, Pinch, Hawk, and I sat in the Prez’s office. And if we weren’t preparing to talk about some serious shit when Shock and Freak walked in, I would have laughed. They would only sit in on the part of the meeting that concerned them, but anyone who knew them could tell they were out of their element as they took the two empty chairs at the table. With everyone present that needed to be there, our Prez started right in.

“Some stuff has been brought to my attention, and though I would love nothing better than to let Stone and Jacks sit down in those cells and sweat for a few days on what we are going to do to them, we need answers.

“Shock and Freak, you got any issues doing your thing?” Prez looked down the table at the two men.

“No problem at all, Prez,” Freak answered first.

“Never liked that bastard. He was a brother and our VP, I would have done for him what I would do for any other brother in this club, but that didn’t mean I had to like him. So now that he is out, I’m with Freak, got no problem taking care of business. Might need a new battery but we’ll get the answers you need.”

I could almost feel sorry for Stone and Jacks, almost. We’d heard some of the shit Stone had done to Shock and Freak back in the day and if he had pulled that shit after we joined, VP or not, he would have gone down. Roach told us about the worst one. One night after a club party, Stone, Jacks, and Creeper went to the basement after Shock and Freak had gone into their bedrooms and set off fireworks in the common area. Not only did the dumbasses almost catch the room on fire, but they also sent Shock and Freak into battlefield mode. The assholes thought it would only scare Shock and Freak. Instead, the men came out of their rooms in full battle gear, crawling on their bellies and firing into the room. Stone and his flunkies laughed as they ran upstairs when the gunfire started. Well, until a shot came through the floor missing Stone’s foot by inches. Everyone at the clubhouse cleared out and three days passed before anyone stepped back into the clubhouse. 

Wild Bill’s dad had to grease quite a few palms to keep charges from being filed. Not to mention the repairs to the clubhouse, which he made Stone and his guys pay for it, and
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