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The only things noticeable on the isolated highway were the sounds of engines roaring and headlights gleaming. I turned my bike and headed down the exit ramp that read "Shades Valley 1.3m” to the left, with the other bikes following closely behind me. Our final destination—the town cemetery.

The bikes were parked, and the men dismounted, standing still as the hearse driver opened the back door revealing the casket inside. Six men stepped forward, each taking a handle on the coffin, hoisting it out of the vehicle as they walked slowly to the freshly dug grave. They set the casket down gently, each laying a palm flat on the lid, saying their individual goodbye to their brother before stepping back and taking their place with the others in the circle of men around the grave.

Our brother, Preacher, stepped forward to say the last words pertaining to the man inside the casket, their brother, their friend, and their comrade. To me, the man in the box was all those things and more—my dad, Harvey Weston. Better known as Cutter, one of the enforcers of the Black Hawk MC. Each of us bowed our heads saying a silent goodbye to one of our own. After everything was done, we turned and headed to our bikes for the ride back to the clubhouse to celebrate the man who would no longer have a physical presence among us.

The clubhouse was in full swing with the hang-arounds and ol’ ladies rushing around, setting out food, and stocking the bar for the celebration to begin upon our arrival. The women didn't attend the final service, it was for the men of the club, our final ride with our brother to say goodbye. The women attended the night before when the members from the other Charters came to pay their respect. Now, everyone would share in the party to remember my dad's life as part of the club, not to mourn him.

I entered and took a spot by the door, leaning against the wall. These last few days seemed to have crept by, leaving me a little out of sorts. I leave in the morning, and this would be my last night at the club for a while, I hoped to end it between a pair of thighs. As I looked around the room, I spotted the guys who, over the last twenty-plus years, have made up my family. We were born within months of each other—grew up together—even chased and fought over girls together. We'd been the local hotshots in high school and grew into men, the ones most fathers feared would steal their daughters. The six of us were as cocky as they came and caused trouble wherever we went. And yeah, we fucked everything that dared step in our paths. Since as far back as I could remember, we’ve been referred to as the Sons of Black Hawk.

Smiling, I watched my friends head in my direction. Damn, I love these guys, but I would never admit that aloud because a fight would begin when one of them called me a pussy. Yes, one would, it was a given. We've fought most of our lives, and as I looked at Crusher’s face, I could recall that was exactly where he got the scar above his left eyebrow.

We're allowed to give each other shit; it's what brothers do. But that's between us if someone else wanted to give one of us a hard time, well...they better be ready to take us all on.

Crusher’s the son of the club's President. One of my best friends who would eventually take over the club when his dad stepped down. I would be one of the enforcers, and with my dad's death, my spot sits ready and waiting for me to fill it. We each would replace our fathers in whatever position they held when they stepped down. All they waited on was for each of us to find our way, then settle back here to prepare for the position that we have been told over the years we were born to fill.

"Speed, sorry, man, we loved your dad. This club sure is going to miss him," Russ "Crusher" Davis was going to make us a fine Prez when it was his time. Like the rest of us, this club was full of family, and we would do anything necessary to take care of them.

Crusher smacked me on the back and leaned in, giving me the equivalent of a man hug. Then before I knew it, I’m pulled in for man hugs by the rest of my friends, my brothers at heart, and my closest family now—Crusher, Coast, Jag, Flirt, and Devil. No man could ask for better.

"Bro, you head back tomorrow, and we will be following over the next few days," Russ always had to have everything laid out nice and orderly, no detail left to chance. But it was a quality needed in a club president.

"Yeah, I have to get back to the desert. Left my guys a man short. And fuck, that is one place where every body counts, literally." I didn't want to get into the fact I re-upped right before I made the emergency trip home.

"Speed, the dads have been making remarks about as soon as we start trickling our way back here, they want us taking bigger roles in the club to prepare us to take over when they step down. I personally will believe it when I see it, but that’s what they keep repeating," Flirt was talking to us, but his eyes were scoping out the room. I shook my head and smacked him on the back to pull his attention to us.

"Man, you can't even look at us for the eye-fucking you're giving the bitches," I knew the statement would get to him, he hadn't earned his name for nothing.

"Oh, I'm looking around because my eyes aren't the only part of me that’s going to be fucking before this night is over. I've been checking out the new pieces which have graced the club with their presence. And either I am getting older, or these bitches are getting younger, because, brothers, what is standing in this room is fresh," he glanced over at me and then went right back to looking at the group huddled together across the room.

"You grabbing a piece tonight, Speed, or you going to catch some z’s before you head back?" Devil nudged me, and when I looked at him, he burst out laughing.

"Of course, just like you are, huh?" as I raised my eyebrows at him.

"Damn, should we even be joking? I feel so bad about Cutter. Fuck, our dads are supposed to live forever. What the hell!" Jag looked at each of us, frowning. He's the more serious one of our bunch. He's headed back to school to finish his degree, which would benefit the club in more ways than one. As I look at my friend, who, while we were growing up, broke more rules than the rest of us combined, I still couldn’t believe the next time I probably saw him, he would be the MC's attorney and more than likely preparing for his eventual spot as VP of the club too.

"Speed, Dad said not to worry. He'd take care of the club issues until you are ready to take your dad's position. They aren't even going to temporarily fill it. The seat stays empty till you come back." Coast smiled at me and nodded his head. Yeah, his dad and mine were the enforcers in the club. Now it would be left to Coast's dad to cover everything until I came back. One more reason to question why I re-upped. I should be coming home permanently; instead, I’d be shipping back out. Well, it was what it was. No changing things now.

I smiled thinking of what my dad's response to it would have been. "Kane, shit happens for a reason, you wait long enough, and the path to ride on will change and be all the more enjoyable."

Damn, I was going to miss my old man.

"You boys going to be unsociable tonight? Or you gonna give some of these women something to talk about until you get back for good?" The club's Prez, and Russ's dad, Stroker, said with a smile on his face as he walked toward us.

"Nah, they will definitely be left with plenty to carry them over till we get back. We wouldn't want the new ones to get the wrong impression of the club from you old fuckers." We all laugh at my response, knowing it always got to the older guys even though there had never been such a comment made on any of their performances with the ladies that have come and gone in the club. If anything, it was the exact opposite.

"Hey, why don't you guys give me a few minutes here with Speed, and then you can have him back." Stroker didn't have to say another word, the others walked off, leaving me standing with the Prez.

"Son, you’ll always have a place here. You know that, right?" Stroker placed a hand on my shoulder and squeezed. Mitchell Davis, the president of the Black Hawk MC, was referred to as Prez or Stroker, and when I thought back to when we were told how he earned the name Stroker, it always made me smile.

"I know and appreciate it. This is home. I'll be back," I spoke, never turning to face the man. "What's up, Stroker, you thinking I'm not going to want to come back since my dad is gone? This club is my family, always has been."

"Nope, and I know we are your family. I also know you boys talk, just looking toward the future of the club, Speed. Your dad was going to talk with you the next time you came in on leave. We voted, and as you boys start coming back for good, we want to start working you in on the club's business side to prepare you boys for when we turn over the reins. Now with Cutter's spot open, it is there as soon as you want it or are ready to take it over." I heard a small catch in his voice and turned my head to look at Stroker, and for the first time, I noticed the years reflecting on the man's face.

"What will you five do when you step to the side?" I look back to the party. I had doubts they would be able to sit quietly by letting us run shit, but I guess anything’s possible.

"We want, when the day comes, to be able to ride for pleasure, relax, and enjoy not having the responsibility of the whole club on our shoulders. Who knows, maybe one of us will take an ol’ lady." I’m surprised I didn’t get whiplash from the speed I whipped my head around to look at him, and then when I looked at his face, his grin gave away that the statement was a big crock of shit. My brothers and I would be surprised if they ever took ol’ ladies. Why, when even at their ages, they didn’t hurt for a woman’s company?

Sure, our dads are some tough, mean-when-they-need-to-be men, but they had run like the wind over the years if a woman even gave a hint of wanting to tie one of them down. Then again, I see the draw to staying single myself: no one to worry about, coming and going as you please, and the best part—different pussy anytime you want. Though some of the members have ol’ ladies and still enjoy a little extra something on the side, most in the club, when they found their other half, that was it for them. Then again, the brothers have found the other half of their souls, so why would they want to chance losing it? Well, at least that was what they said, and it only got said when they were shit-faced because no brother in their right mind would speak of feelings unless he wanted someone to give him shit. I finally focus back on Stroker and my conversation enough to answer.

"I'll do one more tour and come back then," I told him, more to put his mind at ease. With the six of us growing up in the club, our dads raised us to follow the rules at an early age. It's what we know, Black Hawk MC would always be home, no matter how many side trips were taken along the way, we would always end up here.

"You better, you fucking smartass. It still amazes me they let you in with all the artwork on your body. We still laugh about your first day there." He smacked my back and chuckled.

Never would live that shit down.

"I don't know why you guys think that is funnier than shit. I didn't see the fucking humor in them asking me in front of everyone. Hell, I really think some of the guys in my unit believed the shit they were spewing." All I could do was shake my head thinking about the stupidity it took to believe the judge had ordered me to join. All due to the fact I was covered in tats. Dumbasses.

"Maybe it was because you were a scrawny little shit. Cutter and I were glad they put some meat on your ass," Stroker continued to laugh.

I continued to shake my head and roll my eyes, that too was a running joke, because my ass was anything but scrawny at six foot four and two hundred forty pounds of nothing but lean muscle with not an ounce of fat. It started when I hit fifteen and had a growth spurt that shot me past my dad and most of the men in the club. I couldn't complain, hell, that's when the bitches stood and took notice. The night the club celebrated my fifteenth birthday was when I got my first taste of pussy, and I never looked back.

"Kane, what do you want to be done with the busted-up bike?" Prez whispered just for my ears.

"Store it. I want to work on it myself when I get back. That's all I got left of him. You know?" I still couldn’t believe my dad wrecked. He was a helluva rider, and I know how he babied his bike, so there wouldn't have been fucking shit wrong with it.

"Anything for you, Speed," he said and started chuckling once more.

"What so fucking funny, now, Prez?"

"Just remembering your first time on a bike. Thought Cutter was going to beat your ass good for getting that ticket?" My Prez was full of himself tonight as he continued laughing.

"Yeah," I joined in the laughter, remembering. I'd barely been sixteen when I got my bike finished. Dad and some of the others had helped me build it. We no sooner got it running and on the road when I was stopped for speeding. "I didn't think he would let me ride after that, but after he had finished bitching at me, he said the cop was a prick, it was my birthday, and the asshole should've let me off with a warning."

Prez squeezed my shoulder, and we went quiet for a moment. I turned back to the party going on around us.

I was going to miss this place.

"Kane, grab a beer and some food, son," Stroker said, calling me by name as he slapped me on the back.

"I will, Prez," I said and watched three new bitches enter through the back, making their way across the room to the bar that was set up. "Fuck me, Stroker. I don't remember them the last time I was home."

"Yeah, got a few new faces around. Daisy invited them. They're new from the strip club. A few of the girls that hang around the club are employed there too. Figured with a few of the visiting members staying, we needed to round up a little extra flesh. Don't need the assholes complaining they weren't treated right in our territory," Stroker spoke as he watched Daisy work her way toward us.

I barely heard Stroker as he continued to talk with me, my attention was on the new girls. First time today I was sorry about having to leave in the morning, definitely would have liked to have gone to the club and watched the one strip down to nothing. But a private show would be all so much better.

"Sure am sorry about Cutter, Speed. Stroker, how about I take your mind off today for a while?" Daisy said, moving in close enough that Prez and I could see down her cleavage, which was pushing the max in the tight leather vest she sported with nothing under it while she rubbed her hand over Prez’s pant-covered cock.

"Can't you see we're talking, dammit," Prez reached out, grabbed her hair, and pulled her up against his body. That was my cue to get the fuck out of the way, because I refused to stand there when he pulled out his cock and Daisy blew him.

Daisy liked it a little rough, and Stroker, well, not that I gave a crap, but he liked giving it a little rough too.

"Sorry, let me make it up—" was all she got out as Prez pushed her to her knees, then looked at me and winked.

Fuck, I wasn’t above taking a woman in the middle of the club with my brothers watching, but sue me if I didn’t want to watch my Prez's old ass thrusting his hips and sliding his cock in and out of Daisy's mouth.

"Don't let me interrupt. I'm going over to the bar and see if I can't get in on some action of my own."

"Uh...hear ya," Stroker grunted out as his head hit the wall when he threw it back as Daisy's head bobbed and she let out a moan. Oh hell, wasn’t going to be eating anything soon, so I headed to the bar with the intention to bury my cock in the little auburn-haired newbie’s cunt, the one I saw walk in with the other two women, till the sun came up and I had to leave.

"Going to the bar. See you in the morning before I leave?" I asked, not expecting any of them to be up that early.

"Wouldn't miss seeing you off, Speed." When I turned back at his words, he grabbed Daisy's hair, yanked her head back, then shoved his whole length in her mouth and told her to take it all. Yeah, definitely wasn’t going to eat. and sure as fuck hoped I hadn’t just guaranteed myself a few nightmares. Wondered sometimes how I survived growing up in the club. Then I smile, because they’re the reason we were the men we were today. Wouldn’t trade my life for any other.

I leave Stroker getting his rocks off while I go see about acquiring some relief for myself. The women who hang around the club like dick and they're not ashamed to admit it. They get to party on the weekend and let their hair down. Who was I, or anyone else for that matter, to judge them, though there were quite a few who did, then again, the women didn't care and neither did any of the members? Especially me and the brothers, we were the ones who reaped the benefits of their skills. Not going to catch our asses complaining.

Cutter would have liked the turnout. Most people would frown on a party going on after someone died. Not us, it was a party representing how Cutter lived. How we all live. No mourning of death.

As I walked across the room, I noticed Coast and Flirt chatting up the auburn-haired babe. I walked toward them, and she glanced and set her green eyes right on me, then quickly looked back to the men and her friends to who she was currently talking with.

Yep, my relief was getting quenched for the night.

I stopped beside Coast and Flirt, "Hope you don't mind," is what they heard as I bent down and threw my cock's entertainment over my shoulder and turned, taking my prize for the night. I could feel my friend's eyes on my back.

"Asshole, you are lucky we don't kick your ass. Maybe we had some plans for that one. Besides, we got here first, when we're done, you can have a go," Coast said, and I turned back to him. The little thing I'd thrown over my shoulder clued me into what was going on since I caught her off guard with my move, and she started wiggling around on me until I just about dropped her. Me being the prick I am, I slapped her ass.

"Be still," was all I said, and squeezed a handful of soft ass and started to rub her backside, enjoying her squeal after I smacked her ass. The groan that followed when I moved said hand down the back of her thigh and back up, this time going under her tiny skirt. While I was feeling up my prize, I answered Coast.

"Come on, bro, I head back in the morning. You know I can take your ass anyway so really, wasted breath on the threat. Anyway, I should at least get to sample the new goods before I leave," I knew, and they knew she was going with me. My brothers just liked to cause shit when given the opportunity.

"Yeah, Speed, have a goodbye gift. Because when you get back to where you are going, you won't see pussy unless you’re into camels," Flirt said, frowning. I knew the frown wasn't for me but more for what he’s probably seen. Flirt would also be heading back to his unit in a few days.

I nodded at Flirt, then spoke low enough the others couldn't hear, "It’ll be fine, Flirt, we all will, brother."

Flirt turned back to the other women standing there, and I knew that was his way of ending the conversation. I’m sure our demons would follow us when we returned for good. They always do.

My prize for the night decided she had had enough of this and began putting on quite the show, telling her friends they should be helping her. The only thing the other two women did was laugh, then in unison told her to go with it and enjoy herself, before they turned back to Coast and Flirt, and continued their talking, well, their rubbing up against the brothers.

"Hold on, darlin'. Hope you are this fuckin’ feisty in bed. I love a challenge," I told my bundle as I turned and headed to one of the extra rooms for the night.

"Uh...you didn't have to just grab me. Asking would have been nice," she actually pinched my ass.

Fuck yeah, the snake wiggling in my arms had a little venom. And damn, I hoped she was willing to share some of it.

"Well, sweet cheeks, this is me asking, so hope you weren't planning to leave, because I need relief, and you are going to give it to me." A moan escaped her as I continued to rub my hand up and down over her ass cheek, working it closer to the heat I could already feel radiating from her pussy.

"You are a Neanderthal; you know that? Maybe if you had asked instead of just carting me off—" before she finished her statement, she smacked my ass with her little hand. It didn’t hurt, it felt more as if a feather hit my ass.

But her feistiness had my cock pressing against my zipper, and I took my hand off her ass to adjust it as I continued to walk. When I placed my hand back on her thigh and ran it under the skirt, I made sure my finger grazed her core. That shut her griping and turned it into another moan. Holy fuck, I was trying to get her back when the move cost me a small portion of my sanity as my fingers slid into her already wet heat, the thong she was wearing wasn’t much of a barrier. Which, for me, worked out great, less to remove and the sooner I could sink my cock in.

Damn, I don't remember the rooms being that far from the main room. Every little wiggle of her ass and the soft moans brought me closer to blowing. Something I haven’t done in my pants in a long ass time.

Reaching the door, I turned the knob, walked in, then slammed it behind us. No sooner than I set her down, I was on her, and we tumbled to the bed.

Well, hell, maybe the fifteen-year-old boy was still living inside me by the finesse of that move.

[image: A picture containing text, gear

Description automatically generated]

I woke, stretched, reached down, rubbed my morning wood, and then flinched. The fucker was sensitive but not that sore. I rolled over with the intention of taking care of the problem one last time before I had to get ready to leave but instead, I hit cool sheets. She was gone. Normally this wouldn’t have been an issue, but hell, last night had been one of the best fuck fests, and knowing it'd be a while before I got to enjoy a night like that again with any woman, sucked.

No sense in complaining about it, though, I should actually be thrilled I didn’t have to push her out of the room. I’d hit it, then hit it some more last night and into the early hours of the morning, and now she was gone, it played out just like I liked my fucks to go.

Get in, get out, and then move on to the next. Never a commitment.

Didn't take me long to get my shit together and head to my dad and mine’s place, well, I guess mine now. The place I grew up and, hopefully, the place I would make it back to.

When I heard the guys yell my name from outside, I gathered my duffel, dropped it by the door, and took one last look around, it already felt different without him.

Chapter One
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Fuck, I'm tired; it had been one long ass trip. From the desert to the U.S. had been long enough, but then the last two weeks clearing base was a pain in my ass. Between turning in paperwork, and my physical and psych evaluation, I didn't know if they were going to let me go no matter how many times I told them I was going to be okay. I could deal with death; it wasn't as if I hadn't been around it before. In my book, it is all in how you manage it that makes the man or breaks him.

All they kept focusing on was my unit pinned down and taking casualties until I made a dash for the burned-out truck on the side of the road, killing the bastards hiding behind it. I took fire that day, too, I just happened to get pissed because I was one fucking week from rotating back to the States and gaining freedom of a different kind. I wasn't going to re-up; three tours were enough for anyone. I had been one of the lucky ones, and though I may have killed when necessary, I hadn’t been shot or even injured in the ten years I had served—until that last week—the last part of my tour. So yeah, I ran toward the burned-out truck and killed the five insurgents taking cover there. The dumb move cost me two bullets: one in my left shoulder and the other in my right thigh. We'd been in the scout vehicle that day for the convoy, so by the time the rest of the battalion caught up to us, I was bleeding and covered in blood, my own and the rebels. Of the other four soldiers with me, my squad, only one was dead: the newbie we had just picked up that morning, PVT Jones. Besides his death, the other three soldiers that made up my team were just as shot up as I was. The five insurgents, though, laid in a pool of their own blood, good riddance to bad rubbish.

When the doctors were patching me up back at the base camp, they called me one lucky SOB because the bullet that hit my shoulder hit just shy of an artery and only chipped a bone on its way out the other side. They had to dig out the one in my thigh, but a couple of inches to the right on that one, and I wouldn't have one of the women's favored parts of my anatomy. Now that I would agree was luck.

I found myself finally cleared. The Colonel signed off on my discharge papers, shook my hand, and told me they hated to lose me. I grabbed what little stuff I had and headed to the parking lot beside the battalion's building. When I reached my bike, I stuffed my belongings in the saddlebags, the rest of it currently on its way back home courtesy of the military, swung my leg over, and straddled the bike. It roared to life, and I took off for the gates and the open road that lay beyond them.

Damn, I couldn't wait. Next permanent stop—home.
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My ass and legs were sure to cramp when I finally stopped. I'd been on the road for days and couldn't wait to get back to the club. It had been one long ride across the country from Virginia to Washington state.

My nickname, Speed, came from my penchant for flying down the open road and the fact that I had gotten a ticket the first time I'd taken out my bike. I thought I’d never live it down with my dad and the club, my mistake was thinking they had a little more maturity than my friends had. My friends, my brothers, I couldn't wait to see them.

We'd barely had our cuts when we started to leave one by one. It hadn't meant shit our dads were the six military buddies who had founded the Black Hawk MC, we had to bide our time just like every other prospect. Damn, the closer I got, the more I realized how much I missed the club—my family—more than I would have thought possible.

It would be different this time; I would have to adjust all over again to my dad's absence around the clubhouse. The Marines kept me busy, and I hadn't had to dwell on his death since the day I left after his funeral. Now with each mile that brought me closer, the more Cutter surfaced in my thoughts.

I was raised in the Black Hawk MC, my mother had been a club whore, and when my dad, Harvey "Cutter" Weston, wouldn't make her his ol’ lady, she'd handed me over and walked away, never looking back, I'd been three years old. Rumors traveled through the club that she was bouncing between clubs, trying to find a permanent place; another rumor surfaced that she became an ol’ lady at another club. Started using drugs and died of an overdose of heroin a few years before my dad died, the needle still stuck in the vein in her arm when they found her. It had come as no surprise for the members of Black Hawk, she’d been a user when she was with them. It wasn't like I was sad she was gone—couldn’t miss something I never had to begin with because even when she was around, she paid no attention to me.

My dad, Cutter, had been an enforcer in the club. The one who made sure every member followed the rules of Black Hawk. He was also one of the originals.

Looking down at my fuel gauge, I wasn't going to make it all the way in; one more stop was needed. The sun was going down, and I was tired, vowing I would be in my own bed tomorrow night. The next town I came across, I would stop, fill up my tank, grab some food, then stay the night, getting a good night's sleep before making the final leg of my trip and finally reaching my destination. As I passed by the road sign stating food, gas, and lodging at the next exit, I flipped the blinker and made my way down the exit. One more night and a few more hours on the road and I would be at the club.

It’d been a while, and I was ready. At least, I thought so.
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The next day, passing the sign that stated Shades Valley, a smile settled on my face. Damn, I was glad to be back. I looked around at the businesses lining the sides of the street and noticed some had changed over while the majority were the same ones as far back as I could remember.

The MC ran some of the businesses in town, like the garage on the corner, Hawks. From the looks of all the cars sitting behind the fence, business was booming, which wasn’t a shock because the men that worked there knew their shit. I would have stopped if the gate hadn’t been shut, signaling they were closed. Seemed the boys had finished early. As I continued, I passed Inked, the club’s tattoo shop, they were closed too, but it was more like they hadn’t opened yet for the day.

In the middle of town sat the sheriff's station, city hall, the bank, the post office, and then the B&B grocery. With the edge of town in my sights, I could see the strip club in the distance, and as I drove by, I noticed a few bikes in the parking lot but decided not to stop. I'd reach the club in another ten miles.

I slowed when I reached the turnoff to the club and rode a few minutes up the road until hitting the gate. The prospect on duty stood and watched as I approached. He didn’t look as young as I thought, more like closer to my age. I hadn’t been around for a while, so I wasn’t going to know most of the prospects at all.

As I got closer, I watched the guy look me over, his eyes settling on my cut. When he stepped out of the shack, I had been right about him being close to my age, but that was it, the guy was a brute, he had to be six and a half feet tall if he was an inch. His head was shaved, and as I looked him over, I could see the artwork peeking out from the edges of his sleeves. I slowed as I passed, he lifted his chin in acknowledgment, and I rode through the open gate. A minute later, I pulled up to the clubhouse only to be greeted by raised voices and a sheriff’s car parked out front.

Killing my bike’s engine, I threw my leg over, dismounted the bike, then looked around—yeah, nothing like home.

Chapter Two
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Speed
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“You’re an ass!” was yelled by a pint-sized woman in a deputy’s uniform as she faced off with my brother, Crusher. I stepped in and leaned against the doorframe to take in the show. No one had even turned when I walked in, all attention focused on Crusher and the deputy.

Sheriff Lance stood next to the deputy. He’d been the sheriff in these parts since I could remember. The club was lucky to have his backing, he never hassled us. But he expected us to toe the line in return, or at least if we did do something, he didn’t want to hear about it.

“Now, sugar, is that nice to say?” Crusher said with a smile plastered on his face. He towered over the woman with his six-three height, but it didn’t faze the little thing.

“Don’t sugar me, you walking sack of sh—” The deputy was cut off by the sheriff standing beside her. From my vantage point, I couldn’t see his face, but if the shaking of his head was any indication, it maybe wasn’t the first time he’d been put in this situation.

“Deputy, don’t go there. Christ, I brought you out here so we could get this settled,” Sheriff Lance said with a sigh.

“He started it when he passed me on the road. They all,” the deputy’s arm waved in front to include some of the surrounding brothers, “flew by me. Mr. Davis just happened to be the only one who flipped me off,” the deputy finished and crossed her arms over her chest.

“Now wait a damn minute...” Crusher paused, looked up, and before I knew what was happening, he headed in my direction, all but knocking the deputy out of the way.

“Goddammit, Speed, it’s good to see you, brother,” Crusher yelled out as he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me off the ground. The fucker had always been as strong as an ox because I am anything but a lightweight.

“Didn’t want to interrupt the cop powwow. Nice to know nothing’s changed while I was away.” I hugged Crusher back, and we shook hands. Then the room erupted as the rest of my brothers made it to me.

“What the fuck, Speed. Why didn’t you tell us you were coming back?” Stroker said and gave me a man hug.

“Wanted to surprise you guys, Prez.”

“Well, that you did, son,” the Prez said and stepped away, making room for the others to get in back slaps and handshakes.

As I looked around at the familiar faces of my family, there were several missing, “Where’s Devil, Coast, Flirt, and Jag?”

“They’re in town. We’ll go down to the strip club when they get home and have some fun. Give you a chance to rest and get your stuff settled at your place while we wait for them. You been by the place?” Crusher asked, and all I could do was shake my head in reply. It would be the first time back in the cabin after Cutter’s death, and in one instance, I was happy to be back, but in another, I knew it would feel different without him around.

“Jesus, another one. Now the reunion is over, do you think we can get this taken care of before I grow old?” Hell, looked like we’d all forgotten about the sheriff and deputy in the room.

“Ah, sweet cheeks, you feeling neglected?” Crusher turned and spoke to the deputy, and from the fire shooting out of her eyes, I expected him to burn to ashes in front of me.

Just as she opened her mouth to speak again, the sheriff cut her off, “Carly, let’s go. Time to let these gentlemen be with their friend.” Sheriff Lance started for the door, the deputy following and none too happy by the expression on her face.

“Glad to have you home, Speed. Let’s see how long you can be back without getting a ticket,” the sheriff laughed and patted me on the back as he walked out the door.

“Never going to live that shit down, am I?” I wasn’t asking a question because they hadn’t let me forget back then, so why the hell should now be any different? But one could hope.

Most of the men in the room chuckled and then disbursed to do their thing. I was back, and each would catch up with me sooner or later.

“You finished this time, Speed?” Stroker asked.

“Yeah, had enough. It was time to come home,” I said, which was the truth for the most part. I’d re-upped before I came back for my dad’s funeral, knowing I wouldn’t be able to stay around the club with him gone. The Marines kept me busy enough not to think about him every day, but his death still bothered me. Questions plagued my mind at night when it was dark and quiet, and I had time to think about things other than trying to stay alive myself.

Cutter was an excellent rider, yet he skidded off the road in a curve, flipped the guardrail, and hit a formation of rocks, but the bike didn’t explode, he’d just been thrown into those same rocks, and even with a helmet on, his neck had been broken on impact. The weather had been clear, nothing in the road that he could have hit to send him spiraling out of control. Not even skid marks from his tires or another vehicle. So the report read the rider had just lost control. Even with everything I had experienced in my life, some things were just not that clear-cut and dry. And with time spent in the desert, I learned to trust my gut—it kept me alive more than once. Now that I was back, I’d have the time to work it out, if I didn’t, I know I would never be able to lay Cutter to rest. My dad deserved no less.

“Fuckin’ great. It will be nice to have all you boys home, finally. It’s been too long,” Stroker said and patted my back.

“Yeah, you say that now. I give it a week with us all here, and we will spend more time in your office than we did when we were teenagers.” Crusher was right on that account, the six of us spent a fair share of our youth in that office with our dads yelling at us about respect, loyalty to the club, to our brothers, and most importantly, to ourselves. They taught us the codes to live by, not only as part of an MC but as part of everyday life because each bled into the other. We were taught fear was a great motivator and easy to obtain, but respect and trust were earned, and when you received all of them, the loyalty you would gain from the members would rival no other.

“Yeah, well, you are grown-ass men now, so I’m hopin’ not to see you in those chairs other than for business,” Stroker said while looking between Crusher and me.

“Don’t look at me, Prez, I just got back. Been on the road for damn days. I need a shower, food, and sleep, and not necessarily in that order. After that, well, you never know what kind of trouble one can get into. From what I saw when I walked in, trouble seems to have gotten here a few minutes before me for once,” I laughed and raised my brow at Crusher.

“Man, don’t start on that. That bitch and I have danced around each other since her ass came into town.”

“Yeah, wouldn’t have anything to do with her shooting you down all that time either, now would it, son?” Stroker turned to walk off and stopped to face us once more. “Good to have you back, Speed. Get settled in, get rested, and enjoy the next few days. I expect to see you in Church this week. Don’t be late, you know I can’t tolerate slackers.” He chuckled, turned, and started to walk away, yelling over his shoulder, “Crusher, stay away from the deputy ‘til she cools down and bring Speed up to par on things before Church.” Stroker turned down the hall and disappeared out of sight.

“Are you under the deputy’s skin, man, or what?”

“Or what is a good question. Come on, I’ll walk with you to your place. Fill you in. You got stuff on your bike?” Crusher turned toward the door.

“A little, shipping the rest. Didn’t want to load the bike down on the trip, so only brought enough to get by. If I need more, I’ll go into town and pick some things up,” I answered as I followed him out.

We grabbed the bags off my bike and headed around to the back of the clubhouse. A path to the side led to six cabins spread apart that the original six members lived in. Now it would just be me in the one I’d grown up in with Cutter.

“You staying back here with your dad, Crusher?”

“Yeah, but not with Dad. I have the place to myself now. After your dad had died, man, it hit the dads a lot harder than they let on or would admit to. They had a road cut out between these places,” he gestured to the cabins we were about to reach, “and the ones on the other side. It runs behind all the places, and they each built them a place back there.”

“Damn.”

“Feel ya. I didn’t know they’d taken it so hard until I got back first. Finished my last stint three years after we were back for your dad’s funeral. Did what you did and just showed up one day, going to surprise the old man,” he chuckled, “I got the surprise—the place was empty. I opened the door and just stood there. Didn’t take long until I heard bikes with the dads on them. Prospect at the gate had called them and said a member from another club was headed up. Told them he didn’t recognize me either, so they rode over. Of course, didn’t know it was me because I hadn’t called. They’d pulled up fully armed. Christ, thank God the fuckers didn’t shoot when I walked out the door.”

“No shit. They didn’t recognize your bike?”

“Nah, sold the old one and picked up another right before I headed back. So after they see me, instead of welcoming his son back, our Prez yells, ‘Dumbass, you should have called. You make it through the desert and get shot in your own damn home.’ Then I got welcomed.”

“Nice to know they haven’t changed in that aspect,” I said as we reached my place.

“Nope, not at all. If anything, Cutter’s death made them take a good look at their lives. Not that I think they would change anything about how they’ve lived, it’s almost like they feel they should’ve lived more because you could be gone at any moment.”

“Lived more? Seriously, they have lived by their own rules our whole lives. Before that, it had only been their time in service.” I didn't understand why our dads would feel that way.

“Not sure why, Speed. I just noticed the difference in them when I came back. That’s all.”

“So they live out behind the cabins here?”

“Yeah, have their own little compound within the compound.” We walked into the living room and set the bags down by the doorway.

I walked to the front windows and cracked them open, the place felt a little stuffy. “Pretty clean for being gone a few years,” I said as I looked around.

“The ol’ ladies clean the places every week, including yours. They probably know you’re back already, but we need to make sure of that,” Crusher laughed, “even though they are used to club life, seeing guys getting their dicks sucked, pussy getting eaten out, or club ass getting fucked over the pool table. Nothing prepared Shakes the day she walked in on Devil and Flirt.”

Shakes was Dare’s ol’ lady, he was one of the older men in the club, and Shakes had babysat each of us at one time or another as we’d grown up. She could be considered a surrogate mother to us all. It was another thing the six of us had in common. Born in the same year, months in between, and not one of our mothers had stuck around either, leaving our dads to raise us.

“Oh shit, I guess she walked in on them fucking, but how did she handle it?” Shakes had no problem putting us in our place growing up. If we acted out, she would bust our asses. But she would love on us too. Not that any of us would admit to it, but what little softness we have in us—was because of her. Her old man, Dare, was one of the club's older members, and they were one of the few families that lived in the other spare cabins that sat on club property. They hadn’t had any kids of their own, and I didn’t know why, because they would have been great parents. Hell, they’d pretty much raised us.

“Man, I was on the porch with Coast at my place. Just so happen that Dad and Cruz were walking up about the time we hear Shakes yell, “what the fuck.” Dad and Cruz are running by then, and Coast and I are off the porch sprinting behind them. We hit Flirt’s steps as she was stepping out; brother, her eyes were huge. Well, we’re thinking fuck, what had she found, but from the bitching going on inside, we at least knew she hadn’t found a body. Anyway, Coast and I walk through the door with Cruz behind us while Dad is stuck on the porch, trying to get Shakes settled down. The sight before us was...well, Lindy on a swing that was attached to the rafters across Flirt’s ceiling and on her back in it. Devil was standing at her head, and Flirt was between her legs.

“Lindy is yelling to get her down because she is no longer in the mood. Devil’s smiling at us, and Flirt is yelling at Lindy to hold still while he gets her the fuck down, all the while there is a humming noise, which ends up belonging to the vibrator that is still on, moving across the floor.

“Coast, Cruz, and I step back out because yeah, we are busting a nut laughing at everything going on because Shakes is yelling at my dad that that is why there are fucking locks on the door. Our boy Flirt seems to have moved into a new field of study by Shakes recount on what happened, which by the way, at this time, Preacher and Flyboy walk up in the middle of her explanation. Seems she walked in, and Devil was holding Lindy’s head in place by her hair and fucking her mouth while Lindy’s legs were straight up, her heels at Flirt’s shoulders as he’s rotating a vibrator in her pussy and pounding his meat up Lindy’s ass. And on his in strokes, he pulled on the chain attached to the nipple clamps he had on Lindy.” When Crusher finished, both of us were adjusting our crotches and laughing because between the floor crawling vibrator and the scene playing before Shakes’s eyes, what she was more than likely yelling at was seeing Flirt and Devil bare-assed with their dicks on display.

After we had settled ourselves down, I yawned and sat down on the couch. “I don’t remember a Lindy the last time I was home.”

“She’s been around awhile. Waitresses at the diner during the day and dances at the strip club a couple of nights a week. Bitch has a tight little body, pussy isn’t worn the fuck out, and Lindy is up for anything too. Maybe she will be working tonight, and we can sample her goods. Horny thing, too, we might just get her to do us in the back. Club members are the only ones the girls go that extra mile for in the private rooms. Regular patrons only get the dance.” Crusher moved toward the door to leave.

“Sounds good to me. I could do with some pussy.” Considering I hadn’t been laid in a couple of weeks, I could use the release before my balls turned blue. Crusher opened the door and stepped out on the porch.

“I’ll come by when I get back from my run into town for Prez. The others should be back, and then we can ride. Grab some grub at the diner, then hit the club.”

“Works for me,” I said as I stood and walked toward the door. The travel was kicking in, and my body was tired. Crusher must be running on club business, or he would have called Stroker dad instead of Prez.

“Later, Speed,” Crusher said and closed the door.

I took one more look around the place, bent for my bags, and headed for my bedroom. Life at home without my dad begins.

Chapter Three
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Sami
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“Come in!” I yelled to whoever knocked on my door. Never going to get the damn receipts tallied if people didn’t quit interrupting me. As the door opened, I set the stack aside, and Tank’s body filled the space.

“Hey, Sami, hate to interrupt you, but Perry just finished cooking up the fried chicken for the day. He wanted to know if you’d like some before the Black Hawks start ordering it, and there’s nothing left. He knows how you like it and usually takes some home.”

My men, that’s how I thought of the male employees here at Soft Tails, they looked out for the girls who worked here and me. I was worried when I took over the management of the club about how the males would respond to a woman being in charge. Then again, considering Black Hawk owned the club, that too could be a great motivator to do your job. Looking back as the big man waited for my answer, I smiled, thinking of the one small girl who walked in and wrapped a group of hardened men around her finger.

“That would be great, Tank. Can you tell Perry to box up a few pieces, and I will grab it when I’m ready to leave?”

“Sure thing, boss,” Tank said and turned on his heel to leave.

“And Tank?” I placed a serious look back on my face, at least, I hoped it was serious before he turned back to face me.

“Yeah?”

“Tell Perry no candy in that box either.” I watched the big guy’s dark brown eyes twinkle because he knew they were busted.

“Ah, Sami, you’re no fun. Our girl likes the surprises.” Nothing was funnier than when a big man tried to pout.

“Umm...our girl...is not going to have teeth left in her mouth if you men don’t stop. And if I can’t get you to stop, will you at least pick up some sugar-free stuff? Last time she like to never went to sleep.”

“You got it, boss.” Tank hurried out after his reply to stop me from scolding him because he knew that I knew they wouldn’t stop with the sweets. Why I bothered, I don’t know.

Before the door closed behind Tank, three of the girls walked in. There are days I’m surprised I ever got anything done.

“Hey, boss lady,” Candie’s always called me that since the first day I started. I met her when I first came to this town. She’d been nice to me, and we had hung out some. When I’d gotten my business degree and landed this job, she’d been thrilled for me. Seemed the last manager had expected freebies on the side from the girls, and if that wasn’t enough, the fool thought he could slip a little extra from the till. Ummm...bold move when an MC owned the business you stole from. It hadn’t worked out too well for the man, at least, that was what the rumor mill put out.

“Hey, girl, you are early. And I know it can’t be that you are trying to impress the boss because I don’t swing that way.”

“Christ, Sami, if you did, you might have more propositions than you already get with the men that come through this place.” I couldn’t help but laugh. I may manage a strip club, but the employees here were some of the best people I have met.

“Oh, stop. You make it sound like I have men lined up around the corner.”

“Only because you don’t pay attention, or you shoot them down when they hit on you,” Babs said as she snapped her gum. The only time she’s not with a mouth full was when she danced. She’d been trying to quit smoking, and that couldn’t be easy in a place full of men every day, half of them puffing away.

“I’m just glad you don’t strip, hun. Shit, the rest of us wouldn't make a damn dime.” Syn was a petite redhead with green eyes. Her chest alone grabbed men’s attention. Toss in her curvy body and flawless skin, and she could make any other woman question her own looks.

I looked down at my breasts and then back up to Syn, “Wouldn’t make any money with these babies.”

“First off, you have a great set of tits, Sami. And no, I don’t go around daydreaming about you like half the yahoos out there.” Syn made the gesture over her shoulder, indicating the men out in the bar as if we didn’t know who she was talking about. “Besides, you could own a set of these babies for the right price,” Syn said as she pushed her breasts together, making Babs, Candie, and I laugh.

“Geez, Syn, you always make me laugh.”

“Nothing but the truth, hun.”

“Alright, what time is it anyway?” I needed to finish my work so I could head home.

“One,” Candie answered as she looked down at her watch.

“Crap, I need to get this stuff finished so I can get home. Mrs. Mayson has a doctor’s appointment, and I told her I would come and get Spider so she could go. It’s my split day, and I will be back tonight after I get her ready for bed.”

“We’ll let you get back to work. We gotta go get ready anyway.” Candie started toward the door with the other two following behind. When they reached the door, the three yelled, “Later,” as the door closed behind them.

I worked on the receipts, counted the money from the night before, and placed it in the safe for deposit. Black Hawk would send someone down each day to take it to the bank. It was supposed to be the manager’s duty, but when they hired me, they said they would swing by and do it. My safety being the reason. They didn’t want me tagged for carrying around that type of cash. I have to admit, I was thankful. Might be a small town we lived in, but why take a chance?

When I entered the information into the computer, I straightened the desk, grabbed my purse out of the bottom drawer, and got up to leave.

Walking into the kitchen to grab the box Perry had prepared for me, I stopped to talk with him and Bud, the young man who helped Perry out in the evening. We ran a limited menu for the bar patrons: burgers, fries, onion rings, and a variety of cold sandwiches with chips. Once a week, Perry came in early and fried chicken for that night, giving a change-up in the menu. The men who frequented the place had come to enjoy Perry’s little change in the items. It never failed that someone would try to get him to add a special item every evening, from wings to pizza. Perry’s reply was always the same, “Thought you came to drink and watch the girls, you want shit you get from your wives’ or mothers’ kitchens, then take your ass to the diner.”

“Hey, Perry, thanks for setting aside some chicken for me. Looks like it is starting to get busy out there. I don’t know if the girls or your food draws them in.” I can’t help but tease the man. He was in great shape for sixty-five years old, and he had been a godsend for this place.

“You’re welcome, sugar. You know angel face loves my chicken.”

“I don’t know why you call her angel face, the girl is like a tornado with legs, and when she does sit still for five minutes, I keep checking on her because it usually means she is contemplating her next move.”

“Sami, you need a man before that girl gets to her teens. You’re going to need someone to protect her or, at the very least, look out that she doesn’t end up in jail. I’m undecided on how that is going to play out.”

I had listened to this from Perry almost every day on how I needed a plan of action started so I didn’t have to spend my free time beating some random boy off with a bat. Thank God I still had a few years.

As I told Perry bye and headed back toward the front, I waved to everyone as I went by. Frankie was behind the bar, and Bull was watching the floor.

“Darlin’, come over here and have a drink with us. I promise we don’t bite; if we do, it won’t be hard.” Stopping by the table closest to the door, I smiled. Roscoe was one of the club’s regulars and a member of Black Hawk MC. The man had to be close to Perry’s age, but we have had the same banter every time he’s in the place and I pass by.

“Ahhh, Roscoe, that won’t be the only thing not hard if you keep drinking as you do.”

“Darlin’, even at my age, that particular organ has no problem getting hard. I am sure all it would take is you to sit that sweet ass on my lap, and it would come to life.”

“Roscoe, you do realize you are old enough to be my grandfather, right?”

“You’re legal and a woman, age don’t mean nothin’ as long as you enjoy what’s being done to you. And, little girl, doing you would be a pleasure for both of us.

“If’n you need references, ask your girl, Candie, when she comes off the stage. Had her yelling my name last night and early this morning.” Every Black Hawk member that sat around the table burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Roscoe, now that was TMI. I’m going home and work on getting rid of that vision. Behave yourself. And, gentlemen, you have a good time, and please don’t let him ride his bike back if he keeps drinking.”

They each gave a chin lift in agreement, and I turned, leaving them laughing. When I reached the door, Brutus was working and held it open for me and watched while I walked and got in my car, then after I pulled out in the rearview mirror, I saw him close the door.
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“Mama!” was yelled as I stepped through the door into Mrs. Mayson’s house.

“Hey, baby girl. Have you been good?” I bent down to catch the little body aiming right for me.

“I was...good.” I caught her, and she wrapped her little arms around my neck and squeezed.

“She’s getting as big as you, Sami,” Mrs. Mayson said as she walked out of the kitchen. “And, Ally, did I hear you say you were good today?” Sue Mayson smiled at me and winked. With that, it could mean that yes, she was an angel, which would surprise me more than no, she tied sheets around her and tried to jump off the roof. Sad but true, her tiny frame, her silky black hair to her gold speckled blue eyes yelled little lady, she was anything but.

“Uh huh. I ate all my carrots at lunch.” I looked at Sue, whose pursed lips and raised eyebrows told me this was not going to be good, I just hoped it wasn’t anything like last week at school when she told her teacher, Mrs. Elderman, that she wasn’t growing boobies because then she couldn’t play outside without her shirt on.

Ally let me go, looked toward Mrs. Mayson, and then faced me. “I punched Benji in the nose,” she said with no apology in her voice, and the expression on her face said she wasn’t sorry for doing it.

When I looked up at Sue, she shrugged her shoulders and smiled. Ally never lied, at four she spoke well for her age, was starting to read, and had a stubborn streak that rivaled a grownup’s.

“Spider, why did you punch Benji?” Benji was five and went to the same preschool as Ally. They constantly argued. So much so that Mrs. Elderman separated them in class.

“He said I couldn’t go to school because I didn’t have a daddy,” Ally said, and the only hint that what he said hurt her feelings was she sucked her bottom lip in. It was a sure sign she’d been upset.

“You know no matter what people say to you, even if it is ugly, we don’t hit them, Ally.” She shook her head in agreement but looked none too happy about it. “Go get your bag so we can go home and let Mrs. Mayson get to her errands.” Ally left to get her things, and I looked at Sue and sighed. “What am I going to do with her?”

Sue chuckled, “She will grow out of it, Sami. She is rough and tough now, which isn’t a bad thing. One day, instead of wanting to do what boys do, she will want to watch the boys doing it.”

“Ugh, don’t remind me of that. It’s not that I don’t want her to take up for herself or even be tomboyish, but, Sue, I can’t get her in a dress. Last week, she even asked Thelma while we were getting our haircut if she would cut her hair short like a boy’s. Now, she has moved on to fighting, what is next?”

“Ally will be fine. Mrs. Elderman wasn’t upset, she scolded Benji for saying that to her, but she also said it would depend on what Benji’s parents said when she informed them when they picked him up. She didn’t seem to think they would make too much of a fuss over it since Benji was wrong in saying that. However, luckily she didn’t hit that hard, his nose was red, and his lip swelled a small amount.”

“Great.” I might have to tell Perry to put his money on jail time for Ally, she seemed to be leaning in that direction.

“The reason that all happened was that in a few weeks, they have a day where the dads come to the school and do crafts and eat lunch with the kids. That was when Benji said she couldn’t come that day because she didn’t have a daddy.”

“Well, I can’t run out and buy her a daddy. We’ve had the talk, she knows why she doesn’t have a daddy. At least as close to the talk as you can have with a four-year-old. She knows he is gone. She knows he didn’t know about her when he left. I explained the best I could to her when she asked why she didn’t have one,” I whispered, not wanting for Ally to hear any of our conversation.

“Oh, honey, there are men out there who don’t have a problem raising other men’s kids as their own. But if you don’t go out, you won’t find one. And don’t say you are around men all day.” She smiled.

Knowing she was right and actually doing something about it were two different things. Between Ally and my job, there wasn’t much time for socializing. And when I was off, it was time to catch up on chores and spend extra time with Ally.

When Ally walked back in dragging her bag, nothing else was said. She hugged Sue goodbye, and I told Sue we would see her later. Sue would come over to my house next door and stay with Ally while I went back to the club.
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“Come on, baby girl, let’s get you cleaned up, and your pj’s on before Mrs. Mayson gets here.” Ally finished her dinner while I straightened up the kitchen.

“Can I see what candy Perry sent me now?” She pushed her plate away and smiled at me. I hadn’t said a word to her about the chicken being Perry’s, and she still knew. She also knew those men wouldn’t forget to put something in the box either.

“There wasn’t any candy in the box, baby girl.” I watched her brow furrow, it would be the first time she didn’t get some kind of candy from Perry or one of the guys. Tank must’ve told Perry what I said, so yes, they went in another direction. I was undecided about which would be worse where they were concerned. “But...” I paused, dragging it out.

“But what, Mama?”

“No candy, but they sent you a cupcake.” And I had to smile as she bounced in her seat when I picked up the small box and set it down in front of her.

“Yay! My favorite,” as she dived into her chocolate cupcake with chocolate icing from Claire’s Bakery in town. Which meant one of the guys would have had to run there and back to pick it up. They spoiled the girl rotten.

“Finish that, and then you can get in the bath.”

“‘K,” she said around the cupcake.

Ten minutes later, Ally was in the bathtub, and I was redressing in work clothes out of the sweats I’d put on to lounge around the house comfortably.

When the doorbell rang, we were just headed down the steps. I was ready for work, and Ally was ready for a little TV before bed. Pulling the door open for Sue, I quickly stepped back before Carly barreled in instead of Sue.

“Ugh, I have had a shitty day, do you have any wine, beer, or poison?” My friend headed straight down the hall toward the kitchen, and as she passed Ally, she yelled, “Hey, short
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