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ROYAL BASTARDS CODE

PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

RESPECT: Earn it & Give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

OL’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s Ol’Lady. PERIOD.

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

LOYALTY: Takes precedence overall, including well-being.

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

TRUST: Years to earn it... seconds to lose it.

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.
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The damn Tennessee sun was blazin’ hotter than hell, but that didn’t keep the crowds from pourin’ in at our annual charity bike wash. As the president of the Royal Bastards MC, I was smack dab in the middle of it all, slingin’ a hose and scrubbin’ down a line of bikes that looked like it could stretch clear to the next county. I wasn’t above gettin’ my hands dirty. We were out here tryin’ to scrub up some good will, showin’ this town that even a bunch of outlaws like us could throw down for a good cause. This year, we were raisin’ hell for the local kids’ sports teams, right there at the elementary school.

I was all caught up in the spray and rinse rhythm, longin’ for a cold beer, when she barged into the chaos like a whirlwind that cut through the hot air. Her entrance flipped every head, mine included. She wove through the crowd of leather and ink, carryin’ herself like she owned the place, which sure as hell didn’t fit with the playful ruckus of the day. Her hair was yanked back in a no-nonsense ponytail, and that light yellow summer dress she wore stuck out like a sore thumb among the grease and suds.

Then, shit hit the fan—my hand slipped just a tad too much. The hose jerked out of line, and a wild spray of water shot across the air, drenching her before I could even holler a warning. Instantly, her dress was plastered to her, and she spun around, her eyes shootin’ daggers right at me.

I dropped that damn hose quicker than a hot poker, feelin’ my heart poundin’ in ways it hadn’t in a long stretch. 

“Hell, I’m sorry!” I blurted out, my hands fumblin’ for a towel. 

Even mad as a hornet and soaked to the bone, she was a sight. Yeah, I let my gaze linger a little too long, takin’ in every inch of her. She had the kind of curves that could make a man’s mind wander down roads best left untraveled. A full-figured beauty, she carried herself with a kind of confidence that damn near knocked the wind out of me. Those green eyes of hers sparkin’ up like they might just ignite something fierce in me or set me straight to burnin’.

“You make a habit of soaking women or am I just the lucky one today?” she shot back, snatchin’ the towel right out of my grip. Her tone was all edges, but her cheeks were dusted with a hint of a smile beneath that storm cloud.

A laugh escaped me, the tension cracklin’ but startin’ to ease off as I met her fiery stare. “Only the special ones. Name’s Knox,” I offered, thinkin’ maybe there was a chance to smooth things over yet.

“Eliza,” she said, a bit more softened now, as she patted down her face with the towel. And I noticed there wasn’t a ring on her finger. She looked around, takin’ in the banners for the charity, the families and kids all gawkin’, the bikers minglin’ around. “I came for the charity, not the shower.”

I nodded, all too aware of the mix-up we’d stirred. “Well, Eliza, let me square it with you. How ‘bout coffee? On me. Warm you up.” I tried my darnedest to keep my eyes off her wet clothes, clingin’ to her as I offered. “A place just ‘round the corner that’s safe from any rogue hoses.”

Her slight nod gave me a sliver of hope. Maybe this day wasn’t shot after all. Maybe it was just gettin’ started. Her eyes gave me the once-over, the fire in ‘em coolin’ down to something thoughtful. Finally, she gave a nod. 

“Coffee sounds good,” she conceded, a smile slowly takin’ over where the scowl had been. “Maybe you can clue me in on how a Royal Bastard like you ends up throwing a charity bash.”

As we made our way to the coffee shop, her dress was dryin’ but still clung to her in ways that made it damn hard not to look. Made it hard for me to walk. I found myself hopin’ this unexpected drenchin’ might be the start of somethin’ else unexpected. 

Strollin’ toward the coffee shop, Eliza seemed to ease up a bit, the earlier tightness in her body meltin’ away with each step under that warm Tennessee sun. Curiosity sparked in her eyes as she took in the sight of my brothers, the bikers minglin’ back at the wash.

“So, y’all do this often?” she asked, tuckin’ a stray strand of chestnut hair behind her ear, all casual like. 

“Every few months,” I replied, a swell of pride risin’ up. “We try to give back, keep the peace with the town. Ain’t all just about rough rides and bar brawls, you know?”

She laughed then, a sound smooth enough to soften the edges of any rough day. “I gotta admit, it’s not what I expected when I heard a motorcycle club was in on it. It’s... nice.”

“Glad we could surprise ya,” I shot back with a grin. 

Eliza dug through her bag and pulled out a pair of black-rimmed glasses. Slipping them on, she transformed right there on the sidewalk, and I couldn’t help but let out a low whistle. “Damn, that’s a whole new look for you.”

She flashed a grin, clearly amused by my reaction. 

I made an effort to explain. “Gives you a smart, mysterious vibe,” I said, putting my hands in my pockets to hide the stiff rod growing in my pants.

She laughed, a sound as light and stirring as the breeze. “Well, I am a teacher, Knox. I spend most of my days trying to wrangle a room full of kids at the elementary school.”

“That so?” I mused, watching the way the morning light caught in the highlights framing her face. “Bet you’re pretty good at that. You got this, uh, refined way about you. And those glasses just... they fit.”

Her cheeks colored just a bit. “Thanks? I did go to the University of Tennessee. Got my degree and everything.”

Impressed, I nodded. “Vol, huh? That’s something. I didn’t even finish high school myself. Learned everything from the school of hard knocks,” I joked, hoping to see that smile again. “Kind of where I got my road name.”

“Knox... that’s clever,” she said, her eyes shining behind those glasses as she studied the patch on my cut. “I figured it was because of the city.”

“Both really. My education has been one of the streets and the road, mostly in Knoxville,” I confirmed, stepping in closer. 

“Sounds like you’ve had quite the education.” She batted those pretty eyes as she looked up at me. She wasn’t short, but she wasn’t nearly as tall as me.

“It’s taught me plenty about what matters. But meeting someone like you? Makes me think maybe I missed out on some of the classroom type of learning,” I said, trying to hide the fact I was thinking of her, in those glasses and nothin’ else. I’d steal the paddle away from her.

She laughed again, this time a bit softer, a bit deeper. “Maybe I can catch you up on some of the things you missed,” she offered, her tone teasing but sincere. She had no clue that I was pondering all that junk in her trunk.

“I’d like that,” I said, imagining bending her over her desk. “So, how about we skip the coffee here and go for a ride instead? I know a great place with the best view of the mountains.”

Her eyes lit up at the suggestion, any hesitation swept away by the promise of an adventure. 

“My Harley’s parked just down the street, and it’s calling our names,” I tried to seal the deal. I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was the start of something... Something good. It was high time I let myself have something good.

We were just a hop away from the coffee joint when a sudden shout cut through the bustle of the street. “Mommy!” A little voice, sharp as a bell, sliced through the noise. I turned to see a little tyke, couldn’t be more than five, tearin’ toward us. Her hair was the same shade as Eliza’s and bounced in a ponytail that matched her sprightly spirit.

Eliza’s face lit up with love and a touch of embarrassment. “Emma!” she exclaimed as the little bullet launched into her arms. “What are you doin’ here? You were supposed to be with Grandma.”

The kiddo, Emma, looked up with eyes as bright as her mom’s. “Grandma took me to the park.” Her gaze then shifted to me, sizing me up with that innocent curiosity kids have. “Who’s he?”

“This is Knox,” Eliza introduced, her voice warm but edged with the caution of a mother hen. “He helped organize the charity wash today for your mom’s school.”

“Hi, Knox,” Emma said, throwin’ me a wave. She seemed to be tryin’ to piece together how a big, tattooed biker fit into her mom’s day. “Looks like the big bad wolf, mommy,” she said out the side of her little mouth with a giggle.

Eliza’s eyes grew as wide as saucers.

“Hey there, Emma. Nice meetin’ you.” I crouched down to get on her level. “You have fun at the park?”

“Yeah! Grandma, let me feed the ducks!” Emma’s excitement bubbled over before she turned back to Eliza. “Can we get ice cream now?”

Eliza shot me an apologetic look. “I’m sorry, Knox. I’ve gotta find Grandma. Looks like coffee’s gonna have to wait. Duty calls.” Her smile told stories of a life jugglin’ the unexpected as a single mom.

“No worries.” I stood, brushing off my jeans. “How ‘bout a raincheck on that coffee? Next time, hopefully with less rain?” I motioned to her dress that was still wet.

“That’s not necessary,” Eliza said, shaking her head.

“But it is,” I declared, pointing to my colors. “It’s our code. Let me make up for any trouble I caused you.”

“Alright,” Eliza agreed, her smile genuine. 

“Can he come for ice cream, Mommy?” Emma piped up, eyes darting between us, full of hope.

Eliza chuckled, clearly taken aback by her daughter’s boldness. “Maybe another time, sweetie. Knox has to help clean up after the charity wash.”

“Bye, Knox!” Emma waved with the enthusiasm only a kid could muster as Eliza took her hand, steppin’ into whatever adventure was next.

“Bye, Emma, bye Eliza,” I called after them, watchin’ as they blended back into the crowd. 

A warmth kindled in my chest, stoked by admiration for that fiery single mom with curves that could make a preacher cuss, and a flicker of hope that maybe, just maybe, I’d get another shot to learn more about her. More about them curves, sure, but about her too. She was a teacher, a single mom, and from what I could already see, a woman who might just handle the likes of me—a biker with a heart maybe too big, always tryin’ to show that bein’ an outlaw didn’t mean you couldn’t do some good in this twisted world.
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The room was thick with smoke and the sharp scent of grease and booze as the boys of the Royal Bastards MC here in Knoxville, Tennessee, my crew, gathered around the battered oak table that served as our altar in these weekly sermons we called church. As usual, I was parked at the head of the table, my chair slightly tilted back, a lit joint dangling from my fingers. But my mind? Hell, it was miles away, tangled up in thoughts of that curvy teacher.

Her laugh, that damn infectious laugh that seemed to echo around my skull, and the way her eyes lit up behind those glasses when she laughed... Damn, it was like a track on repeat in my head. Women around the clubhouse were rarely that happy, never laughing. Their painted lips were too busy sucking off a biker or bitching someone out. Imagining Eliza’s lips opening for me made my pants get too tight. 

“Knox! You with us or what?” Rocky, my second in command’s gruff voice cut through my daydream like a sawed-off shotgun blast. He was staring at me from across the table, his blue eyes narrowed under that mess of unruly light hair and bushy eyebrows. Fella got his name because he flew tourists in a helicopter over the Smokies for a livin’. Not the only thing he flew, being a pilot. Biker also flew off the handle quite a bit.

“Shit, man, where’s your head at today?” TNT chimed in, his sleeved arms crossed over his vast chest, a sneer on lips. My Sergeant at Arms had another nickname at one time. Dynomite, givin’ to him by his mama. She said he looked like Jimmy Walker from that old show, “Good Times” since he was so tall and skinny. I’d never seen it, so didn’t know if the resemblance was true. However, Dynomite despised the name, so he bulked up and brother became TNT. 

I snapped back, straightening up in my chair, flicking ash. “Just thinking about club business, Dynomite. What’s the next item, boys?” I tried to sound all in, but my voice probably carried that edge of distraction.

Rocky wasn’t buying it, his leer telling me he smelled bullshit a mile off. “Club business, huh? Looked more like you were dreamin’ of some piece of ass. That’s not like our Prez. Don’t tell me, Knox the fox is getting soft on us, chasing after tail?”

A few chuckles rippled around the table, the sound like gravel being kicked down a lonely street. I shook my head, forcing a grunt. I hated when Rocky called me my once full road name. Yeah, I was cunning and all, but I dropped the Fox part when I became Prez. “Ain’t nothing like that. Just weighing our options on the new territory disputes up north.”

“Bullshit,” Smokey piped up, always the one to call it like it is, his voice rough as sandpaper. Being near the Smokies had nothing to do with his name. Brother was a firefighter, always telling us how to not burn this damn place down, makin’ us follow the fire code and shit. Therefore, we called him Smokey, after Smokey the bear. “You’ve been off ever since you treated that teacher like she was in a wet t-shirt contest. I saw you droolin’. What’s she got, Knox? Magic pussy?”

The table erupted in laughter, the sound booming in the closed space. I kept my cool, a mask of indifference plastered over any sign that they might be hitting closer to home than I cared to admit.

“All right, enough yapping,” I grumbled, stubbing out my blunt and standing up. “Meeting’s dismissed. Handle your jobs and report back next week. And keep your noses out of my damn personal life.”

As the room cleared, the echoes of their laughter hanging like a taunt, I couldn’t help but wonder if letting Eliza get so deep under my skin was a smart play. She was different, a world apart from the chaos of the MC life. But damn if she ain’t become a distraction, I wasn’t sure I could afford, nor wanted to give up. 

Ever since that day at the charity wash, not a moment’s passed without my thoughts driftin’ back to that curvy teacher. The clubhouse’s been alive with the usual ruckus—tinkering on bikes, breaking in the new blood, and all the daily grind of club business. But through all that racket, it’s my memory of her smile that slices through like a damn lighthouse in foggy waters. I catch myself daydreaming ‘bout the lines of her body during important discussions, her laughter echoing louder in my ears than all our engines firing up.

I’ve seen plenty of women stroll through the clubhouse doors. They dip into our world, some chasing the thrill, others looking for a bit of shelter from their storms. We get all types, the good, the bad and the ugly. But none of ‘em have ever stuck to me like Eliza. She’s got this depth, a kind of fierce doing-it-herself way about her, mixed with a warmth that’d make the summer sun jealous. And shit, those curves of hers? They didn’t just snag my gaze—they damn near took over my mind. Her dress, all soaked and clinging to her like a second skin that day, it stamped itself on my brain, and no number of willin’ women could scrub it off.

Been weeks since I last saw her, weeks of handling club shit with my mind half out the door. The itch to see her again was eating at me something fierce. But I needed a good reason to catch up with her again, something that wouldn’t seem too eager or stepping out of line. I had no intention of scaring her off.

Then the chance came up—another charity gig at her school. They were looking for local outfits to chip in for their art program. Perfect. I could roll up, play it like I’m just there to support the community, check on how they were using the dough from our last event, and, most importantly, catch a glimpse of that hot teacher.

The deep growl of my Harley cut through the air, a dark note against the backdrop of kids’ laughter and playground noise. I parked a decent stretch away from the school doors, cut the engine, and took a second to gather myself. Today, I wasn’t just Knox, the Royal Bastards Prez. I was a man on a more personal mission. 

As I swung off my Harley, I took a moment to straighten my cut, the leather vest creakin’ familiarly around my broad frame. I gave myself a once-over in the mirror-like shine of my bike’s chrome, adjustin’ the bandana that wrestled my wind-swept hair into submission. 

My arms, a canvas of heavy ink, laid out the roadmap of my rough life. The tats runnin’ from my wrists and up under where my sleeves were rolled high. Celtic knots tapping into my heritage, intricate skulls nudged at the mortality we’re all sidesteppin’, crowns that spoke to the dominion I commanded in my biker life, and wolves symbolizin’ the fierce loyalty and pack mentality of my biker brotherhood were etched deep into my flesh.

The ink stories peeked out, bold and unapologetic. They weren’t just for show but declarations, symbols of strength and survival, each line etched in pain but worn with a badass pride. Signs of a life lived hard and held fast, a life I was about to bring knockin’ on Eliza’s door.

Stepping onto school grounds, my boots thuddin’ solid against the pavement, I scanned the sea of folks, huntin’ for that familiar head of brown hair, my heart thumpin’ like a wild thing within me. It’d been a damn long time since anything got my pulse racin’ this way, both thrillin’ and kinda puttin’ me on edge.

I zigzagged through the crowd of teachers and parents, tryin’ to blend in best as a biker can, nearly impossible, when my eyes finally caught sight of Eliza, glasses and all. She was chattin’ up a storm with some parents, all animated and lively, when all hell broke loose over by another booth. A couple of parents were going at it, their voices climbin’ over some mix-up about a piece of donated art. The fuss was ratchetin’ up fast, pulling in a small crowd.

Shit, not exactly the backdrop I had in mind for a reunion, but then, when did life ever play out neat and tidy?

Eliza separated herself from the chatterin’ crowd and walked over to the fussin’ pair with a calmness that seemed to just roll off her in waves. I was itchin’ to step in, maybe throw my weight around to shut down the ruckus, but somethin’ made me hold back. I wanted to see how Eliza would handle this mess.

“Let’s just take a minute here, y’all,” I heard her say, her voice steady but soothing, cuttin’ right through the noise. She gave each of ‘em her full attention, nodding slow and intentional like. Bit by bit, you could see the tension drainin’ out of ‘em as Eliza worked her magic, her words smoothin’ the rough edges right off their spat. Wasn’t long ‘fore she had ‘em shakin’ hands like old pals. Conflict snuffed out with a few calm words and that killer smile of hers.
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