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Fang

The clubhouse is busy today with the preparations for Thanksgiving dinner tomorrow at the hospital. Our VP’s ole lady started a tradition last year of cooking for the families staying in the children’s wing. 

“Okay, now that everyone is here, Mina has an announcement to make.” Prez speaks loudly to get everyone’s attention.

Looking over at his ole lady, I wait to see what is going on. This is obviously not a regular Church meeting because the women are never included in those.

“We are planning to do a secret santa for the kids at the hospital this year. Tomorrow after all the kids and their families eat dinner, we will each draw names from a bowl. Whoever's name you draw will be who you need to buy gifts for.” She looks at the crowd of faces until she stops at mine. “Real gifts Fang.”

I smile lopsidedly at her, not saying a word. She already knows me too well. Although I still haven’t gotten even with her and the other girls for the frog fiasco a few years back when I was still a prospect. I’ve gotta admit it was pretty fucking epic what those women planned and executed. 

“Don’t forget that everyone needs to be on time tomorrow. Those of you that are helping get the food there need to be at Bella’s Brew no later than ten a.m. The rest of you should be here to ride to the hospital in formation.” Prez says before calling the impromptu meeting to a close.

Walking over to the bar, I spot Dane sitting on a stool with a beer in his hand.

“Getting started kind of early, huh?” I say, taking the seat next to him.

He shrugs his shoulders, “It’s five o’clock somewhere.”

Signaling to the prospect manning the bar to bring me a cold one, I look back at Dane. He seems to be lost in thought more and more these days. 

I’ve known him for a long time so I know the holidays are a huge problem for him. He’s never told me all the details, I just know it has something to do with his family that live back East. Although this year he seems a little worse for wear.

“You okay, man?” I finally break the silence.

“Just been thinking a lot. About family and shit.” He looks around the room at the other brothers. 

Looking over at the brothers who are married now, some with kids, I too feel a small ache of wanting what they have.

“We’ll find what they have one day.” I say.

“Fuck. Listen at us. Sounding like emotional ass women.” He makes a face.

I laugh, “You started the shit.”

“Come on, we gotta go do some manly shit to get our man card back.” We stand up, grabbing what’s left of our beers, leaving through the front door.

Autumn

Sitting here on the bench outside the hospital, I can’t stop the lone tear that slips down my face.

I left Dr. Ortez’s office about ten minutes ago after he told me that Olivia’s cancer is progressing to the point that we need a bone marrow transplant.

That wouldn’t be a problem if a donor was easily found but that is not the case.

The most likely candidate would be a family member but we don’t have anyone except each other. So getting her on the registry and hoping to find a match is the only hope we have.

Drying my face off, I head back inside to Livie’s room, hoping she won’t be able to tell that I’ve been crying.

Walking into her room, I see that she is sitting up on her bed playing the video game one of the nurses gave to her when she got admitted last week.

She smiles as I walk into the room. “Hey, mommy, where’ve you been? You missed all the motorcycles!” She says with huge eyes.

“I heard them. They were loud.” I smile at her excitement. 

“They were so cool! The nurse says they are friends of Dr. Ortez and that he also rides a motorcycle. Do you think he would take me for a ride?” She’s talking so fast, her sentences run together making me laugh.

“Maybe you can ask him later. Before we head down to the cafeteria, I need to talk to you a minute about what Dr. Ortez had to talk to me about.” I sit on the edge of her bed with my heart pounding unsure exactly how to tell an eight year old that she needs a transplant.

“We aren’t leaving the hospital, are we?” She huffs, laying back against her pillows.

“Not for a while sweetheart. Remember when we talked about what would happen if you needed a donor?” I ask gently.

“I remember. Dr. Ortez said I would have to stay in the hospital for a really long time.” She looks at me with so much trust it breaks my heart.

What will I do if we can’t find a match in time? How will I explain to my daughter that she could possibly die?

Holding even more tears at bay, I say, “Come on. Let’s go eat.” I smile standing up next to her bed.

“You think they’ll have pie?” She hops up with excitement yet again as if we were not just talking about a longer stay in the hospital.

“Is pie the only thing you want?” I laugh at her.

“Nope. I want some ham with my pie.” She nods her head, grabbing my hand as we walk out of the room.

Fang

After helping to set up all the tables with the food, I head outside to a bench that is under a gazebo hoping for a few minutes alone. 

Pulling out a pack of smokes, I light one up taking a huge drag, filling my lungs with smoke. The only times I ever smoke are on days that the memories of my baby brother take over my brain.

Being around the kids today at the hospital has brought back memories of him that I try to hide deep inside.

“Those are bad for you, ya know?” A little voice from behind me causes me to jump.

Putting it out, I turn around to see a tiny little girl bundled up in her jacket against the cold wind sitting on the bench I was hoping to pass a little time on.

“I don’t do it often.” I finally say in reference to the cigarette she caught me with. “What are you doing out here alone?” I look around for her parents but don’t see any one.

“Momma is talking with Dr. Ortez again.” She rolls her eyes, swinging her legs back and forth.

Looking closely at her, she doesn’t look sick but I know that’s not an indication that she’s not. My little brother didn’t look sick either.

“So what’s your name munchkin?” I smile when she gives me a look for calling her that.

“Well, it’s not Munchkin.” She huffs. “My name is Olivia.”

Smiling with what I’m about to do, “Olivia is a beautiful name but I think I like Munchkin better.”

“Now I know why momma says boys are weird and that I should stay away from them.” She shakes her head, never cracking a smile. “What do I call you? Smoke Man?” She says with a grin as I laugh.

“My friends call me Fang.” I offer her my hand which she shakes.

“Fang is a weird name. Do you have vampire teeth or something?” She narrows her eyes, looking towards my mouth.

“If I said yes, could we still be friends?” I ask as seriously as I can.

She seems to think about it for a minute before answering. “If you were a vampire and you bit me, would that get rid of my cancer?” Her eyes finally look up into my own and I am struck by the seriousness her dark brown eyes convey.

As I turn her question over in my head, my heart beats harder within my chest knowing that I need to be extremely careful with how I answer her. Right now is not the time for my usual playful nature.

Sitting down next to her, I place my elbows on my knees and look directly back at her.

“I don’t know that much about vampires kiddo but I do know doctors. If there’s a way, they will find it.”

She looks hard at me for several long minutes as she thinks over what I said before sitting back on the bench.

“I like you Fang.” She smiles.

“I like you too, Livie.” I respond back with my own grin.

“That’s what my mom calls me. Unless she’s upset, then she calls me Olivia.” She giggles.

“I think Olivia is a beautiful name for a very beautiful little girl.” I reach over, putting her tiny hand in my own, giving it a small squeeze.

We sit just like that, lost in our own thoughts for several long minutes until someone else comes out the hospital door.

“Olivia!” We hear her yell, both turning towards her voice.

“Uh oh.” Livie and I say at the same time before we start to laugh.

Hopefully the woman coming towards us doesn’t plan to eat me alive for hanging out with her little girl.

Autumn

Looking out the glass doors and seeing Livie sitting with some strange man made my throat squeeze up.

Yelling her name as I came out the door didn’t seem to faze either one of them because they both broke out into hysterical laughter.

By the time I get to the gazebo where they are both sitting, their laughter has started to fade.

Looking Olivia over first, as is my habit these days, I don’t pay the man very much attention.

“It’s too cold for you to be out here little lady.” I say, kneeling down in front of her.

“I got my coat momma.” She giggles. “This is my new friend Fang.”

“Fang?” I look over quickly to the man still sitting on the bench. 

This close I can see he is a very handsome man, almost too handsome. I realize I’ve been staring too long when he begins to grin at me and I can feel my face start to flush with embarrassment.

Slightly clearing my throat, I hold my hand out to him.

“I’m Autumn, Olivia’s mom. It’s nice to meet you.” I say, waiting for his hand to shake my own.

I’m not prepared for the electricity that zaps up my arm at first contact with him. I can tell that he felt it too by the slight widening of his eyes.

“Nice to meet you ma’am.” He grins again.

Polite and manners, that’s rare in most of the men I’ve met. I think to myself.

“I should get back inside and help my friends.” He looks back at the hospital doors before turning back to us.

“Your friends?” I ask, confused.

“Yeah. My club is the one holding the Thanksgiving dinner inside for all the kids. You two should make sure you come in for some food.” 

He looks over at Olivia directly with another huge grin just for her that causes my heart to beat quickly. No one has ever looked at my daughter in such a way. Most of the men I’ve tried to date over the years would always see her as a nuisance.
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