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Kaden “Hawk” Cross is used to being in control of every aspect of his life: from his short stint in the military to his VP position in the Haven MC. But when he meets a woman who threatens his control, he is reminded why he never makes rash decisions—they tend to come back and bite you.

Charlie Rhoades is a woman who has always gone after what she wants. And taking a job across the country that would give her the opportunity to look for the grandfather she never met made sense. What didn’t make sense? Is finding a man who heats her blood but seems totally aloof toward her. But being a bounty hunter, she isn't easily deterred by his actions; she is more apt to be assertive. Good for her, not so much for the biker who would rather be the pursuer.

On the outside, Haven MC is the typical motorcycle club filled with bikers—on the inside, they are men with the knowledge and abilities to keep not only their club safe but their country. Missions come and go, but what keeps the men of Haven committed, is the unwavering Brotherhood and the acceptance from the women who cross their paths.  
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“Hey, asshole! You need to park your bike somewhere else.”

I turned off my bike and undid the snap on my chin strap before I acknowledged the young guy who stood in front of my bike. Not that I was old by any means, but somedays I felt like it.

“Why? You own this spot?” I asked, then dismounted my bike, pulled the helmet off and set it on the seat, not once taking my eyes off the guy.

“Smart guy, huh? These spots are reserved for Haven MC. So why don’t you move along.”

I looked the guy over; average height, stocky build. After being in the military, it was second nature to size a person up and access the threat level. I also knew about the motorcycle club he was referring to, I grew up here, and the Haven MC had always been around. The guy was probably a prospect with the club and his job was to keep an eye on the row of bikes I parked beside.

“I’m no genius, but my IQ is above average.” At the guy’s blank look, I smirked.  “I would move, but I’m thirsty and hungry, and this place sells bo...” I didn’t finish my sentence because when I went to step around him, he placed a hand on my forearm. 

“I won’t tell you again, asshole. If you know what’s good for you, you’ll move the bike. Better yet, find some other place to eat.” 

I looked down at his hand, then back at him. Messing with the guy had been a little entertaining, now—not so much.  “Know what will be good for you? Removing your damn hand if you want to keep the use of it.”

The guy stiffened, glared at me, then dropped his hand. Before he could reply, the door to the place opened and several men dressed like the guy in front me, in leather vests, walked out. They stopped and looked between him and me.

The biggest of the men stepped forward, and the vest he wore was covered in patches. The one that grabbed my attention read President. When I looked at him, I found myself pinned by green eyes while he spoke to his man, “Gotta problem, Prospect?”

I’d been right on my initial assessment and bet if the guy who tried to stop me from entering were to turn around, his vest would have ‘Prospect’ written across the back of the otherwise plain vest.

“No, Prez. Nothing I can’t handle. I was telling this dickhead that he needed to move along when he pulled in and parked beside the bikes as if he had a right.”

The prez, as the prospect called him, shook his head and took a deep breath. “You got a problem with us?” he asked me.

“Does it make a difference?” I asked, and he smirked. 

“Son, it does when you give one of my men shit,” he said, and the men behind him chuckled.

Damn, I was tired and hungry and not looking for trouble. I might have been gone from the area for a while, but it didn’t mean I’d forgotten that Haven pretty much ran the town. I looked at the men and wondered if this went south, how many I could deal with before they overpowered me. The stocky prospect was close enough to throat punch before the others got the opportunity to move. That would leave the president and the four men behind him. Even with twenty years or more in age, the president was in shape and had three inches on me and a good thirty pounds. Out of the other four bikers, two looked as if they’d be close to the president’s age. The other two were showing more wear and tear on them and seemed to be significantly older than the others.

“Maybe he’s spying for another club. He seems to have a problem with respect, Prez. Want me to give him a lesson?” the prospect asked.

I cut my eyes to the prospect and smirked. “Paranoid much?” Geez, the idiot was going to be the cause of my ass getting handed to me.

“You got no idea,” was said from one of the other men and the comment had the president turning his head and looking at him.

“Enough, Smoke.”

“Sorry, Prez.”

“Where you from, boy? Haven’t seen you around here.” The old man that spoke stepped from behind the president.

I ignored the ‘boy’ and accepted the man meant nothing by it since he looked like he could be someone’s grandpa. “Born and raised.”

The president frowned. “Never seen you in town before.”

“Don’t live in town.” I shrugged.

The man tilted his head to the side and frowned while he stared at me. I wasn’t sure what the man was looking for, so I stared back. After a minute, he nodded as if he agreed with whatever he saw.

“Enjoy your food. The Roadhouse has the best steaks and burgers in town.”

“Yeah? Good, because when it was Lester’s place the food was barely tolerable.” I had no clue what was with the big man or the shift in the atmosphere from minutes ago. And then I wondered if I should be worried or not.

He smirked. “You must not have been back in town long; this place hasn’t been Lester’s for a few years,” he said. 

“Yeah,” was all I replied. They didn’t need to know I only been back less than a week. I’d spent time riding across the country to clear my head of the military and prepare to come home for the first time since I buried my parents two years ago.

“After you eat, why don’t you come by the clubhouse. Ask for Prez or Wild Bill at the gate.” The man lifted his chin toward the bikes, then turned with the others to head toward them. Before he took two steps, he stopped and turned his head in my direction. “Ya gotta name, son?”

“Kaden. Kaden Cross.”

“See you later, Cross.”

“You know something I don’t? I didn’t say yes to your invitation,” I said and stepped up to the door of the Roadhouse.

“No, you didn’t,” the president said and threw his leg over his bike.

I reached for the handle on the door as I watched the men get on their bikes. Curiosity got the better of me and I had to ask, “Why did you give the invite?”

There was a long pause before he answered, “Just a hunch. If you decide you want to take me up on my offer—ask inside for directions to the clubhouse.” The bikes started up and the president gave me a two-finger salute as he pulled out with the other men following.

I stood there for a moment, then shook my head and pulled the door open. I was intrigued, but was it enough to take the man up on his offer?
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Throwing cash down on the table to cover the food and tip, I walked out of the establishment and mounted my bike. With my stomach full, I looked up at the sky that was turning to dusk. I sighed, pulled my helmet on, cranked my bike, then started out of the lot. When I reached the edge of the parking lot, a right turn would lead me back in the direction to my house. Instead, I turned left and pulled back on the throttle.

Guess the intrigue had won.

Ten minutes and several turns later, I pulled up in front of a gate. I hadn’t needed any directions to the Haven clubhouse. If you lived in a thirty-mile radius, you knew exactly where the club was located. 

“You got business here?” A biker asked as he stepped out of the shack on the other side of the fencing. This one was tall, thin, and I noticed his skin was a little pasty even in the fading light of the day. He wore a plain vest, which meant he was another prospect for the club.

“Here to see Wild Bill,” I said and eyed the man. If he wasn’t using, I’d sign my bike over. He sniffed, and I’d bet it had nothing to do with a running nose and everything to do with snorting some type of powder.

The lot behind the gate was filled with bikes and men. The building looked decent size from where I sat, and if the bikers didn’t let me know I was at the right place, the skull emblem with Haven MC circling it would have. Music filled the air with loud voices and laughter along with the strong smell of weed. 

Focused on the parking lot, I missed the other man who stepped out of the shack until he spoke, “That so? What’s your business with Prez?” 

I looked at the new man, and the first thing I noticed was the difference in the two men’s vest. This man’s vest held patches on the front like the men from earlier along with one that read Sergeant at Arms.

I must have taken too long to answer, at least by his estimation, because he asked, “You got a hearing problem? I asked you a question, boy.”

I lifted a brow and stared at the man and mulled over in my head if my interest in why Wild Bill invited me to the clubhouse outweighed my annoyance of how the asshole in front of me said ‘boy.’ The tone he used wasn’t the same as how the older biker from earlier said the word. 

Annoyance won, and as I opened my mouth to confront the nosy bastard, “Let the man in, Jacks!” Wild Bill yelled as he crossed the lot toward the gate, drawing my attention to him.

Jacks curled his lip at me, then turned toward Wild Bill. “I was fixin’ to, Prez, as soon as he told what business he had with you.”

Wild Bill’s brows scrunched together as he looked at Jacks. “Open the damn gate.” The prospect pulled a lever and rolled the gate open. It didn’t go unnoticed that it was done after Jacks jerked his chin toward it. 

I eased through the gate and Wild Bill waved his arm in the direction where the other bikes were parked. “Find a spot, Kaden, and I’ll meet you at the door.”

“Sure thing.” I found a spot at the end of a row of bikes and backed my bike up again the fence. As I walked to the front of the clubhouse, I felt eyes on me from some of the bikers who were standing around and wondered if this had been the best idea.

“Not something for you to be concerned, Stone,” Wild Bill said to a biker who stood beside him at the door as I walked up.

The biker Wild Bill called Stone glanced at me, then looked back at Wild Bill. “Nowadays seems like a lot of things going on in the club without clearing it through the voting members. As VP, I should be informed on what’s going on. Some of the members have concerns that Haven is changing and they ain’t sure they like it.”

“Yeah, you might be the VP, but last time I looked at my vest, I wear the President’s patch. What I think is a lot of folks forget whose club this actually is.”

I watched the VP’s body stiffen as he glared at Wild Bill. Wild Bill stared back and raised his eyebrows at the VP. As I stood there and took in the interaction between the men, I wondered what kinda problems Haven had considering the top two men in the club seemed at odds.

“Oh, they know. Some just don’t agree with it,” the VP said and turned and walked off. If I hadn’t been watching the president’s reaction, I would have missed the slight jerk of his head. When I glanced over my shoulder, two men who were standing in a small group close by, nodded and walked off.

“Come on, Cross. Let’s go to my office and talk.” Wild Bill didn’t wait for me to respond, he pulled the door open and walked inside. I followed, my interest in the president growing the more I was around him.

Inside held more people enjoying the party and the music was much louder inside than outside. Wild Bill stopped at the entrance to a huge open room filled with men and women barely dressed. He made a hand gesture at the man standing behind a bar in the corner. When the man acknowledged him with a chin lift, Wild Bill started walking again. After a turn down a short hallway and past a few doors, we reached his office and he pulled out keys and unlocked the door.

Once inside, he motioned me to one of the chairs that sat in front of his desk. I glanced around the large room. A table with chairs around it was off to one side, and on the other side, a couch was against the wall. As I sat, Wild Bill did the same behind his desk. Before either of us said a word there was a knock on the door.

“Enter,” Wild Bill yelled and the man from behind the bar walked in carrying two beers. He handed one to Wild Bill, and I noticed a ‘Prospect’ patch on the back of his vest, too, then he handed the other beer to me.

“Thanks, man,” I said as I reached for the bottle.

“No problem. Anything else, Prez,” the man said on his way to the door.

“Nah, Skid, we’re good for now.” 

As the prospect walked out, I twisted the top off the bottle and took a drink of my beer while I waited for Wild Bill to do the same.

He leaned back in his chair and studied me for a minute before he spoke, “How long you been out of the military?”

I hadn’t expected him to lead with that particular question and though it caught me off guard somewhat, I didn’t allow it to show on my face. “Figure not as long as you.”

Wild Bill’s head tilted back, and his laugh was deep and loud. When he looked back at me, he smiled. “I’d agree with you there. What branch did you serve in?”

“Army. You?”

“Same.”

I nodded. And since I wasn’t one to hold back my thoughts, I asked, “Going to tell me what I’m doing here?”

“Yeah, in due time. What’d you specialize in?”

“MI.” Wild Bill tilted his head to the side, then sat forward and leaned his elbows on the desk.

“Military Intelligence. Were you good at it?”

I smirked. “Guess it depends on who you ask?”

“Well, you don’t lack for brains, considering MI’s come out of the top two percent of personnel. But I am curious as to why you got out?”

I frowned at the man who I didn’t really know and wondered how much information I wanted to share. “Let’s just say I don’t accept failure.”

I saw the understanding in Wild Bill’s eyes. He may not have known exactly what my circumstance was, but I imagine he had dealt with some of his own. And I had every reason to believe Haven MC was a problem for him or at the very least a nuisance. He was right, I didn’t lack for smarts, and from the little I’d witness so far, I would guess internal club problems was creating issues between his members.

“You couldn’t have served more than six or eight years. Men with your training and specialty usually stay in until retirement, or if they do leave, it’s to pursue a career in one of the government agencies. Must have been something big that happened to make you leave the military and bypass a lucrative career elsewhere in the same field.” 

I ran a hand over the day-old growth of hair on my face and debated if I wanted to share what had happened that left a bad taste in my mouth for a job I had enjoyed. 

“Sometimes it helps to talk about it. Sometimes it doesn’t,” Wild Bill said and shrugged.

With my decision made, I took a long drink of my beer. “I was on my third rotation to the Middle East. The MI’s were stationed in tents on top of a knoll where we could receive intel and also collect our own from the satellites our computers were programmed into. Every bit of intel was then pieced together so we could give the frontline units the best possible advantage. Wrong intel or the wrong analysis of the situation could cost lives.

“I left the military after my enlistment at the end of my tour because the green Captain they sent my team thought he was the best. He blew off the assessment I made on the battalion’s chance of intercepting the enemy before they had a chance to dig in and set up at the new location they were headed to. The Captain argued with me and told me I was reading one of the reports wrong. He felt the enemy wasn’t going to move and if they did, it would be to another location. One the Captain said he would bank on,” I stopped explaining and took another drink.

“He overrode you,” Wild Bill said, but it wasn’t a question.

“Yes. He disagreed with me, though the other three who analyzed the material with me, agreed with my assessment. Twenty-three men died, and dozens were wounded. And when it was time to answer for it, he told the higher powers that he stood by his own assessment because any intel had a percentage of error. I called bullshit and was told that loss of life is calculated into every maneuver. The Captain got a slap on the wrist, and I lost my taste for MI. Twenty-three men died because we failed them. His arrogance with the thought that he was the best,” I barely spoke the last two sentences above a whisper.

“You mentioned you were from around here.” I nodded, appreciating the rapid change in subject with no questions on the previous one. “How long have you been back in the area?”

“Not long. After my discharge I traveled across the US, dealing with a few issues.”

“Yeah? What happened to give you those issues?”

With my greatest failure shared, I asked, “Why the interest in me? You just met me a couple hours ago. Know nothing about me other than I’m from around here and ex-military because my team failed the men who we were supposed to protect. For all you know, I could be one crazy motherfucker.”

Wild Bill smirked. “It wasn’t your team’s failure; it was one officer’s who should’ve listened to his team. Besides, you wouldn’t be the first one Haven has. Hell, you’d be lucky to be considered in the top five for that title. Haven MC isn’t short on peculiar. I like to refer to it as eccentric. However, what we are lacking? Is trust and loyalty. Men that know right from wrong. Or at the least care about it. Don’t misunderstand me, Haven has over the years been involved in things that weren’t remotely close on the legal side. Those times were under my grandfather and then my dad. But what I want for this club now, is more—I want every member to be proud to be a part of Haven. Right now though, the club has a cancer that has been growing over the years. I want to cut it out. Then when we get healthy, I’ve got a plan to make the club lucrative without stepping over the lines of the law.” He chuckled, “At least not that far over. But I can’t begin my new venture until I’ve recruited men I can trust to help me clean Haven up. Men with the same mindset I have.”

“And you think I could be one of those men?” I pointed the bottle in the direction of the door. “Outside that door you have more than enough men in this MC. If you can’t trust them or they aren’t loyal to the club, why keep them around? Like you said outside, your club.”

“I think you are exactly what I’m looking for. And if ridding the club of troublemakers was what I was after, they would have been booted already, but I want to make sure that I get every one of them out. Plus, I want to know exactly what they’ve been up to before I cut them out. My dad was killed on a run, and I want the ones responsible.”

My eyebrows went up in surprise, then I frowned at Wild Bill. “If none of the men in Haven will help you, why the hell are you allowing any of the bastards to be a part of this club?”

“I’ve got plenty of backing in this club, Cross. Especially the older ones. Problem is, the ones responsible for my dad’s death are members of Haven. And I want them. Them and everyone they’re associated with, too.”

I raise my hand and run it across the back of my neck. The military intelligence training in me pushing forward, wanting to locate the information needed to help Wild Bill. As I sat and drank my beer, Wild Bill sat quietly, letting me work out what he was asking of me.

“If...and I mean if I were to join your club. How are you going to bring me in without raising questions?” 

“You’ll prospect just like any other man who wants to be a part of the club. I don’t expect this to be an easy task. Haven MC has been on the downslide for a while, it’s gonna take time. I need men who have no problem putting in the effort. Roach will be your sponsor. You unofficially met him at the Roadhouse. He’s ex-military and has been in this club since he turned eighteen. The only time he left, it was to serve his country.”

“I know enough about clubs to know prospects get stuck with crappy jobs. Gathering information is easy. Just don’t know how you expect me to be much help when I’m busy filling a prospect’s role,” I said and cocked a brow.

Wild Bill chuckled. “They do deal with shit no one else wants to do. But they also see and hear more than most members because they are always around. Being constantly in the background, the others tend to overlook prospects.” Wild Bill pulled out his phone and quickly sent a text, then set it down. “Skid will bring us another round.”

I nodded and tipped the beer and finished it off, then set the empty bottle on the desk. While we waited for the prospect to bring us fresh bottles, Wild Bill talked about his time in the military and the men he served with. By the time he finished, Skid knocked on the door with our drinks. When the door shut as he left, Wild Bill looked at me. “Well, you interested?”

I twisted the top off the bottle and held it out toward him. “Guess you’re looking at Haven’s newest prospect.”

“To a new beginning for Haven MC,” Wild Bill said and touched my beer bottle with his.
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