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Liz:

Thanks again. Your insight is always so spot on!

Brandy, Mary, Trudy, Robin, and Carrie:

Thanks for your willingness to read and give feedback so quickly!

You are all so loved and appreciated!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​

[image: ]




[image: A picture containing logo

Description automatically generated]

Beckham 'Rooster' Cahill

After a bad judgment call, I left Oregon to get my head together. It was supposed to be a short-term situation, but in the end, I chose to stay away to protect the only woman I've ever loved.

But now my club's on the verge of war, and the only way I know to protect her is to go home, whether she likes it or not.

Katie Jameson

I watched the love of my life walk out the door and never look back but now he's waltzing back in to save the day and I don't know if I have the strength to resist him this time around.

––––––––
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Hatch

As president of the Dogs of Fire MC, I’ve always done my best to lead by example. This is in great part because I've been married to the love of my life for more years than I can count, and she centers me, grounds me, and gives me peace.

When an old rival shows up, aiming to destroy that peace, I must decide whether to rise above or take the bait. The problem is, this rival is threatening everyone and everything I love, and I fear I may be forced to become the man I never wanted my club or my woman to see.

––––––––
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Maisie

I’ve been the wife of an MC president long enough to know when his club needs him more than I do.

A ghost from Hatch’s past has waged war on the streets of Portland and it’s up to him and the Dogs of Fire to keep that battle from reaching our doorstep.

I know Hatch is strong enough to face whatever comes our way, but I’m afraid of the price he’ll have to pay to keep us all safe.

His club may need their president, but he’s my man and I need him more than ever. 

For Jack

We’ve been to hell and back these past few years and we’ve survived. Yay us!
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Hatch

Three months ago (ish)...

I GLANCED AROUND my shop and grinned. Razor was finally mobile enough to hang with us back at the shop. He’d been beat to shit in a blitz attack by the Spiders, right before they’d grabbed Booker’s kid, Cash, and taken him back to one of their warehouses. Cash had been able to talk his way out, but Razor hadn’t fared so well and was finally on the mend (due to his gifted physical therapist, Waverly Anderson, whom he’d fallen in love with). Now, however, he was watching us wrench on a few of the cars from a stool with his leg elevated. Flea had RatHound’s first CD blasting on the sound system, and spirits were high, as it was nearly quittin’ time for the guys on shift.

“Why is this ’62 Sportster still here?” I asked, pulling a beer from the shop fridge.

“We’re waiting for Grip to get back from Daryl’s with the correct exhaust clamps. The vintage ones that came in were for a ’78 panhead, so we’re going with the repro ones instead,” Flea said.

“Did you ask the client if that’s okay?” I asked.

Flea nodded. “Tim said he was cool with us using non-vintage clips if it meant having the bike ready for Sturgis. I told him we’d re-order the correct clips and replace them at no extra charge whenever it was convenient for him.” 

“Alright, sounds good,” I said, before adding, “Hey, how long did you say Grip’s been gone?”

“Almost an hour and a half,” Razor replied.

I frowned. “Motorworks is only twenty minutes away. How long does it take to pick up a box of clips?”

Brian shrugged. “It was around four-twenty when he left, maybe he hit the shop for a little sticky icky.” 

“We have our own stash here,” Flea pointed out.

“Hold on.” I felt my phone buzz, and pulled it out of my pocket. “It’s a video call from an unknown number. Maybe it’s Grip.”

“Hatch, so nice to see your face.”

I clenched my jaw. Fucking Warlock.

“Warlock,” I said. “What do you want?”

“Well, you know what I want, Hatch. However, you seem unwilling to hand it over to me peacefully so I thought we could try another approach,” Warlock said.

I walked the phone over my guys and they gathered around it.

“Oh, yeah? What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, as you so eloquently put it to me when we last spoke, you’re a businessman, and these are business matters. You said you’d rather negotiate than see blood spilled on the streets of Portland, and so here I am. Ready to negotiate.”

I couldn’t tell where Warlock was calling from, only that he was outside.

“I’m glad to hear that,” I said. “And I’m sure Sundance will be happy to hear it as well.”

Warlock smiled wide. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ve already spoken with Sundance. He’s well aware of my proposed terms and seemed excited about what I had to say.”

“What’s on your mind?” I asked.

“I’m so glad you asked, old friend. Because what’s on my mind is what’s on your mind. For example, I’d love to know just how far the president of a non-one-percenter club would go to save one of his own lost sheep.” Warlock panned the camera to show Grip, his wrists bound, and duct tape wrapped around mouth and neck. His eyes were darting back and forth, and he looked terrified. He’d clearly been beaten and was being held up by two Spiders. One on each side.

“Where are you?” I growled.

“Oh, man. I really wish you were here with us now. I’m sure your boy, Grip, does too, you know what I mean?”

“You lay one more finger on him and I’ll gut you like a fish,” I snarled.

“You, see! That’s what I’m talking about, my man. You act like you’re above committing acts of violence, but you’re just like me, Hatch. A man who’s willing to kill for what’s his.”

“Where are you?” I demanded.

“Not too far from you, actually,” Warlock replied. “Far enough to where you’ll never get to us in time, but close enough for you to get my point.”

Warlock panned the phone’s camera again to reveal they were on a rooftop, somewhere in what looked like the warehouse district near the port.

“This lost sheep of yours is really more of a lamb, isn’t he? What is it that you call your prospects? Recruits, right? Like you’re in the fucking army, right? Well, armies fight wars, don’t they? Armies send young men into battle to face insurmountable odds and certain death, year after year, century after century. You call this boy a recruit into your army, but you expect me to believe that you’re the president of some sort of sewing circle. You can’t fool me, Hatch. I know you, and I know how far you can be pushed before you push back.”

“I hear you and I want to negotiate with you,” I said. “Alright? You have my attention and I’m listening.”

“That’s good. I’m glad to hear that, and I’m more than sure that your young recruit is happy to hear that as well,” Warlock said, pinching Grip’s cheek, before giving it a slap.

“Tell me where you are,” I said. “I’ll come get Grip and you and I can talk when I get there. We’ll call Sundance together and work something out between the three of us, alright?”

“It’s really beautiful up here at this time of the evening,” Warlock replied before nodding to the two Spiders who were holding Grip. 

We then watched in horror as they threw Grip from the top of the building. Warlock filming as he plummeted at least ten stories before hitting the pavement below.

“Oh, look, there’s that blood on the street you were worried about, Hatch. Well, I guess, now that it’s spilled, my terms are this,” Warlock said, turning the camera back to face him. “You have forty-eight hours to turn over your grow operation, or I start tossing people you actually care about off this roof.” 

Warlock ended the call.

I lost my ability to stand, falling to my knees.

Someone laid a hand on my shoulder, but I shrugged it off. 

“Back off,” I growled. No one should touch me. I was unclean. 

I lowered my head, silent tears falling unbid as I mourned the loss of a young man who deserved more. 

Warlock was going to pay for what he’d just done. 

He was going to pay dearly.

* * *
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A few weeks later...

I banged the gavel and glanced around the table at my officers. Booker was my VP, Mack, my Secretary, Hawk, Treasurer, Flea Sergeant, Ace, Knight, and Train, all Road Captains, and I’d included my son, Flash, along with Ryder Carsen, Reese Alden in this meeting. Ryder and Reese were ex-Spiders and club friendlies, and they had invaluable insight into how the Spiders did business. And outside of new prospects, they knew every single member, could recognize them if they were in the vicinity, and could give us a heads-up. Ryder had a team of ex-members who worked for him, and they were all willing to go to bat for us to bring the Spiders down. I honestly didn’t know if we’d be able to do it without them.

We did not give our grow operation to Warlock, and varying grim expressions met mine as I sighed. “Warlock has declared war.”

“Killing Grip was his declaration of war, brother,” Booker said.

“No,” I countered. “That was merely a warning.”

“Fuck, what’s happened now?” Hawk demanded.

“I thought you sent everything over to Jaxon,” Flea said, turning to Ace and Knight. 

Jaxon Quinn was Ace and Knight’s biological brother and part of a local FBI unit we called on, very sparingly, if we got into a sticky situation we couldn’t handle ourselves. Case in point, a few weeks back when Warlock killed my prospect when I refused to hand over our cannabis grow business to Warlock. 

“What the fuck’s your brother doin’? He’s got the video of Warlock dropping Grip off the side of the building. Proof he murdered him—”

“Warlock didn’t actually do the throwin’,” I pointed out. 

“Jax has the two who did it and neither of them are talkin’,” Ace grumbled.

“So, they’re gonna do time and not implicate Warlock,” Hawk said matter-of-factly.

Flea shrugged. “It’s what any of us would do.”

The room murmured as every one of my brothers nodded their agreement.

“Yeah, the difference is, Warlock’s got them by the balls, whereas Hatch earned our respect,” Train said.

“As much as I appreciate that,” I said. “The fact remains, he’s sent a new message, and this one officially declares war.”

“What have we missed?” Train asked.

“They hit a few of the Howlers’ shops, both in Monument and Denver, and they hit Daryl’s shop and house.”

The Primal Howlers were a friendly club out in Colorado, and we partnered with them in cannabis grow operations in Colorado, Washington, and Oregon. They owned dispensaries all over Denver, Monument, and Colorado Springs, and the Spiders had hit a few of their dispensaries last week. 

Daryl, on the other hand, owned Portland Motorworks, a boutique auto parts shop that specialized in ‘new old stock’ MoPar and vintage bike parts. Just the kind of hard-to-find inventory our shop needed. We’d done business with Daryl Martin since the day he opened. In fact, the Dogs supplied him with labor during his shop build, as well as using the club’s resources to secure some of the trickier permits he needed in order to do business. In exchange for these favors, Daryl agreed to stock and reserve some of our most used and/or hard to find items. 

Several months ago, he was coming up short on our parts orders and it was because the Spiders had threatened him and his family. We’d promised to protect Daryl, but unfortunately, Warlock had had other plans. 

“Shit, seriously?” Knight asked. “When?”

“Last night.”

The room erupted in various levels of rage and cursing. I waved my hands to settle the group. “We got them out.”

Flea nodded. “Mack and I moved them to a safehouse night before last.”

“They’ve been secretly getting mementos and important papers moved for the past week or two, just in case,” I said. “Insurance will take care of whatever they lost outside of that. His shop’s a similar story. He moved some hard to find parts but had to lose a few things to make the insurance claim legit. He’s good, his family’s safe, and we plan to keep it that way.”

“I want this fucker dead,” Knight snapped.

“Yeah, brother, I get it,” I agreed. “Maisie is out now gathering food and supplies to stock up both our home and the compounds, and I want all of you to get ready to lock down again.” I turned to Hawk. “You and Ace both have fortified basements, so talk to your women and figure out if you can take more than your kids and their women. Maisie and I’ll do the same. Razor is organizing the car switching as we speak. That’s happening day after tomorrow, but I think we might need to move that up a day.”

“We’ve got our basement almost done,” Knight said. “Our apartment’s an option too.”

Before he and Kim had gotten hitched, she owned an apartment in a high-rise building overlooking the water in Portland. Up until my sister, Cricket, had reconnected with Minus, the president of the Burning Saints, she’d lived there and once she’d moved out, Kim had taken the opportunity to do a massive renovation.

“Is the reno done?” I asked.

Knight nodded. “Wired for picture and sound. Two panic rooms, doorman, the whole deal. We added a bathroom, so it’s now got four bedrooms, four full bathrooms plus the powder. It would be great for either new couples or a few of our women who aren’t coupled up. Not the greatest for kids. Nowhere to play. Unless they’re babies.”

I nodded. “Right, Maisie can start figuring out who can go where.”

“How the hell are we gonna keep Warlock outta the safe houses?” Train asked.

“We’re gonna fuckin’ shoot to kill,” I said. 

“I set shit up so that most of the buildings are hidden legally,” Mack said. “Hatch and Maisie’s house is in trust, as are the rest of our homes. The trusts aren’t easily tracked back to us, so unless you know where we live, you won’t be able to find us.”

“Yeah, but people know where we live,” Flea pointed out.

“You been runnin’ your mouth?” I challenged. “We’re all careful about who we invite in.”

Flea nodded. “I guess that’s true, but everyone knows about here. I mean, Big Ernie’s is our main hub.”

“Sure,” I agreed. “But no one other than officers, family, and patched members know about Ridgefield, so we’ll start the lockdown there. It’s hard to find, impenetrable, and if on the off-chance someone does get in and we have to get out, we have hidden exits, leading to different safe houses in the area that also can’t be traced back to us.”

“What if someone’s watching from the street?” Train asked.

“We go in shifts, dark of night,” I said. “Haul the bikes in in trucks. Change up your routine. Don’t draw attention. Flea, did you get the extra freezers installed?”

“Yeah, we got three, plus another three refrigerators.”

“Good.”

Ryder set a folder on the table. “Photos and names of Spiders’ members, current and retired.”

I slid it toward me and opened it, rifling through the file. “Jesus, brother, this is thorough.”

He chuckled. “Got an inside guy.”

“I don’t want you puttin’ your family’s ass out there, Ryder.” I glanced up at him. “Where are Sadie and the kids?”

“We’re good, Hatch.” He took a seat and smiled. “Sadie and the kids are covered. We have the panic room, and if we need to, they can stay with her aunt at the abbey.”

Reese nodded. “Alexa and our kids can also stay there.”

Ryder’s woman used to be a nun and had been ensconced in a local abbey. When she’d met Ryder, she’d been on the precipice of a major life change, and she’d left her life as a nun and fallen in love with him. Alexa and Reese had been childhood sweethearts who’d reconnected, but she’d had to be hidden at the abbey due to her mafia father, so they still had that option available to them should they need it.

“Let’s get these pictures out to everyone,” I said.

“Ryder already sent them to me,” Booker said. “I’ve emailed copies to officers and captains. You decide who you want to share with. I’m sharin’ with Dani and my kids. I want them on guard. Cash already had his run-in with Warlock, and he’s got Teagan to consider now.”

“I’ve got Teagan,” Mack said.

Booker faced him and raised an eyebrow. “Brother, Cash has Teagan.”

Mack stood slowly and settled his fists on the table. “If I say I’ve got my daughter, Book, I’ve got my daughter.”

“Mack, Cash and Teagan have each other and I’m not gonna have you fuckin’ with that,” Booker growled.

“Enough,” I snapped. “The last thing we need is to be at each other’s throats.” I speared Mack with a glare. “I think Cash has earned the right to look after his woman, yeah?”

Mack glared back. “This comin’ from you or my prez?”

“Right now, it’s coming from me. Your brother and friend. But if you need me to pull rank, I’ll pull rank.”

Booker sighed. “Sit down, Mack. Between the two of us and Cash, we’ll keep Teagan safe. She’s covered, brother.”

Mack slowly took his seat again and I waited a few seconds before nodding. “Right. As you know, my boy, Flash is set to receive his Road Captain’s patch and there’s no time like the present, so if his Road Captain could get his scrawny ass up here, I’d appreciate it.”

Train followed orders, grabbing Flash by the scruff of his cut, and dammed near dragging all one hundred seventy-five pounds of him to me.

“This scrawny thing been a good soldier?” I asked Train, pointing to my son.

Train nodded. “He does what he’s told without too much drama.”

“Must be fuckin’ nice,” I replied to laughs all around.

“He’s a good man to share the road with and I’m proud to see him earn his stripes,” Train said, patting Flash in the back.

“Most of you probably don’t know this,” I said, addressing the group. “But Flash’s great, great, great, great Grandfather, John Milton Wallace was a drummer boy and surgeon’s assistant in the Union Army during the Civil War. In fact, he served for the entire duration of that horrible war. He was on the battlefield for both Sherman’s March to the Sea and The Grand Review of the Armies. John’s father, J.T. Wallace was a Midshipmen in the US Navy at sixteen, and later became a spy for the Union army. J. T.’s baby brother, John’s uncle, William Henson Wallace, was the Governor of both the Washington and Idaho Territories during Lincoln’s Presidency. William H. Wallace was a dear, long-time friend of Lincoln’s, and was the last person to meet officially with him on the day of his assassination. In fact, Lincoln asked William and his wife to accompany him to Ford’s Theater that night, but they had just arrived in DC from the Pacific Northwest and were exhausted from the trip and so declined.”

“Really?” Flash asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m giving you all this little history lesson, so you’ll know how deep the Wallace family roots run here. Wallace men and women have been leaders and protectors of the Pacific Northwest since the beginning. Our blood is in its soil.”

“That’s fuckin’ cool,” Booker said.

I turned to my son. “Flash. Are you willing to spill blood, whether your own, or your enemies in order to protect this club, its members, and the families of those members?”

“Fuckin’ A,” Flash replied with his normal ‘piss and vinegar’ energy.

“You ready to take on the responsibility of your first crew?” I asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“We’ve got some young men within our recruits that need some strong leadership. You ready to provide that leadership?”

“Yes, sir. I am.”

“Alright, then,” I said, addressing the group. “Unless anyone has a reasonable objection as to why Flash shouldn’t get bumped up, let’s get this a man a new patch.”

The chorus of the brotherhood sang out in celebration of Flash’s promotion and my heart swelled with pride. I couldn’t have asked for a better son or example of what I wanted this club to be. I only hoped he’d never have to make the kinds of decisions I’ve had to make when it was his time to wear the crown.

After the celebration had died down, I addressed the group one last time. “Okay, we all good then? Any questions?”

Everyone shook their heads, so I banged the gavel and said, “Dismissed,” pulling Flash aside before he left.

“I meant what I said before. I see a leader when I look at you. I’m proud of you and I believe you’re gonna make a great Road Captain. Now go out there and prove me right, okay?”

Flash smiled. “Come on, Pop. You know how much I hate it when you’re right.”

“I do,” I replied. “Seriously though. I wish I was promoting you at a more peaceful time, so we could really let loose, you know?”

Flash nodded.

“We’ll have a big blow out once all this shit with the Spiders is settled.”

“I don’t care about all of that,” Flash replied.

“You should. You’ve earned this promotion and the party that usually goes along with it.”

“You know I’m not gonna automatically side with you during officer votes, right?”

I laughed. “I’ve never filled my table with ‘yes men’ and I’m not about to start now. Honestly, I appreciate that you see things from different angles than I do. It’s fucking frustrating sometimes, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t see the value of your insight.”

“Jesus, Dad. That almost sounded like a compliment.”

“You know what? I take it all back. Gimmie the patch,” I said grabbing for it.

“No way, old man. No take backs,” he growled as he held the patch above his head. Exactly two inches out of my reach.

“Damn, kid. What have you been eating? You still growing?”

I was proud as a father could be. And for a few moments I was able to put aside the exhausting task of navigating the tides of the river of shit we were currently in.

He laughed as I followed him out of the room.
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Hatch

I’D BEEN A member of the Dogs of Fire MC for most of my life and was by no means a stranger to death. The club had lost its fair share of members over the years due to violence, illness, or time, but this was different. This time an innocent member was executed right in front of me. A young man cut down in the prime of his life by an evil sonofabitch I never thought I’d see again. A man who’d already stolen from me. 

Grip’s funeral was brief. He didn’t have much in the way of blood relatives. He was an only child whose mother passed away seven years ago from cancer. His dead-beat dad was ten years into a thirty-five-year stretch without the possibility of parole, leaving only an uncle and two cousins to attend. The rest of the mourners were Dogs. Dogs who wanted to get out of the funeral home and into a bottle. Or, as it would come to pass, many bottles. I tried my best to deliver a thoughtful eulogy, but I could barely get through a sentence of two before being overtaken by waves of deep sorrow and burning rage.

“Even though Grip wasn’t with us for very long, I know he looked up to all of you,” I said, addressing my brothers. “I think I’m not spilling any secrets that he didn’t start out as the most promising recruit I’d ever seen, but y’all whipped him into a fine prospect. A prospect who would have worn this had he not been taken from us.” I held up Grip’s cut. A Dogs of Fire MC members patch on the back and placed it on top of his casket. “The funeral director told me that he’d see to it that Grip would be wearing this when they put him in the...”

That’s the moment I broke. I was unable to speak or move. I’m not sure how I even stayed standing. Overcome with grief for this young man who had miles of open road before him. A young man I was responsible for. It was the moment I hit rock bottom. 

It was also the moment I swore vengeance against Warlock. 

“To Grip!” Booker said, squeezing my shoulder and walking down the steps to the chairs in front where Maisie wrapped her arms round me, already sobbing uncontrollably. 

As were all of the women. He’d had a rough start with them, but they had taken a shine to him because he’d worked hard to earn their trust, and Maisie, in particular, was having a difficult time processing the brutality of it all.

A couple of the brothers who’d ridden with him the longest said a few things, then we made our way back to Big Ernie’s to tie one on and our clubhouse nearly became the second casualty of the month, as Grip’s wake turned into the wildest gathering I’d ever witnessed. The Dogs were pissed off, drunk, sad, fucked up, and completely unhinged.

“What are we doing about this, Prez?” Archer (Booker’s other son) asked, well into a case of beer as Flash, Train, Mack, and Booker and I sat by the fire.

“I’m still figuring that out,” I replied.

“Warlock dies, that’s all there is to it,” Booker said.

“Jesus,” I hissed. “You know it’s bad when Booker starts cleaning his gun.”

“Dad’s right,” Archer said. “Next time it’ll be a member Warlock goes after. And if he succeeds in killing one of us, we’ll look weak not just to the Spiders, but to every club in the country who’s looking to move into the Pacific Northwest.”

“We run the same risk of bringing on heat if we kill Warlock,” I replied. “Another Spider will just take his place, just like he took Wolf’s.”

“Then, what? We give Warlock the keys to our weed business and whimper off with our fucking tails between our balls?” Flash asked. My kid had a point, but I needed to handle these questions with care.

“Not a fuckin’ chance,” I replied. “We’re gonna get justice for Grip and Warlock is gonna pay. We have to be smart how we play this is all. We have to be smarter than Warlock. He’s expecting us to be emotional, knowing that will make us vulnerable.”

“Fuck emotional, he killed a kid,” Booker snarled.

“I need you all to trust me. Give me a beat to figure things out, alright?”

My brothers nodded in solidarity.

“Good,” I replied. “Let’s raise ’em up for Grip,” I said, making a toast. “The newest, posthumous, member of the Dogs of Fire.”

* * *
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Present day...

Soft lips traveling down my chest pulled me from my slumber and I let out a quiet grunt as my woman wrapped her lips around my already hard cock.

“Well, good morning,” she said, taking me deep.

“That’s not where we start, Sunshine,” I growled, sliding my hands under her pits and flipping her onto her back so I could head south.

“I wanted the element of surprise for a change,” she admonished. “We always start here.”

I raised my head and glanced at her from between her legs. “I’m not actually hearing a complaint from my wife about where we start, am I?”

“It’s just that you never let me start where I want to start.”

“I am hearing a complaint from my wife,” I growled. “Did you wake up in a mood?”

“I was in a great mood, ready to suck my man off, but then—”

I buried my face between her legs, cutting off whatever diatribe she was fixin’ to give me, replaced with a quiet squeak, followed by a sigh, and then her leg slid over my shoulder and her heel dug into my back as I licked, sucked, and ate my way to her first orgasm of the morning.

I kissed my way back up her body, sliding my cock slowly inside of her, as she wrapped her legs around my hips. 

“Better?” I grunted out.

“Well, yes, but that’s not really the point, is it, darling?” Her British accent getting far more ‘proper’ as she bossed.

Running my tongue over her pulse, I buried my dick deeper and smiled. “What is the point, Sunshine?”

“Oh, bloody hell, I don’t know,” she breathed out, arching into me.

“That’s what I thought,” I retorted, thrusting deep again.

Jesus, her warm, tight heat still did things to me, even after all these years together. “You want hard, beautiful?”

“This is good,” she rasped, pulling the tie from my hair and weaving her fingers into it. 

Her action pressed my face to her tits which gave me better access, and I drew a nipple into my mouth as I continued to thrust into her.

“Connor, I can’t... fuck... Jesus,” she hissed. “Now!” she screamed, her pussy contracting around my cock as she came. 

I kissed her, slamming into her twice more, letting myself go, then rolling us both to our sides, smiling against her lips. “Mornin’.”

She met my eyes. “Good morning.”

“You still feelin’ sassy?”

“I wasn’t sassy to begin with,” she countered, tugging on my beard. “I’d just like to have one morning when I can finish what I start.”

I chuckled. “I’ll take that into consideration.”

“You’re lucky you’re cute.”

“Oh, I know.” I grinned. “You gonna shower with me?”

She leaned up on her arms and raised an eyebrow. “You gonna give me another orgasm?”

“What do you think?” I challenged, sliding out of her and climbing off the bed. “I might even let you finish what you started earlier.”

She gave me a slow, sexy smile, then followed me into the bathroom.

An hour later, we were in the kitchen, finishing breakfast when my phone buzzed in my pocket. Normally, we had a strict ‘no phones at the table’ policy, but the club was in a precarious position at the moment, so Maisie and I had eased up on that rule.

“Yeah?” I answered, not lookin’ at the caller ID.

“Need you at the club, brother,” Booker said.

“Now?”

Maisie turned to face me from her place at the sink and frowned. 

“Yeah,” Booker said. “Razor’ll be there in five.”

“Give me thirty,” I said, then hung up.

“Is it bad?” Maisie asked.

“Not sure.” I stood, taking my plate to her, and leaning down to kiss her gently. “Razor’s on you today.”

She gripped my cut. “I don’t like this.”

“I know, baby.”

“Ride safe.”

“I’m takin’ the truck today.”

She hissed through her teeth. “That bad?”

“I promised you that I would protect you and that meant not taking me from you. Remember?”

She nodded, but I didn’t miss the sheen of tears in her eyes. 

“Okay, so today, I’m takin’ my truck. Spotters have seen Spiders out on the road, and I’m not takin’ the chance that I might be caught unaware. I’ve given the order to ride in quads, so no one rides alone, but today, I’m alone, so I’m in the truck.”

She buried her face in my throat and nodded. “I love you.”

“I know, Sunshine.” I kissed her hair. “I won’t ever take that for granted.”

“Why is Warlock doing this?” she rasped.

“Because he’s crazy.”

The doorbell pealed, and I checked our front door camera. It was Razor, so I kissed Maisie gently, then headed to the front to answer.

“Hey, brother,” I said as he walked in.

“Hey.” He gave me a tentative smile. “Maisie okay?”

“She’s holdin’ in,” I said. “You know how she is.”

“Yeah.”

“How’s Waverly?” I asked, closing and locking the door.

“She’s good,” Razor said. “At work. Brian’s on her.”

“Thanks for hangin’ with Maisie,” I said, leading him back to the kitchen. “I know I pulled you off that Chevelle.”

Razor chuckled. “I finished the Chevelle.”

“No shit?”

“Yeah, last night.” Razor set his keys on the island and pulled my wife in for a hug. “Hey, sweetheart.”

“Hi, love.” She smiled up at him. “I have some errands today. Are you sure you don’t mind shuttling me around?”

“It’s my pleasure,” he said. “Brought one of the club trucks.”

“Oh, I can drive,” she countered.

I wrapped an arm around her waist. “Not how it works, Sunshine.”

She wrinkled her nose as she tugged on my beard. “Can’t blame a girl for trying.”

“You got your panic button on?”

She fingered her necklace. “Yes. I actually have my bracelet on as well.”

“Good.” I kissed her gently. “Use it, even if you’re not sure.”

“Razor’s with me, darling, I’ll think we’ll be good.”

“Baby, if you feel like something’s off, use it.”

She sighed. “Okay, okay, got it.”

I kissed her again, then reluctantly left her.

* * *
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Maisie

“What do you want for breakfast?” I asked Razor. “I’ve got bacon, eggs, toast, and I can make pancakes.”

“Don’t go to any trouble, sweetheart. Whatever you’ve already made is good,” he said.

“Right. I’ll warm this up. Coffee’s in the pot.”

“Thanks.”

The beep of the alarm had us both on edge for a second until my daughter called out. “It’s me, Mummy.”

Poppy reset the alarm and then her beautiful face appeared before me, and I pulled her in for a hug. “Hi, lovey, what are you doing here?”

“You mentioned you were making a Costco run, so I thought I’d tag along. The kids are in school, I have a day off, so it’s a Poppy, Mummy day.” 

Razor chuckled. “Translation, Sparky decided you needed to be guarded.”

Poppy snagged a piece of bacon off his plate and raised an eyebrow. “Well, that too.”

Poppy and Devon, aka Sparky, had been married for a while now and they’d given me treasures in the form of grandkids. Flash and Tate had also given me a grandbaby, so my heart was full. Now, I was just waiting for Jamie, my youngest, to find his forever love.

“Is Devon at the club?” I asked.

“Yes.” Poppy poured herself a cup of coffee and helped herself to breakfast. “He said one of the prospects is heading this way to join Razor.”

Razor waved his phone in the air. “Just got the text.”

“Devon didn’t want to come in for breakfast?” I asked.

“Something’s going on,” Poppy said, shaking her head. “What’s going on, Mummy?”

I sighed. “I don’t know, poppet.”

“Sid didn’t tell you anything?”

Hatch and I had met when Poppy was twelve. I was a widow at the time, and she’d fallen for him first, I think. When we’d gotten married, she called him her ‘stand-in-dad,’ or SID for short. Even after he adopted her officially. It was the cutest thing ever and we all loved it. Of course, she called him ‘Dad’ as well, but mostly it was Sid, which he loved most of all.

“He didn’t honey.”

“Not that you’d tell me if he did.”

I smiled gently. “Probably not.”

She wrapped her hands around her mug. “Spoken like a true old lady.”

“She’s our first lady, Poppy,” Razor corrected.

Poppy grinned. “True.”

“I’m not sure I’m all that special, love.”

“You are, sweetheart,” Razor said. “You’ve earned our respect. We honor it, so you should too.”

I blushed. “Well, thank you.”

“Is Daddy going to put us on lockdown again, do you think?” Poppy asked.

“I think we should be ready for anything,” I said. “That’s part of the reason I’m doing the Costco run. I’m stocking up.”

“Right, then I’ll text Tate and see what she needs for the Con Man just in case.”

“I know we’re going to need more diapers than one cart can carry.”

Razor chuckled. “Good thing I brought the truck, huh?”

Poppy’s fingers flew over her phone as she started a list and texted the family.

“Razor, can you please make sure the cars are all gassed up and ready to roll if we have to get out, please?” I asked.

Our basement had been overhauled and could be locked down at a moment’s notice. From the outside of the home you wouldn’t know there even was a basement, and from the inside, it could only be reached from a hidden panel. So, if you even discovered the panel to begin with, you’d have to enter a code, then get through a steel reinforced door.

All of the windows were bullet proof, and I’d had the club install another fully functional kitchen. It was small, but it had everything we needed. There were three bedrooms and four bathrooms down, along with a theater, a great room, and some hidden exits that led to cars if we had to escape without being seen. Hatch’s office and a gym used to be down there, but he’d moved those upstairs, when Poppy and Flash moved out. 

“You bet,” he said. “We were going to switch them out day after tomorrow anyway.”

“Oh, that’s even better,” I said.

I heard the beep of the alarm again and cocked my head.

“It’s me,” Flash called out.

Poppy jumped up from the table with a squeak. “What are you doing here?”

My eldest son laughed as his sister threw herself at him. He caught her in a hug and lifted her off her feet. “Hey, sissy.”

“Hey, yourself. I was just texting your wife to see what she needed from Costco.”

“She’s workin’ in the office with Mack today. She took Con Man with her.”

I wrinkled my nose. “What? No baby squishes?”

Flash made his way to me and kissed my cheek. “She promises she’ll swing by on her way home. With everything going on, she wants him close.”

“I totally get that.”

“So, I’m on you with Razor today.”

Poppy clapped her hands and did a little dance. “Yay.”

“No flights?” I asked.

My son flew helicopters and ran a rather successful private flight company out of Portland.

“Not today. Today I’m with my Mama,” he said with a cheeky grin.

I slid my arms around him and squeezed. “Are you sure?”
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