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Viking

Growing up in the club, I had a chip on my shoulder most of my life. Until we moved to Cedar Bay and the real work began. I’m the newly patched in Treasurer of the club. I’ve always focused on becoming a member and not having an ol’ lady. Yeah, I’ve had my share of women, and I don’t apologize for it. That’s until Haley, a girl I grew up with, moves back and opens a diner in Cedar Bay. I want her more than I’ve ever wanted anyone. She already knows I share women with Bull. Even though we grew up in different chapters of the club, we’re closer than blood brothers.

Haley

My life has never been usual. Growing up with two dads in a mom causes others to turn their back on you because they can’t understand a woman loving two men instead of one. My mom is an amazing woman and deserves all the love and support my dad’s give her. They’ve raised six of us kids in the club where I have a huge support system of aunts, uncles, and cousins. Including the two guys I’ve never thought of as cousins. My crush on two men has been kept hidden from everyone. Until I move to Cedar Bay and find they want the same thing; me.

Bull

I never wanted to be an officer in the Wild Kings. Just being a member and following in my father’s footsteps has been enough for me. My best friend, Viking, and I decide to make the move to Cedar Bay together where we can make our own mark on the world. There’s only one woman I want; a woman who has been gone living her life for years. Now, she’s back and I’m not going to stop going after her. Is it going to take more than a threat against Haley and the club to make me see what’s been right in front of me for so long?
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Officers:

President: Zander ‘Venom’ Elliott

V. President: Maddox ‘Wicked’ Wilson

Secretary: Beau ‘Goose’ James

Treasurer: Kenyon ‘Viking’ Branch

Enforcer: Brax ‘Hawkeye’ Henderson

Sgt. at Arms: Axel ‘Otter’ Evans-Martin

Road Captain: Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene

Members:

Cole ‘Brick’ Stone

Will ‘Ghost’ Patrick

Dylan ‘Bull’ Patrick

Chance ‘Ricochet’ Henderson

Shawn ‘Kevlar’ Henderson

Prospects

Ben Fulton

Karsyn Smithe

Luis Carter

Trenton Black

Ol’ Ladies

Sami Baxter – Goose

Kasey Morgans – Shield

Vanessa Kraft - Venom

Sweetbutts

Bobby Sue

Yvette

Clarey

Robin

Businesses

Kings Kustoms – garage

Pit Stop – gas station

King’s Gym

Wild Things – strip club

Inked Up – tattoo parlor

Sami’s Spa Day – salon/spa

Haley’s Place – diner
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Haley

TODAY IS A huge day for the club. They’re having a run to help out Paige. She’s a single mom with two small children who now works for me. Paige is honestly amazing. She’s picked everything up really quick, her children are her number one priority, and she loves the club members as if they’re all her older brothers. To see her finally laughing and joking around with everyone is a sight I get to witness every single day. For so long, all she wanted to do was cry with despair or shy away from being around anyone. Especially if there was an argument going on. Loud voices do still get to her. Not as bad, but it’s there.

The club has already done a lot to make sure Paige and her children are taken care of. When she first showed up in town at my diner, Vee made sure she had a place to stay. She was already planning on moving in with Venom one way or another, so her house was given to Paige. Not for free, because the woman wouldn’t accept it like that. They also went out shopping to get the kids and her clothing, diapers, food, toys, and everything else they needed. Plus a lot they would want. Vee left most of her furniture there, so we made sure the baby had a crib and there was a toddler bed for Toby. Paige is thankful for everything and swears she’ll pay us all back for what we’ve done to help her. 

For the first time since opening the doors of Haley’s Place, I’m not going to be there for any part of the day. I’ll be at the clubhouse all day long with the rest of the ol’ ladies and other women from the clubs. We’re cooking up a feast to ensure everyone participating in the poker run will have plenty of food when they return. It’s not like we have a lack of help either. There are four clubs here along with everyone else who wants to participate in the run for various reasons. Including getting in closer to the guys so they’ll hopefully gain a spot somewhere with the clubs. 

The only ones not here are my older sister, Reagan, and her twin, Jameson. Or Savage as most everyone else calls him. However, it doesn’t mean they aren’t participating in their own way. The Fallen Brethren MC is also holding a poker run today in their territory. All the proceeds will be sent down to us to hand over to Paige and her children. It warms my heart to know my brother and sister will be a part of helping us out despite not being near us. I really miss them. 

Right now, the kitchen of the clubhouse is filled with the ol’ ladies from this club, both chapters of the Wild Kings from Clifton Falls and Dander Falls, Satan’s Anarchy, and the Phantom Bastards. I never would have believed so many clubs would have come together and gotten as close as we all have. Don’t get me wrong, there are days where we argue and fight like crazy; it’s what all families do. However, I know if I ever need help with anything, all I have to do is pick up my phone and any one of these women would be at my back without a second thought. Our family is huge, and I’m blessed to be a part of it. 

“What do you need me to do?” Hadliegh asks walking in the kitchen with a few sweetbutts following in her wake. “Found these skanks sitting on their asses waiting for the guys to get back. Put them the fuck to work!”

“We don’t have to listen to you,” one of them states, jutting her hip out and placing a hand with long, bright red nails on it.

“You might want to rethink your position on that. I might not be a part of this club, but Vee is right over there, and she can do something about dealing with your ass. I’m an ol’ lady from a different club and still outrank you. So, shut the fuck up and listen to orders or I’ll make sure the guys know the second they pull back in. Maybe you want to meet my man. You know his name is Psycho, right?”

“We don’t need to meet him. Vee, what do you need us to do?” the second girl asks, fear showing clearly on her face as her voice wobbles at the same time. 

“Well, since you wanted to sit on your asses, I think the driveway needs to be cleaned up. Make sure there’s nothing that will poke holes in the bike’s tires or anything. Then, I’m sure I can find something else for you to do. Get a fucking move on,” Vee calls out, setting her daughter down in the play pen we have in the back corner of the kitchen. 

“Had, why don’t you see who needs help the most. I think we’re making good progress on everything. The Prospects left here will be coming in for the meat in a few minutes. It’s just a matter of finishing putting the final touches on things, putting the salads together, and I’m getting ready to put the last of the baked beans in the oven. Everything will either go in the warmers or on ice once we take it outside,” I tell her, trying to think of everything I have to do to ensure today is a success. 

“Sounds good. One of the guys is out playing with the kids. He’s making sure they stay in the same area until the bounce houses and shit get here. The stage is also almost done being set up. What time is the band getting here?” Had asks, walking up to my mom and aunt Bailey.

“They should be here in less than an hour now. I still can’t believe Venom got Wicked Angels to play for us,” I respond, excitement filling my voice. 

Everyone murmurs in agreement as I get back to work.

I’m currently finishing putting the baked beans together before I move on to the next task at hand. I think it’s making the biscuits, ensuring we have enough buns for the hot dogs, burgers, and subs, setting everything up outside, and making sure all the salads are put together. Yesterday I brought over all the desserts and locked them up in Venom’s office. These guys have a fucking sweet tooth worse than a woman PMSing. If I don’t hide things, we wouldn’t have it left for after the run today. 

“What time is Paige getting here?” my mom asks, pulling me into a one-armed hug. 

“I’m not sure. She gets out of work in an hour. I told her we’d have the kids so if she wanted to head home to shower and change before showing up, no one would mind. Though, I’m sure she’ll head straight here. If that’s the case, she can use my room to shower and change in,” I say, still thinking of what I need to do. 

“Baby, you need to calm down. This is a big event, your first big one here for the club, and I know it’s taking a toll on your nerves. Everything will get done, it’s going to be perfect. If anything is forgotten, no one’s going to bitch with the amount of work you’ve already put in to today’s event,” Aunt Bailey tells me.

My aunt always knows what’s going on in my head. More so than my mom most times. It’s both comforting and unnerving at the same time. However, what’s worse is my dad Cage is the same. If I’m in any type of mood, he’s the first to pick up on it and do whatever necessary to figure out what’s wrong so he can fix it. He doesn’t realize I don’t always need someone to fix things for me. Sometimes, it’s just a matter of needing a few minutes by myself. Of knowing my family has my back and will be there when I’m ready to deal with whatever’s going on. 

“I know. This is just very important, and I want to make sure Paige knows this is all for her.”

“She knows. With all the help she’s already gotten from everyone, there’s no doubt in her mind you’ll all be there to help her. We all will be. Today is going to be overwhelming for her. It’s the first time she’ll be surrounded by so many men from different clubs. Along with whoever else goes on the ride. Just be at her side and don’t let her get cornered by anyone. The same things you’ve all done for one another growing up,” Keira pipes in from where she’s mixing the potato salad. 

With a nod of my head, I get back to work. The sooner we get done cooking and making sure everything is set up, the quicker I can take a shower and change. Hell, the guys haven’t even left yet. Well, most of them did. There’s still a few hanging around until they have to head out. Including two I can’t seem to get out of my mind. 
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As I work on finishing up everything so I can get the desserts out of Venom’s office, the rest of the ol’ ladies and sweetbutts move out of the kitchen. The only food we’ve taken outside for now is the hot shit. All the salads and things are being left in the large refrigerators until we know the guys are on their way back. I don’t want that stuff sitting outside all day long. Plus, the poker run isn’t going to be that long. This is honestly one of their shorter ones. We found a few bars closer since Paige grew up here who wanted to help out. 

“Sweets, what are you still doin’ in the kitchen when everyone else is finally sittin’ down?” Viking asks, walking in the kitchen and stopping close behind me. 

“I’m just double checking everything. Shouldn’t you guys have already left?” I return, turning to face him. 

“We’re gettin’ ready to head out now. Wanted to make sure none of the stragglers came here instead of the first bar,” he answers me, his smooth voice washing over me and making me tremble.

Viking is so damn tall I have to tilt my head back in order to look in his eyes. His long blond hair is left hanging long with a black bandana tied around the top of his head to keep the strands from blowing in his eyes. Viking’s got pale blue eyes unless he’s pissed. Then, they turn almost a navy color. It’s no wonder he always wears sunglasses when he’s outside with how light those blue eyes are. His tan skin is much darker than my own as if he always has a tan no matter what time of year it is. The tattoos he has down both arms only enhance how dark his skin is. 

The white shirt he’s wearing is molded to his body, showing the ink on his skin beneath the thin material. His cut does nothing to take away from my viewing his body. Dark blue jeans cover his lower body covering the tops of his motorcycle boots. Today the sun glints off all the silver jewelry in his body or hanging around his neck. Viking has both of his ears pierced, usually wearing thick silver hoops in the holes. His tongue is pierced too. A large silver chain hangs around his neck with the Wild Kings colors hanging down from the necklace. I’ve heard he has other piercings, but have never seen them for myself. Viking is a man whore like the rest of the guys. 

Bull isn’t far behind him either. He’s the exact opposite of Viking. His head is shaved, but he’s got a neatly kept dark beard covering his face. The hair in his beard is so dark, it’s almost black. But I know when there’s actually hair on his head, it’s a dark brown. His eyes are also so dark it’s hard to tell if they’re black or brown most days. However, they’re warm and you just melt into them. At least I do. Like Viking, he’s also got tattoos. Though, more on his lower body than his upper. I believe the club’s colors is the only tattoo he actually has above the belt. I could be wrong though. And, from what I hear, he’s also got at least one piercing. Nothing someone can see when he’s fully clothed though. It kind of makes me wonder what’s pierced on him. Like his best friend, Bull’s skin isn’t pale. He’s not quite as tan as Viking, but his skin is still darker than my own pale body. And he also keeps the look all year round. I should really find out their secret. 

Today he’s wearing a dark blue tee-shirt, which stretches tight across his torso and upper arms. His jeans are slightly lighter than Viking’s and have a few holes in the legs from wearing them so damn much. However, his boots are new based on how clean and unworn they appear as I let my eyes travel the length of his body. Yeah, he’s tall as hell too and I have to tilt my head back to look him in the face. The only thing he’s actually missing today is the flannel shirt you usually find him wearing. He’s always been that way and I’m not certain if it’s just because he likes them or because he’s actually cold most days. Something else I want to know about the man.

I grew up closer to Viking since we were always at the same clubhouse. We were both raised in Clifton Falls while Bull lived in Dander Falls. That’s not to say we didn’t spend a ton of time together, because we did. The two clubs were always getting together for one reason or another. I just actually got to spend more time with Viking. I’m not even sure how they came to share women between them, but that’s also something I’ve heard about the pair. Actually, I’ve witnessed it on more than one occasion. These men aren’t exactly picky about where they get their dicks wet. Sometimes you see more than you want to. 

“Is all the food ready? Do you need a hand before we head out?” Bull asks, his voice is slightly rougher than Viking’s, but it still gets a reaction out of me all the same. 

“I think we’re good here. I’ve got a few prospects who are staying behind to make sure the guys bringing the bounce houses don’t fuck around and do something they’re not supposed to. They’ve been taking the hot stuff out for us already, filled the tubs with ice and beer so it’s cold when you guys get back, and have checked in a few times to make sure everything is good in here. I’m just gonna go take a shower before worrying anymore about the food,” I answer him as he steps slightly closer to me.

Viking and Bull have me almost caged in against the island in the center of the kitchen. They both smell amazing. Viking smells of leather, something citrus, and a clean smell. Bull also smells of leather, but he has an almost woodsy smell to him as well. Whatever they use, I like it. A lot. Yes, I’m wildly attracted to these two men, but I’m not sure I want to be another notch on their bed post. I’m not saying I don’t see them settling down anytime soon, I can see it with all the guys I grew up with. I just don’t know if I’m the girl they truly want to keep. Casual hookups aren’t really my thing. I’ve tried to have one-night stands in the past and I don’t like them. I feel cheap in a way I guess.

What no one knows about me is I want what my parents have. The comfort, protection, and love of two amazing men. Men I know will support my dreams, help me when I need it, and understand my independence is truly important to me. Growing up in a house with five other siblings, it’s important I get to do things on my own. I’ve been taught how to shoot, self-defense, and how to fix most things around a home. Our dad’s wanted to make sure us girls didn’t ever have to rely on a man for basic needs and things we might encounter daily. I love them all the more for it. Now, I want what my parents have, and I won’t settle for less.

“You had to go there, didn’t you, Sweets?” Viking asks me, his voice going lower and huskier than I’ve ever heard it before. 

“Go where?” I return, confusion filling me. 

“Talkin’ about takin’ a shower. We don’t need to ride with thoughts of waters slidin’ down your delectable body, makin’ our cocks hard,” Viking informs me as I feel my cheeks heating with a blush. 

“Oh.” 

I have nothing to say to his words. These two have never once approached me or tried to flirt with me. This is honestly the closest I’ve ever been to them since we grew up. Usually, they’re slinking up to the next piece of ass they’ll claim for a night, and I do my own thing. I’m really confused about what’s going on right now. But, I’m not going to bitch about it since they are so close to me. 

“We’ll be back later. If you need anythin’, call us,” Bull says, leaning in to press a soft kiss against my cheek.

His lips are full and warm as his mouth lingers against my skin for slightly longer than appropriate. Viking also leans down to kiss my other cheek. Like his best friend, he lingers with his full slightly harder lips against my skin. Goosebumps break out across my body as they pull back. Viking’s eyes are a darker shade of blue as his pupils dilate. To cover it up, he slides his ever-present sunglasses over his eyes. Bull’s eyes are even darker, truly looking black as he gives me a smirk before turning and walking out of the kitchen. Viking leaves as I remain against the counter taking a few deep breaths, smelling their scent as it continues to linger in the kitchen.

What the fuck was that about? I ask myself as I finally snap out of whatever daze they put me in.
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Viking

TODAY HAS BEEN amazing. The poker run went smooth without any fights, men getting wasted beyond belief, and the few women who went didn’t cause any problems either. None of us in clubs brought their ol’ ladies with them because we didn’t know how things were going to go. Once or twice a woman riding with a man not affiliated with any clubs has started problems because she wants to bag herself a true biker. Not some weekend warrior who acts as if riding is his life; the reason he gets up every single day, or loving the feel of the wind as it whips around him. So, this time we choose to leave them all behind. It won’t be happening again though. Not if Bull and I get what we want. 

Growing up in the club, all of us kids kind of always stuck together. We didn’t let a ton of outsiders in amongst our group because of the various reasons they wanted to get close to us. Aryn was honestly one of the few outsiders we let in because she truly loved Venom and the rest of our family. There was no ulterior motive for her to get close to us. Anyway, Haley has always been around. Her and her twin sister joined our family when I was two and Bull was five. I’ve never viewed her as anything other than another club kid. Until recently. 

Haley and Alana left for a while. They went to college, lived on their own away from the club, and we rarely saw them. Especially me. When I wasn’t busy for the club as a prospect, Bull and I were often together somewhere between Clifton Falls and Dander Falls. If I didn’t just ride to Dander Falls. When the twins left, Haley was still growing into her body and wasn’t anyone who stuck out to me. I’m not trying to be an ass, just stating how it was. I grew up with her, seeing her on a daily basis, so to me she was just kind of there.

The first time I saw her after they were gone for about two years, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Haley is honestly Skylar’s mini-me in every sense. She’s so tiny, almost a foot shorter than myself with her long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Her tits are amazing, and she has an ass for days. Yeah, not even gonna pretend I’m not an ass and tits man. I’ve heard other people call her so many names and make fun of her size over the years, but not me. Not a single one of us from the club would ever pick on a person that way. Haley is thick and all woman with curves in all the right places. She’s not super thin and stays active every single day. Hell, she does more in a single day than most anyone else I know.

Bull and I saw her walking down the street in Clifton Falls. She was wearing a black dress with some sort of design from top to bottom of the material. It was stretched tight over her ample chest and hung loose on the rest of her body. Even from a distance, I swear I could see her nipples poking through the material. Anyway, she was talking on the phone with a large smile on her face as she laughed with the person on the other end. A streak of jealousy shot through me at the thought of her laughing like that while talking to some guy. One who wasn’t Bull or me. That was the day everything changed for us. We just haven’t let on with all the shit the club’s been through and then moving to Cedar Bay. Now that she’s followed us here, all fucking bets are off.

“Son, where’s your head at?” my dad, Blade, asks while walking up to me.

We just got back to the clubhouse and I’m more than ready for a cold fucking beer and the amazing food we started smelling before even pulling in the parking lot of the clubhouse. Plus, I wanted to see Haley. She won’t wander too far away from the food until everyone has had at least one helping. Her need to know her food is good, and people are enjoying it overrules everything when she puts on an event. Hell, even at the diner you’ll find her walking the floor to make sure no one has any complaints against her cooking. Haley just wants to take care of everyone around her and one way of doing that is by cooking amazing food and baking the most delicious treats you’ve ever had the pleasure of tasting.

“What do you mean?” I return, accepting the beer one of the prospects are handing out to everyone who just got back. 

“I mean, on any other poker run, Bull and you would have been the first two there. You want to scope out the potential piece of ass for the night before everyone else shows up. Instead, you chose to stay behind in case anyone showed up here and not the first bar. Then, the two of you didn’t really mingle when we were at each stop. You weren’t scoping out the women or anythin’ else you normally do. So, again, where’s your head at?” 

My father doesn’t pull any punches. He’s always brutally honest and will never tell me something just because he feels it’s what I want to hear. It’s how he’s always been, and I love him for not letting me get away with shit instead of calling me out on stuff I’ve done wrong. However, it’s times like this when I want to keep things to myself that I hate it. Blade never misses much going on around him. The same goes with the rest of the guys in clubs we associate with. 

“My head is fine, Dad. Just not in the mood to deal with all the bullshit today. I just want to get somethin’ to eat and go get to work so I have the final count here when Reaper calls their amount in. Bull is just in one of his usual moods I guess. We had a lot of weekend warriors on this run, and you know how Bull feels about dealin’ with them,” I answer, not lying but not giving my dad the full truth either. 

“Yeah, it’s more than just that. Who is she?”

“What do you mean?” I ask him, finally turning to look at my dad.

“Bull and you have your sights on one of the women around here. It has to be one of the kids from a club or you wouldn’t have chosen to stay behind. So, who is she? Someone I know?” he questions me as Bull walks up to join us. “Good to see you as always, Bull. How do you feel about the run today?”

“Same as always. Just more assholes to deal with I guess,” he answers, shrugging one of his shoulders. 

“Dad’s tryin’ to figure out who we have our sights on. Knows we stayed behind for a reason, didn’t check out any of the women at the bars, and stuck to ourselves while we were out,” I fill my best friend in on the conversation we were just having.

“So tell him. It’s not like it’s gonna be a secret for long,” he finally mutters.

Bull doesn’t talk a lot. If he’s moving his mouth, you want to pay attention to what the man is saying. He’s silent and observes everything around him. The only reason he’s not the Sergeant at Arms or Enforcer is because he’s never wanted to be an officer, and everyone knows it. That’s why those roles were filled with other guys. However, he’s also not one to sit on his ass while Hawkeye or Otter are the only ones getting their hands dirty. 

“Seriously? Before we even talk to her?” I make sure he’s not just saying something he doesn’t mean for the first time ever.

“Yeah. I think when we left was a good indication about us starting to make our intentions known.”

“Fine. We want Haley. When she first came back to Clifton Falls after being gone so long, we finally saw her as more than just another club kid. She’s the one we want and we’re gonna do everything in our power to make her our ol’ lady,” I tell my dad as my eyes leave him to find Haley amongst the crowd.

Cage, one of her dad’s is standing with her, his arm thrown over her shoulders as she looks up at him. The love between father and daughter is clear for anyone to see. She’s laughing at something he says when Joker, her other dad, walks up to join them. All the Greene-Johnson children love their parents, but Haley is a daddy’s girl with both of her fathers. And her idol is her mama. Skylar has taught her everything she knows about cooking and baking without holding anything back. Haley used to follow her around the kitchen soaking up everything she was doing. It’s what makes her so good at the shit now. 

“You’re gonna have an uphill battle with that one, boys. Not from Haley necessarily. Cage and Joker aren’t gonna let you hurt their baby girl. You better be talkin’ to them before you move forward at all. If not, they won’t appreciate it and you don’t wanna be on their bad side. Haley won’t give you the time of day,” my dad advises us, a smirk on his face as he takes in the two men surrounding their daughter. 

“We will,” I assure him, knowing it was going to come down to this. 

“Now,” is my dad’s only response before he goes in search of my mom and to get his own plate of food. 

Bull and I look at one another before we start in the direction of the food tent. Haley is happily chatting with her dad’s and anyone walking through the food line. Her melodic voice washes over me, making my cock harden even more than it was across the yard of the clubhouse. Fuck! The last thing I want to do is talk to Cage and Joker with a semi-hard dick in my jeans. Not only won’t it be comfortable, but they’re likely to cut my favorite appendage off. 

“Bull. Vikin’.” Cage greets us as we step up in line. 

“Hey guys,” I return the greeting, smiling at Haley as she blushes and ducks her eyes. “Can Bull and I talk to you for a few minutes?” 

“Everythin’ good?” Cage questions, his tone turning serious while giving us his full attention.

“Yeah. Everything’s good. Just need a few minutes of your time,” Bull responds to him, grabbing food and piling it on his plate.

“Of course. Get your food and find a table alone. We’ll be over shortly,” Joker tells us, a knowing look in his eyes. 

The two of us make our way through the line for food, filling out plates to the point they almost collapse under the weight of food. Grabbing another beer, we look around the yard for an empty table away from everyone else. Bull spots one, nudging me in the direction. Quickly we make our way there and take seats next to one another on the side facing away from Haley and the majority of the yard. Normally, we would never make ourselves vulnerable with so many unknown people around. Knowing Cage and Joker will be joining us, it’s a matter of respect. They, like all of our fathers, never sit with their backs to a crowd. We’re not going to make them today because we need to talk to them. It’s important we do this right and show them we’re not playing games and have the upmost respect for them. 

I dig into my food, not wanting it to go to waste after the hard work Haley and the other ol’ ladies put in to making everything for today. Honestly, I don’t really have an appetite knowing what we’re about to do, but I know I need to eat since we’ll be drinking all day. Well, I will once I have all the money totaled up and the winners money for the round of poker separated. There are also the funds from the silent auction we had posted online for various services and items. That’s something Vee started for this run. I’m not sure if we’ll keep going with it, but it’s good to try new things.

Glancing in Bull’s direction, I find him eating as well. He really has nothing left to do today, but he stays on guard at all times. Especially with this many people around. He won’t start drinking at all until most everyone else has cleared out. Not that he drinks heavy to begin with. Bull’s on his second beer and that will be all he has for the rest of the day. We both hate hangovers and getting so drunk we can’t remember shit the next day. It’s not fun at all. Besides, we did all that shit before it was even legal for us to drink. Now, we drink with our family and have a good time but that’s it. 

“Incomin’,” Bull mutters under his breath.

Cage and Joker sit across from us with plates of their own. Instead of picking up their utensils to eat, both men remain sitting rigidly in front of us, waiting for us to begin speaking to them. Clearing my throat, I take a second to collect myself while swallowing my bite of food.

“You guys wanted to talk, and I’m pretty sure we already know what’s on your mind. So, we’ll hear you out and then give you a decision,” Cage states using his pissed off voice.

“Okay. Well, we’ve been talkin’ and you know we’ve always shared girls. Bull and I like that, and we always knew one day we’d settle down with the same woman. Much like the two of you and Crash and Trojan. Until recently, we didn’t want to settle down or worry about datin’ or bein’ in a relationship with one girl. No one was right for the two of us. Now, we’ve found her and that person is Haley,” I tell the guys, not taking my eyes off them despite the glares shooting back at us. 

“We won’t cheat on her, treat her as anythin’ less than the queen she is, and will support her in any way she lets us. I know she’s fiercely independent and we won’t do anythin’ to hamper that. All we want is to be there for her, become the men she knows she can depend on. We’ll love her with everythin’ we have in us, and she’ll know she always comes first with us,” Bull adds in. 

For several, long minutes neither man says a word in response. Bull and I don’t cower under their stares as they stare daggers at us. That old saying ‘if looks could kill, you’d be six feet under’? Yeah, that’s pretty much how I feel right this second. However, I try to keep my features masked as we wait for them to say a single word to us.

“The two of you have fucked anythin’ with a pussy. You really expect the two of us to believe you’re ready to not only settle down in a relationship with one woman, but for that woman to be our little girl?” Cage questions, crossing his arms over his chest as the muscles bulge and strain with his movement. 

The man hasn’t lost a single ounce of muscle despite getting older. If anything, I swear he’s bigger now than ever before. Joker has always been leaner than Cage, but don’t let that make you believe he’s not just as muscled and strong as his best friend. The man is fucking lethal. 

“Our past is just that; the past. We haven’t been with a woman since just after Haley announced she was movin’ here and openin’ up a diner. Both of us have hands and we know how to find release without involving a woman when it’s needed. The pace of our relationship with Haley will be at her discretion. Neither of us are willin’ to make her settle for less than what she deserves,” Bull says, sitting up even straighter than before. 

“Okay, I can get that about your past. Where do you see this with Haley goin’? Cause she’s not a casual dater or just goin’ to be a regular piece of fun for you two little fucks,” Joker finally speaks for the first time. 

“If she agrees to be with us, then we’ll be with her and only her. Not to fuck her as a convenience or anythin’ like that. Again, we’ll take things as slow as she wants, but she’s the one we’ve been waitin’ for. So, in all honesty, this will only end in one way; with us gettin’ married someday. Of buildin’ a family of our own when the time is right and givin’ her as many babies as she wants,” I state, trying not to take offense with anything these two men are saying to us. 

“Have you said anythin’ to Haley about this yet?” Cage asks.

“No. We’ve been around her, but this isn’t a conversation you have in the middle of a clubhouse for anyone to hear,” I tell him.

“Okay. If you’re truly serious about this, then I don’t have a problem with you two movin’ forward. As long as my baby girl agrees to bein’ with the both of you. And, it goes without sayin’ that if you hurt Haley in any way, I will beat both your fuckin’ asses. There won’t be a second chance, any explanations, or any other bullshit. My girl calls me in tears or upset for any reason involvin’ you two and I’m here in a heartbeat,” Cage warns us, the promise clear in his voice. 

“I’ll be right there with him. She’s our girl, and always will be. You best fuckin’ remember that shit,” Joker adds in with a smile finally breaking out on his face. “I’d say welcome to the family, but you haven’t talked to my daughter yet.”

The four of us share a small laugh before digging back into our food. For the first time since asking them for a minute, I can finally breathe easily. We still have a lot of work to put in and have to talk to Haley, but getting her dads’ permission seems to be the biggest hurdle we were facing. 
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I’ve eaten, listened to Wicked Angels warm up and get ready to perform for a few hours, and talked with some of the men I haven’t seen in a long time. Now, it’s time for me to get to work. Bull follows me in the office where all the cash from today’s run and the auction are safely locked away in the safe. Venom brought it in here as soon as we got back. The money from the auction was added yesterday as soon as Vee handed it over after collecting all the payments and taking the money out of her personal account. Everything she collected has been documented and placed in the safe with the money she turned in. 

With all the money pulled out, I take a seat at my desk while Bull makes himself comfortable on the couch opposite me. He’s paying attention to his phone and not what I’m doing. At least until I get all the bills separated. Once I start counting it out, he’ll sit in the chair opposite me and keep an eye on what I’m doing. He’s always done this since I became the treasurer for the club. I mean, right now I could be doing anything to the money, and most would say he wouldn’t have the first clue. However, I know the truth. His eyes might be on his phone, but Bull knows everything going on around him. He sees everything and would know if I did anything dishonest My best friend also wouldn’t hesitate to call me out on my shit either. We’re all honest, but Bull is brutal in his honesty. Especially with me and keeping me on the right path in life. He’s my perfect counterpart since he can calm me down when no one else can. I hope I’m the same for him.

Finally getting everything in order so I can begin counting and marking down the bundles and totals, Bull moves to the chair directly across from me. Starting with the highest bills, I count them into bundles so we can wrap them. I also count each bundle twice before wrapping it. We don’t have one of those fancy money counters here. I don’t believe their reliable, so I do it all by hand and write everything down in ledgers. The final amount will be added to a separate ledger when I’m all done and have the numbers from Reaper’s club as well. Every single penny coming in and going out of our club is kept close track of. This way we’re always held accountable and have records in case of anyone calling our integrity into question. 

“Are you goin’ back outside once you’re done here?” Bull asks me after almost an hour of me working in silence.

“Of course. I have no doubt Haley will be outside while Wicked Angels are playin’. They’re her favorite band,” I answer him, never losing my concentration.

I’ve always been really good with numbers. While I may not have gone to a traditional college, I did take online courses and have my accounting degree. Nothing more than an Associates, but it’s more than I ever thought I’d get. From the time I understood anything about the Wild Kings MC, I knew I’d be following in my dad’s footsteps and joining. My parents might not have cared about what path in life I took, but I knew the club life was for me. The only reason not many people know about my degree is because I don’t flaunt that shit. Grim, Bull, and my parents are the only ones who knew what I was doing. The only reason Grim knew is because there were times I had to be in my room for certain lectures. Everything might have been online, but a few professors I had liked to do these zoom lectures. Attendance was mandatory. 

After another hour of recounting the money and marking everything down, my phone rings. 

“What’s up, Savage?” I answer, glad to hear Savage’s voice for the first time in a long time.

“Not much, Vikin’. How are things in the new club?” he returns, his voice slightly muffled from the loud as fuck music in the background.

“It’s goin’ good. Your sister’s diner is always fuckin’ packed. People here love her food and I think she’s startin’ to get requests for cakes and shit for parties,” I answer him as movement sounds from his end.

After a minute, there’s nothing but silence from Savage’s end of the line. 

“Sorry ‘bout that. I just got handed the numbers and told to call you. Reaper thought I’d want to talk to my family instead of him or someone else callin’ ya. That’s real good news about Haley. Never a doubt in my mind about her diner bein’ nothin’ less than a success. She’s almost as good as Mom is. I’ll make sure Reagan knows what you said too. How are the parents doin’? I know they came down for the run,” he asks me as we take a minute for personal talk before getting down to business. 

“They’re good. Ate dinner with Joker and Cage. Bull and I wanted to talk to them. It was good. Your mom has been busy as hell as usual. I know she helped Haley and the other ol’ ladies cook enough food to feed several armies. I believe they’re leavin’ tomorrow or the next day. Not too sure yet.”

“You two finally gettin’ your head out of your asses and claimin’ my sister?” Savage doesn’t miss a beat and bluntly asks for the information. 

“Yeah. We weren’t ready before now. Plus, you know how it is growin’ up together. Wasn’t until she came home we saw her as so much fuckin’ more than just another club kid,” I tell him honestly. 

“Knew for a lot longer than either one of you Haley was gonna be yours. Neither of you ever noticed the looks she’d cast in your direction. She never saw you lookin’ at her either. You haven’t seen my baby sister as just another club kid for longer than either one of you fuckin’ realize. Break her heart or hurt her and I’ll be showin’ up with my dads. Know they already threatened your ass.”

“Yeah, they did. She’s not another notch on our bed post or some shit. Don’t have any plans for hurtin’ her either. Just want to be with her. Now, you got those numbers for me?” 

“Yeah. We raised a total of twenty-five thousand between everythin’ we did here today. Reaper is gonna send it to whatever shit him and Venom have set up. I’m not sure how they do all that shit. Somethin’ they put in place after the first run to make shit easier. Hope it helps Paige and her kids out,” Savage tells me as I add the number to our total. 

“Yeah, I think she’ll be set for a while. Between everythin’ that’s been done for her, in total we raised just under fifty grand. It will give the three of them a better start to their new life. Thanks for the help. Tell Reaper and everyone we really appreciate everythin’.” 

“I will. Don’t be fuckin’ strangers. And take care of my sister,” Savage says before hanging up. 

“Damn! Paige won’t be expectin’ that much money. You gonna let Venom and Vee handle tellin’ her?” Bull asks me as I put everything back in the safe. 

“Yeah. He’ll make the announcement durin’ Wicked Angels break,” I inform him, locking the safe as we make our way out of the office. 

The rest of the night is ours to do as we please. I’m not sure what we’ll do, but remaining close to Haley is definitely on the cards tonight. 
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Chapter Three
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Bull

AFTER HANGING WITH Viking while he counted the money and talking to Savage on the phone, we can finally enjoy the rest of our night. Well, as much as we can with a bunch of weekend warriors floating around the yard behind the clubhouse. I still can’t believe we turned and old hotel into our damn clubhouse. But, it works for us and that’s all that matters. I don’t tend to relax when I’m surrounded by a bunch of people I don’t know. Too many people have hidden agendas and will do anything to get close to bikers. Bikers in a club who don’t ride around when the weather’s nice out. This is our lifestyle, and some people want to get close to experience what we do.

Our life isn’t glamorous or anything if you ask me. We live how we want to. Ride our bikes daily despite weather conditions. Well, unless it’s a torrential downpour or snowing out. Then it’s just stupid to attempt to ride in horrendous conditions. We work hard, party hard, and fuck even harder. Some people want out of their boring routines and take any chance they get to come to the clubhouse, get close to group of bikers, or for women, fuck a biker for one night. I’ve seen too many men get trapped by those women with claims of being pregnant and other shit. I’m not ever going to be one of them. 

Viking and I head out back, greeting our family members and friends as we make our way to Venom and Vee where they stand off to the side of the stage. Wicked Angels are already playing on stage as our president sways to the music with his wife in his arms. Grim and Bailey aren’t far from them with Grim holding his granddaughter, Karley, in his arms. The smile on his face as he looks down at her rivals how he looks at his children and wife. That’s what I fucking want. And I want it with Viking at my side as we stare down at Haley. 

I didn’t really dream of finding an ol’ lady or someone to build a family with until the last few years. Yes, I’m older than my best friend and Haley. However, despite seeing the love our parents all found over the years, it was just never something I envisioned for myself. I’ve always tended to be a loner if I wasn’t with Viking. He’s the only one who can pull me out of my head and get me to have fun when I’d rather watch my surroundings. Everyone in our family jokes about me being Tank’s son because I’m a lot like him in many ways. Shadow is my dad and I love him with everything in me. The man is my idol, and I can only hope to be half the man he is. 

From the second I was brought into the world, I knew our family was filled with love, laughter, and the best parents anyone could dream of having. We didn’t have a perfect life. I don’t believe one truly exists for anyone. Including those who have more money than they know what to do with. However, our life and family was perfect for us. That’s all that really matters at the end of the day. 

We all grew up with more aunts and uncles than we knew what to do with. Our family is large, boisterous, and filled with more than a few ups and down. At the end of the day, we all come together and support one another no matter what’s going on in our lives. If I had ever called a single person from either chapter of the Wild Kings, they would have dropped what they were doing to come help me with whatever I had going on. I’d do the same for each of them in return. Plus, we have the nomads, the Phantom Bastards MC, and more recently Satan’s Anarchy MC. Together we’re a bunch of misfits who love fiercely and will go to bat for any member of our extended family. 

“Venom, got the final total for you,” Viking says, interrupting our president. 

“Did we all do good?” Vee asks, turning to face us.

“We did more than good. Here it is. This includes the total from Fallen Brethren MC. Savage said Reaper would be sendin’ the funds to you,” my best friend informs them, handing over the slip of paper he wrote the final total on. 

Vee’s eyes bug out of her head as she closes and opens them multiple times before looking again. Tears instantly fill her eyes as she hands it over to her husband. Venom smiles in response to the number as he lifts his head to look at us. 

“Paige is gonna be shocked as hell,” he says, sliding the paper in the pocket of his jeans. “You all did a fuckin’ amazin’ job. Days like today are what make me happy as fuck this is our family.”

Viking and I nod our head in agreement. Venom dismisses us as we head over for my friend to grab another beer. He won’t drink hard liquor with so many people surrounding us and won’t overdo it on the beer either. He just wants to relax and have a good time after counting the money and making sure he didn’t get anything wrong. That’s why he always counts it at least twice and numbers the bundles as he works. Everything is written down and accounted for before he'll put the money and ledgers back in the safe. 

As we make our way out from under the tent, my eyes scan the yard for Haley. It takes a minute to find her, but I eventually do. It’s almost as if I can sense where she is most times. In this crowd it simply took slightly longer to locate her. Too many bodies pressed in a space together. Haley is dancing with her mom, Quinn, Darcy, and a few other women from all the clubs. Most of the men aren’t far away from them as they make sure no one gets close to their women. Especially Psycho. Anyone gets too close to Hadleigh, and they’ll wish they made better choices in life. He doesn’t give a fuck when it comes to his ol’ lady. 

“She looks fuckin’ amazin’,” Viking says, not taking his eyes off Haley as she dances.

Haley’s covered in a sheen of sweat we can see as the bright lights from the stage flicker across the audience as dusk hits. Her hair has been thrown up in that messy bun thing girls do, and she’s changed her clothes once again. Now, she’s got on a pair of dark jean shorts and a white tank top that’s floating out around her dancing body. If I know her the way I believe I do, she’s not got an ounce of make-up covering her face with the exception of lip gloss or maybe that shit girls put on their eye lashes. It’s all she needs, and she doesn’t even need that. Haley is a natural beauty though I don’t believe she sees it in herself. 

I’m not saying she’s not comfortable in her delectable body or confident, but she doesn’t see what the rest of us do when it comes to herself. Haley is strong, independent, and believes in herself without needing anyone else to give her false praise or a sense of being. That’s one of the reasons I started falling for her to begin with. This woman has me by the balls and doesn’t even know it. Not yet at any rate.
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