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July Twenty-three years ago

​Grizzly 


“Yo, Griz, did you drug the rugrats so they’ll sleep in tomorrow? We have a lot of shit to get done. Remind me why we’re doing Christmas in fucking July?” Mad Dog whines. 

I slap him upside the head. “You know damn good and well why we have Christmas in July.” 

My no account ol’ lady took off and left us when my kids were one, three, and five. I’ll never forget the morning I came home from work to find her gone. July 2, 1995; the day my life changed. I’d been doing a shift at the fishery. It’s the legit cover for some of our illegal operations. The Merciless Few have chapters all over the states. Some are legit, some aren’t, but we all have one one thing in common. We’re bad motherfuckers. 

Our chapter is part of that fabled one percent. We live life to the fullest. That doesn’t mean we don’t fall in love or get our hearts broken, though. And the ol’ lady leaving me shredded mine. And she didn’t even want our children. That hurt more. Honestly, it’s for the better. If she didn’t want or love the kids, she should have told me after Walker was born. Instead we had two more, Wade and Wynn. The apples of my eye. I shifted all my love and attention to my children. My club and my kids are my life. It’s why I started the whole Christmas in July celebration. 

It was a panic move. A move to make my kids smile again after Sarah left. That first year, they didn’t understand why their mama was gone. Walker kept asking when she was coming back. Wade cried himself to sleep every night. Wynn, my baby girl, was too young to know any different, but she still felt the shift, the absence.

I was desperate. I didn’t know how to fix it, how to make it better. So, I did the only thing I could think of—I gave them Christmas in the middle of summer. Bought a damn tree, strung up some lights, and had the guys pitch in for presents. We grilled out, set off fireworks, and for one night, my kids had smiles on their faces again. It stuck. Every year since, we’ve done it.

Mad Dog rubs the back of his head, scowling at me. “Yeah, yeah, I know. Doesn’t mean I gotta like it.”

I smirk. “Then don’t show up.”

He snorts. “Like hell. I ain't missing free food, booze, and fireworks.”

That’s the thing about the club. It ain't just about the money, the power, or the brotherhood. It’s about family. And family takes care of its own.

“Stop your bellyaching and let’s go get the shit we need.” 

The clubhouse garage is packed to the damn ceiling with boxes labeled XMAS SHIT in Titan’s bold, no-nonsense handwriting. Every year we haul this crap out, and every year, I swear I ain’t doing it again. Yet here we are. 

“Mad Dog, get your lazy ass over here and grab a box,” I bark, yanking the nearest one off the shelf and tossing it at him. He catches it with a grunt, muttering under his breath. 

“This is ridiculous. Bikers don’t decorate for Christmas.”

Boone smirks, pulling out a string of lights. “Yeah? Tell that to the rugrats. Daisy’s already talkin’ about what she’s getting, and Walker said he wants to help hang the big-ass wreath this year.”

Mad Dog groans dramatically, throwing an arm over his face. “We’re raising a generation of softies.”

Bishop steps up, lifting a heavy crate with one arm like it’s nothing. “Nah, we’re raising kids who know they’re loved. Ain’t a damn thing wrong with that.”
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