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You are my reason

The reason I changed

The reason I breathe

The reason I exist

Hawk Walker

AUTHOR’S NOTE

Please be aware that this book may contain triggers for sensitive readers.

It has graphic language and sex in the content.

Therefore be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

Please note that my books are set in South Africa and written in South African English. I use Afrikaans, Zulu and Sotho words in my writing as well.

I’ve translated most words as the books unfold.

As with all my books I solidly walk on the dark side.

Come and walk along with me.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Hawk

Two weeks before Christmas

Hawk hit the gavel on the block of steel to get the attention of his brothers. It had no damned effect. Everyone seemed to be talking at the same time. It sounded like a bloody street market the way they were carrying on.

Ice whistled sharply and finally they shut up.

Hawk looked around the room, at his grinning brothers.

“I totally understand you are wound up because we’re about to have the first real club party here since we’ve rebuilt. I know you’re looking forward to letting loose and celebrate as we head towards the end of this fucked up year. But...there are rules for this party. Rules we’ve never had to implement before, so listen closely because I won’t allow any fuck ups.”

He paused to let it sink in before he continued.

“The gates will not be thrown open like we used to do. Only those who are invited will be allowed inside. Anyone who arrives at the gate and his or her name isn’t on the list will be turned away. We will keep a record of the names of those turned away and they will be checked at a later date. If you want to invite someone or several someones you have to put their names on the request list. Ziggy, Mouse and Bollywood will be conducting thorough background checks. There will be no exceptions. No background check, no entrance. If the check comes back with red flags, no entrance. Understood?”

Heads nodded in acceptance around the room. They had learned their lesson well and no longer trusted easily.

“As always the Christmas Eve party is for the brothers and not for the families. Old ladies and girlfriends are welcome to attend but if they are new to the club you need to warn them it’s going to be wild. I don’t want shit going down because someone’s woman is offended by what your brothers get up to out there. You leave your woman at home if she’s going to be a problem. There will be a braai with the usual salads and rolls or whatever they give us. Chris and the club girls with the help of the prospects are taking care of it. While you are partying remember we are having the family Christmas the following day. If you’re not heading out to spend it with your blood, your ass will be here. There’s a list at the bar, add your name if you’re going to be here.”

He had to breathe in and calm his thoughts before he could continue.

“Chris, Scar’s old lady, is organising the Christmas lunch with the help of Genna, Bulldog’s youngest daughter, and Frieda, Breker’s mum. It’s going to be a difficult day for the family, and I want you to help out where ever it’s needed.”

His brothers turned solemn as they nodded their agreement. Everyone remembering that last year Aunt Beryl had been the one organising the festivities. Knowing they had his family’s backs had the heaviness lying over him lifting a tiny bit.

It dissipated even more as he continued.

“Over the last couple of years our Iron Dogz brothers have been getting busy.” He chuckled and winked. “Brothers have been claiming old ladies and introducing serious girlfriends to the club for the first time in years. Not only do we have old ladies and girlfriends, we have children being born to us. Some of our brothers have taken women who already have children and they have become a part of our family. The future of our club is being assured with every old lady we claim, with every birth and child brought into our club family. We are growing, brothers. What I’m trying to say is, we are settling down, and by settling down we allow our women to dictate a part of our lives. Those of you with women know what I’m talking about.”

There were knowing nods from the brothers who had women and laughter from those who didn’t. Ignoring the assholes he continued.

“My old lady is one of those little dictators. She has decreed there will be a bloody Father Christmas at the lunch, and he’ll be giving presents out to the kids.”

Hawk pulled a disgusted face and his brothers laughed, Ice going as far as slapping his hands on the table like a bloody drum roll while laughing.

“You can stop the hyena impressions you fucking bastards. One of you is going to be the jolly fat man. I already told my old lady there’s no fucking way I’ll do it.”

Immediately there were shaking heads all around. No one wanted to be the fat man.

A hand went up from one of the young patches sitting against the wall. Hawk nodded towards him.

Zipper gave a grin and a wink as he stood.

“Boss, with respect, we’re too young to play the jolly fat man. It needs to be a man of experience, a man who knows children. There’s no doubt in my mind the man for the job is our brother Bulldog. We’re going to have to pad him to make him look fat but he fits the profile.” He winked at a scowling Bulldog as he sat down.

Ice gave Bulldog an evil grin as he threw his hand into the air. “I second the suggestion.”

Wrench raised his hand and Hawk pointed at him. He shot up out of his chair looking as if he was about to start bouncing in place.

“We need to do this right and I know just how we can do it. We’re bikers, and our fucking Father Christmas won’t arrive in a damned sleigh drawn by horses dressed up to look like reindeer. He’ll be on a bike with a sidecar and wearing a kutte. A special kutte stating he’s the president of the North Pole Chapter of the Iron Dogz MC. The sidecar will be big enough for a bag of presents and his elf can ride on the back of his bike. You know he has to have an elf to help out. One of the girls can be the elf.”

There was laughter and shouted suggestions all around and Hawk whistled to get them to shut up.

Bulldog jumped in before he could get a word out.

“If I do this, and it’s a big if, my old lady will be the elf. I won’t have a damned club girl on the back of my bike.”

Hawk didn’t give him a chance to say more.

“Let’s hear a howl if you vote for Bulldog as the Iron Dogz MC’s Father Christmas with Suzy as his elf.”

Ice was laughing so hard his howl sounded strangled. Hawk shook with laughter but he howled as loud as the rest of his brothers.

Bulldog stared at them with his arms crossed over his chest and gave a tiny nod before he grinned. The grin was knowing and slightly evil.

“You two fuckers think this is funny.” He nodded slowly. “And maybe it is, but what is even funnier is the fact that one day it will be you. Sitting where I am, while your sons sit where you are, giving you shit about being the bloody jolly fat man. I’m going to laugh at you then, you bastards.”

Hawk shook his head. “I won’t be fucking Father Christmas it will be Ice’s job.”

Ice immediately punched him in the upper arm. “Hell no, it will be your job, you’re the prez.”

“No fucking way am I wearing anything red, not ever.” Hawk growled as laughter rang through their chapel.

“He’s right, Veep, our boss won’t look right in red, plus with that scowly face he’ll scare the kiddies.” Kahn teased.

“I don’t know, Kahn, he might just be able to pull it off.” Beast joined the teasing.

“I don’t think so.” Sin joined the discussion with a wide grin. “Red isn’t the boss’s colour, his best colour is black. He’s more like the Grim Reaper than the jolly fat man.”

Hawk growled at them but without intent. “You bastards had better stop or I’ll assign all the shitty jobs to you.”

He let the laughter continue for a bit before he slapped a hand on the table and silence fell.

It was great to laugh with his brothers but it was time to get back to club business now that they’ve settled the arrangements for Christmas.

“Let’s get back to business. I had a conference call with Jaycee and Layla. Both strip clubs are doing well but, they’ve had quite a few gang bosses and Russians coming into both clubs. With the shit that went down in Cape Town between Dom and the Demidov Bratva I think we need to be careful. Ziggy, I want you and Mouse to go through the surveillance videos of both clubs. I want to know who those men are and if we should be worried. The girls aren’t complaining because so far they’ve behaved themselves and are big tippers. I’m not taking any chances though and have contacted the security company to let them know we will be stepping in along with them. I know we voted on bringing in the security company because at the time we were at war with the Harrisons. But we’re not at war anymore and we haven’t maintained a big presence at either Moonlight or Iron Kisses. It seems that was a mistake. We’ll be rectifying it. Friday night we’ll be visiting both clubs and making sure our presence is noted. There will be a roster drawn up and we’ll have brothers at both clubs for as long as it’s necessary. For those of you with old ladies you need to get them on board because everyone will be on the roster. When I say everyone that’s exactly what I mean, everyone. We’ll have two brothers on duty at each club during the day and at night. It will be long hours because I want you there when the staff arrive in the mornings and leave at night. You will be the first to arrive and last to leave. There will be no fucking the strippers, waitresses or any of the staff, is that understood?”

He looked at his men and took in the nods of agreement. It was good to see.

But then a hand went up.

“Ja, Kite?”

“Uhm, Prez, I’ve been sort of seeing one of the girls at Iron Kisses. It’s not serious or anything but...you know.” He shrugged. “Do I have to end it with her? I will if it’s necessary to keep the club safe.” He explained in a rush.

There were snorts from the older brothers and a few knowing smiles.

“Kite, I’m the last one to cock block a brother. We don’t know what the fuck is going on and her being seen with you might put her on radar. Have you been picking her up at the club? She on the back of your bike?” Hawk asked.

Kite looked appalled and almost violently shook his head.

“Never Prez, she’s not on the back of my bike. I don’t go to the club, I go to her place, we fuck then I leave. I don’t stay over or take her out or anything. It’s just...you know.” He shrugged.

“Who is it?” Ziggy asked his eyes on his laptop.

“Shelley, the new girl. She started dancing about two months ago. We met at the Thirsty Dog and it went from there.”

Ziggy tapped the keys then laughed. “She’s fucking ten years older than you, Kite. What the hell brother?”

Kite smirked and winked.

The little fucker, Hawk couldn’t help it, he laughed with the rest of his brothers. He would have loved to continue the teasing but it had to end, as did Kite’s booty call.

“You end it, Kite. Today. I don’t want you going to her place or meeting her at the club. Call her and tell her you’re done. You got me?”

He nodded. “Got you, Prez. Consider it done.”

Right. On to the next piece of business.

“Stone, any word from our neighbour? Has she been in contact regarding the fences?”

Stone shook his head looking pissed as hell.

“The bitch has been avoiding me. I’ve been over to her place more than I care to count only to be told she’s not in. I’m not giving up. I’ll get to her when she least expects it. Trust me, Prez, this shit will get done.”

“Good. We need to get this sorted as soon as we can. I know it’s the holiday season but we’ve got Jagger’s people on standby. They will get on the job as soon as we have her okay in writing.”

Stone gave a short nod, them winked with an evil grin. “No worries, Prez, I’ll get her signature, even if I have to turn her sexy ass red to get it.”

Gales of laughter met his statement. Jesus.

As long as he didn’t get arrested the ball was in his court.

“See that you don’t get put in bangles, Stone.” Hawk warned and his brother gave him a chin lift.

Damn. His brother was going to push the widow.

Not his problem right now, he would deal with it if it became necessary.

“I’ve had an update from Rider regarding the trucking company, our trucking depots and container yards. His report shows a sizable dip in revenue across all three businesses. He’s predicting it will dip even further in the coming year. According to him we need to take a hard look at the trucking business and cut out under performing routes. It will mean shutting down depots and yards along those routes, but doing so will impact the chapters guarding those routes.” There were rumbles and he held up a hand to silence them. “We’re not getting into a discussion about it today. I mentioned it because I want all of us to think about alternatives, none of us want to leave our brothers out there without a way to earn. We’ll look into it in the new year after we’ve done a thorough investigation of our available options.”

He looked down at the table and the baby monitor sitting next to the steel block before he continued.

“Rider is still at Scar’s beach house with Delene but he let me know he won’t be coming home for Christmas. He’s going down to Cape Town to see Pixie. Apparently the two of them have become good friends. She invited them to stay at her house and spend Christmas with her family. He said he can’t be here as it will be their first Christmas without Penny. I couldn’t argue it with him. He’s slowly healing but it’s still too soon for them to come home.”

Tapping the steel square with his fingers he frowned heavily as he stared down at his hand, thinking about his broken brother.

“We can only hope and pray our brother comes back to us. He doesn’t seem to realise it but he needs us as much as we need him. I’m going to give him space, talk to him in the new year, and hopefully he’ll be coming home soon after.”

Jagger put a hand up and Hawk gave him a chin lift.

“I had a meeting with Chris and Tori regarding the cottage we’re building for our brother. They wanted to know when they could start on the interior, so I gave them dates. The build will be finished by February next year. The girls will then tackle the interior. It should be ready for Rider and Delene to move in around the end of March.” He looked around the table then back at Hawk. “That’s how long we
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