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Origins:

 


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

 


Mayhem and Torrin’s twins: Roark and
Taryn

 


Deviant and Tage’s kids: Welliver and
Lily

 


Romeo and Justice’s kid:
Helrick

 


Chaos and Beau’s kid: Rain

 


Grim and Valentine’s kid:
Pendergrass

 


Whip and Harley: No kids

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


I had an unhealthy obsession. It
wasn’t drinking or fighting. It wasn’t driving fast or sex on my
hover bike. My obsession was a man of all things, the new prospect
Henry and his very fine ass. I was perched against my bike with my
ankles crossed staring at said obsession. He was with the two other
prospects that signed up. All of us were waiting outside the
hospital building. It was a shit gig, but someone had to do it. No
one fucked with a club member. This asshole, Jack “JJ” Johnson, not
only took a swing at an Outlaw’s daughter, she also beat the shit
out of him, and then our resident troublemaker Arie finished him
off. He was currently in the healing chamber getting bones rebuilt
and skin patched up. We were here to make sure this guy dropped all
the assault charges. I was the most intimidating person in the
club, other than my father Mayhem. This was going to be a pleasure.
At that thought, my gaze drifted toward Henry and his brown eyes
quickly looked away. Was he staring at me?

“Roark.”

At the sound of my name, I shifted my
stance to be prepared for a fight. It was natural, automatic, but
it was just a club old man walking toward me. “Hey, Valentine.”
This was one of Pendergrass’s fathers.

“He in there?”

“Yup. Waiting on
him.”

Valentine nodded, sending long brown
hair strands around his face. He looked damn good for being in his
forties. “You get this shit done. For my girl. For the
club.”

I nodded, relaxing my
stance.

“I’d beat his ass myself,
but my girl just wants to drop it. She won’t even tell me why they
fought.”

“More like why she gave
him a beat down,” I mumbled.

“Damn right.” He grinned.
“Hey, prospects, when the job’s done, give this man’s cock a
suck.”

Before I could scoff, because we
didn’t haze prospects like that anymore, one of them
answered.

“Funny,” Henry said under
his breath.

We may not be pricks and force sexual
favors, but there would be no disrespect. I straightened to my full
six feet. “You talking back, prospect?”

His brown eyes widened. “Um.
No.”

The other two stepped away from
Henry.

“No what?” I took a step
toward him.

“No, Sir,” Henry said,
swallowing loudly and then licking his bottom lip.

I nodded and leaned back on my bike.
Sometimes they forgot that just because I wasn’t much older, two
years to be exact, I was still a member. I was their superior until
they became a patched member. They weren’t yet my club brothers.
And I didn’t get in this MC because of my father’s membership. It
was my courage, my skill, and my distaste for the law. I was born
to be an Outlaw. Valentine was grinning foolishly when I glanced
back at him. “What?”

“I swear you’re Whip’s
kid, and he didn’t want you so they sent you to Mayhem.”

I gave Valentine the finger. Old man
or not he deserved it. Whip was the club’s sexual dominant. He had
all sorts of fetishes that most of us tried hard not to
discover.

Valentine snorted and hopped back on
his bike.

I hadn’t even heard it approach
because I was busy thinking about my obsession. A nice ass was just
as dangerous as drinking or drugs. It was fucking pathetic that I
left myself so vulnerable over a hole. Now annoyed I watched the
doors of the hospital and waited for our prey.

****

Several hours had passed, and the city
was in the beginning grips of sunset. In the last twenty minutes
the other prospects left to do club business. Valentine was asshole
enough to leave me with one prospect, Henry. It was a hard, very
hard and stiff wait. Jack Johnson limped out of the wide doors. The
bitch was bigger than I thought. Not that his build would deter
me.

“His car’s in the alley,”
Henry said, watching our target.

I already knew that so I didn’t
respond. My footsteps were heavy as I marched around the building.
I was a big guy myself so quiet didn’t exactly work. JJ was
standing at his dark hover car frowning into the window. He must
have seen our reflection because he whipped around and looked at me
with wide eyes. I’ll give the fucker credit for not bolting right
there. I knew the sight of me usually did the best intimidating. I
had black hair, bright blue eyes, was six feet tall, and packed
with muscle. Hours lifting weights and wrestling with unlucky
prospects had honed my body into a dangerous machine. Add the scowl
and the Outlaw MC patch … most people ran. “Hello, JJ.”

He swallowed so hard his prominent
Adam’s apple bobbed. “And my day is complete.”

“Sarcasm. Really?” Henry
muttered beside me.

I had to agree with the prospect, that
was odd. Usually there was more running and begging when we did
these kinds of things. “We need to talk.” I stepped closer. “You
don’t fuck with the Outlaw MC or their kids.”

“Fuck?” He scowled. “She
didn’t tell you, did she?”

Never trust a man trying to save his
own ass. Lying comes naturally in these situations.

“We are … were friends.
Pen and me. Going to medic classes together. It’s how we met,” he
said.

I was tired and dealing with a
constant hard on for the last few hours. “Talking ain’t going to
stop my fist.”

JJ held up his hands. “I told Pen I
liked her, and I tried to kiss her.”

Maybe words would stop me.

“She freaked out and
punched me in the face. I did push her back so she couldn’t reach
me for a second shot. That’s when that asshole—”

“Hey!” I growled, stepping
into his personal space.

“Sorry. Arie showed up and
Pen went crazy.”

Interesting, knowing Pen and from what
she told Valentine about dropping this, his story was pretty
fucking possible. “You’re going to drop all the assault charges
against Arie.” It wasn’t a question.

“Already done.” His brown
eyes darted from Henry to me.

Hours with a hard cock and no hole,
now I couldn’t even take my frustration out with my fists. “Then
we’re done here. You’re balls are safe for tonight.”

“Do you want a
thanks?”

I growled at him. JJ rushed into his
car, activated the hover tech, and took off.

“Well, that was
anticlimactic,” Henry said, waiting until the lights of JJ’s car
faded before turning to me.

“You could always suck my
dick like Valentine suggested. That’d be a guaranteed climax.”
Okay, grumpy and horny made my rare verbal filter lax.

Henry smiled. “Wouldn’t be the worst
thing I’ve done for the club.”

He was joking, right? I stared at him
intently. “I don’t play games, Henry. If you’re looking to suck my
cock there will be no joking.” Me, too serious? When he didn’t say
anything but stared at me wide-eyed I walked away. Fucking
prospects. Let him chew on that proposal. Subtlety wasn’t really my
thing either, kind of like that filter.

My thick thighs clenched as I
straddled my bike. I turned it on when Henry came around the
building. “I’m heading toward the MC cave. You’re welcome to join
me.” Yup, obsession. It was stupid to fuck a prospect. He could be
doing it to become a member faster. He could be a cock eater which
were basically groupies looking for sex and an easy life as a
member’s husband. He could be doing this for some other dirty
fucking reason. I activated my hover tech and headed toward the MC
cave without hearing an answer. If Henry showed up, I was getting
my cock into some warm hole. If he didn’t show up, I was drinking
the whiskey stashed there and using my hand. Either way, the night
would be much more “climactic” than the fight.


Chapter Two

 


The MC cave was literally a cave. It’s
where our current president, Justice, created the Underground MC
way back when. It was a museum now, preserved a few years ago to
show the history of our people. During the day people came here to
reflect and think. At night it was mostly an MC hangout. Tonight
was quiet, though, which was the way I liked it. When I shut my
hover bike off the sound of the city surrounded me. Cars going
past, buildings lit up, people talking. The entrance was lit by
soft round lights that hovered by the rock. They brightened as I
approached. The cave, despite it being a museum, still smelled like
a cave. Damp, musky dirt and the occasional echo. I walked down the
ramp, staring beyond the rope to the bikes that had once been part
of the war. They were damaged, scrapped up, showing the tear of
bullets ripping through their body. The tube-like tunnel opened up
to show a huge room, and the sounds of the city faded away. Our
stash was hidden behind more decorative rope that showed the cots
the Underground MC was forced to live in. Third from the front,
right side, under the thin mattress that once held the heroes of
Mars. There was only one bottle left so I snatched it up and
followed the self-guided tour to the room that used to be President
Justice’s. It had a big bed, a desk, and it was off the main path.
I hopped over the barrier and went to find a place to hunker
down.

I took a sip of whiskey right from the
bottle head and lay back on the bed. The soft roar of a bike
sounded above and a slow smile formed on my face. I guess he didn’t
ask the cock eaters about me, or maybe he liked to be a good little
submissive. I clenched my hand around the fresh, breathing bottle.
The engine turned off, sending me back into total silence. My dick
was swelling as I stood. I rubbed myself absently through my pants
and got up to lean against the wide door frame. For months I’d been
restraining myself, focusing on the club. That ended here, tonight.
I licked my lips, tasting hints of whiskey, and hardened with
anticipation. Was there rope around here? Eh, I could use my hands
to restrain him. Henry was inches shorter than me and definitely
not as strong. His footsteps were light but audible in the quiet
cave. Henry was coming down the ramp. He was ready to become my
bitch. Whether it was for the night or longer, I wasn’t sure.
Usually my lovers only lasted a few hours before they
broke.

“Roark?” His voice was
hesitant like he was ready to flee.

Oh please, run. I’d love to give
chase. I always caught my prey. “I’m right here, prospect.” I
swaggered through the
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