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Origins:

 


Outlaw, Liam, and Reilly’s kids: Arie
and Elric

Mayhem and Torrin’s twins: Roark and
Taryn

Deviant and Tage’s kids: Welliver and
Lily

Romeo and Justice’s kid:
Helrick

Chaos and Beau’s kid: Rain

Grim and Valentine’s kid:
Pendergrass

Whip and Harley: No kids

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


Mars, 3022

 


“Just because you’re the
son of an outlaw doesn’t mean you’re above the law,” Outlaw, leader
of the biggest motorcycle gang on Mars, said.

“Not an outlaw. The
Outlaw.” My gaze shifted from the glowing prison bars to my
father’s brown eyes.

Outlaw frowned and ran a hand through
his short salt-and-pepper hair. “Seriously, Arie? That’s what you
have to say?” Despite being sixty, long from his glory days, he had
a pissed off look that would freeze most people on the spot. I,
however, was used to that look.

“Oh, Outlaw.” My other
father Reilly wasn’t nearly as old. His blond hair was still spiked
even though that went out of style nearly ten years ago. He gave me
a wink then looked pointedly at Outlaw. “He just stole a hover car.
It’s not like he started a war.”

I got the gist of what he was saying.
Outlaw had begun the Outlaw MC of Mars to combat some ass trying to
force segregation. News flash, that was decades ago. Before I was
even born. I would’ve argued that part, but nothing went through my
father’s thick skull.

“That’s not the point.”
Outlaw gave Reilly a seething look then glanced back at me. “I’m
getting too old to be the president of this club. When I step down
and Liam passes the VP patch to you, you should take over! Not rot
in jail for stealing hover cars.”

“Well then maybe you
should make Elric your VP.” Elric, my younger brother, didn’t even
have the balls to get laid.

“Really? That’s your
fucking answer!” Outlaw stepped forward.

“Yes. It is.” I crossed my
arms over my chest.

“I should leave you in
here for a few days. You ungrateful, little—”

“Outlaw!” Reilly punched
him hard in the arm. Since he’d been working out with me, I knew he
could do some damage.

“Fine. You get him out of
here.”

Figures. Outlaw just walked away.
Fucking ass. The bars stopped glowing suddenly and the door opened
with a loud clang.

“Arie.” Reilly reached
out. “We paid a lot of money for the technology and the surrogate
was only too happy to give us another child. We love both you and
Elric.”

“I know.” I had three
fathers, which might seem odd to the average family, but this was
my life. Outlaw, Liam, and Reilly were my fathers and I had one
younger brother, Elric. I stepped out of the cell and walked down
the narrow hall. It had been a stupid idea to steal that hover car
but it was there and I wanted to ride out to the rim with my
friends. The rim was the edge of the city, every year the gap of
natural Mars landscape vanished under new trees and shiny
buildings. But out there with its red sand and desolate peaks … I
felt invincible. I turned the corner and a guard opened the door.
Then the cheers rang out as I was released.

“Don’t fucking encourage
him!” Outlaw growled out.

Being that he was still the president
and most of my friends were in the club, they had to listen, but
they were still smiling. I glanced past prospects and a few friends
that were already patched in, to glance at Kavin. He was the only
one that didn’t have any interest in joining the best hover bike
club on Mars.

He stood, flicking his brown ponytail
over his shoulder and held out my cut. “I told you it wouldn’t
work.”

“Fucking genius you are.”
I took the cut and sighed when the heavy patch landed on my back.
Then I smiled at Kavin. The bastard had been right. We could have
used our bikes to go out to the rim. But stealing the car had been
a lot more fun, plus I enjoyed watching the ditching of clothes
going on in the back.

“Everyone back to the
clubhouse,” Outlaw ordered.

I rolled my eyes and the noisy group
swaggered out of the prison into the bright light of the day. The
city was almost blinding from the sun on the windows. There were
trees along the flattened red sidewalks and the roads were busy,
also red because this was Mars. Everything was fucking red. My
beautiful hover bike was front and center. Shiny black exterior
with Outlaw written in bold red colors. Hey, I was keeping with the
theme of my planet. The handlebars were also red with small skull
charms hanging from the end. I swung my leg over and sat down. It
felt better than rubbing myself off. When the engine started it
roared to life like the sweet, precious creature it was. I gave
Kavin a wave as the other members activated their hover bikes. The
sound of all of our engines reverberated for blocks throughout the
city. Then Outlaw took off with Reilly riding bitch. I followed and
the others rolled behind me two by two.

We owned this city.

****

My other father Liam was waiting for
us. Since his stint in the prison that used to be on Earth he had a
hard time walking into them. You’d think three fathers would be
cool, it’d have its advantages. Not so much. Just three people to
yell at you when you fuck up. Liam was the current VP of our club.
He was nearing sixty with gray at his temples and a penchant for
jogging. I didn’t get the point of running the same route everyday
just for your health, but let’s not get into that argument again.
He crossed his arms over his chest as I pulled in and shut my hover
off. I lowered to the ground and swung my leg over.
“Hey.”

“Seriously?”

“I already said that.”
Outlaw grumbled as he walked past us both. “Church.
Now.”

I rolled my eyes and trudged along
with the others toward the clubhouse. We really did own this town.
The buildings for four blocks in all directions were ours, we took
care of the residents and they paid us a fee. No one fucked with
what was ours. We also had our hands in the construction company
that built buildings, machine parts, and spaceships although no one
really traveled off Mars nowadays. Where would we go? The
peacekeepers were okay. Most of them let us be because there was a
club member, Torrin, who was in charge of them. He was lead
peacekeeper and he kept his shit in check. Didn’t stop them from
arresting me did it though? We also had a doctor, Grim. He was the
best on Mars. There was Harley, he owned a bunch of stores that
sold just about everything a man needed. And Deviant was in charge
of a massive tree growth operation. We didn’t need air filters and
generators like ancient times but more trees would help. Or so
Deviant went on and on and on about. The club wasn’t just old men
anymore, most of us were the sons of outlaws.

The clubhouse was the same for as long
as I could remember. My fathers talk about it burning down one year
but usually only when they’re drinking. We had a garage where we
fixed hover bikes and next to it was the place I practically grew
up. I loved our house, but this was my real home. The moment I
walked through the heavy door, the smell of beer and wood hit me.
Our table was made of old wood from our original planet called
Earth. It was woodsy and piney, seeping into the furniture like
water. I inhaled deeply and grinned.

“Stop thinking about your
cock and move your ass.”

I wasn’t sure who said it so I just
direction my middle finger to everyone behind me. Then I walked
into our church. It was a round room with that old table in the
center. The chairs were strategically placed and different
depending on the member’s style. The right wall had to be rebuilt
after some angry bastard crashed his hover car through it.
Something about our club destroying the old ways. The fucker was
spouting some seriously nasty stuff. We put out the fire, beat the
shit out of him, and then called the peacekeepers. I was only a kid
so I had no idea if the guy ever made it to prison. Now, that wall
was carved with names of members we lost. I always avoid looking at
the names. We hadn’t added anyone in a long time. A testament to
how good Outlaw was as president. Maybe I was a bit nervous filling
those shoes. They were fucking huge. Since I was born this club was
ruler of the roads and when … if, it passed to me I wanted to keep
the tradition going. I sat in my seat at the opposite side of the
table to my father Outlaw. Beside him sat what most of us called
the old men. Not to their faces. They were still badasses despite
the gray hair, a few flabby stomachs, and a lot of old-timer
talk.

“Let’s get this out of the
way first…” Outlaw started speaking as he stood. “No retaliation
for the peacekeepers. Arie stole that car. The owner isn’t going to
press charges.”

“Yeah, we made sure of
that,” Liam said and glanced at me.

Outlaw sat. “We have a few tenants not
paying their fee. That shit gets dealt with tomorrow. You don’t
pay, you don’t live there. Deviant ain’t here because he’s trying
to deal with the new trees. They’re not growing, and some of them
are even dying. Elric’s already looking into it. I want Arie to
help him.”

Of course he did. I sat
back.

“We also have three new
prospects this week. None are relatives so you keep your eyes on
them. Harass them as often as you can. Anything else needed to be
brought to the table?” His gaze drifted over the crowded room.
“Good.” Outlaw picked up the gavel and banged it down. “Now, get
the fuck out of here.”

My father, the wordsmith.

****

Nobody wants to be confined inside
after a jail stint. That place just sucks the energy out of my
bones. I left church and hopped on my bike. The city was holding
near a hundred thousand people. That didn’t sound like much but
before technology supported egg fertilization and surrogates, well,
it wasn’t a good image. Dad used to tell me that women were kept in
cells and used for breeding. I can’t imagine that. Some of my best
friends outside the club were girls, well, women. I probably
wouldn’t even be here. A cute blonde stood on the sidewalk, and I
gave her a slick smile as I drove past.

Of course, who did I see when I
stopped at the light but Pendergrass. That was club members’ Grim
and Valentine’s girl. The moment it turned green her lips went
pinched, and she threw a punch at some guy.

Eh, jail wasn’t that bad.

I swerved between oncoming hover cars
and rode my bike onto the sidewalk as the guy pushed her. “Hey,
fuckhead!” I hopped off and balled my fists. He should know better
than to mess with a club member’s kid.

“I don’t need your help.”
She snarled.

The asshole snorted. “Stay out of
this, you little jail bitch.”

Hell, no. The fucker had to go. “He’s
all yours, Pen.” Now I wanted to see him go down. I knew we had
limited time though. Peacekeepers were probably already on their
way so I added, “Quick and clean.”

Pendergrass feigned right, jabbed
left, and caught the dark-haired ass in the jaw. She quickly
followed with a kick to his gut, a sweep of his legs, and the guy
was nothing but shit on the sidewalk. If she didn’t feel so much
like my sister, I would have married her already.

Sirens sounded in the
distance.

“Take off, Pen,” I yelled
and leapt on top of the brute who was trying to roll to his side.
My bike started up in the background, no need for her to get in
trouble too. I hated thinking of Pen sitting in a cell because of
this ass. She had plans for a future, plans to become a doctor and
maybe Amazon MC President. Who was I to deny her that? I landed a
solid shot to the other side of his jaw. The roar of my bike faded
as the wailing hover cars pulled up.

“Peacekeepers! Put your
hands up and step away from each other.”

“This is for Pen, you
shithead.” I stepped on the guy’s hand on the way up. It was
disgustingly squishy under my boot, and the scream he made ended in
a whimper.

For the second time that day, I was in
the custody of the peacekeepers.
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