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      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

      
        
        Property of Gemini: Kings of Anarchy MC: Montana

        Book One

        Copyright 2026© Liberty Parker & Darlene Tallman

        Published by: Liberty Parker & Darlene Tallman

      

      

      ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from Liberty Parker, the author / publisher.

      This book and its contents are HUMAN generated. NO generative AI was used in any aspect of this book and no entity has permission from the authors to utilize the contents of this book to teach AI.

      Big Daddy, from the California chapter of KOAMC is mentioned in this book, he is copyrighted to Glenna Maynard and used with permission, you can read about him in her KOAMC series.
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        Anarchy - Where the Kings rule in chaos

      

      

      

      
        
        Respect the Mother Chapter

        Your loyalty stays with your patch

        Brotherhood above all

        Never touch another brother’s ol’ lady

        Ride or die, no questions asked

        Never back down from a fight

        Never let a brother ride solo

        Each chapter sets its own damn rules
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        Nobody fucks with the Kings

      

      

      

      
        
        www.kingsofanarchymc.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CLUB HISTORY

          

        

      

    

    
      Kings of Anarchy MC was established in the early 70s. They started patching over other clubs and expanding to more territories by the late 70s/early 80s. Big Daddy is the current Prez of the mother chapter after taking over for his brother Ruckus, who is now deceased.

      The Mother Chapter is located in Southern California in the fictional town of Anarchy.

      The clubhouse is a bank foreclosed mansion that Big Daddy bought some years back—the club has made a lot of money muling drugs for the Mexican Cartel. Big Daddy has an electric chair in his basement that doesn’t work but his enemies don’t know that and it’s often used as a scare tactic when interrogating an enemy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MONTANA KOAMC CHARACTERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        President - Gemini

        VP - Mercury

        SAA - Orion

        Road Captain - Pisces

        Secretary - Aries

        Treasurer - Midas

        Enforcer - Hercules

        Tailgunner - Lynx

        Chaplain - Scorpius

        Medic - Neptune

        Member - Boötes “Boots”

        Member - Sextans

        Member - Draco

        Member - Ursa

        Prospect - Hydra

        Prospect / Techie - Orbit

        Prospect - Taurus

      

      

      

      
        
        Old Ladies

        Sutton

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Special mention to our photographer, model, designer, proofreaders, and editor.

      

      

      
        
        Published by Liberty Parker & Darlene Tallman

        Editing/Proofreading by: Cheryl Hullett, Tamara Fruge, and Nicole McVey

        Cover designed by Glenna Maynard @gchelle designs

        Model: Colt Kube

        Photog: FuriousFotog/Golden Czermak
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      For the ‘ugly ducklings’ of the world, at the end of the day, we’re all beautiful swans since beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Not only that, but it fades over time, and the initial polish wears off. May you have someone in your life who recognizes your beauty is wrapped up in more than looks!

      

      XOXOX

      Dar and Lib
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      Gemini

      One of the best things that ever happened to me was meeting several of the KOAMC members at a time when some of their men needed a helping hand. Because after the worst thing happened to me and my cousins, we found ourselves at loose ends and unsure where to go or what to do. So, when Big Daddy, the National president, reached out and asked if we’d be willing to try and rebuild the Montana chapter, the four of us voted to do it, unaware of the challenges we were going to face. However, with some help from our newfound brothers, as well as the grit and gumption we were raised with, we soon become proud of what we’ve begun to build. Yet, old enemies the former president had, try to recover what he stole, putting the club, as well as their town in danger. Not to mention, the woman I’ve always had a fondness for who is, inexplicably, now living where I am once again. Since the Fates obviously intervened, I promise nothing and no one will ever hurt her as long as I’m around.

      Sutton

      Growing up, I was the ugly duckling, the square peg trying to fit into the round hole—unloved, unwanted, bullied. But, in college, I reinvented myself and vowed that the challenges I faced would help mold who I was going to be when I was ‘all grown up’. A wonderful position opens up in Montana and I take it, ready to embrace life and all it entails, confident that I’ve matured enough to handle anything thrown my way. Until part of my past that wasn’t that bad, just unattainable, is talking about me as I walk into a local eatery with my self-professed best friend. While I am happy to see his cousins because they were always friendly to me and helped keep the bullying at bay, I am worried that Gemini’s attention is more of a nod to our past than him actually wanting me.

      Welcome to the Kings of Anarchy MC, where the Kings rule in chaos, and the open road is our Kingdom. With 50 of your favorite authors penning their own chapters in this outlaw empire, you'll dive into a world where rules are a thing of the past. Here, nobody messes with the Kings or lays a hand on their property—because these badass bikers claim their lovers with pride. Enter a universe where loyalty is everything, legends are born, and every ride is unforgettable. Are you ready to ride with the Kings of Anarchy MC?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Gemini

      

      

      The first time I truly noticed Sutton Alexander even though we’d been in the same school since we started kindergarten, she was sitting across the room from me in the cafeteria at school. She was all alone seeing as the fuckwits we call peers have made her a pariah to be near. I have too much going on in my home life to worry about the popularity and cliques that others find necessary. I cringe as I watch someone ‘trip’ behind her as their tray of spaghetti goes spilling over her head and tumbling down her back.

      My mom has stage four breast cancer and isn’t doing well so I’m having to pick up the slack at home since Dad is busy with work and the club he and my uncles started back in the day when they weren’t much older than I am. I have a part-time job at a local warehouse where I go every day at one o’clock, then work until midnight before I head home, do whatever homework I have, then crash out before doing it all again the next day.

      Mom’s got round-the-clock nursing at this point, although the actual nurse only comes by twice a week. In between, she’s got certified nursing assistants who help bathe her, make sure she’s taking her medications, and ensure she eats and drinks. The problem is, before her doctor told her the treatments weren’t working any longer, she developed ulcers down her throat from all the vomiting she was doing thanks to her chemo and radiation treatments. They still haven’t fully healed, so it’s extremely painful for her to swallow. There’s been talk about putting in one of those feeding tubes, but she’s already so thin and her veins are pretty much shot, that she doesn’t really want to do that if at all possible.

      I try not to think about the fact that my mom’s not going to be around for much longer. She won’t get to meet the woman I fall in love with, or spoil rotten any kids I have in the future. No, she’ll just be a memory that I share with them. And as a teenage boy whose sole goal in life is to be as emotionless as possible, it’s killing me. She and I have always been close; I was their miracle baby after they were told for years she’d never be able to have kids.

      A horrified screech brings me back to the here and now, all traces of my personal issues pushed back in my mind. I wince when she stands up, strands of noodles flying from her clothes. “Childish bullshit,” I mutter beneath my breath. Don’t these assholes know that bullying is an asshole move? I watch as she rushes out of the room, books and personal items forgotten and left behind. I feel sorry for her, just because she has a few pimples on her face, her body is shaped more like a woman than a teenager, and she wears glasses that swamp her face doesn’t mean she’s a bad person or that she should be their whipping boy. Sighing, I take my tray to the trash can and dump it before strolling over to her things and snatching them up. I’m not sure where Sutton ran off to, but I’ll be goddamned if I let them destroy her stuff for the fun of it.

      Instead of trying to find her and track down which bathroom she’s gone to hide in, I take her stuff to the main office and see Mrs. Jaymes standing there. Holding up Sutton’s purse and backpack, I say, “Mrs. Jaymes, these belong to Sutton Alexander–”

      Before I can finish, she asks, “Then why do you have them?”

      “Because she ran out of the lunchroom after someone’s tray with today’s lunch on it was dumped over her,” I snarl. “Oh, and by the way, it was spaghetti in case you hadn’t looked at the menu. I don’t really know her all that well, so I wasn’t comfortable trying to figure out which bathroom she might have gone into, but I think someone may want to check on her and see that she’s okay, just in case she got burned or something.”

      The school nurse, Ms. Andrews, who walked in on my explanation says, “I’ll take her things. I’m pretty sure I know where she’s at.” I hand over Sutton’s things then leave the office; my destination is my bike since it’s time for me to head to work.

      Needless to say, the next few years went exactly like that for Sutton. I can’t begin to count how many times I stepped between her and a tormenter but it’s more than I can count on two hands. I received a black eye once for my efforts when I caught an elbow when someone thought it’d be a great idea to try and take me on and ‘put me in my place’, only the joke was on them because my dad and uncles made sure I knew how to defend myself, even when the odds were stacked against me.
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        * * *

      

      Graduation is fast approaching, and I watch day by day as Sutton’s glow dims. She hides her face as she walks through the hallways as we line up in alphabetical order before hitting the auditorium. I shake my head because I can’t even begin to understand the logic that eighteen year olds have when it comes to belittling someone because they aren’t what is considered as being picture perfect.

      Lucky for her, I’m situated behind her since our last names are close. Like a guard, I stand sentry behind her and try to keep her out of their sights. I know in my gut that this is their last opportunity to play a prank on her so I’m on high alert.

      Leaning forward, I tell her, “I’ll have your back as much as I can, Sutton. But you need to be aware of your surroundings.”

      “Thank you, Gemini,” she whispers.

      Hearing my name roll off her tongue does something to me, but I’m not at a stage in my life where I can figure out what that is. My mom passed two days ago, and with my dad still mourning, and me not feeling like myself, I know I’m going to miss something. She went into a semi, false state of recovery, but that only lasted a little over a year before her body just couldn’t fight anymore. The nursing staff and her doctors stated that when a person isn’t ready to go, miracles happen and their bodies follow their mindset.

      She was so determined to see me graduate, and because we knew it might not happen, the principal came to the house and presented my diploma to me in my cap and gown, no less. The whole club was there and we had a ‘graduation’ party where I watched my mom smile through her exhaustion. A few hours after that, she went into a coma-like state and early the next morning, she took her final breath with me and my dad by her side.

      So as far as I’m concerned, today is merely a formality. In fact, I’m not really sure why I’m here instead of at the clubhouse, where Dad has been since the hospice nurse contacted the funeral home who then came and picked Mom’s body up, his head in a damn bottle. Hell, I’m willing to bet he has no fucking clue where I’m at right now, although I see a few of my uncles and cousins, as well as my aunts, sitting in the bleachers as we walk toward our seats. Dad, however? He’s not there. But, I’m not going to complain too much about it because he and Mom have been together since they were kids, and only ever had eyes for each other. This has gutted him completely, so I’ll ‘give him grace’ as my Aunt Becky has told me to do.

      The only good thing about our graduating class is it’s not all that big, maybe one hundred kids total, so it’s not going to take too long. Once the superintendent of our school system welcomes the attendees, we listen to the class valedictorian give her speech.

      “Mean girl,” I hiss, causing Sutton’s head to turn in my direction. “She’s just like that Rachel George chick in that movie.”

      “Regina. The mean leader was named Regina,” Sutton murmurs so no one can hear her. I hate how timid she’s become since elementary school.

      Like I said, we’re a small town so I’ve grown up with most of these people, and while a lot of them are okay, most of those are my cousins and they know I’ll kick their ass if they’re being jerks. But somewhere between elementary and middle school, things changed for Sutton. Her parents got fancy jobs and were always on the go, leaving her behind with her grandmother, and she was so old fashioned that Sutton soon started looking dowdy.

      Then, of course, puberty hit like it did for all of us, and she grew curves while her skin betrayed her and top it off with wearing glasses and then braces and she became the laughingstock of the school. It was subtle at first, but the day she stood up to go sharpen her pencil and the back of her white pants was red, it sealed her fate for the rest of her school years.

      Thanks to having so many female cousins, as well as aunts, I knew what it was, but like the juveniles we were at the time, many of my classmates were clueless. While the teacher took her to the nurse, I heard so many nasty comments it made me sick to my stomach. I was raised to protect and care for the females in my life and even though Sutton and I were little more than acquaintances, it bothered the shit out of me that she had no one to do that for her. I guess that’s why I started watching out for her since she withdrew into herself so much that she was usually unaware when shit was about to hit the fan.

      Finally, finally we’re led to stand and get ready to walk across the stage. I can hear several around me snickering and have caught covert looks toward Sutton that have my guard up. Still, when it actually does happen, there’s not a damn thing I’m able to do to help the situation since I’m on the steps directly behind her.

      As she shakes the last hand and prepares to exit the stage, I hear someone near me whisper, “Now!” and quickly look around only to hear a noise coming from the top of the stage.

      I don’t stop to think about my actions, my only thought is to protect the girl who has been beaten down by the majority of these assholes on what should be a good day. Which is why, when the buckets full of what I’m sure is bison blood come pouring down, both of us are completely drenched.

      “What the fuck!” my uncle, Jed, yells as he and several of my other uncles rush the stage. “What kind of fucked-up shitshow are you running here?”

      He and another uncle, Gordon, quickly usher the two of us off the stage and toward the exit door, the rest of the club quickly falling in behind us. While I’m worried that one of the buckets, which I heard hit the stage floor, may have hit Sutton in the head based on the fact that her hand is cupping it, I can’t tell if she’s actively bleeding or not.

      “Fucking hell,” Aunt Becky seethes. “Come on, sweetheart, let me get a look at you because I saw that bucket hit you in the head. Jed! We’re gonna need one of the trucks and one of you boys best get Sheriff Childers out here because I’m gonna press charges on both hers and Gemini’s behalf. They better get ready to open that checkbook. Annalise would be proud of you, Gem,” she says, “because you tried to keep her safe, but right now, I’m so fucking pissed I can’t see straight.”

      Aunt Becky may be a God-fearing woman, but she’s also a biker’s old lady and wife, and as she says, if God didn’t want her using those words, He wouldn’t have given them to us to use in the English language.

      That was the last day that I saw Sutton before she jumped on a plane and flew out of town.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sutton

      

      

      College is where I reinvented myself. I went through a transformation that summer before freshman year began. I joined a gym and lost a significant amount of weight, improving not only my mental health but my physical health as well. I burned every article of clothing I owned in my closet and then went on a shopping spree where a department store stylist helped me develop my own style. I went to an optometrist and dumped my glasses for a set of contacts, then found several pairs of sunglasses to highlight the new me. Then, I went to Sephora and was taught a new skincare regimen, and how to apply makeup to enhance my natural beauty, as the clerk said. My braces finally came off and a retainer went on, only it was behind my teeth so nobody saw it but that only stayed on until the summer before my junior year.

      I even bit the bullet and accepted a date that later turned into a relationship. I had all of my firsts with him, much to my younger self's horror. I did things that I swore I’d never do, give myself wholeheartedly to another. I let him in and tore my mask off. I laughed, I lived, and I fell. Why it caught me off-guard when he betrayed me is a mystery. I should’ve expected it and known better as a former ugly duckling.

      I should’ve had my guard up and questioned all of his ‘late night’ study sessions. Especially seeing who his study buddy was. She had a reputation for being the other woman and had no issues doing so. It was a challenge for her. Once she accomplished ripping apart couples, she’d move on to her next target and forget the man she just stole was alive.

      Hello, Jolene. She was a bitch who took women’s men just because she could. But I have to give her props, she taught me that even though a man has declared his love for me doesn’t make it truthful. I think I bought his profession of love hook, line, and sinker because I was desperate to feel that emotion.

      It’s hard going through school with few if any friends, being picked on every single day for things that were outside of my control at the time. I couldn’t help that puberty had me filling out before my peers, or the fact that my skin decided to show everyone what pimples looked like. What my classmates don’t know is that I took prescription medication to help my skin and reduce the acne, but the birth control I also took to control my periods was somewhat counterproductive. So, I was the perfect target for bullies. I was a homely, chunky, teenage girl with shitty skin, glasses, and braces.

      Still, the memory of what happened on graduation day haunts me, even though I’ve literally reinvented who I am from the inside out. I’m still grateful for what Gemini’s family did for me that day; they got me cleaned up, then took me out for dinner to celebrate our accomplishments of making it through high school.

      It meant even more knowing that Gemini lost his mom just a few days before we walked across that stage. They didn’t push me to the side or tell me it was my problem to deal with, no, his aunt pressed charges, which caused an uproar in the town when the sentences that were given resulted in several scholarships being rescinded.

      So, not only was I the school punching bag, I became the town pariah as well, which is why when I left for college, I vowed I’d never come back. I’ve managed to keep that promise, even though it’s been dicey a few times when my folks had several health scares.

      Now? Well, I’ve been busting my ass building my career as a risk management director. Working in healthcare is challenging on a good day, and sometimes, I question my choices, especially when shit hits the fan. However, I just got offered a position at a hospital in Montana. As a Texas native, it intrigues me that I’d be going to a state where snow is not just a possibility but a reality during the winter months. Hell, from what I understand, sometimes it starts as early as October.

      But… the opportunity to have something of my own, a small home on five acres where I can have a chicken coop, and maybe a few dogs or cats roaming about, has me excited for the change. After what Bryan did to me, I need the solitude to regroup. And being honest with myself, I’d rather have a relationship with a four-legged critter than a human because furry pets don’t betray you, they depend on you and give you all the love a person will ever need.
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        * * *

      

      “Holy shit,” I murmur as my wipers brush the falling snow off my windshield. “It’s like a snowman and a tornado had a baby with how hard the snow is falling as it swirls through the air in a funnel.” I snort because I’ve never had great one-liners when it comes to jokes, but I found what I just said humorous.

      “Left turn ahead and you’ll reach your destination,” the voice over the GPS tells me. I lean in closer, my chest over my steering wheel as I try to see through the storm.

      “Where?” I squeak out. “There’s nothing there!” All I see before me is snow, snow, and snow. There’s no driveway, no mailbox, and most importantly, no freaking house! “The bitch is broken. She has to be.”

      “You missed your destination. Rerouting.”

      “You can reroute all you want to but I can’t turn around, woman! There’s nothing but ditches and fields in front of me! You’re going to get me unalived!” As I slow down so I can hopefully back up and see what it is I supposedly missed, my eyes widen when I look in my rearview mirror and see a cow is suddenly in the road. “What the ever-loving fuck? You’re not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy.” I hang my head and place it on my steering wheel, beating my forehead against the grip. “Why me?”

      The cow doesn’t move, no, it starts lumbering forward, straight for the back of my SUV. I have no clue what to do right now; the snowstorm came out of nowhere according to the news alert that came over the radio and of course, I’m not familiar with the town I chose. When I realized how bad it was getting, I should have just gotten a hotel room and hunkered down.

      But noooooo… Sutton Alexander no longer hides away, she pushes forward no matter what. Which leads me to now, lost as hell with a bovine companion who has joined my convoy into the land of the lost. At this point, I’m about to forge ahead and see if I can find someplace to stop and get directions. I mean, the realtor wasn’t especially helpful when I called earlier because he is snowed in, but he said it wasn’t hard to find. Why there’s no mailbox is beyond me; maybe I have to install one myself, but that’s a problem for Future Sutton. Current me just wants to find a place to settle in so I can eat, get the road grime off me, and catch a few hours of shut-eye.

      Pushing the button to activate my hands-free phone, I say, “Call Roger Jones.”

      “Calling Roger Jones,” my helpful robot says.

      The phone rings twice before I hear, “Hello?”

      “Mr. Jones? This is Sutton Alexander. I followed the GPS directions from the pin drop you sent me, but can’t find the driveway or the house, any suggestions?” I ask.

      “Okay, so the house is white and it’s probable that with the snow it’s unseeable because it blends into the background. Look for two huge trees that lean in toward each other. They appear to be a heart. Will that help?” he questions.

      “Maybe. If I can get the cow to move.”

      “Cow? What cow?” His voice sounds panicked, which has my heart rate accelerating. “Angus Bergstrom has livestock and he’s got a cow, Butterball, who is able to escape from any enclosure. It sounds like she’s gotten loose again. I’m going to give him a call and I’ll let him know, and he can help you find your driveway. You’ll have to put up a mailbox; it was taken down when the last owners moved because the kids kept knocking it over. I would suggest a brick one.”

      I can’t help it, the whole situation is beyond hysterical at this point, so I start laughing so hard that soon there are tears streaming down my face. “Thank you. I’ll wait for Mr. Bergstrom and keep an eye on Butterball.”
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        * * *

      

      Mr. Bergstrom was apologetic as he came up to my window. “I’m so sorry, Miss Alexander. I’ve tried to keep her from roaming, but Butterball has a mind of her own and she’s got a curious nature. I’ll get her moved and get your driveway plowed so you can find it easier. The missus made you a thermos of hot chocolate since it could take me a bit to get our old girl moved. Is your car warm enough? Do you have plenty of gas?”

      “I have half a tank left,” I muse. “How long do you think this will take?” I ask, petrified of the answer since he asked how much fuel I have left in the tank.

      “Depends on how ornery she is feeling,” he teases, giving me a full toothed smile. “She’s the first cow I’ve ever had who likes the snow. Everyone else went into the warm barns, but not Butterball. She’s always had a mind of her own, even when she was a calf. The older she gets, the more set in her ways she is, but at this point, everyone around knows who she is. I bet she was just trying to welcome you to the neighborhood.”

      Normally, I’d laugh about that statement, but right now, all of my humor is buried in the mountain of snow. Reaching out, I take the thermos from his outstretched hand and bring it back through the window, rolling it up. I’m not trying to be rude, but my nose is a finger width away from getting frostbite. I stopped being able to feel my fingers three moo’s ago. I’m done with this day and ready to call it a night.

      All of my politeness is gone.

      Snarky Sutton has arrived.

      Mr. Bergstrom, bless his heart, nods his head, gives me another blinding smile, and starts waving his hands through the air as he closes in on Butterball.

      “If he starts waving a red flag, I’m hoofing it from here,” I tell myself. “I don’t care if I end up as a human popsicle, there’s only so much I can handle at this point.”

      Thirty minutes later, Butterball has been returned to her pasture, my driveway has been plowed, and Mr. Bergstrom has checked to make sure my propane is going and the furnace is running while I get the bare essentials into my new home.

      “Thank you so much for your help,” I say, ready to be by myself so I can decompress from this less-than-perfect trip.

      “Again, my apologies about Butterball. I’ll be by tomorrow since the snow is supposed to stop and get you plowed out again, Miss Alexander,” he says.

      “Please, call me Sutton,” I reply. “And thank your wife for the hot chocolate, it really did help while I waited.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Gemini

      

      

      I hang up the phone, my head shaking in disbelief as Mercury asks, “What the fuck was that about?”

      “That was Big Daddy, reaching out to talk to me about our future plans with everything that happened to the club,” I reply, my mind still reeling at his words.

      Not too long ago, the older club members were out on a ride while us ‘second gens’ as they called us, got the clubhouse ready for a party. Instead of them coming back talking about their escapades, we had the sheriff and four deputies show up to inform us that literally every single one of our fathers, our brothers, were dead. Two tractor trailers jackknifed across the highway and slid into the bikes as there was nowhere for them to go, since they were on the stretch where a guardrail protects a steep drop down the mountainside and the other side was nothing but sheer rock. None of them had a chance to save themselves, nor did the passenger vehicles behind them.

      It was a fucking shitshow of epic proportions with the stretch of highway shut down for almost two days as vehicles, bodies, and even parts of bodies were recovered. Needless to say, the ‘party’ we held was a wake while we waited for the local crematorium to return our fathers’ remains to us, since there wasn’t really enough to bury in caskets.

      Because we’re a small, family club, we mostly stay to ourselves, but several years back, during a trip to Sturgis, I met a group of men from the Kings when I stumbled upon another club giving them shit. Without thinking, I jumped into the fray and prevented the man I now know as Big Daddy from getting clocked in the head with a broken bottle of Jameson. His parting words that day were if we ever needed anything, to reach out to the Kings. So, when the accident happened, I did just that very thing since I was thrust into the role of president with little to no knowledge of how shit actually worked.

      It’s not that I hadn’t been my dad’s right-hand man, but I was still learning shit from him and the other officers when they died. A shudder rips through me when I stop and remember I had originally planned to go on that ride with them only to have my dad tell me to stay back and ‘handle the zoo crew’ as he called the rest of us.

      Now, there are just four of us left—me, Mercury, Orion, and Pisces, and we’re not sure where to go from here. Do we basically shut the doors to the club that’s been around for the past two generations? Or do we try to rebuild even though anyone who comes in won’t be family? These three men are not only my club brothers, they’re my blood cousins; we’ve grown up together, learned to fuck and fight together, and now, we’re trying to figure out how to move on together.

      “Well, don’t leave us in suspense,” Orion says as he cleans his Glock.

      The fucker is always cleaning his damn guns. Says he needs to be prepared for anything at any time since he’s our SAA. Granted, we see little action of any kind, but like our fathers before us, we all served a four-year stint in the military then came home to take our places alongside our dads.

      “Give me a minute, I’m still trying to process what he asked of me, of us,” I snap.

      Because the challenges Big Daddy outlined have me intrigued and with our current situation glaring at us like we did something wrong, it’s worth thinking about. But I won’t make the decision on my own, I’ll take what the other three have to say into consideration, then we’ll forge ahead together, just like we’ve done everything all our lives.

      Mercury starts humming the Jeopardy theme and I glare at him. He’s a solid brother, and I’d trust him with my life without a second thought, but sometimes, his humor is a bit skewed.

      “Fine, I’m just going to spit it out then we’ll discuss it,” I yell, which has all three of them looking at me in concern.

      I never yell. I’m calm, laid back, and even-keeled in my actions and temperament. But the accident flipped a switch or something, because I honestly find myself biting my tongue more these days. I’m sure there’s a professional out there who would have an absolute field day trying to diagnose me, but the bottom line is I’m hurting.

      My dad was one of the best men I knew, even though he lost his way for a bit after my mom died. Next to him, Uncle Jed was stalwart and loyal. Maybe a bit over-the-top at times, but he helped raise us. Aunt Becky, after collapsing when she heard the news, looked at me and said, “It’s yours now, Gemini. You’ll make them proud.” Then, she and the other aunts sold off all their shit, bought a huge-ass RV, then decided they were going to see the country.

      I can’t blame them. For whatever reason, each of my aunts and uncles met at a young age and having your best friend and life partner gone in a blink of an eye likely changes something fundamental inside. Still, they check in weekly, which was my only caveat to them even going, and so far, they’re doing okay.

      Much, much better than the four of us, that’s for damn sure. After we held a memorial once we got their remains and the aunts left, we’ve pretty much holed up in the clubhouse drinking and existing. Although in reality, existing is probably too kind; we’re just here. Orion, who’s always had more of a nurturing nature, is the one who makes sure we eat at least once a day, since he learned to cook at his mother’s side.

      “Well, get on with it,” Mercury probes. “Rip the bandaid off, man.”

      “Shit, you guys are impatient as fuck today,” I grumble. “Big Daddy has an issue and thinks we’ll be the solution.”

      “And that would be?” Orion asks, leaning forward and giving me a ‘get on with it’ look.

      “His president and possibly more of the members in the King’s Montana chapter betrayed them and he had to take him out. He needs someone he can trust to come in and take over the reins,” I inform them.

      “And he thinks you’re the best man for that job?” Orion inquires.

      “Us,” I correct. “He thinks we’ll be the right men for the job.”

      “Big Daddy wants all of us to go in and clean house?” Pisces asks.

      “That’s exactly what he wants,” I remark. “What are y’all’s thoughts?”

      “It’d be nice to start over fresh somewhere that nobody knows us and we don’t have to hear the gossip and accusations,” Orion mumbles.

      Yeah, like how our fathers were responsible for the nightmare that happened three months ago. As if they caused one tractor trailer’s brakes to fail which set off the horrific chain reaction that resulted in nearly forty deaths once all the bodies had been recovered. Our dads were out on a run, plain and simple. Thankfully, they went by themselves this time, because often, our aunts rode up behind them and they’d stop and eat, check out some sights, then come home. But this time, the aunts were at home cooking while we cleaned and arranged shit. Such a fucked-up time and those memories play on a constant loop in the back of my mind.

      “But aren’t they a one-percent club?” Orion asks. “We’re not exactly choirboys, but what do we know about that kind of lifestyle?”

      “Big Daddy was clear that while there are charter rules that apply for every chapter, the chapter itself makes the decision as to what they will and won’t do. He said some run guns, some run drugs, some dabble in a few other things, but many have legitimate business ventures to fill their coffers. He said one of them has a working ranch, another has a mortuary and crematorium, one is a ‘pleasure’ farm that sells their, uh, sperm.”

      My brothers start laughing and of course, Orion is making jacking off motions which has us laughing even harder as we visualize just how something like that would work. “Yeah, that’ll be a hard pass, boss,” Mercury finally spits out through his mirth. “Not like I want kids at this time in my life, but I don’t want any kid of mine running around out there without me knowing about him either.”

      “I agree,” I tell him, “but you have to admit it was a brilliant way to bring in some hard cash for their club. But like you, I couldn’t have my blood out there and never know who they are and what they’re doing. I’m too damn possessive over anything that’s mine, especially when it comes to a kid with my DNA running through their veins.”

      “So, what kind of shit can we do in Montana?” Pisces asks.

      “Funny you should say that,” I muse, smirking at each of them in turn. “Seems there are already a few businesses that we can step in and take over, including a cattle ranch where they raise grass-fed cows and bison for butchering and for breeding.”

      Mercury looks down at his custom-made motorcycle boots and groans. “You want me to wear my boots and risk them stepping in cow shit? Are you nuts?”

      “There are probably farmhands or whatever they’re called already working with the livestock,” I point out. “Besides, he said there’s also a bowling alley where they run moonshine out of the back, a tattoo parlor, and a bike repair shop. Seems all of our interests, aside from the cattle, are available and all we gotta do is say ‘yes’ to the dress, in a manner of speaking.”
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