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Paul Rankin wasn’t always a good man. He had done things in his past that caused him many sleepless nights. In order to move on with his life, and the woman he loved, he had to go back and make amends with the people he had wronged. Only then could he move onto his next endeavor with a clear conscience.

Petra Thomas fell in love with the wrong person while on an undercover assignment. When he came knocking, she didn’t know if she should shoot him or kiss him. After the shock of learning he was one of the good guys, she agreed to listen to him and agreed to help him with his plan.

Can the two of them have a relationship while working undercover to take out the bad men, or will their lifestyle keep them from having everything they want?
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The book you are about to read was written completely organically. No machines, or AI was used in making this book. This is from the imagination of the author.

Tainted Shield Motorcycle Club is a club comprised of members of the ATF, or DEA. In their past work experience, they were undercover in a club that represented the one percenters. While undercover, they had to watch what they said or did, for fear of getting caught. Once they were compromised, and taken to safety, they go to their homes that they hadn’t seen in years, before they head out to join Tainted Shield, MC. While home, they meet the loves of their lives, and together, they move to Iowa to work with everyone to take out the bad guys.

To earn money, the club will do benefits, Pig Roasts, Dice Runs, Poker Runs, any type of run to get bikers together.  Their runs earn money for local charities, but they also sell drugs and guns out of one of the bars owned by a cop. The benefits cover the illegal activities. They contact the right people to have buyers arrested. All patch holders of Tainted Shield, MC are currently undercover federal agents and cops who are disillusioned by bureaucrats, pissed off at upper brass, and says “fuck it,” They go out on their own to get the bad guys their way. In the end they are still the good guys.
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Chapter 1
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Paul Rankin looked over at the people he rode in with and scowled when they all looked at him with raised brows. He then looked over at the two men standing there as he shut his Harley down, removed his helmet, and slowly dismounted. Just as slowly, he approached the people and held out his hand to shake, saving the older gentleman for last.

“Gilbert,” he nodded to Witt, then turned to the people with him to point as he introduced them. “This is Snake, Bull Dog, Vulture, Hillbilly, and Wheels. Guys, this is Witt Gilbert, and Jeb, the men I’ve been telling you about.”

“Rankin,” Witt Gilbert nodded to him as he shook his hand, then smirked when he did the same with the others. “What’s your code name, Rankin?”

Paul grinned, and waggled his brows up and down, causing the tattoo in the middle of his forehead to move wildly. “Psycho.”

“Fitting,” Jeb said, then shook the other men’s hands with a grin. Before anyone could do anything, they all paused when they heard several motorcycles in the distance. If they hadn’t known what the sound was, they would have looked to the clear blue sky to see if any dark, thunderous clouds had rolled in. The new arrivals looked at each other with a grin, because of the sound, it sounded like they were having fun on the curves out on the road, the same way the six of them had. When Paul realized they were slowing down, he turned to face the driveway, and after several minutes he saw the bikes start to arrive where he and his buddies stood.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Paul demanded as he turned and glared at Witt. “I told you I only wanted to talk to George.”

“Sorry,” George said as he shut off his bike, removed his helmet, then continued to sit there and glare at the man standing next to his uncle. “We come as a package deal. If you wanted me, you get all of us.” He pointed to the others as they began shutting their bikes down and removed their helmets. Paul ground his teeth harder and harder as the people were revealed. Not only was George there, but he’d brought his former military team with him, along with his brother-in-law, who happened to be the president of the local motorcycle club, as well as the husband of the person Paul had kidnapped a time or two in the past. Paul also noted that several members of the club were present. As much as he wanted to ignore the others, he knew he had to stay and talk to them. There was no other way to get the information he and his own buddies sought. His only hope was for George, Colt, Hank, and the others to be understanding in what he was asking of them.

“Where’s Mary?” Colt asked as he dismounted from his bike, and looked over at Hogan, who was the president of yet another motorcycle club in the area. Paul also noted that Casey was there, another president from another club.

“At my house,” Hogan grinned. “Witt called and told me what was going on, and Mary came to spend time with the kids while Hayley was at work.” He then turned to the other men, and walked forward, holding out his hand. “Hogan Meyers, president of the Outcasts.” Introductions were made, and they all moved to the house, and Witt settled them around the gigantic dining room table they used when the kids were there for summer camp.

Once they were settled around the table, Witt and Jeb passed out bottles of water or cups of coffee to the newcomers, and before anyone said anything, he spoke in his best military voice. “I want you gentlemen to remember, this is my house, and you’ll abide by my rules. Rankin asked if he could meet George on neutral territory, and I agreed.” He turned toward George, and the other bikers from the Steele Men, Outcasts, and Wanderers. “Before anything is done, I want you to hear him and his buddies out.” When no one said a word, he firmed his voice and barked out, “Did you hear me?”

“Yes, Sir,” all of the men said as they sat up straighter and nodded their heads, as one, they turned to look at Rankin on the other side of the table across from Colt Matthews and George Wittmore.

“First, I need to get something personal off my chest. George, I’m not here for the reason you think I am. I trust that everything is okay with Suzie. I’m trying not to be a bastard. I’m not. As long as I know she’s happy, then I’m okay with that.”

“She is,” George nodded and left it at that.

Paul drew in a deep breath and looked at the men who had come with him, then at the others who had just arrived. After receiving a nod from his comrades, he let the breath out in a rush.  “Most of you here know why I left.” Paul looked over at one of the men and nodded to him. “Dave, I thank you for all the years I worked with you as a Sheriff’s deputy over in Franklin county, and for encouraging me to take the job the ATF and DEA offered me. Without getting into any details, you all know that I left here two years ago to infiltrate a motorcycle club that had the reputation of smuggling drugs, women, children, and even weapons from Tucson to San Diego. It went both ways.”

“I don’t understand,” Jeb spoke then. “What went both ways?”

“What they were running, it didn’t come from one place and go to the next. Whatever they were smuggling came out of both locations and went into both locations.” At Jeb’s confused look, the man called Snake spoke.

“They, I’m talking about the one percenters motorcycle club we infiltrated, would go over the border into Mexico from San Diego, kidnap women and children off the streets, and then take them to Tucson. In Tucson, they’d get more women and children, and take them back to San Diego to take across the border to sell. Because they did some of these activities south of the border, then it was classified as an international event.”

“Damn,” Jeb said with raised brows, then shook his head in disgust when the others did the same.

“The name I go by is Snake, I won’t tell you my real name, because I’m deep undercover with both the DEA and ATF. As is Psycho here, but it’s my understanding that you all know him as Paul Rankin. All of us here with Psycho are, technically we are still cops, but because of what we did to take out that motorcycle gang out west, we came up with an idea, and was granted permission to go with it.”

“What’s that?” Hank asked and scowled at the men sitting across from him. He would be the first one to admit that he didn’t judge a book by its cover, but seeing all these men with all their tattoos, and the hardened look in their eye, he didn’t want to meet them alone in a dark alley anytime soon. He’s been in some suspect places during his military career, and nothing scared him, but these guys were way up on his scale of men to avoid.

“We won’t get into details, because we want to protect both you and us, but we are going to be forming our own motorcycle club. We will have a different objective as to what regular clubs have.” He looked at Colt, Hogan, and Casey. “Psycho has told us that your clubs are of the good variety. You don’t do drugs, you don’t share your women, you don’t demand your members turn all their property over to you, you don’t take out life insurance policies on them, making yourselves the benefactor, you don’t demand that a member has to commit a murder in order to receive their center patch, and you sure as hell don’t deal in trafficking children.” He held up his hand to stop what they might say. “The group we’re starting will be us, along with others that will be joining us when they can. We all have fifteen to twenty years’ experience on a police force, and then an additional few years working with Flynn and Kessler from the DEA and ATF. With that experience, we will be forming our group, and once we’re established we will be taking out these one percenters. We all still hold a badge, by the way.”

“Where do we come in?” Colt asked.

“To answer your questions,” Paul said. “All of us here are cops, working undercover. Again, we won’t tell you all the details of what we’ll be doing, but as Snake just said, we’ll be forming a group and to make money, we’ll be having different runs. You know, pig roasts, dice runs, poker runs, the same thing as you guys do, but we know of several local bike clubs, where we will be setting up shop, that were like the Vultures were here a few years back.” Paul watched as the others sat up straighter and paid attention. Everyone across from him knew what he was talking about.

“You’ll be taking these fuckers out?” Colt asked.

“Yes, but don’t worry,” Paul quickly held up his hand when he saw the questions on their faces. “It won’t be anywhere near here, it’s in an entirely different state several hours away from here. These people you see before you, including myself, will be the founding charter members of our group. I’m the President, Snake is the Vice President, Bull Dog and Wheels are the road captains, Vulture is our Sargeant at Arms, and Hillbilly is our enforcer.”

“What’s your club name?” Colt asked as he moved uncomfortably in his chair.

“Tainted Shield MC. Like I said, we still carry police shields, but they are a little tainted.” Paul sighed and shook his head. “What I did back when I joined the Vultures as an undercover, and then what I did to your wife, that proves that I’m tainted, but still a good guy. I know you nor your wife think so, but I did what I did back then to try to get to the bottom of what you guys were investigating. I know I should have told you first, but I didn’t see any other way to help you.” He shrugged, waiting to see if anyone would correct him. When they didn’t, he looked at all of them, then turned to the first person that spoke.

“First,” Riley said as he took a sip from his bottle of water. “I’m sure Colt, Hogan, and Casey can tell you this better, because they operate their own clubs their own way, but I wouldn’t be calling yourselves a group. To me, that shows you lack the knowledge of what you’re doing.”

“So, what do we refer to ourselves as?” Bull Dog asked.

“A club,” several of the men said and nodded at them. 

“If you guys are starting this club,” Colt said as he leaned forward and cradled the cup of coffee before him, “Then you guys will be the founding members, aka, the charter members. Do you know who will hold what position?” Colt asked to see if he could trip them up from what they had said earlier. He listened as they all said which position they would hold, and he looked directly at Rankin as he nodded. “I’m assuming that if you have approval from Flynn and Kessler, then you’ll be setting up where there is some notorious one percenters in the area?”

“Yes, when we leave here, we’re going to break up for a few weeks to months. Each of us have some personal business to take care of before we can commit to this new endeavor one hundred percent. Once we finish our unfinished business we can get together, start this club, and have our positions fulfilled.”

“Officers,” Colt said. “Your people to fill the positions are officers.” He leaned back and Jeb poured more coffee for the ones who wanted it and nodded once. “Think of setting up your club like it’s a military unit. If I recall, you were in the Army, and I don’t know about the rest of you, but way back when, some clubs were started by people that served together. The club is a brotherhood. My own club, the Steele Men, are former Navy SEALs that I commanded when we served together. With you being the president, Paul, you’re the one in charge, the commander, then the VP is the second in command.” He looked at the men with Rankin and asked. “You guys ever serve?” When they all said they did, then he went on to explain how he had set up his own club, the Steele Men after he’d been medically discharged from the Navy. They all talked for several hours, and at one point, Colt leaned forward, reached behind him, and took out the gun at the small of his back, he only laid it on the table because it was pinching a nerve, and he wanted to relieve the pressure. 

“There’s only one thing wrong I see with this entire plan of yours, Rankin,” he said, and scowled as Hank, George, and the rest of them also put a gun on the table before them.

“What’s that?” Rankin asked, while eyeing the guns.

“You’ll have to die.”
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Before anyone could say something, all the men froze when they heard a door slam, then all of a sudden when a voice called out, Colt scrambled to put his gun away, and several of the men with him didn’t bother covering their smirks as they heard a shouted voice.

“Grandpa Witt, I’m hangry, you got any food?”

“I have cookies,” Witt called out with a grin as he looked at Colt.

“Thank you! Let me drain my bladder and I’ll be right there.” They heard boots pounding down the hall, and Colt looked at Witt.

“What? You want to tell your daughter that she can’t eat?”

“No, fuck me,” he said and shook his head. He looked across the table at the confused men and shook his head again. “My daughter has an extremely high metabolism, and if she doesn’t eat every two and a half to three hours, it gets ugly.” He sat up when he heard her cowboy boots clattering down the hall toward them. Before he could say anything, she called out.

“Grandpa Witt, can I have milk with my cookies?”

“Yes, we’re in the dining room.” Jed had just set the glass of milk on the table when she sauntered in. She only paused for about two seconds as she saw all the men sitting there, and nodded once. Ignoring them all, she strode forward, looked at where a plate holding several cookies, and a glass of milk was, then grinned at her father. He held out his arm, and she crawled onto his lap. As soon as she took her first bite of the cookie provided, she closed her eyes and didn’t let up on her eating until she had finished two, and drank half of her milk. Colt shook his head when she used the back of her hand to wipe her mouth.

“Where’s you’re napkin?”

She shrugged, and grabbed the one handed to her. After finishing her third cookie and the rest of her milk, she settled back against her father with a heavy sigh. “Thank you, Grandpa Witt, I really, really needed that.”

“You’re welcome. How did you get here?”

“Mommy and Aunt Suzie brought some seedlings over for Grandma Mary. They’re out in the greenhouse. I said I had to use the potty.”

“Where’s your pack?” Colt asked her gently as he took the napkin and wiped a crumb off her chin. “The one with all your snacks?”

“In the truck, but it’s empty. I forgot to refill it.” She reached up and placed her hand over his mouth. “I know, it’s my responsibility, but I got busy. I ate before I turned into a meany.”

“You good now?”

“I am.” She nodded and kissed his cheek. She looked over at the others and nodded to them. “Who are you? I’m Jorja Matthews.” She turned on her father’s lap and reached for another cookie. No one told her she couldn’t have any more, and Colt knew this one would be for pleasure, because of the speed in which she’d eaten the first ones, she never tasted them. Her next statement confirmed his suspicions.

“This is good, what kind is it?”

“Cowboy cookies,” Jed said with a grin. “It’s an oatmeal cookie with everything in it. Raisins, chocolate chips, crumbled pretzels, butterscotch chips.”

“I like them, do you think Mommy has the recipe?”

“I’m sure she can figure it out,” he said gently.

Jorja nodded then turned to the men across from the table. “What’s with the chain?” She nodded toward Paul, and looked at him with a raised brow.

Paul felt like he had been put on the spot and just knew that he wouldn’t be able to lie to this kid. “I use this if I ever get in a fight.”

“Are you going to fight my Daddy?”

“Not if I can help it.”

“How do you use it? Can you teach me?”

Everyone in the dining room that knew her yelled, “NO!” Just as two women walked in. One of them swore, while the other screamed in glee.

“Paul!”

Paul was quick to recover and he stood quickly as his cousin launched herself at him. He noted that Aimee walked to the other side of the table and stood behind her husband, laying her hand on his shoulder. He saw how Colt reached up and gripped her hand in his. When he set Suzie away from him, he received a formal nod from Aimee, with a quick, “Rankin.”

“Mrs. Matthews,” he said with his own nod, and ignored his buddies. “I’m sorry for making this meeting without informing you, but I needed some information from your husband. I’ll be crystal clear here, I had only asked to speak with George, but he brought the others.”

“Why are you here?”

“Because I have questions about starting a club.” He pointed to the men with him, then leaned up on his hip and withdrew a thin black wallet from his other hip. He laid it on the table and pushed it forward. Before anyone could move, Jorja grabbed it and opened it.

“You’re a cop?”

“I am.”

“Why are there two badges here?”

“Because one of them is from the DEA, and the other one is from the ATF. I am an agent from each agency.” He nodded and the others showed their own badges, and once Jorja saw them, she returned them, then settled back against her father’s chest. 

“What do you need to know?”

She didn’t see the smirks exchanged between the adults and he had to wipe his mouth to cover his.

“How does a club operate?”

“No clue, you’ll have to ask Daddy.”

“One thing before I leave with Jorja,” Aimee said firmly. “I know you and I don’t get along, Rankin, but I would like to give you some legal advice before I leave.”

“What’s that?”

“Wherever you form this club, hire an accountant, and a lawyer. Make your club an LLC, and if you ever have an event, then make sure you get insurance for the day. It might cost anywhere from five hundred to one thousand dollars for coverage for one day, but get the million dollar coverage. You’ll be covering your own ass on this. It’s practical. I’m not a lawyer, but you’re going to want to cover your ass on this.”

“Why?” Someone asked and when Aimee turned to him with a raised brow, he nodded. “Bulldog, Ma’am.”

“Well, Bulldog, think of it like this, say you have an event at your clubhouse. You’re not an LLC, nor do you have any insurance for the event. What’s your club name going to be?”

“Tainted Shield,” six men answered.

“Okay, say Tainted Shield has a pig roast at your clubhouse, say this clubhouse is someone’s private barn, on private property. If someone attending gets drunk, falls down, and breaks a leg, they can sue not only every single member of the club, but they can also sue the homeowner. Being an LLC, they can only go after the club, not each individual member, and the insurance is a payout for things like this. I don’t know how you’ll be policing your events, nor do I care, but from a professional accountants point of view, that’s what I would recommend.”

“Do it,” Hogan said. “She came to us for that very reason. At first we scoffed at her, then decided to give in. Two years later, there was a royal asshole at one of our events that had been cut off by the beer tent. We didn’t know he had coolers in his truck and would go out and stuff several cans of beer in his pockets and walk around with them. Anyway, at one point, he attempted to get on someone’s bike and drive off with it. The owner quickly removed him. During the fight, this asshole’s nose was broken. Weeks later, he tried to sue us, the Outcasts, me personally, the owner of the bike, and every club member. We had security camera’s already installed in strategic places, and we were able to prove in a court of law that he was in the wrong. It clearly showed where he was cut off, it showed him going to his truck and stuffing his pockets from his cooler. He has six of them full of beer. Then it clearly showed him trying to steal the bike and the fight where he pulled a knife on the owner. It was a clear case of self-defense, he lost. If we hadn’t had the camera’s installed, nor the insurance, or becoming an LLC, the judge told us that he could have taken every club member for hundreds of thousands of dollars, each. We covered our asses against stuff like that.”

“You’re saying the insurance is only for one day?” Bulldog asked.

“You can have homeowners insurance on your home, but for any event, it’s called event insurance, and it’s under a different policy that won’t touch your homeowners insurance.” Aimee clarified. “Again, I don’t know where you’ll be setting up shop, but when you start to get established, shop around like you would for any insurance, and see if they do special event insurance. You might have to have a different agency for both.”

“What do you recommend?” Paul looked at Aimee with his question.

“Keeping the agencies separate. This way, there won’t be any miscommunication between the policies. One company will have your homeowner’s insurance, a totally different company will have your event insurance. If one of them messes up, they can’t blame it on you not specifying which policy was for which thing.”

“Understood.” He pulled out a small notebook and started taking notes. “Anything else I should need to know?”

“Like I said, hire an accountant, or at least have a good one on call. If you go LLC, you’re going to want to keep that completely separate from your personal finances.”

“What about our paychecks? I’m Snake.”

“What about them?”

“Even though we’re branching out on our own, we’re still employed by the ATF and DEA. We still get government checks deposited into our personal accounts every two weeks. We still work for them, even though we are doing things our way for now.”

“Will you have a cover?” Hank Wittmore asked.

“Yes, I’m thinking of opening a motorcycle shop.” He looked over at Suzie with a sad expression. “After you found me in the hospital, and I was released, then I disappeared for six months, I traveled the country.”

“You said you had done that. You checked in with me every day, so I wasn’t worried.”

“Okay, thank you for that. But I found a plot of land. I won’t give you the location, but let’s just say that its two hundred acres of farmland. It has a large house, I believe five bedrooms, and four or five bathrooms. The basement is also complete and can pass for an in-law suite with a separate entrance, and its own kitchen, living space, and bathroom, separate from the above house. It also has several outbuildings. I was thinking of cleaning one of them out to open a motorcycle repair shop, and as these guys start to arrive, we can have the shop. This will give us all a chance to talk freely about what we plan to do without looking suspicious that we’re always at my home.”

He shook his head sadly. “When I bought the place, it was a little rundown, and the town was booming with a factory. Within the last year, the factory shut down, and the family I rented the farm to had to move. Not because I kicked them out, but because they were able to find better jobs in a different state. I’ll be taking possession of my own property to get Tainted Shield off the ground.”

“Will the men be living with you?”

“Only until they can find their own place. Secretly, the ATF and DEA are buying up all the foreclosed homes in the town. They now own them. The guys will stay with me until they can choose the home they want. Eventually, the ownership of the homes will revert to the agents, quietly. No one will need to know how it gets done, but it will be done legally.”

“Okay, that’s between you and your bosses, but I would recommend that you get heavy insurance on the shop. Yes, it’s on your property, but because it’s a business, you can get a separate policy than your homeowners. Have it covered under the umbrella policy of your homeowners insurance, but then get another policy just on the shop and the contents pertaining to the business.”

Rankin nodded as he took notes again, then looked up with a sigh. “Never thought this would be so complicated.”

“If you want it done right, then it’s best to start out correctly from the beginning.”

“So, Mr. Rankin,” Jorja spoke then. “Will you teach me how to fight using that chain?”

“NO!” her family yelled. She crossed her arms, huffed and glared at her father. 

“Fine, then can you tell me what videos to watch so I can learn myself.”

Rankin looked directly at Aimee, and when she smirked at him and gave him a nod, he said one word, “Nun-chucks.”

“Thank you.”

“Jesus,” Hank said and turned his glare onto his niece. “You will not, I repeat, young lady, you will not be teaching my daughters how to use nun-chucks.”

Jorja shrugged. “Too late, Sharon already knows how.” She sat up quickly, kissed her father’s cheek, then hopped off his lap. “I’m not hangry any more, Mama, we can go.”

She walked around the table and fist bumped every man there, then went to the other side and did the same with the people she had just met. Once she and the women were gone, Colt hung his head and shook it.

“If what you’re going to be doing can continue to protect that, then I’ll answer any questions you may have, and I will give you my personal cell phone number to call me anytime with any questions you may have, just say you’re from Tainted Shield, and I’ll help with whatever I can.” He withdrew several business cards and passed them out. After he did that, he again set his gun on the table and stretched his legs out before him.
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“I know you hate me, Matthews,” Paul said as he nodded to the gun on the table. “But do you really need to pull out the firearms to try to intimidate me? I thought you just said you’d help us in anyway.”

“What?” Colt asked in shock, then saw all the guns on the table. “Sorry, I only removed mine because my leg is cramping, and the firearm wasn’t helping.” He looked over at Witt with a wry smile. “You need to get new chairs.”

“Since these chairs are for the kids when they’re here for summer camp, then you’ll have to deal.”

Colt smirked, and shook his head as he turned back to Paul. “Sorry, about the fire arm, but you know about my leg. Anyway, back to our conversation before the Jorja tornado rolled in, I didn’t mean that you have to die in real life, I’m talking about you should die on paper.”

“Why?”

“Think about it. I’m sure by being with those one percenters for the last two years, they know you as a biker named Psycho, and I’m sure you acted like one while with them. I’m not saying this to be mean, but with that tattoo in the center of your forehead, it gives you the look of a psycho.”

“Yeah,” Paul said as he reached up and rubbed the tattoo in the center of his forehead. “Believe it or not, I had no choice in getting this, it wasn’t my idea.”

“What happened?”

“One night, the president got a bug up his ass about my scar, he asked me about it, and I actually told him the truth. I told him I was shot, but because of the metal plate in my head, it didn’t go further than that. He jumped to his feet, punched me in the mouth, and when I fell to my knees, he had his men hold me down, and when they let me up, I had this tattoo.”

“Damn, and because you were new to their club, you couldn’t do anything, right? Were you a striker?”

“Yes, and I couldn’t do anything, not if I didn’t want it revealed who I was.”

“Where are they now?”

“Jail, awaiting trial. There’s enough evidence against them that they shouldn’t be getting out for a good twenty or more years.” He looked at Colt with an evil grin. “If our evidence won’t hold them for that long, then the RICO case against them will.”

“What was your club name with them?”

“Psycho.”

“Do they know you as Rankin?”

“No, Kessler gave me the last name of Randall.”

“Your first name?”

“Peter.”

“Okay, is Kessler or Flynn killing Peter Randall off?”

“I don’t know, why?”

“Because you don’t know if they get out on bail, or if they have other clubs that would be on the lookout for you.”

“I don’t know if that would work.”

“Why not?”

“Because I was arrested with them, but everyone was taken to different jails, after three days of questioning for them, in the dead of night, I was pulled out, and told to disappear.”

“That sounds right. How long ago was this?”

“Six months ago. I’ve been debriefing with Flynn and Kessler when I came up with the idea of starting this club.”

“Okay, but what about your life as Paul Rankin? Do you think anyone would come looking for him? What about your stuff still over in Franklin county.”

“Didn’t Suzie take it all when I left to head out west on my former assignment?”

“Yes,” George spoke for the first time since sitting down at the table. “The only thing left is your Harley that we stored at the cabin.”

“I thought you would have brought it here.”

“No, I have my bike, Suzie doesn’t drive, she only rides on the back with me when she has the time.”

“As you just saw, she’s doing good, still working, and we have three kids now.”

“What? How?” Paul sat up quickly to stare at him in shock.

“All three adopted. Two boys that we took in to prevent them from going into foster care, then a year later, we were asked to take in a newborn little girl. Her adoption became final last month.”

“Congratulations. I would love to meet them, but just seeing Suzie for those few minutes was enough. I could tell she was happy. Thank you for that? I don’t want to bring anything that I’ve done or will have to do down on her, you, or any of you. Like I said, we all have some things to clear up before we meet at our new location to start this club.”

“About that,” Hogan said as he settled back in his chair. “You said you’re not going to tell us where you’ll end up, I’m okay with that, however, I would like to know if there are other clubs in the area?”

“We don’t know yet, why? We’re going to where my land is, then go from there.”

“Okay, how much control will those two have over you?” At their frowns, he elaborated. “Kessler and Flynn.”

“As little as possible,” Snake said. “That’s the reason we’re starting our own club, we’ll have control over what we do, and only report to them when we need backup.”

“That sounds good, however, you’re going to want to take something into consideration.”

“What’s that?”

“Permission.”

“Huh? Permission for what?” Psycho asked in stunned shock.

“Permission to be in another club’s area, to ride there, to set up shop,” Hogan said firmly. “I’m not tooting my own horn here, but my club was the first in the area. Casey here from the Wanderers came to me to ask permission to ride in our area. When Colt arrived, he too asked for permission. I allowed it as long as they didn’t act like the Vultures or Snakes from a couple of counties over. Riding as a club is a brotherhood, but it is also respect. Respect for one another, and other bikers in the area. If you disrespect them by not letting them know you’re moving in the area, then whatever you have planned with this new club of yours won’t work. Once you have their respect, then you can eventually be able to call all the shots. Slowly, gradually, you can do what you plan to do. It won’t happen overnight, but it will happen. In the meantime, you can earn their respect, set up your shop, plan your strategies. I’m not saying you should do it this way, because I don’t know of your set up, but I would have a private room separate from your shop set up as a war room, or office where you can line the walls with whatever information you have on your suspects, but not be easily accessible to strangers walking into your shop.”

“Wow, I never thought of that.”

“Why do you think we hated the Vultures and Snakes so much?” Colt asked.

“Wasn’t it because they were the clubs bringing the drugs into the area, or that I became a member of the Vultures as an undercover cop to get information for you?”

“No. It was because they never let us know they were in the area. We didn’t know who they were, what they were about, or what their intentions were. I know you were never at any of Steele Men’s events, but we were constantly telling members of those two clubs to take their drugs out of the area. I’m not talking a large scale of them, just a few joints, and sometimes, they would try to do lines of cocaine in front of everyone else. I don’t tolerate that shit, and I refused to allow it at my events. After the first couple of times, they respected me and went in the back corner of the lot to do their shit,” Colt shook his head.

“I didn’t know them, neither did Casey or Hogan, the three of us confronted them and asked what they were about. They tried to say they were good ole boys out to have a good time, but we saw right through them. Again, the three of us put our foot down and told them to stay in their area, if they came to any of our events, the drugs were not to be seen. It worked for the next few years until that shit that went down when you became involved.”
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