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      I’ve been in Tennessee a total of one day and I’m already in over my head.

      I’m stepping in as the President of the Kings of Anarchy MC here. I have men that resent me, almost none that trust me and one lone supporter. I’m in a storm of chaos, and to make matters worse, I meet a woman who makes my heart freaking stop.

      Georgia Cutter. Damn, that woman has a way of getting under my skin that I’ve never experienced. One look was all it took for my chest to tighten and my teeth to grit from the hunger for her. She’s a fire I’d never felt before, and I’m not about to let her go.

      I’m just about to make my move, about to close the distance and claim what I want … when bullets rip through the air. Sparks, noise, freaking pandemonium erupts. Adrenaline slams into me, as my instincts take over—protect first, figure the rest out later.

      Somebody is trying to take me out. Normally, that wouldn’t bother me. Things have changed. Now, I have a woman I’m not willing to lose. Keeping Georgia safe is going to be messy—even complicated. Hell, it might even kill me.

      And Georgia? She has no clue how much trouble she’s in—or how badly she needs me. Lucky for her, I’m not the kind of man to back off. Not now. Not ever.

      Georgia Cutter is mine and God help anyone who tries to take her away because I won’t leave them breathing.
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      “Thanks, brother. I know this isn’t what you planned, but we need you.”

      “You’re sure about this C?” I ask him for probably the hundredth time. “The men know you. You could step up and—” I ask, holding my phone tight.

      “I’m good with my position in the club, brother. I don’t want to be the leader. Only one here wanted that position. That was Cowboy. We had a club vote, and he was voted down. You got the majority vote based on my recommendation and your history. The position is yours brother. It won’t be easy, but this club has potential. We could build something special here. I mean there’s a reason I moved across country to live here the last four years. Ace was just getting old and gave up fighting for our place. We all saw it. Unfortunately, so did the War Kings. They want our territory. They want what we’ve got here. The bones are here, but we’re going to need more, Grift. I’m not going to lie to you.”

      “I’m going to bring Scorpion, especially since you said Cowboy refused the position when he lost the vote for President.”

      “He’s a solid man. I think you will like him. He’s just younger and not ready to lead.”

      “So, you’re saying I’m voted in because I’m fucking old?” I laugh dryly.

      “Whatever. We both know you want to leave Colorado in the past.”

      I take a deep breath and let it shudder through me. He’s not wrong. I need away from everything in Colorado. That’s the only reason I put my name in as a replacement for Ace when word spread that no one else wanted to take over. I don’t guess that’s unusual since Ace was killed trying to keep his territory. With a show of force, allies—of which my club was included—swarmed in and ran the War Kings back, but we all know they will try again. They need time to regroup, however. By the time that happens, I plan on taking over and making sure our club is fucking strong.

      “You’re right. I actually am heading down that way in a week. I need some time to get packed up and make sure my realtor has what he needs to sell my house here.”

      “Sounds good man. It’s been too long. It will be good to work with you again.”

      I smile. C—which stands for his road name, Candyman—and I were members in the same club for a long time. He was my Enforcer, and I trusted him more than any other person in my life. He wanted to move to Tennessee, however, because his mother lived there and had been diagnosed with cancer. I understood, but I missed him. I’m not sure I’m going to like Tennessee, but C is right. I need to get the hell out of here and it will be good to be paired up with C once again. That’s two things that Tennessee has going for it. From there, I’ll just see where it goes.

      “Has there been any movement with the War Kings?” I ask, still wondering exactly what I’m going to walk into. I mean, I don’t care. I’m used to living in hell. I survived it and thrived. I’ll do it again. I just like to be prepared.

      “There’s some chatter, nothing concrete yet.”

      “Okay, keep me updated. I’ll let you know what day I’ll be arriving. I’d like to meet with the club right away.”

      “I’ll wait to hear from you.  Safe travels, asshole.”

      “Fuck you,” I laugh, clicking off my phone, then tossing it on my coffee table.

      I’m a little nervous about moving to Tennessee. There’s a chance I could hate it. Still, something deep inside of me tells me that there’s something waiting for me there that I need. Maybe it’s just a new beginning, and if so, I’m okay with that. God knows I need a fresh start. Hopefully Tennessee will be better than Colorado has been.

      I’m not sure it could get worse …
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      The roar of my pipes echoes my arrival as I cross the city limit sign of Dreary As Hell, Tennessee. No shit, that’s what this place is called. I don’t know who originally named the town, but it’s hilarious. I also want to laugh when I see the small print beneath the town name proclaiming it’s the city limits.  As far as I can tell, there is no city. It’s two paved lanes, a scattering of old buildings made of brick and stone and black streetlights that look like something out of a 1950’s movie. It’s quaint, but mostly deserted.

      I slow down as traffic seems to pick up. There’s a diner to the right and there’s cars parked in spots that line both sides of the street. Apparently, that’s the major draw here.  I make note because I do not cook. I take in the murals painted on the sides of some of the buildings and I have to admit I like the small town feel. After years of living in Denver, it’s calming. Hell, I haven’t even hit a traffic jam and in Denver right now, it’d be rush hour and bumper to bumper traffic. This is definitely a nice change of pace.

      As I drive through town, I know people are staring at me and my bike. When I fought with the other clubs on behalf of the Kings of Anarchy, we fought on the War Kings’ home turf—which is in Athens, Tennessee. This is the first time I’ve been in Dreary. Everyone in this town probably knows who I am. There are no secrets in a small town—even I know that. That’s why I’m not making a secret of my arrival. I figure the War Kings still have spies here. I’m not going to tiptoe in. I want them to know. This is my territory, and I intend to make that very fucking clear. I want everyone to be aware of it. I’ m sending a clear message that I’m not going to allow anyone to take the area my club has claimed. Hell, before I’m done, we’ll have more territory. The War Kings will not rise up against us again. I’ll see to that.

      It's not long before I arrive at the KOAMC clubhouse. It’s the end of the street and then a right turn. I pull into the concrete parking lot, park and look at the building. There’s a billboard in the parking lot that reads Kings of Anarchy Sanctuary. There’s a tall fence around the place, but the parking lot is completely open—absolutely no gate to close. That will have to be fixed at once. Security measures need to be taken.

      I look around briefly, noticing the garage across the street. I already know the club owns it.  I slide off my bike and look at it briefly. It’s a nice size. From the figures I’ve seen, it’s not as lucrative as it should be. I’d like to talk it over with the others, but I have some ideas that I think will help.

      I frown at the lack of guards. This damn club was just attacked. What are they thinking? I shake my head. C and I are going to have a long, hard talk. He knows better. I open the door and wait a minute or so for my eyes to adjust to the darkened interior.

      Inside the stoned walls are covered in a faded gray paint that really needs to be redone.  There are several old neon signs on the wall. The hum of the lights can be heard and permeates air that is thick with cigarette smoke, the stench of alcohol and … sex.

      The concrete floors are painted a muted brown. They’re scuffed and dirty. There are florescent lights bolted to the ceiling and the light is rather stark. Apparently, Ace never cared much what their clubhouse was like. There’s a giant bar that takes the entire length of the wall to the right. There are two prospects behind the bar in blank Kings’ cuts. There’s no name patch, just a prospect patch. Two pool tables are over in the corner with a couple of men playing. An old jukebox is across from them, blaring eighties country music. There are six round, wooden tables. Each table has four to six chairs, depending on which one you’re looking at. There are also lots of well-worn couches placed around. In one darkened corner there’s a man getting his knob polished, making me practically roll my fucking eyes.

      “Jesus, C. I see you haven’t changed,” I gripe, ignoring the stares from the other men sitting around.

      “I’m not going to apologize for enjoying Tati’s mouth,” he practically purrs, as the woman puts his cock back in his pants and zips it up when he stands. I guess some things really do not change. C’s road name is Candyman. He got that name because the fucker lives for blowjobs. He says his cock is a candy cane made for women to lick and worship on their knees. I’d mock him for that, but sadly women do tend to fawn all over the lucky bastard.

      He walks over to me. His long blonde hair is full of curls and is mussed—probably from the raven-haired woman who walks beside him in nothing but a man’s white T-shirt. She has no bra on, because her nipples are about to cut through the cotton fabric. I’d venture to say she doesn’t have panties on either. That’s normal for club chicks. They have one purpose in a club and that’s to offer their bodies to make the men happy. In return, they get all the pleasure they want, a roof over their head and a check every week for cleaning the clubhouse and any other chores that need to be done. Although, just by looking I’m not sure these girls actually earn their pay other than on their backs. I shake my head. At one time, I loved this part of club life. Now, it’s not at all what I want. I’ve been feeling more and more restless. I’m thirty-six. I want more from a woman. The problem is, I haven’t found a woman who appeals to me enough that I want to keep her full-time. The life of an old lady isn’t something a lot of women are cut out for, either.

      I push those thoughts aside as I look around. I can feel the tension in the room, I’m just choosing to ignore it. The men are all staring at me. I see the unease, distrust, and even suspicion in their eyes.

      “This is bullshit,” a man mutters, never taking his eyes off of me. I look over at him, my face hard.

      “Shut up, Cowboy. We voted. It’s done,” C barks.

      “He doesn’t look like he could defend himself—let alone the club,” Cowboy huffs.

      I shake my head. It’s not like I haven’t heard that. I stand six-foot. That’s tall, but there are quite a few men in this life taller. I have muscles, but my body tends to look lean.  I keep a clean-cut look, my black hair cut short and my face clean shaven. I’m always underestimated. I like that. I’m a killer they never see coming. This kind of bullshit gets annoying though.

      I take off the cut that C sent out to me, tossing it on the table.

      “You want to challenge for the position you already lost? If so, cart your ass up here and see if you can back your fucking mouth up,” I growl. It has been a long few days of travel and I’m too damn tired for this shit. I pulled into a two-bit motel just on the outskirts of the town about an hour ago, unloaded my bike out of the back of the trailer, took a shower and grabbed a ham sandwich out of a gas station and headed here. The only thing I really want to do right now is go to sleep. I just wanted to check things out before that happened. I should have known that things wouldn’t go easy.

      Cowboy slowly rises before walking over to me. He has shaggy black hair, and a scar along the side of his neck. The man is a couple inches taller, and a little bit wider. It’ll be a good fight between us, but I don’t doubt that I can take him at all. I made my living fighting underground. I still do it occasionally when I need to blow off steam. I can handle myself well, and there’s a reason that I was in high demand back in Colorado. I made the owner of the fights a hell of a lot of money—not to mention myself.

      “I don’t like leaving my club in the hands of an outsider,” he all but snarls.

      “Your brothers apparently didn’t trust you enough to put it in your hands, so I don’t really give a fuck. I’m not here to protect your feelings. I’m definitely not here to babysit members who are butt-hurt. So, now’s your chance. Challenge me if you think you can take me. I don’t give a fuck. What I won’t do is take your disrespect. Attitudes like yours make a club weak. I think if anything shows we don’t need that, it’s the run-in this club just weathered with the War Kings.”

      “The club has already spoken. You need to know I’ll be watching you closely though. I won’t allow you to destroy what my brother built.”

      I appraise him differently. Something about the tone Cowboy used when he said brother was different. “Brother?” I question, wondering if he meant more than just a brother in the club.

      “We were raised in the same foster home,” Cowboy explains.

      Now I can see why he wanted to take his brother’s place and why he resented my presence. That, however, doesn’t mean I can allow anymore disrespect.  “I get you’re grieving and hurting, probably more than the rest of the club. What you need to understand is that I want to bring this club together, but I will not tolerate being disrespected. If you don’t want me here, be a man and challenge me. I’ll face any of you. What I won’t do is allow you to question and undermine me every fucking second that I’m around you.”

      “Still making friends quickly,” C mutters, a cocky smile on his lips. “Where’s Scorpion?”

      “He’ll be here tomorrow. His old lady didn’t want to move.”

      “Shit. Is he going to back out?”

      “Nah. Trish is a piece of shit. She’s part of the reason he’s ready to move. He’ll be here,” I answer, not going into detail. Scorpion’s story is his own. It’s also messy as hell. I doubt he’d want me to spread it around.

      “Fair enough. Want me to show you around?”

      “Honestly it has been a long as hell trip and I’m killed. I checked into a fleabag joint on the outskirts of town. I’m going back there and crashing. We can deal with the rest of the shit after I get some sleep.”

      “Man, you got a room here. No sense in staying in that place. We don’t need fucking bedbugs—and that place is full of them. Skeeter brought them in on us once and we didn’t think we’d ever get rid of them.”

      “Wasn’t my fault!” a man from the corner yells.  “It was Chi-Chi.  That bitch didn’t tell me she had them. Me and some guys partied there and had no idea we were packing them around on our clothes.”

      “Chi-Chi?”  I question C quietly.

      “Club whore. She moved on after the bed bug incident. I hear she’s been a regular in the War Kings den.”

      “What the fuck? She have any details that could nail the club to the wall?”

      “Nah, man. We don’t allow women in on the workings of the club,” he responds at once.

      “Hm …,” I hum, not happy about this loose end. She lived here, and women are smarter than most men give them credit for. She knows shit. Hell, at the bare minimum she knows the entrances and exits of this place—as well as the nightly habits of the members. That’s bad enough. Still, I’d lay dollars to doughnuts the girl knows even more. I push those thoughts away for now. That’s a problem to address after I sleep. “I’ll just go to the motel. I’ll need to get my shit anyway. My truck is there with a trailer,” I explain, not wanting to add that I don’t exactly trust the men here not to do shit to my stuff.

      “I’ll oversee it myself with a couple of prospects. Toss me your keys. I’ll show you your room here. It’s been cleaned and ready for you. I’ll also have one of the girls bring you some food. We had supper not even an hour ago. There should be plenty of shit to fix you a tray.”

      I study C. I’m not sure how I feel about this club just yet, but I trust this man completely. I reach in my pocket and pull out my keys. “I’ll walk out with you. I need to get my phone and wallet. I locked them up in my saddle bag.”

      “What the fuck did you do that for?”

      “Wasn’t sure of the reception I was going to receive. If I had to knock some heads together, I wanted to make sure those were safe.”

      He laughs but doesn’t say anything more. He knows I learned my lessons the hard way. At last count, I’ve gone through at least twenty cellphones. Now, I take precautions, mostly because I got tired of the process of getting a new one.

      When we step outside, the sunlight catches a mural across the street. It’s a building about a block down from the garage and the on the front and side of the structure is a picture of a winged horse soaring up in the sky. There’s also a moon and stars shining everywhere around it. The horse is white, but it looks like its coat is covered in glitter that is even brighter than the painted stars. The mural is beautiful but looks entirely out of place in this neighborhood. It does match the whimsical and colorful paintings downtown. At once, I realize that the work all belongs to the same artist.

      My heart goes crazy when I hear the sound of a woman laughing. Hearing it, does something to me. It rains down on me with the force of an eighty-pound hammer, but it isn’t painful. It’s something else altogether. The sound is gentle, sweet, and so warm that it made me ache, causing an erection that I really shouldn’t have, given that it was just from a woman laughing. What the hell?

      My gaze moved to find the source and there she was—definitely heart-stopping. From this distance, it’s hard to tell, but I’d venture to say the woman was tiny. I’d say five-four to five-five in height—and that was being generous. In fact, it is almost as generous as the voluptuous curves of her hips and the ample cleavage of her breasts. I could only see the side view of her face as she was talking to a boy—who couldn’t be more than twelve. I knew there was nothing romantic between them. The woman has to be in her mid-twenties. Still, the fact that he is standing so close to her and gets to enjoy her laughter so freely grates on my nerves. My hand tightens up into a fist. Her laughter should belong only to me, that smile on her full lips is meant for my eyes only. The long wavy blonde hair that falls to her fucking delicious ass is meant for my hands to wrap in as she takes my cock.

      Fuck, she is spectacular.

      She is light in a darkness that had infiltrated my soul years ago. A source of comfort that I didn’t think could penetrate the shell of the man I had slowly become over the last few years.

      Almost as if she could feel my eyes staring at her, she turned to look at me. Our gazes connect and I swear to God, it feels as if I had been struck by lightning. I wanted her. No, it was more than that. As I continue to watch her, I have to acknowledge the truth. I needed her with a hunger that I had never felt in my life. It was as if there was an invisible string between us, drawing me to her and pulling me to get closer. I hold back my groan because even from this distance, I could see her tongue come out and lick against her lips.

      I watch, transfixed as she says something to the boy who was with her. Then, they turned and went inside the building. It disappointed me that she was running away from me—and that’s exactly what it felt like. Silly woman is mine. She should be running to me. In time, she will.

      I won’t give her a choice.

      For now, I’ll back off. Tomorrow, however, is another day …
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      I laugh as Tony and Lara fight amongst themselves. They’re the oldest kids that come to the community center and their help is immeasurable. Today they’re helping me get a start on the new mural.  I’m painting on the side of the diner in town. The kids at the community center voted on a depiction of the mad tea party from Alice’s Adventures In Wonderland. Tony and Lara are going to help me on the project. I always do the main characters, but the two of them do the sketching of the background and do the clear varnish over the final product to protect it from harmful UV rays and vandalism. Their skills are growing and soon I’m going to give them a space to do their own mural. In fact, I’ve already got it arranged on a small building at the end of town. A local optometrist has his practice there and he’s commissioned the project. I’m going to surprise them after we finish this one.

      They’re currently sketching for me. Lara is working on the table and Tony is doing the swirls of color that make up the background along the edges of the mural. Me? I’m drawing the white rabbit complete with his giant top hat and pocket watch.  I’m excited for this project. I’ve always loved the story of Alice and to bring it to life makes me happy. I haven’t had the easiest road in life. Art has always been my safe place—an escape.

      “What do you think?” I ask, while looking at the rabbit I just sketched.

      Tony and Lara take a step back to view my handiwork. I see Lara tilt her head, taking it in. Tony, however, just keeps staring at it and frowns. “Miss Cutter, don’t get mad but …”

      “What is it, Tony?” I ask, worried I messed up something. It looks okay to me, but I have to admit that sometimes I concentrate so deeply on the character I’m drawing that I miss the position and scale of the grand scheme of things which sometimes gets me in trouble with the other elements in the project.

      “Well, the way that mushroom is poised in front of him …”

      “Yes?” I ask, sensing he doesn’t want to finish his thoughts, but I can’t see what he’s hung up on. It looks pretty good to me.

      “Is the rabbit naked? I mean I know you have his topcoat and hat on, but is he not wearing pants?”

      I frown. You couldn’t see his pants because of the mushroom. So, I’m not sure what he’s getting at. “Well, yes, he has pants on, but you won’t be able to truly see them because he’ll be hidden by the mushroom and the table.”

      “True, but …”

      He stops talking again and I can tell Lara is getting as frustrated as I am.  “Just spit it out, Tony. You know by now that you can’t really hurt my feelings.”

      “Ms. Cutter you drew his, well his …” he stutters, and I swear his face grows bright red.

      What on earth?

      “Just tell me, Tony, because I’m not seeing anything.”

      He points to the giant caterpillar that is lying on top of the mushroom. “You drew his di—his thing. I mean, geez, kids will see this and that’s kind of not okay. Plus, it’s almost as big as he is. I’ve never seen a rabbit’s private parts. Then again, I’ve never seen a rabbit who wore a suit and could tell time. It’s just I’m pretty sure his thing wouldn’t be that big and huge!”

      Lara starts laughing, unable to stop herself. I’m trying to hold my laughter in, though. I don’t want Tony to think I’m mocking him. It’s a struggle though.  “Tony,” I finally say when I get a little bit of control over my response.

      “Yeah?” he asks, and now even his ears are bright red. If he blushed any harder, I’m pretty sure he’d be glowing in the dark.

      “That’s not his um … thingy. That’s the caterpillar from the book.”

      “A caterpillar?” Tony asks and then, I realize that Tony has never read the story. From his reaction, I feel pretty safe in saying he’s never seen the movie either.

      Lara continues laughing as she slaps Tony on the shoulder. “You doofus. You really thought Miss Cutter would put a dick on a mural for the town’s diner? Geez, you big dummy it’s not like we live in Greece or France.”

      “Lara don’t call Tony names,” I chastise quietly.

      “What does Greece or France have to do with Miss Cutter’s mural?” Tony asks.

      “That’s where they have all those statues with a man’s junk on them,” she explains.

      “Oh, yeah. You know men back in those times didn’t have any length at all. Not sure why they wanted to model for the sculptors. I mean I wouldn’t want the world to know hundreds of years later that I was packing a teeny weenie,” he grumbles.

      That’s when I lose it, I laugh so hard that my head goes back. I can’t contain it any longer.

      Lara continues snickering and Tony joins her this time. “Let’s go get the rest of Miss Cutter’s supplies from her car,” she suggests. I’m still laughing as they walk away. My eyes are wet from hilarity. I love those two kids. I’m trying to dry the tears running down my cheeks by lifting my arm and doing my best to dab my eyes with my shirt—without touching my face with my charcoal covered fingers. That is not an easy task. Still, if I don’t outline using charcoal and then shade it with my fingers, it makes painting a million times harder—especially on a brick wall.

      I freeze when I hear the sound of a motorcycle, the engine roars as it barrels down the small two-lane road that makes up Mainstreet. My head jerks up on instinct and my breath seems to lodge in my chest as I meet the gaze of the rider. He stops the bike right in front of me.

      I drink him in. He’s beautiful. There’s no other way to say it. His dark hair is short, yet still messily cut in a way that makes you think it still needs a trim. His beautiful brown eyes are intense and makes my heart flutter.  I can’t force myself to turn away, so I just stand still—like an idiot—as he gets off his bike with a smooth grace that I’ve never seen in a man. I need to snap out of it, but at this point, I wouldn’t be surprised if my mouth isn’t open with my tongue lolling to the side. My heart changes from fluttering to running away with me when he speaks with a deep, raspy voice that sets my nerve endings on fire.

      “Hey, sweetheart,” he purrs and it’s all I can do to keep myself from melting. Instead of worrying I’d be a puddle on the concrete, I should have worried about acting like an idiot.

      “You talking to me?” I ask, sounding like a breathless, female version of Robert DeNiro from a movie I watched years ago. I face palm immediately, wishing the ground would swallow me whole.

      God, I’m such an idiot.
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      I’ve spent the day going through every piece of the small town of Dreary as Hell. You wouldn’t think it would take that long—especially since population records say only two thousand people live here. I’m bone tired and just want to get back to the clubhouse and meet with the men and Scorpion.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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