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 Chapter 01 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    Reva. My heart is reaching out to her through my eyes. Sounds fucked-up, but it’s the truth. Even more fucked-up? I only met her five days ago when I rescued her from the claws of Zay Brice, otherwise known as Shade. He was the head of an online black market ring. We’re talking about organs, weapons, drugs, whatever you need, they will supply it; for a price. 
 
     How did Reva get pulled into this shit? She’s a special agent. A very talented one, one with incredible hacker abilities. Reva was kidnapped when she—and with it her team—was close to ripping the case right open. Her twin, Vienna, also a special agent, suspected there was a rat in their team. With Reva gone missing and her computer wiped clean, it wasn’t hard to believe. Not to mention Reva was missing for over ten fucking days before Broken Deeds MC was requested to take on the case. 
 
    It took us a few days to dive into everything and when I found a way to go in undercover, I set it all up in an effort to get her out. The plan was to get her out quickly once I had the chance but what I didn’t expect was everything going to shit when Shade’s crew turned on him. It did however provide an unexpected exit strategy. 
 
    But even if I saved her…no one saved her from the hell she went through before I came and pulled her out. And I might have brought her back, but being around her makes it clear the woman is simply a shell of who she was. No fucking life inside; only a body going through the motions of staying alive. A blind man can tell with a mere glance. 
 
    I’m glad she’s finally sleeping. And I’m damn glad I broke rules set to protect. I had no other choice; it was either this or watch her slip away to her own death. And I’m not fucking exaggerating. It’s the damn truth.  
 
    Try to imagine being taken from your job, ripped away from your twin, and being caught in the claws of some of the evilest motherfuckers alive. To hell and back is a statement but I’ve managed to pull her out and I don’t fucking know if the scars on the inside are as ugly as they are on the outside. 
 
    And I didn’t call my ten plus ugly just now, ‘cause this woman is the most gorgeous presence to walk this damn Earth. Even if one side of her face carries burns, and as of this morning…knife wounds because she couldn’t stand the look of being branded by Shade.  
 
    That’s right, this strong woman grabbed my knife—without me realizing it—and was carving off her own burned skin when I found her in the bathroom after I thought I’d check because she was in there way too long. And let me tell you, I’ve seen some pretty fucked up shit in my life with my military background, working for the government, and being a part of Broken Deeds MC. But this? She could have very well ripped out my damn heart with her delicate fingers. 
 
    Reva wasn’t crying, not one damn tear. There was no life in her eyes and the only thing she said when I stumbled into the bathroom to find her carving off one side of her face was “I had to. I couldn’t bear to keep seeing what he did to me.” Then she fucking collapsed and I barely managed to catch her before she crashed to the floor. Blood everywhere; her wounds, the floor, on me. 
 
    I had to get her medical help. For the cuts on her face but her mind probably needed more help than the open wounds on her face. Skin heals. It takes time, special care, but it fucking heals on its own but her mind? A long fucking road where there’s no damn guidance where it will lead to. 
 
    She maybe slept a handful of hours over the three nights we stayed in the safe house I took her to after I rescued her. And I kept my eyes on her so, I damn well know she didn’t really get restful sleep for those hours, but was pulled back in the hell she went through in the nightmares flaring up. Memories clawing inside her brain to torment her every second. 
 
    Like I said, I broke rules to get her here; into my own bed instead of hiding in a location only one other person in this world knew about. Because I rescued her but with the mutiny of Shade’s crew where he ended up dead, they could come after her. Even more because the computer whiz they were using before her was found dead. 
 
    Not to mention the dead woman was also covered with burn marks and scars, and died a gruesome death. It’s not safe for Reva to return home, hence the reason I stayed put with her in a safe house…until this morning when I had to put her sanity before her damn safety. 
 
    A soft knock on the door draws my attention. I swing my head back to see Kray leaning against the doorjamb. “You got a minute?” 
 
    I lift my chin and leave the room. The doctor who stitched her up—a brilliant plastic surgeon who Broken Deeds can call upon when needed—gave her a sedative to make sure she will sleep dreamlessly for a while. 
 
    Kray and I go way back. We met over twelve years ago, right before we had to report for our first tour together. After leaving the military—where we met our Prez, Deeds—we became a part of Broken Deeds MC.  
 
    Kray and I have a special connection, we’re more than brothers. It’s something easily explained as being on the same level and finding a friend for life. One look and we know what the other is thinking. It’s been this way ever since the day we met due to a confrontation at a bar where we both ran into our ex. Which happened to be the same damn woman.  
 
    Fucked-up story but to cut it short…since then, we decided to test the merchandise—so to say—from that moment on together; to prevent one another from making the same mistake when it comes to women. We’d always wanted to find the perfect ten plus. One woman who’d have it all. Great personality, slamming body, perfect quirks; the perfect Old Lady. 
 
    It took twelve damn years and we’d given up hope, but when Reva’s twin, Vienna, walked into the bar where we were supposed to meet our contact to update us on a case we might be interested in…Kray and I both labeled her as a ten plus. I doubled back though, once she’d opened her mouth, she just pissed me off. Kray might like attitude and a strong woman, and I might respect one too, but it’s not something I’d see in my ten plus. 
 
    Come on, we’re talking about the ultimate dream. Insane demands where you set your standards so high…you never expect to find what you’re looking for. Well, the ‘never’ part turned out to be twelve damn years of waiting for the both of us. Because when I heard Vienna had a twin sister…one she told more about than we read in her file…I needed to know if Reva was my ten plus. 
 
    I remember walking into the room where Reva was sitting behind a computer. Not looking up and when I snapped her name? Those eyes meeting mine, her lips slightly parting, chest rapidly rising and falling? I was fucking falling. Even with the bandages on her cheek and when I discovered there were burns underneath. Or fuck, even with her slicing those away, it doesn’t matter. Ten plus is the whole package of the kind of person you want to share your life with.  
 
    Beauty comes in many forms and this woman is a fighter. I don’t mind fighting for her if she’s grasping for straws to hold her to this world with the kind of crazy she’s been through these few weeks. I saved her once, and I damn well will keep her safe from harm even if it costs me my last damn breath. 
 
    Or my friend, Kray, who I’m now facing because I know he’s standing before me to ask if his Old Lady, Reva’s twin, can see her sister. But I won’t let her. Not due to the fact I’m protecting her, but because I made a promise to Reva not to take her to her sister. And I never go back on my word. Even if I don’t agree with her not wanting to see her twin. 
 
    “What’s up?” I ask Kray, keeping my voice down as I close the door behind me. 
 
    He glances behind him and when I follow his gaze, I see Vienna standing at the end of the hallway. I release a deep sigh. I don’t agree with Reva’s decision but I gave her my word. I stalk past Kray because he obviously doesn’t want a word with me, it’s Vienna who wants to ask me for the gazillionth time in the past few hours to let her see her sister. 
 
    “You should get some sleep,” I tell Vienna softly. 
 
    She shakes her head, eyes red and puffy. “I can’t. I need to see her.” 
 
    “I’ve explained it three times already, Vienna. You know I can’t. I gave you my word I’d get her back, I did. I gave Reva my word not to let you see her. Please, respect her wishes, and with it the trust I gave her to keep my word.” 
 
    A sob ribs from her and I don’t know what these two women have done to me but it’s as if they found a secret hatch to release some damn feelings into my veins. Fuck. I reach out and pull her close. There’s absolutely nothing sexual about it. Even if before all of this Kray and I used to share a woman, it’s in the damn past. The woman I’m holding and comforting is completely his, my dick doesn’t even stir. 
 
    “Give her some time, Vienna,” I mutter next to her ear. “I’ll try talking to her about it when she wakes up, okay?” 
 
    Her head bobs against my chest and she tightens her arms before she lets go. She places a flat hand against my pecs and pats a few times. 
 
    “Sorry for the tears and snot,” she says on half a laugh, half a sob, and adds, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you for pretending I’m the tissue here?” I wave a hand in front of my shirt. 
 
    Now she smacks my pecs harder. “No, you goof. Thanks for keeping your word.” 
 
    I let my knuckles softly brush by her jaw. “Don’t mention it.” 
 
    “I’m okay now. You can go back,” she urges. 
 
    The corner of my mouth twitches. When I first discovered the case we took involved Vienna’s twin, I classified her as my future ten plus. The best ever. Exactly how me and Kray grade pie together. You don’t discuss what you like or don’t like or every nagging ingredient, you grade to have a clean system. I’ve never tasted a ten plus pie. I’ve had good ones, great ones, very fucking bad ones, but never a ten plus. See? Gotta leave something to wish for.  
 
    Well, Vienna here realized I’d set my eyes on her twin before I even met Reva in person. She tried to warn me to back off at every turn. That is until I promised her to get Reva back within two days.  
 
    We made a deal. I could take Reva out on a date, if Reva wanted to go with me on one that is. Clearly, I kept my end of the deal when I saved her. Seems like Vienna’s sticking to her end of the deal or she had a change of heart and sees I’m a nice guy who’s not messing with her sister just for the hell of it. Whatever. It’s in the past because in my gut I know Reva will be my future. 
 
    I stroll back to my bedroom and pass Kray. He nods and the grateful glint in his eyes says enough. Stopping in front of my bedroom door, I glance back to double check if they’ve left my part of the house. Which they have. 
 
    Kray and I have always spent our time together as brothers in Broken Deeds MC. Seeing we have a solid friendship thicker than blood we decided to live together and yet keep our own space. Meaning we had two identical houses built in mirrored versions of each other with an enclosed space in between. This allows us to be near one another and yet it gives us the privacy we need at times. 
 
    I decide to check on Reva’s pet first. Turning, I head for the room I placed a large habitat in the day we checked Reva and Vienna’s place. It’s normal to check a person’s house to know everything there is to know about the missing person. Minor details can help to trigger any possible clue or can be of value when you need it the most. 
 
    And in this case, the knowledge of Reva owning a pet allowed her to trust me instantly when I met her for the first time. Not to mention it was crucial for me to have her trust because I needed her to come with me so we could escape. Fuck. The spark of life hitting her eyes when I literally told her, “Trust me, ‘cause you don’t want to have your sister looking after Kazz much longer since she tried to turn him into a vegetarian.” 
 
    And I wasn’t lying either, it was the damn truth. Kazz is Reva’s bearded dragon. They eat all kind of insects but Vienna—to put it lightly—didn’t want any part of it so she only gave Kazz bok choy. Yeah, that little fucker was not a happy camper, I can tell you that. 
 
    It’s the reason why I took him with me to my house and bought him a large habitat to let him settle and feed him the correct way. And because I had no clue when we were going to find out where they were holding Reva and how long it would take to get her reunited with her pet. Anyway, I’m fucking glad I did because now I have the both of them to look after in one place. 
 
    “Hey, buddy.” Kazz lets me take him out of the habitat and I bring him with me across the hallway and into my bedroom. “Why don’t we watch a movie together, huh?”  
 
    Yeah, I’m talking to a bearded dragon but he needs the attention, okay? And they make great pets. They love to sit and sleep on your lap or chest when you’re watching some TV. I grab the remote before I sit down in the lazy chair near the bed. 
 
    I hit a few buttons on the remote and settle in to watch a marathon of some supernatural series. I don’t have to give it much attention, I just need the distraction while I’m watching over Reva. She’ll be out for a few hours or so the doctor told me. But I need to be near her in case the nightmares come. 
 
    There’s a blast on the TV flowing through the room. I try to lower the volume in an automatic response but I realize I don’t have to. Reva won’t wake up from a little noise. It’s not because of the sedative the doctor gave her. It’s because Reva is completely deaf on one side and hears very little on the other side.  
 
    All because she suffered from a high fever at a young age. They were late discovering it due to the fact she doesn’t feel pain like a normal person would. She feels pain, but she just has a very high tolerance.  
 
    And both I’ve experienced firsthand. The high tolerance when she was slicing her own burns off with a knife. And the non-hearing; when she wants to shut out the world, she simply lays on the ear that has some hearing left. Fuck. This woman is something else. 
 
    I reach out and let my fingertips barely touch her hair. Where her sister has short, spiky hair, Reva has long hair, both the color of rich dark chocolate. Identical twins and yet so damn different. I drag my eyes away from her and back to the screen. Kazz has settled in for some sleep and I kinda envy the guy. 
 
    I don’t think I’ll ever be able to sleep with the stabbing pictures going through my mind of what happened the last few days. So, instead, I will stare at the flashy screen and watch over this strong woman. And to me that’s soothing something inside me. 
 
    Seems I’ve closed my eyes for a brief moment and I can feel someone’s gaze on me. I’ve locked the door and with it prevented anyone from coming inside without me knowing. Slowly opening my eyes, I’m now staring into haunting green ones. Though they have a faint twinkle as she reaches forward and lifts Kazz from my chest.  
 
    “Heya Kazzy,” she murmurs and settles herself against the headboard. 
 
    Her eyes slide to mine and I know she wants to say something but I’ve come to know her over the last few days. Being on the run and locked inside a cabin twenty-four seven leaves you with no other choice. 
 
    “You want coffee while you muster up the courage to throw out what you wanna say to me, babe?” I don’t need to raise my voice to know if she hears me or not. I happen to know she’s also a very good lip reader. 
 
    Her eyes hit the sheets covering her sweet curves. “Yes.” 
 
    For some it’s just one word, to me? Confirmation, information, and understanding. And I can damn well hear the slight snap of annoyance in her tone, and that shit makes my cock twitch. I’m not the only one who got to know her, she got to know me in return too. Slowly rising from my chair, I place the remote on the bed near her legs and leave the room to head for the kitchen. 
 
    I take my time making coffee and roam around the kitchen for something I can also bring her. Coffee, crackers, along with some chocolate is all I can manage in one go. Two mugs in one hand while I’m holding on to the rest with my other hand. I open the door with my elbow and stroll inside my bedroom.  
 
    Placing everything on the bedside table, I hold my hand out to Kazz. “Want me to put him back in his habitat? I’ll give him some crickets.” 
 
    She hands him over and gives me a smile. A smile I know must hurt with half of her face wounded, even with the whole high pain tolerance shit. Well, it damn well hurts for me to see. I quickly take care of Kazz and make a pit stop in the kitchen to wash my hands before strolling back to the bedroom. I grab my coffee and take a seat in the lazy chair. 
 
    She has her eyes pinned on the TV, so I raise my voice a little to know she hears me as I tell her, “Your sister’s been asking to see you.” 
 
    Her head slowly turns my way. “I don’t want to see her.” 
 
    “If you don’t want to see her, you can reach out in other ways. My laptop is right there.” As soon as the word laptop rolls off my tongue, she jumps and the coffee almost sloshes over the mug.  
 
    Her eyes are filled with horror as if she only now notices there’s a monster in the room. Utter fury swirls through my veins. She’s a damn computer genius and the fucker who took her ripped that away from her too.  
 
    When I found her, she was tied to a damn chair and she couldn’t even reach her face, all she could reach was a fucking keyboard. I noticed she didn’t even want to touch my phone in the days we were in the safe house together but now? The mere mention of a damn laptop scares the shit out of her.  
 
    I place my cup on the bedside table, stalk to the laptop and take the thing to the room where all my computers are and make sure I’ve locked the door before I take my place in the lazy chair.  
 
    Reva reaches out to grab my mug and hold it out to me, her eyes filled with fucking gratitude. There. That right fucking there. This woman’s managed to get under my skin and headed straight to my heart to make a home for herself. And I fucking revel in it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 02 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    He hasn’t left my side ever since the moment he stepped into the room where I was held captive. Some would classify me as having a hero complex because of how he swooped in and saved me. It would undeniably be the reason for someone to fall head over heels for the guy. 
 
    Maybe.  
 
    But to be completely honest? It’s the understanding part. The not making me voice discomfort or pushing me into things I can’t or will not do. During the short time we’ve spent together he knows my limits. And yet he doesn’t shelter me.  
 
    He tells me exactly how it is and never holds back to tell me his opinion about things. And the not pushing me part? He offers me a way out but also expects me to offer him something in return. A compromise. 
 
    Like how I wanted to ask him something when I woke up. I did, and yet I didn’t want to ask him. So, I didn’t. Another thing about this man; he can see me. Everything. It’s as if I can’t hide anything from his sharp gaze. 
 
    “You ready to tell me what was on your mind when you woke up?” North’s voice rumbles in that hard tone he always uses when he wants to be sure I hear him. 
 
    See? He never lets things slide either. And he knows every little detail about me because of him saving me, he needed to be informed about the person who was missing; me. And it seems my sister also mentioned about my hearing. Something I’ve wiped away all records of. Yet he doesn’t treat me any differently, he only acts differently like now, adding the snap so he knows I can’t ignore him while all I want to do is ignore him. 
 
    I’m not a shy, delicate wallflower or anything. I just like to keep to myself. I’ve also never had a real relationship. I’m not a virgin, not by a long shot. I’ve had three different hookups who all said I wasn’t a great lay.  
 
    I blamed it on them. Or maybe it was me. Whatever. In my mind the guy should make you hot with one glance. And with one glance I mean he truly looks at you as if his next breath depends on it. The need and desire to touch and ignite a fire so hot we both would instantly explode.  
 
    Yes. I might have had my standards set a little too high when it came to my first sexual experiences. So, you might say they were right; it was me, I wasn’t a great lay. Or maybe I should have waited for the right guy who did light me up with one look. 
 
    Someone like North.  
 
    Shit. Maybe I do have a hero complex. But I’m very much aware North isn’t a hero by standards. The look in his eyes tells me he has killed and will kill again if necessary, without a single remorse. There’s also the fact he’s a biker. Broken Deeds MC. I kept a whole file about them on my computer at work. Not about the bikers, but about the jobs they succeed at. 
 
    It was my favorite pastime to find cold cases and help those people by shoving the information Broken Deeds’ way. I was intrigued by them and have been sneakily shoving cases their way, keeping track of how they were solved. I couldn’t care less if I never touch a computer again. Bad memories. Let’s keep it at that. But Broken Deeds MC? Good memories.  
 
    Each and every one of them were completely taken care of and were brought to justice in their own way. If these guys take a case, they get the job done. Needless to say, most times the criminal who needs to be caught ends up dead but, believe me, each and every one of those criminals deserved it. 
 
    My sister knew about my healthy obsession to keep track of some of the cases Broken Deeds handled. When they kidnapped me, I prayed Broken Deeds would be contacted. But days went by and I lost all hope. Being tied to a chair behind a computer all day and at night locked in a storage closet with only a mattress on the floor for days and days will do that to a person. 
 
    And then there was North. Brought into the room with me by a guy who worked for Shade. He told North not to mind me. I was someone who needed a little longer to be persuaded into working for them long-term. 
 
    Ice ran through my veins when North laughed with him and looked at me with such an intense gaze. He grabbed a chair and started to work on a computer next to me. And when Shade’s guy left the room, I was afraid he would do something to me because of the way he looked at me. I knew I couldn’t do anything because I was tied to the chair. A few deep breaths later and he indeed stood up to face me. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut from what was to come but even now, after days, I can feel his hot breath next to my ear as he told me about my sister trying to turn my Kazz into a vegetarian. Then he mentioned he was North, a member of Broken Deeds MC who was sent to get me out of there. I might have choked on a sob or two. 
 
    And he did get me out. Every time he promises something, he follows through. In all my life I’ve never met a single person with that kind of reputation. I mean, my sister is always there for me, always does what she can, but you know how life gets in the way of things and you have to go back on your word? Yeah, you don’t hold them responsible, it’s logical. But North? He will shake the earth on its foundation to make good on his promise. 
 
    It’s also the reason why I made him promise to keep my sister away from me. When I cut away the burn marks from my skin because I couldn’t bear to look at them anymore, he had no choice but to get me to a doctor. I didn’t think about it at the time I was doing it; I just wanted the reminder gone. But I needed more than a few stitches and yes, something to knock me out so I could sleep instead of waking up every damn moment from horrible nightmares to relive what I went through. 
 
    He’s always right. Another thing that should be annoying and yet he has this strength clung to him when it turns out he is right about something. Not to gloat, or at least he never gloats about it when it comes to me. 
 
    “Reva,” North snaps. “You’re doing it again. Get out of your head and aim that brilliant mind of yours in my direction and tell me what thoughts were going through it when you woke up.” 
 
    “You,” I snap back.  
 
    And dammit, that wasn’t my intention but sometimes he riles me up and instead of being nice and timid, I snap out my words. The sly smile slowly spreading his face doesn’t help calm me down. Instead, it pisses me off. The way he easily knows how to get to me because he knows exactly what was bugging me is agitating. 
 
    “Is there a reason why you were sitting in the chair and not lying in the bed next to me?” There, I’ve said it. 
 
    The sly smile turns into a smug one. “See, cupcake? It wasn’t that hard to get out that little question, now was it?” He leans forward but I know he doesn’t expect me to answer his question. “You were safely in my bed—dead to the world—I thought you didn’t need to be wrapped in my arms to make you feel safe, but clearly I was wrong.” 
 
    My gaze hits the sheets. I can’t look him in the eyes when his voice turns all husky and sweet.  
 
    Not to mention it aggravates me when he calls me cupcake and it makes me grumble, “Don’t call me cupcake. I should bake you a freaking cupcake and shove it in your piehole.” 
 
    His head tips back and he laughs. In this moment I wish my hearing was better than the faint sound because the carefree laughter distantly hitting my ear makes my chest squeeze and my throat starts to clog up. 
 
    Dammit. I’m such a freaking mess. Burned and now sliced up face, deaf on one side and the other ear is just working on half capacity. Not to mention the trauma of what I just went through. Who would ever want a woman with a long list of issues? My eyes burn and I squeeze them tight to prevent tears from falling. 
 
    The bed dips and through my blurry gaze I can see him reach out. I should flinch because his hand is going for the mutilated side of my face but I don’t. If there’s one person I trust, it’s him. And he proves it to me again when his rough fingers gently cup the back of my neck.  
 
    I’ve found out this man rarely does something without thinking through every angle. He deliberately chose this side of my face to reach out, to show me he doesn’t care how it looks. And this is the exact reason I can’t face my sister yet. The pity and guilt in her eyes and the load of emotions along with it.  
 
    “Why the tears, sweet thing?” His gentle tone drives away the reasons that made me emotional. I can’t stop the laughter filling my body when he adds, “Don’t tell me you can’t fucking bake ‘cause your sister told me you make the best cheesecake known to the world and I was kinda keeping your ass alive long enough to have a taste of your fine abilities.” 
 
    “Abilities,” I murmur, suddenly struck by an ice bucket because someone actually did keep me alive—tied to a chair—for my abilities. 
 
    There’s a rough squeeze on the back of my neck along with a snap of the words, “Hey, don’t fucking go there.” He places his forehead against mine and softens his tone. “You know I always make good on my promises, and I promised to keep you safe. Someone taking advantage of you, making you do something against your will…I’ll fucking kill ‘em, understood?” 
 
    Safe. Even if he saved me and with it, his job is done and he could leave me in the care of others, he’s still here taking care of me. His whole demeanor sends off waves wrapping me in the safety he freely gives me. And the way his eyes are filled with the promise he just voiced is also making butterflies do the hokey pokey inside my belly.  
 
    He’s so close. His scent is teasing my nose. It’s a woodsy scent with a kick of spice and vanilla. I want to kiss him so badly. And more. Definitely more because something tells me it won’t compare to any sexual experience I’ve had. 
 
    “Now there’s a look in your eyes I can easily agree with,” North murmurs and places a quick kiss on my nose before he pulls back. “Too soon, cupcake. Too soon. But there will come a time I won’t hold back to take what went through your mind just now.”  
 
    I feel my body heat up by his words and instantly feel cold when he steps away.  
 
    “Dammit.” The word leaves my lips before I can stop it. 
 
    North freezes from getting up and swings his gaze back to mine. His head tips slightly and I refuse to look away this time. The frustration that made this single word slip out is still clawing at the surface. I want him. Badly.  
 
    I might not be right in the head but I don’t care. All the things I went through these last few days were wrapped with pain, fear, hurt, horror, everything bad while North? He makes all the opposite feelings run freely inside me. And I’m damn well allowed to feel good. 
 
    He slowly inches closer to me but stops and lifts one eyebrow in challenge. It’s as if he is challenging me to see if I have the fight left in me to act on the frustration he lights up inside me. See? This man sees too much or knows how to see through me and flawlessly reads what’s on my mind.  
 
    Like I said; I’m not a shy, delicate wallflower. It’s for this reason I lean forward to close the distance between us. My lips meet his and an overwhelming flow of senses assaults me. The softness of his lips, his warmth, the way my belly starts to tingle along with the place between my legs. 
 
    The low rumble in his chest fuels my guts to sneak out my tongue to trace his bottom lip. His hands reach out, one behind my head, the other cupping the good side of my face to be able to guide my head to the side as he now starts to attack my mouth. 
 
    I can’t explain it any other way. As if a wild horse was caged only to be left to kick down the fence to get his first taste of freedom back. This is the feeling flowing through me and it’s safe to say he feels the exact same way. 
 
    My fingers dig into the fabric of his shirt but I loosen my hold and slide them down to rip it from his jeans; I need to feel my nails raking his skin. The instant they do the kiss turns into a frenzy. The both of us are now fighting with our tongues while our hands roam our bodies. Heat. Lust. Insatiable cravings. The promise of pleasure is fueling our actions. 
 
    But we instantly freeze when a harsh voice bellows through the air, “North, I need a word.” 
 
    “Fuck,” North grumbles against my mouth as he pulls back and locks eyes with me. “So much for holding back, huh?” The sly smile sliding over his face is doing funny things to my body. His thumb slowly slides over my bottom lip. “You’ve sealed your fate by taking the first step. No going back now.” 
 
    “North!” the voice bellows again. 
 
    A frustrated sound rumbles through his chest loud enough for me to pick up as he stands and stalks to the door. Ripping it open he bellows, “Where’s the fuckin’ fire, Kray?” 
 
    I know he’s talking to Kray but I can’t hear a thing. Stupid hearing. I wish I had Kazz with me so I could cuddle him close. Sounds weird but Kazz is more than just a reptile or a pet. He’s my buddy. Someone who will always be there when I feel like crap. Well, not always because he sometimes gets pissy when he’s sleeping and I want to pick him up. Then I have no choice but to leave him alone. 
 
    Like now, I have no choice but to stare at the TV and wait for North to be done talking. I glance around the room and it makes me aware I’m done with sitting around. Even more when I think back how North mentioned something about my cheesecake. My hands itch to do something and I wonder what this man’s kitchen looks like. Maybe I could make breakfast other than the crackers he brought. 
 
    Movement catches my attention and I watch North stroll back to the bed. His strong hands are placed on his hips. “I need to head out for a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Okay,” I tell him while panic starts to claw at my chest. 
 
    The mattress dips as he sits down and takes my hand to give it a squeeze. “You good with Kray stayin’ with you? I know you don’t want to see your sister, but she’s his Old Lady and is staying in his house so it’s either just Kray, or both will be hanging around here.” 
 
    “Why do you have to leave?” I ask, ignoring his question for now. 
 
    “Church. My Prez called a meeting and I need to be there to get them up to speed about what happened in the days I was gone. I should have done that the second I was back but I didn’t want to leave you.” 
 
    Shit. My shoulders sag because he’s right. He should have debriefed them the second he was back.  
 
    “Stop it.” His hard snap reaches my good ear with ferocity, making me wince. A curse follows after it, softer this time. “Nothing about this is your fuckin’ fault, Reva. And don’t let me see that defeated look on you again or I’ll spank your ass. Fuck. I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    I have to curl my lips around my teeth to prevent myself from laughing. Such a turnaround but to hear him say this does make me feel good. He shouldn’t hold back to voice what’s on his mind, not ever. This guy has given me so much. Besides my freedom he has just given me the boost of confidence to take the first step to take my life back. With a mere freaking kiss. 
 
    “You stop it,” I tell him and grab a fistful of his shirt. “No one spanked my ass or touched me sexually, so don’t pussyfoot around me with your words. We agreed back in the cabin when you rescued me. How we were safe and how you wouldn’t look at me any differently. We agreed. Besides, us kissing would have told you I’d rather have the normality of things; the pleasure in life. Rather than to be reminded of what happened and let it affect my future. Yes, there will be lots of triggers thrown in my path to make those ugly feelings rooted in my brain surface. But you know what? I might be taking my time but I will get through it, because at the same time I’m choosing to live. The first step was when I changed the burns on my face and made them mine. So, you’d better speak your mind and be sure to follow through on your word.” Because the thought of you spanking my ass makes me want to dash up and wave said ass in the air. I’m smart enough not to voice that last part but it’s the truth.  
 
    Shit. I might be losing my mind in an effort to seek pleasure and distraction from what’s in front of me. The thought of him leaving for a few hours suddenly sounds appealing. It might give me the space I need to calm my raging need to throw myself at him. How embarrassing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 03 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    “Feisty,” I whisper to myself and even if she didn’t hear me, I can clearly tell she read my lips. 
 
    Normally I’m not one to appreciate women who bite back at every turn but this one? The timid woman who assesses any situation carefully before speaking her mind has managed to bite back a few times without thinking when I either rile her up or fuck up. And to be honest? It only makes her more attractive. 
 
    The kiss she initiated—even if I challenged her—was her breaking down the walls I firmly put in place to give her time to process the havoc taking over her life the last few days. Clearly, as she put it, she doesn’t want me to pussyfoot around her. Well, I have no problem with telling her exactly how shit is and she’s going to find out starting right now. 
 
    I lean in and make sure to raise my voice. “As you fucking well know I always make good on my word. With the fighting words you threw at me? Be prepared to feel my hand heat your lush ass real fucking soon.” 
 
    Her lips part as her breathing picks up and her eyes dilate. Fuck. I’m so screwed because even if half of her face is covered in bandages, I’d still like to drag her head down to slide my cock between those pretty full lips. Bandages or not, it would be the most magnificent sight known to man. 
 
    Reluctantly I step back and clear my throat. Good thing I need to leave. Even if she wants this as badly as I do, there’s no damn need to rush into it. I’ve been waiting over a decade…hell, my whole damn life for a woman who manages to light up every single inch of my body. Seems like my waiting paid off, and now that I’ve found her…I’m willing to wait and grow closer before I get close enough to slide my cock home. 
 
    “Not in the next damn second,” I chuckle huskily but sober up all too quickly with the pressing matters at hand. “First, I need you to answer my question. Kray, Vienna, or both?” 
 
    “I can’t…not yet.” Her eyes glaze over with a haunted look and I fucking hate it can be there in an instant. 
 
    “Don’t you miss her? I know you used to live with her and hey, don’t hold a grudge for her not taking the best care of Kazz.” 
 
    “I don’t,” she starts and then smacks my arm. “And I do and you know it.” 
 
    “So, you don’t miss her and still hold a grudge. Nice. Next to being feisty, you’re vindictive,” I tell her and try to keep my laughter at bay because I damn well know I deliberately switched it around. 
 
    Her tiny fists are now perched on her hips, and I must say…when her twin stood up to me and got in my face…it chipped off some of her high score. Even with the whole identical twin thing? Reva is so damn different from her sister and I can’t get enough of pushing her buttons to make her stand up to me. 
 
    “You’re twisting my words, you…you…” she sputters. 
 
    “Go on now, don’t hold back,” I tell her, mouth twitching, laughter building up in my belly. 
 
    “You…you…ass!” she squeaks, a red flush licking her skin all the way to her magnificent breasts. 
 
    I take a step closer and violate her personal space. “There she is, back to the ass part again, are we? Tell me, sweet little thing, has someone had his cock breach your tight ring yet? Or is it untouched?” 
 
    Her eyes are locked on mine in an enthralling stare as she swallows hard and slowly shakes her head. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” I hum. “I’m going to show you what you’ve been missing. Might need to take a little trip to a store before I get home later today. Some lube, a nice dildo set to play around with to get you ready for my cock.” 
 
    It’s as if she’s fully concentrating on breathing because she doesn’t even blink and has her eyes set on my mouth, hanging onto every damn word I let slide over my lips. 
 
    “Did I give you enough to keep your brain occupied with for the next few hours while I’m gone, sweetheart?” I throw out in a challenge. 
 
    Fuck. I love to call her anything involving something sweet. 
 
    Her eyes narrow and she snaps, “Yes.” 
 
    I give her a tight nod and throw the same question out again, just to push her damn buttons some more. “Kray, Vienna, or both?” 
 
    Her shoulders sag and she sighs. “Kray.” 
 
    I reach inside my jeans pocket, grab my phone, and hold it out to show her. “I know deep down you want to talk to your sister, and you also damn well know you can’t ignore her forever. Want me to act as your personal assistant for this one time? You rattle off a message for your sister and I’ll type it in and hit send. How about it?” 
 
    A slow smile spreads her face. “You would type out everything I’d say and hit send?” 
 
    “Yeah, I will.” I press my thumb on the button to scan my print and then find the message app. “Okay, fire away.” 
 
    “Hey V, heard you’re an Old Lady now, tied down by a biker. Tell me, is he the same as his brother? Because this one wants to stick his dick in my ass.”  
 
    My gaze raises slowly to connect with twinkling of fucking mischief filled green eyes. If she thinks this shit would matter to me, she’s dead wrong.  
 
    I hold up the phone again. “Sent.” 
 
    Her eyes grow wide. “You did not!” 
 
    “Did too,” I tell her with satisfaction and show her the message.  
 
    I also added an extra line that she took over my phone so she could reach out, and that she misses her.  
 
    Reva reads the message and starts to sputter but I shake my head. “You asked if I would type out everything you said. I did. So, don’t get mad at me over your own choice of words.” 
 
    My phone vibrates with a message. Glancing down my eyes widen and fury overtakes my whole body. I hold up the phone so she can read her sister’s reply.
  
 
    Vienna: Damn, I missed you, sis. And yes, sounds like he’s the same as his biker brother. These guys like to possess every inch of your body. Are you regretting your obsession with Broken Deeds MC already? I thought you were aware of every pesky detail?
  
 
    My hand shakes from anger and even more when a guilty look washes over Reva’s face. What the fuck? My phone gives another ding indicating I received another message and Reva tries to take the phone from me but I wrap my fingers around her throat to keep her in place. 
 
    “Don’t. Move,” I snap, release her, and turn the phone to read the second message.
  
 
    Vienna: Can we talk face to face? I feel weird messaging you through North’s phone. Or should I buy you a new phone?
  
 
    “Yeah,” I mutter to myself. “Sure you feel weird messaging through me.” I take a few steps toward the door and bellow, “Kray, get your ass in here, now. Your Old Lady too.” 
 
    Reva rushes toward me and grabs my cut and it takes everything in me not to push her off roughly. What the fuck is this shit her sister just said? Reva’s obsessed with Broken Deeds MC? Every option assaults me. From Reva staging her own kidnapping to drawing us out to her spilling crucial details about Broken Deeds MC to whoever the fuck wants to know.  
 
    This shit is fucking dangerous because she’s so damn good, I bet she can find—and probably has found—every single damn detail we haven’t managed to bury when it comes to Broken Deeds MC. Fuck, my club could be in danger without anyone knowing and it’s all because of her. 
 
    “Please, listen to me. It’s not what you think, please,” she begs. 
 
    I can’t help to keep the disgust pouring from my voice as I snap, “Fuckin’ save it for when my brother gets here. Or you know what? I’ll take you with me to the clubhouse so you can tell my Prez you’re not a victim but a fuckin’ rat.” 
 
    A gasp comes from the hallway and I know Vienna caught the last part of the rant I gave Reva. 
 
    Vienna shoves me hard against the chest and seethes, “She’s not a fucking rat, you asshole.” 
 
    Kray grabs her around the waist and holds her tight against him as she struggles to break free. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Kray grunts. 
 
    “I sent your woman a fuckin’ text and she replies with if Reva’s already regretting her obsession with Broken Deeds MC, and how Vienna thought she was aware of every pesky detail.” 
 
    My brother’s face morphs with anger and he spins his Old Lady around in his arms to face her as he snarls, “Explain yourself.” 
 
    Vienna snaps her mouth shut, crosses her arms underneath her tits and only glares at her Old Man. 
 
    “I had a file on my computer at work,” Reva says in a tiny cracking voice. 
 
    And fuck, it almost makes me reach out to pull her close but I can’t. It’s club business and no one digs through our fucking shit or compromises us. No. One. Not without consequences anyway. Fuck. If my Prez knew she had intel on us we never would have taken the case to pull her from the claws of these black market fuckers. 
 
    “Be still, Reva. You don’t have to explain yourself to them,” Vianna snaps and glances at her sister for the first time. A gasp rips from her throat and a horror filled, “Nooooo,” rips from her throat before she dashes to her twin. 
 
    I see Reva wince, her face tilting away to hide the wounded side. Her fucking body starts to shake and this is the point where nothing around me matters. Not one fucking bit. Except Reva’s discomfort. 
 
    Acting quickly, I block Vienna from throwing herself at her sister and snap, “No. Step back and keep your distance.” 
 
    I reach my hand back for Reva and she wraps her delicate fingers around my wrist, seeking the comfort I know she needs. 
 
    “Keep my…you asshole,” Vienna seethes. “You were standing here mere moments ago bellowing how she’s a fucking rat and now you’re pushing me away? Her own sister? What the hell is wrong with you?” 
 
    She’s right. I know she’s right but I can’t fucking help myself. I grind my teeth and connect my gaze with Kray. His face is all serious while his eyebrow raises in a silent request to ask how we’re gonna handle this. My mind is still processing all of it when I feel Reva’s other fingers grip me by my belt loop as she places her forehead against my back. 
 
    Her voice fills the room when she says, “I have been secretly shoving cold cases Broken Deeds’ way for quite a while now. There was a time when I read every little detail I could find about you guys but I never saved anything. I only have…had one file on my computer at work where I saved the closed cases. That’s the obsession Vienna mentioned in the text. She doesn’t have anything to do with it, it was all me. I heard about you guys solving a case with the missing boys a long time ago, and that’s when I knew you could get justice for people who lost all faith. I’m sorry. I should have never interfered.” 
 
    I turn around and place a finger underneath her chin. “The file on your computer, what exactly was in it. Any incriminating data in there about us?” 
 
    Her eyes hold the truth, there’s no denying. It’s coming straight from her heart when she says, “It’s only the case files, nothing more. Something like a victory file to make a pile how many wins you took for the team.” Her voice is so fucking small and she croaks again, “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Any of our names in it? The club? Anything tying us as persons or linking us to a case?” I question, keeping my voice even. 
 
    She tries to shake her head but my fingers still keep her face pinned with mine. “No,” she finally adds. “I saved everything underneath the name; Mercenaries for Hire. Like I said…I only read every piece of information about you guys, I never saved any of it. I only saved the cases I sneakily shoved your way.” 
 
      I glance over my shoulder at Kray.  
 
    He shrugs and says, “Sounds harmless to me. We should lay it all out to Deeds at Church, let him decide.” 
 
    I give him a nod and aim my attention toward Reva again. “Everything out in the open now? No more bullshit secrets like this? Complete honesty. If you so much as withhold one fucking detail or lie to me I’m going to kick you to the fucking curb, and won’t save you from my club’s verdict, understood?” 
 
    “Didn’t you read my sister’s text where she mentioned I was aware of every pesky detail?” Fuckin’ smart mouth with a snap added to it as a bonus, making my damn dick twitch again. 
 
    Dammit, this fire back and forth is really taking its toll on me. And even through the heat of things with what we just found out, deep down I knew she could be trusted but doubt is a funny thing when you don’t know all the damn details. I sure as fuck hope she’s not holding anything back. 
 
    “Reva!” Vienna gasps. “What the hell?” 
 
    I glance over my shoulder once more and now find Vienna’s gaze. “What?” 
 
    “She…she doesn’t snap or raise her voice, or be rude to anyone,” Vienna states, clearly confused. “Ever.” 
 
    Interesting. I hope to fuck it’s because of me and the whole pushing her buttons. Insane, I know. But I also know it’s not a character trait that was changed because of what she went through, because she was absolutely timid the first day we spent together in the cabin when I got her out safe. 
 
    “Well, clearly, she does now, or that privilege is only reserved for me. She’s been trying to bite my head off multiple times a day,” I easily supply, making sure Reva… 
 
    “I. Do. Not,” Reva snaps, making me fucking chuckle how she just proved my point. 
 
    I want to bring my mouth right next to her good ear and whisper out the words so Kray and Vienna won’t hear them, but I don’t want to risk her missing it.  
 
    So instead I let my fingers slide to the back of her neck and give a little squeeze so all her attention is fixated on me when I move my lips without uttering a single word to let her lip-read; Yeah, you do, sweetness. 
 
    “Dammit,” she grumbles and stomps her foot. “It’s your own damn fault, you’re annoying. Infuriating even.” 
 
    I glance to my side and find both Kray and Vienna staring at us with mushy fuckin’ looks on their faces. So, now I’m the one snapping, “What?” 
 
    “Nothing,” they both state in sync.  
 
    Assholes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 04 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    My sister is looking at me all funny and so is Kray. I was holding off on seeing her because I didn’t want to see the pity, hurt, all the emotions I couldn’t handle coming from her. Exactly what happened when she saw me a moment ago and yet now? We’re past that point due to the intense discussion.  
 
    And even beyond that point with the weird look she’s…oh, shit. “No, Vienna. Stop it. Whatever is going through your mind, it needs to stop. This isn’t some romance happy ending shit. You don’t know what I’ve…” 
 
    My voice cracks and I barely refrain myself from spilling some of the details of what was done to me. I promised myself not to dwell on the past and if I talk about it, it will keep the memories alive. I don’t want them alive; I want them dead and gone. 
 
    “You guys need to leave,” North says, stepping defensively in front of me. 
 
    This man. How fiercely he turned on me when he suspected I violated his trust and exposed his club. He stands up for what he deems worthy. And though it hurt me how he treated me until he knew all the facts, I respect him even more for it. 
 
    “No,” Kray states in return. “It’s you who needs to leave, remember? Deeds needs you to come in and talk shit through. We’ll stay here with Reva.” 
 
    “She can come with me,” North states, though we both know he’s being unreasonable. 
 
    I grab his wrist and squeeze to drag his attention to me. “I can’t, and you know it. You told me we needed to know for sure they won’t come after me. I’ll stay here so you can...” 
 
    North shakes his head and blocks one side of his face so Vienna and Kray don’t see him talk to me. Letting me know his concerns. 
 
    Well, when I say talk, he’s making me lip-read the words he’s not voicing out loud. It’s personal and they hit me straight in the chest. He probably doesn’t even know how much this tiny gesture means to me and to make sure he understands I wrap my arms around him as tight as I can. 
 
    His arms circle my waist and he pulls me even closer, placing a kiss on the top of my head. I don’t even care if my sister and his friend are in the room. North makes me feel safe. Even if he puts the club above me; as it should be because I’m nothing more than the sister of his brother’s Old Lady. 
 
    “I’ll be okay,” I murmur.  
 
    “I’m not liking it,” he whispers. 
 
    And I know he’s whispering because I can’t hear him but I can read his lips. 
 
    Like before how he made me read his lips so he could tell me how he couldn’t protect me if he left. How he couldn’t keep my sister from making me uncomfortable and lastly...how he didn’t want to leave me period. 
 
    Suddenly a thought enters my brain and a smile spreads across my face. “How about I promise to make you a cheesecake? It will keep me busy and give you something to look forward to so you can hurry back once you’re done.” 
 
    The heat is back in his eyes as he shoots me a sly smile. “Bribing me with pie, sweetness?” 
 
    “Among other things.” I shrug. 
 
    Yet again I don’t hear his voice but watch how his mouth moves. A gasp leaves my face when I realize what he just made me lip-read. 
 
    “You weirdo,” I squeak. “My ass isn’t something I’d try to bribe you with.” 
 
    “And that’s a damn shame ‘cause for sure as shit I’d stay here and later face the wrath of my Prez if I could have it right now.” 
 
    “Not happening!” My sister is now the one squeaking, grabbing all of our attention along with it. Her eyes shoot through the room and I can see she’s desperately trying to think of a way to switch topics. “But we could bake. Kray could go and get stuff we don’t have if needed. After everything a few hours in the kitchen with my sister sure sounds heavenly.” 
 
    I have to swallow hard and even with how badly I want to run to her and hug her, I feel some unease sliding through me from pushing her away. She’s always been the one who looks out for me, who takes charge and who makes me follow as she leads. Maybe with knowing she finally found a guy; she can now stop worrying about me and mainly focus on herself for a change. 
 
    If anything, life’s taught me these last few days that no one knows what happens next. Even if you might get help from an unexpected angle, you can never count on anyone other than yourself. Sad, but true. And I guess I’ve been leaning too much on my sister all my life. 
 
    “You okay with that?” North’s voice rumbles next to my good ear. 
 
    I give him a reassuring smile, time to steady my feet and use them to stand on my own for a change. I can’t switch my sister’s safety net for this guy. Though he offers it freely and I want nothing more than to hide behind his strong back while he shields me and protects me.  
 
    I simply can’t, and I won’t be that person; not anymore. Enough sulking and hiding from my nightmares, I need to face the land of the living again. And with the help and support of the people surrounding me, I can take this step forward. 
 
    “Yes,” I tell him, my voice firm.  
 
    My sister releases a squeal and is ready to hug me but I’m glad North blocks her. Shit. So much for not hiding behind him anymore. 
 
    “Let’s get one thing clear, Vienna,” North rumbles. “Distance. Reva needs it and you should respect it. That means you do not cross the personal space barrier unless she breaks it herself. No discussing shit she’s not ready for or hinting at or trying to drag out details. Kray, make sure your woman understands.” 
 
    “Shit,” I hear my sister sigh in regret. “I’m sorry, Reva. I didn’t think.” 
 
    Stepping out from behind North’s back, I tell her, “It’s okay. I just need some time to process things. As North said, some distance would be nice.” 
 
    “No, sure, really, no explanation needed, sis. I totally understand.” Vienna nods furiously and if she keeps on doing it, I’m sure her head will snap off. 
 
    Kray chuckles and pulls my sister close. “No worries, brother. I will keep an eye on yours while I keep mine in check.” 
 
    My sister’s head spins his way and she spears him with a glare, making me smile. 
 
    But before she can say anything, Kray tells her, “Why don’t you head into our kitchen and North’s to check what we have and what we don’t have? Then I can go get what you need before North heads out.” 
 
    Her hand goes to Kray’s chest and she rises on her tiptoes to place a kiss on his cheek. I’ve never seen the loving look my sister has in her eyes when she looks at Kray. And I must say, the way he returns it is equally as fierce. My chest expands with the knowledge these two are clearly meant for each other and I’m happy my sister finally found someone to share her life with. 
 
    The two of us have always been close. We share an apartment, work at the same job in the department, and were always together every single day. Until I was kidnapped. That was the longest time we’ve ever been apart.  
 
    I have to swallow due to the memories flooding my brain. Dammit, when are they going to stop flowing freely through me at the mere thought of being taken? My fists clench as anger overtakes me from feeling helpless in this. My sister dashes out of the room, Kray follows her and I’m glad they didn’t catch the panic raging through my body. 
 
    Strong arms circle me from behind. “Breathe, cupcake. Slow breath in, and release all that fucked-up shit as you blow it out. Good. Again.” 
 
    I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. His warmth and scent holding me in a safe bubble while I concentrate on the rumble of his voice. Slowly I regain control of myself and am able to push the ugliness out of my thoughts. 
 
    “I’m okay now,” I tell him. 
 
    I’m caught by surprise when he leans in and places a kiss on my neck. The side where my face is all messed up. I’m not sure he’s doing it on purpose—who am I kidding, I’ve quickly learned this man rarely does things without knowing—but by doing this he not only brings my body alive but it also gives me a confidence boost. 
 
    The way he doesn’t shelter me and picks this side instead of the unscarred one. The part of my face where the beauty still is which has gotten me too much attention from men at any given time. Compliments, hollers out on the street, any kind of attention where men are spiked by the outer beauty of a woman.  
 
    I guess it’s all over now. Jekyll and Hyde, two faces…destruction and serenity, beauty and beast, ugly and gorgeous; the whole two sides of a story is now the story of my life. But North doesn’t ignore or shelter this part, nor has he looked at me any different.  
 
    Maybe it’s because he hasn’t seen who I was before this happened. In the end it doesn’t matter, it’s how he makes me feel in the present. Another touch of his lips on my skin makes me shiver.  
 
    His fingers dig into my hips and his voice rumbles next to my ear. “I fuckin’ hate leaving you alone.” 
 
    “I’m not alone. Kray is here and so is my sister,” I tell him and have to step away from him or I’ll never be able to. 
 
    “Did you…” He mumbles something after those two words but my damn hearing won’t let me hear the rest. 
 
    I turn to face him so I can at least read his lips. “Sorry, I must have been locked away in my head…what did you say?” 
 
    When I take in his features it’s clear he swallowed the rest of his words instead of me not catching them. 
 
    “What is it?” I ask, a hit of worry hitting me. 
 
    He starts to rub his neck with his hands and finally asks, “When you say you checked into Broken Deeds and read stuff…did you…did you check out the members?” 
 
    I start to shake my head vigorously. “No, why would I do that? I only caught a hint of the legend of you guys going around how there’s an MC that the government uses from time to time to take on cases which no one can solve. Or those that are so high priority they need to be handled quickly. It’s quite intriguing for someone like me who can have information at the tip of my fingers. And I get bored a lot of the time. I checked and I easily found the hidden information how to contact you guys and the papers showing how Broken Deeds practically are above the law. Hell, I think you might be the most powerful people in this country to get things done fast without any obstructions or consequences. I was intrigued. And I knew about some old cases no one could solve but were just sitting there and the reason they were…I just knew they wouldn’t get solved unless you guys took them. That’s why I emailed some cases to the email connected with you guys. Also erasing my tracks so no one knew where it came from but I kept an eye out…you guys took them all and solved them. My sister was the only one who I told about it. She said I had a weird obsession. I had joked a few times about how if something happened to her, she would be happy I had a way to reach people who would be able to help us, but I didn’t even give her the information to contact you guys. And I never investigated any member.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he says with such intent, it makes me blush. 
 
    This whole thing has my stomach in knots. I never had any bad intentions when I dove into the background of the club. It’s just…I ran into a few cases where I suspected there was someone involved who was connected to the case and prevented the law from bringing the right person to justice. 
 
    I knew once I brought it to their attention Broken Deeds would make sure justice prevailed. And my hope was they also exposed the person who obstructed the investigation. That’s why I kept a file on my computer to keep up with the open and closed cases. I could hardly shove one after the other at them. 
 
    “Can I ask you another question?”  
 
    I smile and nod for him to let me know what’s on his mind. 
 
    “If I give you a burner, one that no one knows the existence of and only I have the number…would you take and use it?” There’s something vulnerable shimmering in his gaze as he holds me captive with his eyes. “You could reach out to me if something’s up. And I can text you to make sure I know you’re okay.” 
 
    Everything in me wants to say no. I don’t want anything to do with getting online or communicating through technology. Everything I loved to do repulses me now. But the thought of North leaving without having a way to reach out to him myself triggers a sense of unease. 
 
    “You would be the only one who knows that number?” I double check to make sure. 
 
    “Yeah, just me. Well, unless someone punches in the number by accident,” he tells me, and I can’t help but smile. He’s such a realist with his brain zeroing in on all possibilities. 
 
    “Obviously,” I tell him and roll my eyes, feeling less itchy about taking him up on his offer. 
 
    He steps even closer and leans in until our noses touch. “So, that’s a yes?”  
 
    Everything is on hold when he’s this close. It’s as if I’m being absorbed by his presence and I can’t control myself as I close the distance to connect our lips. Soft. His lips are so very soft until I can feel his chest rumble underneath the hand I placed on his chest. 
 
    One of his hands cups my neck, the other grips my hip as he roughly pulls me flush against his body. His tongue stabs between my lips, demanding entrance I freely give. His taste mingles with mine and I moan from the pleasure it unleashes inside me. 
 
    I probably imagine the growl ripping from him or it was really loud because I could feel it all the way to my pussy. Pleasure. Finally, something good I can draw energy from. Maybe it’s North or the lack of sex over the last couple of years. Who knows, but I’m seizing the moment. My fingers sneak up and slide into his hair. 
 
    I let my nails trail over his scalp and this time I can taste the rumble of his growl through our kiss instead of hearing it. I wish I could hear everything in this moment but on the other hand I can lock myself away completely to only focus on touch, taste, and the way my body reacts to his. 
 
    Both of his hands slide to my ass and he easily lifts me, allowing me to wrap my legs around him. I don’t want this moment to end, I want to be consumed. By him, by pleasure, by the way this man can swoop me off my feet and take away every single bit of worry taunting my brain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 05 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    You know the feeling of doing something for the first time and relishing in the adrenaline high it gives you? Fuckin’ euphoria sizzling through my fingertips when they hit Reva’s bare skin. I’ve fucked, had sex, put my cock inside a cunt lots of times and in many different ways but the reason why my cock is practically digging a tunnel through my jeans to get to her is new. 
 
    New, because I feel the need to claim every damn inch of her body. With my tongue, fingers, cock, cum, teeth, my damn handprint in a red flush covering her ass. Raw lust is burning underneath my skin and even if I wanted to hold back, I’m sure it would be a lost cause. 
 
    I rip my mouth away from her addictive lips. “I need inside you and it will be rough and fast. I won’t hold back, I can’t,” I growl in a dark tone I hardly recognize as my own. 
 
    I back her up against the door and it falls shut behind her. I balance her weight as I reach in between us to free my cock. She’s wearing one of my old Broken Deeds shirts and the only thing preventing my cock from entering her is her damn panties. A scrap of silk I grip and with one rough pull the fabric gives way. I fist my cock and place it at her entrance before I palm her ass to balance ourselves. 
 
    “Yes or no, Reva?” I grunt, my cock already covered with her juices as the tip is starting to get sucked in by her sweet, hot pussy. 
 
    Not much of a choice but the way her body lights up underneath my touch and her nails clawing at my skin, I’d say we’re on the same page but I need to hear the words. 
 
    “Reva,” I snap, harder this time. 
 
    Her eyes open and she might as well be holding up a mirror to show me my own damn sea of desire I’m holding back for her. Her hands grip my shoulders and at the same time her heels press against my ass as her hips rotate allowing my cock to plunge deep. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Her head tips forward, nestling against my neck and the moan tumbling from her mouth, entering my ears…as if it’s flowing through my body and finding its way to my balls. They start to tighten already. Dammit, I’m close to blowing my load. My hips are moving frantically back and forth to plunge into her tight heat.  
 
    She bites down hard on the curve where my neck meets my shoulder and when she starts to suck? Man, it’s like the promise of a blow job; the effort to suck the cum right out. Her pussy starts to clamp down on me and I know she’s close but I’m seconds away from exploding myself. 
 
    I reach between our moving bodies, find that bundle of nerves and press hard while rubbing it simultaneously. And simultaneously is the keyword here because we both take the plunge into all-consuming pleasure. Bright white lights, electricity fueled by fire bursting through your veins, that kind of shit…the kind of shit I’ve never had. 
 
    Believe me, blowing a nut is great, but this? No. Fucking. Words. None. You know what else I don’t have? Strength. I’m absolutely drained and my knees buckle with Reva still impaled on my cock.  
 
    I take her with me to the floor and lie flat on my back as her legs fall beside my body while I brace mine up on the door. Fuck. Even this feels magnificent with her weight pressing on my chest as my cock softens and slides out.  
 
    Fluids start to drip and I suddenly realize, “Shit. I didn’t use a condom.” 
 
    She doesn’t move but mumbles, “I know you just said something because I felt your chest rumble…but I didn’t hear anything and I’m too tired to focus. We’ll talk later, okay? Give me a moment, I’m still enjoying this.” 
 
    Fuck it. Who cares about aftereffects when this feels so damn right? And her reaction makes me chuckle as well as ecstatic because I feel the exact same way. I still have my hands on her ass and can’t help myself when I knead her cheeks. She feels too damn good underneath my touch. 
 
    Her breath is flowing in short pants over the skin of my neck and the little groans of pleasure slipping out every now and then. They automatically draw the fingers of one of my hands down to her pussy. So. Damn. Wet. Allowing me to push two fingers inside her, slowly pumping as she writhes above me. 
 
    “So good,” she groans in a throaty voice that jerks my cock to full attention. 
 
    My fingers leave her and a sound rips from her body, telling me she’s not happy I’m withholding her the pleasure she was taking. I wrap my fingers—slick with her juices—around my cock and let it slide through her pussy. 
 
    I make sure to raise my voice when I say, “Lean back and ride me.” 
 
    She doesn’t have to be told twice and slides down my cock, taking every inch of me inside her as she raises above me. Fuck. She’s gorgeous. I start to tug at the shirt she’s still wearing. 
 
    “I need to see your tits, sweetness,” I croak, sliding my hands over her thighs, up her waist and they still as she pulls the fabric over her head. 
 
    The air is ripped from me by the sight of her breasts. Nipples sharp enough to poke right at me and… “I can already imagine these full tits being cupped by my hands, having them snug together while my cock slides through until my cum compliments their perfection,” I mumble to myself and lick my lips. 
 
    Reva leans forward, bringing my newfound toys closer to my mouth as she says, “Are you going to make good on your thoughts the next time?” 
 
    I can’t even muster a fucking answer because she takes them along with her as she leans back and starts to tug her own fucking nipples. A growl rips from my chest and I grip her hips hard, bouncing her with force up and down my cock. 
 
    Moans, pants, the slapping of sweat covered skin on skin fills the room right before Reva throws her head back and screams my name. When she does, she’s utterly captivating and triggers my own orgasm as wave after wave squeezes the fuck out of my cock. Damn. Who knew sex could be this damn good when you have a deep, sizzling connection with a person? 
 
    Our mutual high is cut short when loud knocking hits the door and Vienna’s voice fills the air, “Is everything okay? I heard yelling.” 
 
    She opens the fucking door and it’s a good thing my feet are still against it because I can barely kick it shut and keep it that way. Reva’s eyes widen and I’m not sure if she heard or knows it’s her sister standing on the other side of the door so I tell her without voicing the words; it’s your sister, trying to get inside because she heard screaming. 
 
    Reva’s head tips back and a full-blown laugh rips from her throat and fuck…the way she clenches her pussy around my cock because of it is making me groan. I already came twice, I bet this woman will be the death of me if she keeps this up because I can feel my cock wanting to get hard for her again. 
 
    The door handle moves again and this time I use my voice to keep Vienna out when I bellow, “My cock is still inside your sister, I’d say everything is more than o-fucking-kay.” 
 
    I can hear Vienna’s shock all the way through the door. Even if Reva is still laughing and I’m pretty damn sure with me bellowing out my words Reva heard what I just told her sister. Fuck me. Carefree shit is the best damn thing life can give you. 
 
    In this moment there’s only good feelings wrapping around us. No haunting looks, no uncertainties of what’s to come or darkness that pulls us in. I take a few breaths to brand this into my brain, locking it into a memory I can regain strength from when I need it. 
 
    And when Reva’s giggles softly ebb as she glances at me through hooded eyes…I know I’m a slave, chained to her heart without a will to break free. “So fucking mine,” I croak and reach out to slide my fingers behind her neck and pull her down for a kiss. 
 
    I swallow her moan and can’t get enough of her taste. The way her tongue swirls around mine, dancing in a taunting way to take hold of my every thought. Like I said, if I’m not careful I’ll shoot some more cum inside her and she already received two loads, which reminds me; no damn condom. Shit. 
 
    “I don’t care if you two are doing the whole sex thing in there, Kray is on his way back and he told me you need to leave,” Vienna grumbles from the hallway. 
 
    The whole sex thing? Weird choice of words, ‘cause how does one even do half a sex thing? Reluctantly I drag my mouth away from Reva and raise my upper body. “I have to go. And your sister is fucking annoying.”  
 
    Reva releases a sound of frustration and it lightens my heart to know she didn’t want this to end either. She gets up and strolls right into the bathroom. Getting to my feet, I tuck my cock back in my jeans and straighten my clothes. I open the door and come face to face with Vienna. 
 
    Before I can say anything, she jabs a finger against my chest. “I hope you didn’t clean out the cobwebs between her legs as a pity fuck or a one-night stand because I will kick your ass if you hurt her.” 
 
    I lean into her face, my anger skyrocketing. “Shut your fucking mouth. If I ever hear you talk about her that way again, I will make Kray put you back in line. Under-fucking-stood?” 
 
    “Nice, North.” She pats my pecs. “See? Now there’s the reaction I’ve been waiting for. Shit. You don’t want to know what the dude before you said as a reaction to my words. I kicked him right out of her life.” 
 
    I am absolutely stunned by her words. She shoots me another grin and stalks off. I have to shake my head in an effort to process what just happened. Was she jerking my chain or some twisted mind testing shit? Hearing the shower running draws me from my thoughts and I head in there to find Reva enjoying a hot shower. 
 
    Her head is tilted back, eyes closed and steam is billowing up. She has her hair up in a bun because she’s not allowed to get her stitches wet so her whole head is kept from the spray of water. The bruises caused by the rope from when she was tied to a chair are still visible on her arms and legs. 
 
    I know she didn’t hear me come in because of the running water and her good ear is on the other side. Besides, she has a complete look of serenity spread over her face. I bet she’s withdrawn into her own mind and not in a bad way. Peaceful and relaxed, that’s how I would describe her features. 
 
    I lean against the doorjamb and wait for a few seconds to tick by while I admire the woman who blew my mind and body a moment ago. Magnificent. I hate leaving her. I know she’ll be okay with Kray and her sister here, but still. Which reminds me. I turn and stalk out of the bedroom to head for my computer room. I have a drawer where I keep a few new burners in case I need one. 
 
    Grabbing one, I stalk back to the bedroom, put it on the charger and make sure to put the number into my own phone. I type out a message and hit send to double check. This is when Reva stalks back into the room, a towel wrapped around her body. Her gaze hits mine and I can’t help it, my cock hardens and if it was up to more than one of my body parts, I’d take her right here, right now. 
 
    She keeps staring at me so I throw both phones on the bed and when I face her again, I think of a way to communicate a different way. Just so she knows how damn special she is. We talked about a lot of things, even my ability to sign, but I never showed her. 
 
    My right hand makes a C as I move it down the middle of my chest. Her head tips back and again sweet giggles rip from her body. Making her laugh multiple times a day sure is becoming one of my life goals. 
 
    When her eyes find mine again, she says, “You know you can just tell me you’re hungry, right? Though your body tells me without you using sign language. When I glance down, I’d say one head wants sex, the other head...that one might want cheesecake. Seeing you have to go, neither one will get their hunger sated.” 
 
    “No need to be so cheerful about it,” I grumble, making her smile even brighter. 
 
    She steps closer and a flash of vulnerability hits her before it morphs to resolution. “I like how you don’t shy away from things. And how you combine everything but don’t treat me differently.” Confusion hits me and she takes my head in her hands. “My face. You don’t look at me with pity, quite the opposite. My hearing, you keep it in mind, always. Hell, you even used sign language just now. No one around me knew about my hearing. I was able to hide it well or people would just assume I was always engrossed by technology instead of my surroundings.” She lifts herself up and places a quick kiss on my lips. “Thank you.” 
 
    I swallow hard, emotions clogging my fucking throat. “No need to say thanks. Make me a fucking pie and we’ll call it even.” 
 
    “Go handle stuff and I’ll have your pie waiting for you,” she throws back, and I love her sudden fire.  
 
    I draw her close. “You’re giving me orders now? Being on top, riding my cock, doesn’t mean the tables are turned, sweet cheeks. Though I have to say, if I have to take orders from someone...” 
 
    “It would be your Prez or one of your…brothers.” She rolls her eyes after using that sharp tongue I’d love to feel around my cock. 
 
    I reach out, fist her hair and tip her head back. Towering over her, I growl, “I was going to say my Old Lady. And just because I fucked you doesn’t mean I will tolerate the brat in you acting out. Because I have to warn you, Reva, I will put you over my lap and slap your ass a nice shade of red. Then I’ll shove my cock deep down your throat and extinguish the fire of your words with jets of cum.” 
 
    No fear, no confusion. There’s only a dreamy look on her damn face with her pupils all dilated as if she’s already suffering from a wet pussy in need of release. My mouth covers hers in a punishing kiss. Like there is anything punishing about it since she’s trying to fight me head on with her sharp tongue. 
 
    Dammit. How can she go from withdrawn to feisty in the blink of an eye? But I love her turn for the better, to reach out and live instead of hiding and wallowing in fear and hurt of what she went through. It’s as if our connection has unlocked some shit inside her to unleash bratty traits that were hidden underneath the surface. And I fucking relish in it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 06 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    You know the whole outer body experience? The looking down at yourself and wondering how you got to this point in life? I’m there. And I’m looking down and wondering why did it take so long for me to just take what I want? I’m pretty sure it all involves the man I’m kissing with every inch of my body. 
 
    Not the kind of kiss I’ve experienced before I met him where I am ashamed to say I’d even thought about other things than getting into a kiss but with this man? I need to be on my toes and give back as well as he’s giving it. 
 
    “Fucking hell, Reva,” he pants roughly as he connects our foreheads together. “I want to be inside you every damn second of the day but I’m pretty sure you’re already feeling sore.” He pulls back and presses my head against his chest, making sure not to hurt the injured side of my face. “I wanted you before I met you. The thought of a twin out there of the woman my comrade claimed. Where we shared nameless women from time to time during all these years since Kray and I met…I was fucking jealous he found his ten plus where I knew she wasn’t mine the second her character showed. She was perfect for Kray…never to be mine. So, the thought of you made me want you to be it for me. But when I saw you, even tied to a chair, fucking mutilated…there was a beauty and pull around you that connected with me. It wasn’t a damn longing to have what I wanted. I now realize you’re my absolute ten plus. The one made for me and the one I have been waiting for, and most definitely the one that made the wait worthwhile. Fuck. If I knew a way to bind you to me so nothing would ever come between us, I’d fucking do it.”  
 
    His chest is heaving due to the intensity and heavy weight of his words. I’m absolutely thrilled it’s not just me who feels this obsessive pull between us. But I also don’t have any words to give him in return and all I can do is stare at him. 
 
    “I’m fucking this up and you’re freaking out on me, aren’t you?” he groans. 
 
    “No,” I croak, emotions hitting me even harder. “I just find it hard to put my thoughts into words. I…I agree to all you said. And you’re right, I am not like my sister, though we do look the same, carbon copy and all. She likes to speak her mind while I…” I search for the right way to put it but North chimes in. 
 
    “You like to process and calculate before throwing your words into the world.” 
 
    “Yes, unless you aggravate me…then I just blurt everything out without thinking,” I grumble to myself. 
 
    His husky chuckle draws my attention straight into the gutter again. Another thing I didn’t encounter with other men. 
 
    “Only I have this effect on you?” he croons. Croons…as in making my toes curl with his voice. 
 
    Loud banging on the door breaks our connection. North curses and stalks to the door, he rips it open and snaps, “What?” 
 
    Kray is standing in front of him and glances over North’s shoulder at me. 
 
    “Eyes off,” North growls, anger vibrating off his words. 
 
    Kray raises one of his eyebrows and is wearing a smug smile as he says, “I could say ‘nothing there I haven’t seen before’ with me having claimed a carbon copy myself, but that would only make you angrier, right, brother?”  
 
    North leans in and I can’t hear anything. His back is to me so I can’t lip-read either, dammit. Kray suddenly grips North’s shoulders and I’m afraid these two are going to fight but instead Kray pulls him in for a hug and slaps him roughly on the back. I catch a rumble of words being thrown back and forth but it’s too far away for me to make out what they are saying. 
 
    And now they’re both staring at me. “Fruitcakes,” I mutter and grab some clothes out of the bag North gave me and slip into the bathroom without another word. 
 
    When I stroll back into the room fully dressed in black leggings, soft gray shirt, and a ruby red cardigan I notice Kray has left. North is now wearing his cut and is holding onto two phones as if he’s been waiting for me. 
 
     He holds out the phone for me to take. Someone can trace a phone, pinpoint locations and more. Where I never gave it another thought before, it makes me flinch and freeze to touch anything electronic. Well, anything electronic communication wise. They easily found out who I was and took me for my skills. I don’t want to use my skills ever again. 
 
    “Breathe, sweetheart,” North says, his voice a steady beacon I need to grasp. “Slow breath in. Release all that crazy shit flowing through your head as you blow it all out. That’s it.” 
 
    “I hate it,” I grumble. “I hate getting overwhelmed and I hate technology.” 
 
    North’s face softens. “Normal reaction with the shit you went through, don’t you think? Being tied to a chair and forced to use your brilliance for their benefit.” 
 
    “No.” I shake my head vigorously. “It’s more like…it haunts me, knowing they could track me down again if I use a phone or a computer. It’s how they found me the last time, I’m sure. I can’t go near a computer again, North, I won’t.” 
 
    North’s eyes turn furious. “We talked about a lot of things in all the time we have spent together, except for some of the details about the case. And now I realize how wrong it was because you need to know some finer details, Reva. For one, your sister was sure someone was a rat in your team. They didn’t track you down through technology, they took you because someone who knew you, and worked closely with you, spilled information. It’s also the reason your sister was the one who met us as the contact person. She clearly wasn’t but because she had her suspicions and overheard Wyman was meeting us at a bar, she went in ahead of him. Suspicions aside, your sister also didn’t want to be left at the sidelines. But her main concern was getting to us before someone would interfere with us and with it risk you never to be found.” 
 
    “Who was the rat? Did you guys find out?” I ask, my heart beating in my throat. 
 
    “Your sister thinks it was Wyman. And all arrows point his way, they dragged his body out of the river near his house. A neighbor saw him jump from his apartment’s balcony but the coroner said he was shot between the eyes. Dead guys don’t jump from balconies. They’re covering their tracks since they also wiped your computer clean.” 
 
    “They wiped my computer clean?” I squeak. “Holy shit. Oh, no…the stuff I had on there about the cases I kept track of with you guys involved…do you think they made a copy first? Wyman did it, I’m sure. Shit, Mr. Pervy was always behind me. Where is my computer now? Wait, never mind, I don’t want to know. I’m not doing this anymore. I quit. It’s in the past, over and done.” I place my hand on my chest in a silent demand for my heart to slow down. 
 
    North reaches out and wraps his hands around the back of my neck, pulling me flush against his body. “I’m going to head out and you’ll be fine, understood? When I get back, I will know more details about the case and what process they made, and I’ll tell you anything you want to know.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I want to know,” I sigh and take a deep breath to fill my lungs with his comforting scent. 
 
    “You need to know, avoiding shit isn’t going to make it go away, Reva. Facing your demons head on will put it behind you, make sure they’re dead and gone so a fresh new future is twinkling bright.” 
 
    “Such a way with words,” I murmur, making his chest shake from laughter. 
 
    “You’re strong enough to take the phone, you hear? It’s just me who can reach you, the number is in there and it shows up with my name. Kray and Vienna are right here with you, if there’s anything…anything at all no matter how tiny or how foolish you will think of yourself for asking…you fucking ask ‘cause he’ll pull through.” He tightens his hold once more and places a kiss on the top of my head before he steps away. 
 
    He’s holding out the phone for me to take with eyes scorching mine. I snatch the damn thing from his hands and grumble, “Pushy Neanderthal.” 
 
    The corner of his mouth twitches and there’s no sound but his lips move as he lets me know, “You have no idea.” 
 
    Reluctantly I shove the phone in the large pocket of my cardigan. 
 
    “Thank you,” he tells me and yet the way his eyes are filled with gratitude means more than those two words together. 
 
    “You should go, and I have to get into the kitchen and face my sister.” My hand goes to the side of my face, touching the bandages the mutilated tissue hides behind. 
 
    “Don’t,” North growls and wraps his fingers around my wrist to pull my hand away. “There’s no time in this fucked-up world to dwell in insecurities. And especially not underneath my damn roof. Kray won’t treat you any differently and neither will your sister. Some people might be beautiful, skinny and on the front-page cover but are filled with scars on the inside. Not to mention those people have their own insecurities and problems to deal with; no one is carefree. Either way, you should wear it with pride because you survived. Most of this stuff is your brain tricking you and other people’s opinions, fuck them. Chin high and grab your life by the balls to show them off. Even if balls are hairy, shiny, hard, or down to an old man’s knees. Outer appearance doesn’t interfere with the function or name it wears. You find your strength and live the way you want and deserve to live.” 
 
    Even with his comforting words, all I want to do is put it behind me and forget any of this happened. Delusional, I know. Even more with half of my face screwed up. Not to mention this man...this gorgeous man wants me. 
 
    Insecurities should hit me full force but instead worry wraps around my heart. “What are we doing here, North? Except for you protecting me while we’re enjoying each other. Look at you, you’re gorgeous while half of my face will never be the soft smooth skin it was before all this happened. With your whole statement about the outer appearance, you know if we would date women will always wonder why you’d pick a half-scarred, almost deaf freak while you can have anyone. And don’t start with the whole ten plus, weird classification thing. Be honest and think things through.” 
 
    He crosses his thick forearms in front of his chest. “I want it all. And what I want, Reva, I take. And in my life, I want a woman who I know will fit me in every fucking way possible. In my gut, I know it’s you. No. Fucking. Doubt. So, how about you, Reva? Be honest and think things through because if you don’t want a pushy Neanderthal...I’ll ask again tomorrow to see where your head is at, and every day after that, until you agree we belong together.” 
 
    “Until I agree. Why do I feel like I’m selling my soul to the devil without glancing through a freaking contract? We have talked a lot and have been staying in each other’s presence twenty-four seven, hard times and all but that doesn’t mean we know each other.” 
 
    “And others in long relationships do? Some live alongside one another or fall in love at first sight or even at the mere thought,” he says and shoots me a wink. “Or have been friends for years and decide they want more than friendship. Or people who break up, spend time apart and still end up together. Every single situation is different and for each and every situation there’s a day one where it all starts to see where it leads. I’m ready for forever but if you agree to make this day one, it’s a fucking start.” 
 
    “What if I tell you right now that I’m going to quit my job and don’t even know if I want another job? Maybe I want to start saving reptiles or get a couple of cats and never leave the house? Still think this is our day one then?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” he says in a menacing tone. 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Fine. Day one, let’s see how long this lasts.” 
 
    I might as well because he seems to have an answer for everything. With danger still surrounding me and what happened to me, plus what I warned him about…the man doesn’t even seem phased and accepts everything I throw at him. Add the way he makes me feel about myself and can make my body sing? Why am I even fighting this; day one it is. 
 
    His grin is huge and his eyes show clear relief until they start to fill with worry. “I have to go,” he grumbles. 
 
    “I know, you’ve mentioned it a few times.” 
 
    “Smart mouth,” he grumbles before he gives me such a quick kiss it’s over before it even started. “If I don’t go now, I’m sure I’ll never be able to leave and my Prez will be fuckin’ pissed.” 
 
    “I’ll be waiting right here…with pie,” I promise him. 
 
    “Don’t let Kray taste it, I want to be the first and only one. That fuckin’ pie is mine,” he tells me in a fierce voice as if I would be cheating on him if I’d let Kray have a taste before him. 
 
    I nod as he leaves the room, glancing over his shoulder and the look on his face clearly states he’s not happy leaving me. I feel the exact same way but with all the things he mentioned it’s also a good thing for us to have some space between us. Not to mention I need some time to spend with my sister. 
 
    I tentatively leave the room and go in search of the kitchen. My sister playfully smacks Kray on the chest and shoots him a grin. A deep sigh rips from my chest. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen her happy, playful even.  
 
    It’s very clear these two found each other in all ways. And how they shoot longing looks? I quickly clear my throat to make sure they realize there’s another person in the room before they act on their heated glances. 
 
    “Reva.” Kray nods and gives me a quick smile. “I’ll leave you two girls to it. Let me know when the pie is finished, I can’t wait to taste it…I’ve heard it’s the best out there.” 
 
    “Yeah, about that,” I start but both Kray and Vienna start to laugh. “Ugh, he told you guys no one is allowed to touch it, didn’t he?” 
 
    “The fucker might have threatened to cut off our fingers one by one followed by our tongues if we so much as pointed a finger at it,” Kray chuckles. 
 
    “Well.” I shrug. “Then you know you’re not getting any until North gets back.” 
 
    “No worries, Reva. I’ve only heard good things about your baking skills. So, I have no problem waiting.” Kray shoots me a wink and leaves the kitchen. 
 
    My sister turns toward me and states, “No more cobwebs, huh?” 
 
    My hands flash up and I cover my face. “You did not just say that.” A memory flashes through my head. “Oh. My. God. Please don’t tell me you embarrassed me by pulling the same thing you did when I went on one date with that guy a few years back.” 
 
    “Totally did.” Vienna grins. “And he pulled through. He’s a good guy, Reva. Annoying and arrogant, a pinch of asshole thrown in there too, but loyal to the core. From what I’ve seen, heard, and know through Kray…I hope you’ll let this guy in. You know, more than spreading your legs.” 
 
    “That’s it, one more word and I’m throwing you out of the kitchen too,” I grumble. 
 
    She holds out both hands, palms up. “Hey, not another peep from me. Now, where do you want me?” 
 
    I glance around the kitchen and love the feel of it. It’s white, huge and has a homey look to it. I point at the barstool near the large table.  
 
    “Sit,” I tell her while I start to wash my hands and go over everything I need to do in my head. 
 
    Calm and comfort wrap around me. North was right…the normality of my sister watching me bake while I keep my hands busy is just what I needed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

  Chapter 07 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    I step into the clubhouse with a clear mind. The long ride was exactly what I needed. The fact Reva and I made things clear between us is also something adding to simmering down the restlessness inside me. Day one. Me and her; my Old Lady.  
 
    I might not use the term around her yet ‘cause I’m pretty sure she’d be freaking out about it with the insecurities still pulling at her. But I’m sure as fuck about it. Come to think of it, I might as well get things started to make it very clear I’m in it for the long run. I make a mental note to shoot Lips a message, my Prez’s Old Lady, because I need some new ink. 
 
    First, though? First, I have to make sure all of the danger she’s wrapped in comes to an end. It’s the whole reason I’m at the clubhouse to discuss what happened when I left to infiltrate Shade’s business to save Reva. 
 
    Deeds, Broke, Depay, Chopper, Nash, and the rest of my brothers are already in Church waiting. Deeds is holding the door open for me. “Come on, we’re losing time here.” 
 
    I take a chair next to Nash and settle in for the load of information I hope to receive in the next few hours. Deeds hits the lights and an image appears of the bunker I rescued Reva from. There are a few arrows superimposed on the photos and suddenly I know where this meeting is going. 
 
    It’s not a meeting to exchange information, it’s a debriefing to discuss a plan of attack. Suddenly I’m not that anxious to get home; I’m fucking thrilled to get even for Reva’s sake, and mine. Vengeance is burning hot through my veins. It doesn’t matter if the head piece of the black market was found dead. In these types of situations there’s always another vulture around the corner to take its place. 
 
    In this situation it’s Blancher. It’s not hard to guess with his previous move to do so where he only managed to kill Shade’s brother. Seems his second attempt was more successful. Well…not for long. 
 
    “I pulled the satellite images and as you know, North, there’s nothing surrounding the bunker. The whole thing must have been there for decades and the exact structure underneath is a guessing game. Any intel for us in this?” Nash asks. 
 
    “It’s a fucking maze down there. They had some kind of operating system set up divided in little rooms as if every section of their black market had their own operating system. When they brought me there, I was escorted by two guys. Going down hallways I kept my eyes open for every detail and I counted twenty people working in rooms until I entered the room Reva was in. I also have to mention hers was the only room with a door on it. It’s obvious they have people coming in and out of the bunker who are working for them. I can’t imagine they’ve all captured them and holding them prisoner to do their job, but then again…I won’t be fucking surprised if they would either,” I snap, anger back in my voice at the reminder how Reva was forced to do her job. 
 
    “Keep your head in this room and throw out everything going through your head, North. We need it, every fucking detail,” Broke’s voice cuts through my thoughts. 
 
    I hate spilling details about Reva, but I also know Broke is right, they need to know. “They had her tied to a chair in front of a computer. The only thing she was able to do was work on a code to create some sort of program, I’m guessing she was working on it, I have no clue. This makes her now completely shut down to everything involving electronics. She doesn’t even want to come near a computer.” 
 
    Nash releases a deep sigh. “Fucking shame, she’s brilliant. I hope she can move past the trauma those fuckers inflicted. When she’s able to I’d like to meet her and have a long…” 
 
    “You’re not comin’ near my Old Lady,” I snap, almost taking Nash’s head off with my words. Fucker. He’s almost foaming at the mouth at the thought of meeting Reva. 
 
    “I hear a claim,” Nash quips, pointing his thick meaty branch in my direction. 
 
    “Yeah, you point your finger my way, asshole. Now you know who she belongs to and you’re not going anywhere near her. Didn’t you hear me state she repulses everything involving technology?” I growl. 
 
    His hand lands on the table in front of him. “I should mention you’re also a computer expert, North. But I’m fucking happy she’s okay and the fact you claimed her. I was just excited to know you pulled her into Broken Deeds MC. Even if she’d never come near technology, maybe we could have a careless chat from time to time…she’d be a great asset.” 
 
    “There, fucker,” I snap and am on my feet with my next breath. “That right fuckin’ there is why they took her. To be an asset in their black market business. I won’t ever tolerate you calling her a fuckin’ asset, understood?” 
 
    “Calm down, North. We all understand what you’re saying and Nash picked the wrong words to let you know we’re thrilled you claimed an Old Lady. You know damn well none of us have any interest in using her in any way.” Deeds’ eyes are piercing through me and I know I overreacted but there’s no guilt or unease in my bones about my outburst. 
 
    I give him a nod and continue where I left off. “When they brought me into the room Reva was, they instructed me to build a new computer so she could switch between two. They left the room and I gained Reva’s trust and cut her loose. Even if I’d had to kill anyone coming through the door, I would have done it. When I saw her tied to a chair my fucking chest ached but when I saw what they did to her? Fuck!” My blood pressure jumps and I can feel the vein on the side of my head pulse. I have nothing to hide from my brothers and I need to know why everyone involved needs to die. “Shade burned the side of her face. He branded her like cattle. On. Her. Face. And she couldn’t fucking stand the sight of it herself, so she cut up her own face with a damn knife to inflict new scars herself to cover up the burns as soon as she had the chance. Fuck. I want them dead. I don’t care if Shade was the only one who did it and the fact he’s gone, they all need to die.” I rub my neck and try to catch my breath. Dammit, all the anger is getting me pumped up. “I cut her loose and told her to stay close to me. The door was unlocked and when I slipped out an alarm immediately started blaring. Two guys rushed past me, weapons drawn and didn’t even ask questions or anything, they rushed toward the exit. I followed them and it was a fucking mess. We passed three dead guys on our way out and when I managed to slip out with Reva, obviously I had to kill two guys myself.” 
 
    “Obviously,” Deeds mutters, rolls his eyes but has a huge damn grin in place. 
 
    “Gunshots were still ringing through the air when the door fell shut behind us. I had no damn clue where we were so I ran until we came up to a house. It looked vacant and I hotwired the car and left a note for Kray. I ditched the car halfway and switched transportation a few times until we arrived at the safe house.” 
 
    “Where you laid low until she cut herself and you had to reach out to get her medical help. Good call,” Deeds compliments. 
 
    “Yeah, and I was afraid of where her head would be at with all this shit happening to her. You know, with her using a knife on herself it worried me. Though, she isn’t screwed up at all, she wanted the reminder on her face gone. Even if she made fucking scars with the knife, those scars are made by her own hand. I can stand behind her reasoning and she didn’t do anything else to harm herself or let me assume she’s going to.” My mind slips to the intimacy we shared. Fuck. She felt so damn good. 
 
    Nash groans, “You got your dick wet, didn’t you?” 
 
    “He doesn’t waste time like Kray did,” Depay states and chuckles. “Or maybe those two needed to break up before Kray could fly solo.” 
 
    “Dude,” Nash quips. “So, this is the end of an era. No more one sliding into the tight stinky while the other pumps into the pinky.” 
 
    I shoot the fucker a death glare while the others are divided between chuckling and waiting with an interested look to see my reaction. 
 
    “Kray and I used to fuck a chick to test the merchandise until we each found the one. And it fucking happened, okay? To each of us. So, no. No more tag team. And why the fuck am I telling you guys this shit? Fuckin’ focus on the case, dammit.” 
 
    “Calm down,” Lochlan states in a neutral voice. “You know damn well every damn brother has had their eyes on you two in an intriguing way. Come on, the whole shag a chick together but never alone and all of a sudden you two flip that shit like a coin thrown in the air…it raises questions to feed their curiosity. So, now that we have this thing settled…anything else we might need to know? Shit that happened when you two were in the safe house or before? Last night, this morning? Anything?” 
 
    Reva’s obsession comes to mind and I hate to throw it on the table, but I have to, they need to know. “Her computer was wiped clean but there was a file on there tied to us. Not directly but…” 
 
    “Come again?” Deeds growls. 
 
    “She might have had a bit of an obsession with Broken Deeds MC. You know the fucking rumors that go around how we get shit done. Well, she might have been shoving specific cases our way. Ones where she thought only we could close them. No names to link us or any other details, just case files which she emailed us and she kept up with how they were solved.” 
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” Nash whistles low. “She’s Birdy?” 
 
    My head whips his way. “The fuck?” 
 
    “Birdy. It’s the name signed underneath the email I used to get from time to time. I’ve been keeping a file of my own ‘cause I’ve been curious. Prez, I told you about this one, right?” Nash asks Deeds. 
 
    “Ah, that one, yeah.” Deeds rubs his chin as he thinks things over. “Case files shoved our way from time to time without coming directly through our government contact. Also, all these fucking cases were solved by eliminating a dirty fucking agent. That was the whole reason cases weren’t solved. I think it was the second case we took through one of those emails that we suspected we had help from someone on the inside who had their fucking eyes open instead of looking away.” Deeds chuckles. “Funny…you claiming her while all along she’s been working on our side. Fucking perfect don’t you think?” 
 
    I’m stunned for a moment as I let my brain wrap around this little fact and I can only nod in reply. I didn’t see it the way he just stated it but, yeah…he’s right. 
 
    “We owe her to handle this shit head on,” Broke quips. 
 
    “Hell, yes, we do,” Nash snaps.  
 
    Lochlan pins his eyes on Deeds. “What’s the plan, Prez?”  
 
    Deeds stands up. “Enough talking, time for some action. All the information, suspicion, fucking facts, are clear as day. Time to wipe it all clean and get rid of everything and everyone involved. We’re gonna start with hitting the bunker. Get ready, we’re leaving within fifteen minutes.” 
 
    All of them stroll out except for Deeds and Nash. Nash stalks up to me and hands me a file. “This is everything we have on Blancher. He’s a major player in the software business. You were right to keep Reva under lock and key because we think he also wants her, and if you hadn’t taken her when you did? She’d be in his claws working for this fucker.” 
 
    Nash leaves the room as Deeds closes the door behind him and points at the table. “Sit down, I’d like a little word before we head out.” 
 
    I take a seat and look at him expectantly. “You’re not shutting me out, are you?” I ask, just to make sure. 
 
    “Wouldn’t dream of it,” he snaps, somewhat irritated. “And I know me pulling you apart from the others to have a word brought up this question because you would have never asked me the question otherwise. But to get straight to business, have you asked Reva who marked her?” 
 
    His question throws me somewhat off guard. “No, I assumed it was Shade, with his background and all. The burns, his father having the welding company, it kinda all points in his direction. Are you telling me shit’s different?” 
 
    Deeds points at the file in my hand. I open it and glance at the first sheet of paper. It takes a few breaths for me to understand what I’m looking at but when it settles? 
 
    My curses fill the air, “Blancher is a fucking half-brother? The bastard son tucked away underneath a load of dirt? Fucking hell, no wonder he went in for the killing spree takeover. If those two brothers never acknowledged him, why should he keep them alive? After dear old dad died he tried to take what was rightfully his. I bet they kept his inheritance from him. Oh, this is fuckin’ good. Dammit. Wait. You mean to tell me Blancher is behind taking Reva?” 
 
    “We received the autopsy report of Shade. Have a look.” Deeds points at the pile of papers in my hand. 
 
    I rustle through them and find what he pointed out to me. “Fuck. He’s been dead for over a week?” 
 
    “Yeah. Shade might have taken Reva in the first place, but it was Blancher who was behind keeping her there and it doesn’t matter who put the burns on her or not, but…” 
 
    “It fucking matters,” I growl. “If that fucker is still out there, I need to fuckin’ kill him with my bare hands.” 
 
    “Thought so.” Deeds gives me one of his fucked-up smiles. “Are you ready to see if they’re still occupying the bunker? Because the second we got the intel about Shade being dead longer than we thought and the DNA evidence Nash stumbled into, all of us decided we don’t need to have more background info…this fucker needs to be taken out of commission, and this fucked-up black market thing along with it.” 
 
    “I fucking love my job,” I state and let the pride in my voice shimmer through. 
 
    Ever since me and Kray joined Broken Deeds MC, we took every case together. Even now, if he’s not here, he’s still working along with me on this by protecting Reva. Knowing this eases my mind enough to clear it and have full focus on the task at hand; eliminating Blancher and every fucking last one involved in this shit. 
 
    “Then let’s get to work.” Deeds strolls out of the room and I follow him out. 
 
    I tuck the file with info into one of my saddlebags and before I head out, I need to reach out to Reva. Grabbing my phone, it takes me a moment to think what to text her. Calling is out of the question since I know how jumpy she is about everything involving electronics. A grin slides over my face when I know what to tell her. 
 
      
 
    North: Be back late. Can’t wait to eat you, and the pie, as soon as I’m home. 
 
      
 
     I tuck my phone back into the front pocket of my jeans and wait for everyone to straddle their bike so we can head out to the bunker. As Deeds mentioned, it could be empty but we need to start somewhere. Luckily, we don’t live by any rules other than the ones we set ourselves. There’s no need to follow the roads justice takes, we make our own and this time it involves taking out scum that’s been running around freely doing illegal stuff way too fucking long. 
 
    My phone pings, indicating I have a message. My heart fucking skips a beat as if I’m a damn schoolkid or something. I fish my phone out of my pocket and see it’s a message from Reva. Fuck, yes, she’s replying. A huge step for her. 
 
      
 
    Reva: Promises, promises. 
 
      
 
    My head tips back and laughter rips freely from my throat. Dammit. Carefree texting, as if nothing happened to her. My eyes land back on my phone when I hear a new message coming in, another one from Reva. 
 
      
 
    Reva: I don’t care how late you’ll be, just get home safe. 
 
      
 
    Mush. My chest is filling with warmth by reading about her concerns. Even if this is day one for us it doesn’t take away the intensity between us. Normally I would be just as pumped to dive into getting a job done. I didn’t have any thoughts about what would come after. Now? I have the need to get things done because I need to get home to my woman who’s waiting for me. I never fucking had that and it makes me even more focused on getting things handled with precision. 
 
    Not only to get a job done and return home safe. No. I need this done and make sure nothing will blow back on Reva and get everything handled once and for all so she can walk around without ever having to look over her shoulder. Even if she doesn’t want a job involving computers and wants a truckload of reptiles, who fucking cares. As long as she’s safe and right next to me, I’ll be one damn lucky and happy man. 
 
      
 
    North: I have you to come home to now, so I’ll fucking be there. 
 
      
 
    I glance over the text I just hit send for and doubt if I made the right decision to type it out like that. It sounded way better in my damn head. But dots start to bounce letting me know she’s typing a reply and when the words appear, I know it was the right thing to say. 
 
      
 
    Reva: I’ll be waiting. With pie. Or maybe I’ll eat my own pie if it takes too long ;) 
 
      
 
    North: Babe, that shit makes my brain crack thinking of ways you can lick your own pussy. So, just leave the whole eating pie thing to me. 
 
      
 
    “North, get that creepy grin off your face and fire up your bike, we’re leaving,” Depay barks. 
 
      
 
    Reva: Pie will be waiting for you…as will I. 
 
      
 
    I tuck the phone back into my jeans pocket wearing an even bigger creepy fucking grin on my face as I fire up my bike. Time to get moving so I’m closer to tasting all the sweet things my Old Lady can give me; pussy and pie. Best damn combination to look forward to if you ask me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 08 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    The sound of someone stumbling draws my attention. I furiously rub my eyes and blink a few times to check the time. It’s almost six in the morning and I must have fallen asleep sometime after midnight when I was still waiting for North to come home. 
 
    I swing my legs off the bed and dash forward. For a split second I question if I should run toward the sound or hide. Fear runs through me with the thought of the people who took me coming for me again but I quickly shove it down. Kray is here and so is my sister who happens to be a kick ass agent, and so am I.  
 
    Though I don’t have a gun on me and in this moment, I could smack myself for not having one. Silently moving forward on my tiptoes, I take a quick peek around the corner and see North standing in the living room across from Kray who’s pointing his gun to the floor. Both their heads whip my way and I don’t even think twice but close the distance quickly as I launch myself at North.  
 
    “You’re safe,” I sigh. 
 
    He grunts and I feel only one arm around me as he drags me closer. I pull back and ignore his growly sounds to check why he’s not using both hands and to my horror I see one of his arms is covered in blood and lacerations.  
 
    “What happened?” I gasp but don’t wait for a reply and instead dash back to the bedroom in search of the first aid kit.  
 
    When I rush back Kray is grinning at me while North just stares at me as if he can’t believe what he’s seeing. Anger surges through me because I have no clue why Kray thinks North getting hurt is funny. 
 
    “What?” I snap, opening the first aid kit to take out gloves before I snatch North’s wrist and start to clean his arm to see where all the blood is coming from. 
 
    “She’s cute fussing over you,” Kray chuckles, earning himself a death glare from me. 
 
    Behind him I can see my sister strolling toward us as she rubs her eyes and yawns.  
 
    “Vienna, could you please drag your ass of a man out of here? He’s very annoying and North is hurt but all Kray is doing is laughing like a hyena.” I gasp when I see the large lacerations and as I’m cleaning them North doesn’t even wince. “What happened?” 
 
    North reaches his hand out and lets the knuckles of his other hand slide over my cheek in a sweet caress. “We hit the bunker but it was empty. Empty and fucking booby-trapped. We were all on our toes but one booby-trap was triggered. Nash was standing in front of me and I only managed to pull him back some but couldn’t prevent him from getting crushed underneath some rocks. It’s when my arm got banged up but we acted fast or he’d be even more badly hurt. Now he only has half of his body fucked up. A few large chunks of concrete landed on part of his leg and arm. His ankle was hurt but not broken. His arm is, they needed to operate. Deeds along with Broke and Lochlan are there now. Nash’s pissed. He was raving how he should have stayed behind the safety of his computer screen.” 
 
    His words make me halt. “Believe me, even that is not safe nowadays,” I mutter and start to put antiseptic on some of the lacerations. Then I suddenly remember, “Wait, Nash is the one who I used to send the cases to right? Oh, poor guy, I hope he’s not in too much pain.” 
 
    “Yeah,” North says somewhat hesitant and he even manages to make it come out angry. 
 
    I connect my gaze with his and he’s looking at me as if… “Oh, come on. Jealous? Really? Of someone I’ve never met and only ask about since he was the one who made sure justice was served for those in need of it. Ugh, Neanderthal.” 
 
    “It’s always a club fuckin’ effort, not just him,” North snaps. 
 
    I roll my eyes and add some more antiseptic on a large cut, making him suck in a breath this time as he shoots me a full-on glare.  
 
    “You’re gonna pay for that,” he mutters underneath his breath. “Fuckin’ sadist.” 
 
    I hear my sister giggle while Kray quips, “We’re gonna leave you two to it.” 
 
    “No,” North snaps. “We need to head out. We’re taking our Old Ladies back to the clubhouse because we’re going after Blancher. I need to get you up to speed about things. We’ll talk once we get to Church.” 
 
    I connect my gaze with Vienna and I don’t have to say anything because she’s thinking the same thing. She clears her throat. “And why is it you can’t get him up to speed right now? Something me and Reva aren’t supposed to know? Hiding shit? You know that will never work well, right? Besides…I don’t need to remind you how good she is with her fingers, meaning a few keystrokes will give her a lot of access. Even if your club has two brilliant computer geniuses, they don’t compare to Reva.” 
 
    “She doesn’t want to go near a computer, Vienna,” North growls. “You should fucking know that little detail before you threaten us, ‘cause we don’t do well with threats. Nor will I tolerate you pushing Reva into something she’s not ready for or has any ambition to ever do a-fucking-gain. You can stop interfering and let us handle it. We know the both of you are agents, fucking good ones, but this became club business the second we accepted the case.” 
 
    North’s chest is heaving and the way he fiercely stood up to my sister to protect me wraps me in a protective cloud only he’s been able to give me. But from the things he’d mentioned it’s clear they are a computer whiz short and this being a case mainly focused around computers…dammit. 
 
    “I’ll help,” I whisper the words but I might as well have bellowed them because it makes all heads whip my way. 
 
    “No, you’re not,” North growls. “I’ve already called Lips and she’s rounding up the girls. You two will be safe inside the clubhouse while we’re handling this.” 
 
    I step closer to him and try to get in his face but he’s bigger than me so all I can do is glare while he towers over me. “You said it yourself, we’re agents. Damn good ones too and even if I’m having issues I won’t sit on my ass and not help. Things are different now.” 
 
    “Things are different now? It’s been mere fucking hours,” North growls, a look of concern in his eyes and I have no clue where it’s coming from but he needs to understand where my mind is at. 
 
    I’ve come a long way since I saw him yesterday. He managed to get the ball rolling with pushing the phone into my hand; the first step. Then I spend a whole night talking with my sister and with Kray. I feel like if I don’t get back into the saddle—so to speak—then I never will. 
 
    “Yes. Things are different now. I’m still scared as hell of what can happen next but through these two, and mainly because of you, I know there’s no way you will let me get taken again. Let me help, you know it will make all the difference.” I place my palm over his heart as I wait for his answer but his face is already showing how torn he is in this decision. 
 
    “I didn’t want to do this, but you’re making me,” he growls angrily and I have no clue what he means. “Tell me this, Reva...did you see who burned your face?” 
 
    My head rears back. His question slams through me, letting ice flow through my veins. Why the hell is he asking me this? 
 
    “I need to know, Reva.” His voice is low and filled with authority.  
 
    “Shade. He was wearing a mask but it had to be him,” I whisper, the smell of burned skin filling my nose through memory only but still managing to make me nauseous. 
 
    “Stop it,” I faintly hear my sister yell. 
 
    “What day, Reva? Can you remember? Did he burn you the same day you were taken?” North keeps saying my name as if he’s distancing himself from me and keeping it business. No sweetie pie, sweetness, sweetheart, nothing is sweet about this. 
 
    I try to keep my voice void of all emotion when I reply, “The sixth day. On the sixth damned day, okay? He came in wearing a mask and since I was tied to a chair I couldn’t do anything to prevent it. It’s done. It happened. He’s dead, right? Dead. It’s behind me,” I yell out those last few words. So much for keeping my voice void of all emotion, dammit. 
 
    “The autopsy report came back…Shade was already dead by then,” North states.  
 
    I process the words but they just don’t settle. They can’t. It’s impossible. I hear my sister suck in a breath while Kray curses loud. 
 
    “No,” I gasp. 
 
    “Yes.” North leans in closer to me. “Shade wasn’t the one who branded you, his half-brother did.” 
 
    “Half-brother?” Kray snaps. 
 
    North swings his head in Kray’s direction. I take the opportunity to retreat but I fail when I only managed to turn and take one step.  
 
    I’m being pulled against a hard chest as I feel North’s hot breath beside my good ear. “Don’t walk away from me, sweetheart. We’re in the middle of talking things through. You wanted to help, you got it. I’m spilling the fucking details so you know why I didn’t want you involved in the first place. The fucker who hurt you is still very much alive and I want to kill him with my bare fucking hands while I keep you safe and as far away from this shit as I can.” 
 
    I swallow hard and try to obtain strength from him to finally ask, “Who is Shade’s half-brother you’re talking about?”  
 
    “Blancher,” North grits between clenched teeth. 
 
    “That motherfucker,” Kray snaps. “But North…if Shade was already dead by that time…why the fuck did they let you come there when you gave away Blancher’s location?” 
 
    North still has his arm wrapped firmly around me as if he’s afraid I’m going to run away any damn second. Well, I’m not. Even if all of this scares the shit out of me, the only place I feel safe is in his arms. I lean back against him and turn slightly so I can wrap my arms around his waist in return. 
 
    I can feel his lips touch the top of my head, his chest rumbles when he starts to explain. “Prez asked the same question. Me and Nash were thinking how the other computer expert was killed and they might have needed what I was offering. The all in one thing, assassin, computer and weapon expert. Besides, when I replied to their message on the black market, I mentioned how I didn’t want to kill Blancher ‘cause I only take jobs where I get paid up front, and how I liked having a job opportunity as a reward instead. Me reaching out with the information was my foot in the door. Blancher took it for what it was; an opportunity for the both of us.” 
 
     “Fuck, that sounds logical. Did you get any more information about Blancher?” Kray asks North while Vienna is bouncing her gaze between both guys, trying to process everything like I am.  
 
    “Nash found out Blancher is a major player in the software business. The fucker built himself an empire from scratch.” 
 
    As soon as the words have left North’s mouth I gasp and slip out of his hold. “So, it was Blancher all along? And did you say the bunker was booby-trapped?” 
 
    North nods slowly at my question. 
 
    I swallow hard and ask, “Did you find and capture all the people who worked with Shade? Or…or did they switch sides to Blancher?”  
 
    “Those who we knew worked under Shade, the ones we considered at the top of the food chain, were all found dead. The bunker is ruined and it looked like it was taken out of commission right after we escaped from there.” North holds my stare and says, “If your mind is telling you something, I need to know. Even if it doesn’t make any sense in your head, throw it out.” 
 
    “Blancher…you, you said he is a major player in the software business. You mentioned he was Shade’s half-brother. Their father died a few months ago. Right after Blancher tried to take over Shade’s empire, it took a hit but Shade’s brother was also killed by Blancher. What if they all knew Blancher was their father’s bastard child and didn’t want him interfering with what Shade thought was rightfully his? Blancher doesn’t seem the type to just walk away. He himself built an empire all on his own, you said so. This means he has the equipment, the people, the space…he has everything to lead the black market right out in the damn open. He didn’t need Shade, he didn’t need the bunker, he just needed Shade out of the way. It all makes perfect sense…oh, shit. He’s still after me, right? Oh, no…he’s the one behind everything.” 
 
    “That motherfucker is hiding in plain sight,” Kray states. 
 
    North grabs his phone but tucks it back just as fast. “Can’t tell Prez over the phone but I’m going to Blancher’s company and I’m going to kill each and every single person in there.” 
 
    “You can’t do that,” I gasp. “There are innocent people in there too, I’m sure. Don’t you see? He constructed the perfect cover to keep the black market up and running? He might have an empire through his software business but it’s a wolf mentality, it’s never enough. The black market is where the big bucks are. And if he’s always dabbled in it from time to time it’s the ultimate high to have it in plain sight. Add the whole taking it from his stepbrothers who never gave him the light of day. Holy shit.” 
 
    “Holy shit is right,” my twin states. “And it’s also the reason why we’re going to do what North says. You’re a key element, Reva. Blancher wants you and if he’s the one who branded you, come on…think!” 
 
    I lock eyes with North and even if he’s looking all thankful at Vienna, I can’t stand on the sidelines; I have to help. “How about a compromise?” 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” North asks and I have to say, it does give me a tiny boost to hear him ask this instead of shooting me down first chance he gets to keep me behind locked doors. 
 
    “You get me access to a computer, and not a shitty one. I will see if I can breach his system and get a list of employees so we can scan all of them to clear or flag them who would be working a normal job and who might be involved in the online black market. Then maybe we could send out an alert to all employees who are innocent or something? A way to get people out of there who have nothing to do with any of this. Then you guys can go in and take him, and the rest of the criminals out. I will also see if I can obtain evidence on this guy, I’m sure there will be enough…there always is.” 
 
    “No,” North growls. “We don’t need any more evidence because we have enough and this fucker’s only choice is to die.” 
 
    “Well, that sure makes things easier,” I mutter to myself.  
 
    And it’s shocking because I’m normally not such a violent person who’s okay with people dying but when it comes to this guy? The one who killed others and was okay with having me tied to a chair while mutilating the side of my face for the rest of my life. Yes. I’m absolutely okay with North’s decision. 
 
    “So, we’re compromising?” I ask to double check because he only became angry when I talked about getting evidence to make sure Blancher will be out of the picture for good. 
 
    “We’re compromising. I have my computer system set up in Kazz’s room. Are you sure you’re up to this? I’d rather talk this through with my Prez first. Fuck,” North curses some more.  
 
    Kray steps closer. “Why don’t we take them to the clubhouse first, inform all the others. I’m pretty sure Chopper can give her access to a computer. Then we can plan it all out, while Reva is making sure to get people out of the building who aren’t involved, we can infiltrate and take out the fuckers who are dirty. Doesn’t hurt to take a little time to go through everything. Maybe Reva here can even run a check or something through their system to track email or discussions to see if Blancher has others involved in this.” 
 
    “Let’s go, we need to move now. I’m going to text Deeds to see if he can set up a meeting with a few of the guys to talk things through. Pretty sure he’s still at the hospital with Nash. Shit. Yeah, thinking this through and planning it carefully does buy us time to make us whole and not go in blind,” North sighs and rubs a hand over his neck. “Fuck, I need this shit to be over and done with, it gives me the fucking chills.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Kray agrees and pulls Vienna close. “Having an Old Lady makes all the difference. But it also gives an itch to make sure nothing fails.” 
 
    “Right,” North agrees and pulls me close. He places a finger underneath my chin to tip my head slightly back and to connect our gaze. “Having an Old Lady makes all the difference.”  
 
    My whole body heats up at his words and sparks with adoration as he gently connects our lips to give me a tender kiss with so much meaning and value…it makes me dizzy from the feelings it ignites inside me. 
 
    Yes. This whole disaster involving Blancher needs to be over and done with. Only then will I be able to move forward and get all the horrible memories behind me. Kind of like the scars on my face…they take time to heal and great care. Eventually they will fade. Still there, but I will never let anything define me. 
 
    If there’s something I’ve learned from this man kissing me as if there is only this moment, our time, our lives, our own damn world…it’s never to settle for less and always go for the things you want and need in life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 09 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    I watch as Chopper and his Old Lady, Ivy, guide Reva down the hall as Lips and Vienna head for the other Old Ladies huddled around a large table. When we headed for the clubhouse about two hours ago, I texted Deeds to call a meeting but also to have Chopper and Ivy waiting for me. Chopper will have a computer available for Reva to use but it’s the part where Ivy comes in that has slightly more priority in my eyes. 
 
    Ivy is one hell of a doctor and I need someone to check on Reva’s wounds. When Chopper kinda bribed her into letting her use his computer as long as Ivy could check out her wounds, Reva didn’t even put up a fight but followed those two right away. This gives me the time to stroll into Church and discuss my thoughts with my Prez and VP. Kray is right there with me when I close the door behind us. 
 
    “To my understanding you want to go into Blancher’s office building, in the bright as fuck daylight, and kill the asshole in cold blood,” Deeds states. 
 
    I slide my gaze from Deeds to Broke and notice Broke’s grin. I stiffen my spine because I’m not budging when it comes to the safety of my Old Lady. “Sounds right.” 
 
    “Good, then sit down while Broke rallies everyone else up so we can discuss this shit to kill this fucker and his whole damn business along with it.” 
 
    It takes almost an hour to get everyone situated, but it’s worth seeing a full table. Chopper strolls in and takes a seat next to me. The only one missing is Nash, and Deeds told us he will get a phone call as soon as someone could pick him up. We expect to do so within a few hours. Then he will have no other choice to rest up for the next couple of weeks. 
 
    Chopper leans in and tells me, “My Old Lady made me promise to tell you that she changed the dressings and everything looks good. Reva’s a tough little cookie. Her words, not mine.” 
 
    “Yeah, she is. Thanks,” I tell him and suddenly realize I didn’t have a piece of the pie Reva made special for me. 
 
    Fuck. I hate missing out on something I was set to have; it pisses me off but I have to focus on setting things right instead of eating pie. Deeds is already discussing what we just mentioned and Chopper is the one who fires up the laptop in front of him to project a picture on the wall in front of it. It’s the whole structure of Blancher’s office building. 
 
    Deeds clears his throat. “Okay, folks. I’ve only informed our one contact inside the government to let him know what’s about to go down. I had to, seeing as this will be a large company and if some of his personnel ignores the memo, we’d be screwed if local police start to interfere. Anyway, check out what Chopper and Reva found when they put their heads together. Chopper, you wanna fill them all in?” 
 
      “As you might have heard, North wanted to bite off the head of this fucking snake by colliding in plain sight. Prez’s behind him on this, as are some of the others who heard about their plan. So, let me enlighten the rest of you to make you understand the reasoning.” Chopper taps his computer and one floor of Blancher’s building lights up. “This is where Reva and I were able to track down the most server activities. We believe it’s the heart of the black market. The people working on this floor won’t get a memo and will hopefully stay at their desks until we barge in. It’s the floor below Blancher’s office. Now Blancher himself and the rest of his floor will also need to stay in place, it’s all the floors underneath we’re gonna clear out and it’s a tricky job because it only takes one alarm to set things off. Now, Reva and I put our heads together and we’ll be taking out security and cameras along with their internal communication portal. Hopefully this will leave enough of a gap to give us the time to take out the head pieces before they know what’s happening. This way we’ll be able to take out the whole online black market and the one responsible for maintaining it. We all know it will take time for someone else to build this shit up because of the whole supply and demand shit but it’s exactly like drug dealers. Squash one and others will eventually pop up to take their place. But if we don’t take them out one by one the whole country will be flooded. The team Reva and Vienna were a part of were working on getting the head pieces along with their suppliers and everyone else connected with it. Reva and I have good hopes to gather all this intel if we do a good job in acting fast. With this, I mean take them out as I explained so their servers, computers, all their fucking intel will still be untouched.” 
 
    “Don’t you think the fucker would have more booby-traps in place? Remember the bunker we hit yesterday? Hitting that fucker was like a bad B movie and something tells me Blancher would have his company locked tight. He’s not shy about hiding his dirty shit in plain sight, the sneaky sonofabitch will have a trick or two up his sleeve,” Treyton states, or Trey most of us shorten the name. 
 
    He’s been with us for only a short time, a transfer from upstate. Prez had served with him years back and vouches for him. He was voted in unanimously but I still have my reservations.  
 
    He seems like an okay guy but there’s a glint in his eye, one I recognize cold blood killers have. This guy doesn’t care if he lives or dies himself, he’s fine either way. Rumor is he killed his own parents and sister, needless to mention again I have my reservations, right? Even if they were in some cult who were ready to take out over twenty innocent children. Talk about a fucked-up past. Either way, I need to get to know him more to make up my mind about him. 
 
    Besides, in the few weeks he’s been here, I’ve only been able to talk to him a handful of times. According to Kray—who spent a few hours with him fixing Lips’ car—he seems like a man carrying a ripped-up soul in his chest. Other than that, he’s good to work with. Note to self…open up to Trey, and maybe spend a few hours working alongside him to have a better opinion of the guy. 
 
    Anyway…it’s good to question the things he just mentioned. With our jobs it’s needed to discuss every angle before we dive into shit and it also shows with how we handled the bunker. One can be prepared all you want but situations can be different once you’re in the middle of it. 
 
    “What are your thoughts about this, Trey? I know you’re throwing that out because there’s something on your mind…there always is; let’s hear it,” Deeds demands. 
 
    Trey’s eyes find mine and he jerks his chin in my direction. “Let him go in undercover again. I’m pretty sure this Blancher fucker would like to obtain more brains to add to his black market network and what better way is there to offer him something he wants?” 
 
    “No,” I bellow and am on my feet with my next breath to point a finger in the guy’s face. “Leave her out of it, she’s going nowhere near him, understood?” 
 
    I know exactly what he has in mind. He wants me to contact him for an appointment to bring Reva in with me. No. Fucking. Way. My gaze lands on Deeds to get him to back me up on this but I can see the wheels turning in his head. 
 
    “No,” I growl in anger again. 
 
    I feel Kray’s hand on my shoulder. “Sit down, brother. Nothing will happen until we talk shit through rationally.” 
 
    My head whips his way. “There’s nothing to talk through. I want my Old Lady kept far away from this shit. Blancher burned her, I asked her what day it happened and she told me she didn’t see who did it because the guy was wearing a fucking mask but the day it happened? Shade was already dead. I won’t put her through this.” 
 
    “She’s an agent, North,” Kray says in a low voice. “Vienna said she was top of her class and not just the technical shit but everything. Try not to see her as the vulnerable woman you saved from that bunker. She won’t be ever again. You have her back as do all of us. This whole situation is different and you can at least think it through and ask her. Don’t you think you owe it to her to leave the decision up to her? Besides…she might like to see you handle the fucker to make sure he’ll never hurt her again.” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    “I’m not liking this,” I snap, torn by this whole situation. 
 
    “None of us do, brother,” Deeds sighs. “Kray, get your Old Lady and North’s. Her sister needs to have a say in this as well.” 
 
    I have to give it to my Prez, he’s right to bring in Vienna too. Not only for Reva’s sake, but she’s also an agent who can give her point of view in all of this. 
 
    Kray always has my back and even if Prez gives him a direct order, he waits for me to agree. I give him a small lift of my chin. They’re right, this will be her choice even if I fucking hate it. 
 
    My fists clench at the mere thought of Reva getting hurt or to even have to face the man who mutilated her. And I have no doubt he was the one. Her skin is in the process of fucking healing and even if she carved up the burns by herself it shows the underlying torment and anger of what was done to her. I fucking hate this and to have to drag her into this situation. It needs to be handled with so we can put all of it behind us. 
 
    Delicate fingers slide over my shoulder. I reach out and grab her around her waist to drag her onto my lap to wrap her safely in my arms. I don’t fucking care what my brothers think, I need to breathe her in and that’s exactly what I’m doing; burying my head into the crook of her neck to nuzzle her and soothe the anger and frustration running through me. 
 
      I don’t hear a damn sound but I can feel she’s fucking laughing at me. I pull back and our gaze collides. She whispers out the words, “What’s wrong?” without letting all the others hear. 
 
    My lips move without letting any sound tumble over them. I rush everything out because I don’t want her—or any of my brothers—to hear the concern in my voice. Besides, I can add something extra into it just to inform her what the plan is. The extra part being where I tell her I’d rather have her safe and far away from this. 
 
    She gives me a gentle but sad smile. “You know I can’t hide from this while I’m still in the middle of all of it. There’s one huge difference, though. I have you to somewhat hide behind now. If it truly is needed, I will go with you. The both of us will hate it together but isn’t it always the way in life? You can’t ignore bad things or hard times; you have to push through and hope to come out on the winning side to keep it like that until hard times come again. They always do. But it’s bearable if you don’t have to do it by yourself. It’s no longer just me or me and my sister…” 
 
    “That’s right,” I croak, “You have me.” 
 
    “She has all of us,” Kray states next to me. 
 
    Loud rumblings of agreement ring though the room. Reva’s eyes widen as she takes it all in. When her gorgeous face turns back to me there’s a grateful smile tugging her lips. 
 
    “We can do this,” she whispers. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah, we can,” I vow to myself and to her; I will not fail her. 
 
    I keep her wrapped in my arms the rest of the meeting while Kray grabbed an extra chair for Vienna. All of us run through the details of what’s to come and it sucks to have Reva with me on the inside because now we only have Chopper on the outside working the computer.  
 
    Two prospects are on their way to pick up Nash and Chopper assured us his Old Lady could be Nash’s hands if they needed an extra pair to run the computer. And Deeds reached out to Areion Fury MC. Nerd can help with the computer stuff but also to have extra hands available; we need everything we have to face these fuckers and bring them down. It’s good to know an extra computer expert is joining us. Nash is injured and can’t use his arm and needs to give it complete rest. 
 
    We need a few more hours to get things set and it should line up perfectly to hit Blancher’s building late afternoon. I’m liking the idea of confronting this fucker more and more. The things running through my mind of what I would like to do to him are only fueling my anger. 
 
    I’m glad we have some time to ourselves before heading out. Though I’m standing in the middle of my room here at the clubhouse and my mind is still fueling anger. Gentle fingers slide over my forearm and slowly keep going until they reach my chest. “It’s going to work out. You have so many people working together it’s even more than a normal SWAT team.” 
 
    Pride fills my chest because of her words, but she needs to be aware how danger is lurking around the corner in these situations. “We work together flawlessly but each case is different. People are like cattle when incidents happen. A herd can scatter, a few can trail off or everything can go perfectly. We’ve had many of everything. Being prepared is an understatement, no matter how many people are in our team, how many years we’ve worked together or how flawlessly we can get a job done. An accident, an unexpected angle, the slightest of things can change in the blink of an eye and it can very well mean your last breath or the guy next to you leaving this fucking Earth. I know the risks; I fucking take them without thinking twice and I’ve done a lot worse and have stood with my back to the wall knowing I could die any second. But this? Going in with you there with me? The both of us better get out a-fucking-live or I’m going on a killing spree that won’t end until everyone connected is dead and gone.” 
 
    “Well, that was hopeful,” Reva mutters. “The killing spree part was sweet and adorable though.” The corner of her lip twitches and I can’t help myself when I pull her close and take those sweet tasting lips. 
 
    She groans into my mouth and it fuels my desire to have her. The craving to be inside her is where my serenity lies. My escape from this fucked-up world to make it revolve around the two of us. My body is demanding I bury myself deep with my next breath but my mind is screaming for me to savor the moment. 
 
    I have to settle with a mixture of both. I grab her hips and easily lift her onto the bed. Quickly ripping away her clothes, I have her bare in front of me with little effort. My gaze travels over her perfect body and I make sure to snatch her ankle to spread her more open. A perfect glistening pussy all exposed and ready for me. 
 
    I drop to my knees in front of the bed and bury myself between her legs. My tongue is spearing her pussy as her taste explodes into my mouth. She’s already so damn close and it’s like a trophy hovering over a victory to show how skilled you truly are. Our connection is not only sexually, it’s the intensity surrounding us at every turn, we fit on every level. 
 
    The way she can calm my nerves and the raw protectiveness I feel toward her. Feelings and emotions pushing and shoving me at every turn; it makes me feel alive. The possibilities are endless when our eyes connect. I can see the same intensity bouncing back and wrapping my heart with the kind of heat that will never die. 
 
    Her nails rake over my skull and draw me more firmly against her pussy. Her hips are grinding and she’s chasing the pleasure I’m giving her. My teeth graze her clit and when I cover it completely and start to suck…she falls apart in my hands. I groan along with her moans and relish in the way my name spills from her lips in a soft plea. 
 
    When she’s done riding the orgasm against my face, I draw back and wipe my mouth on my forearm. “I could eat you every day for breakfast and every night for dessert.” 
 
    Heat flushes half of her face and she turns the bandaged side away from me. I know why and it slices through my heart. I grab my cut and slide it off, throwing it on the chair in the corner as I grab the hem of my shirt and let it fall to the floor. I stand to toe off my boots and ditch my jeans. 
 
    Standing before her naked, I grab my cock and slowly slide up and down as I pin her with my gaze. “Look at me, sweet vision of mine. All of this is yours. You see me shying away any part of me? I will never fucking turn my cheek and I won’t tolerate it from you, understood?” My words might hold the kind of harshness that doesn’t belong in a bedroom but I don’t fucking care; she needs to know. “You’re mine. I fucking love what’s mine. Every damn inch belongs to your body and even if it’s a dark spot on your soul or a scar inflicted by life on your skin or a bad memory; it’s mine to bear with you. Day one was yesterday, we already fucking doubled it and will add countless others to it to build ourselves a solid future we can tell our grandkids about.” 
 
    The bandages on the side of her face soak up the tears spilling from her burning eyes and yet they don’t hold any pain or grief; they hold the kind of warmth love is made from. And I damn well relish in them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    I adore this man. There is not a single person walking this Earth who has the ability to make me feel this special, treasured, and valuable. You can say the sexual tension is skyrocketing in this room but it’s tainted with adoration.  
 
    The raw feelings we throw at each other are honest, real, and open. Freely given and received with our heart in our hands trading the simplicity of a vow holding our shared future. Barely started and yet there’s no end in sight; our gazes in the same direction. 
 
    “You ready for me, sweetheart?” he croaks. 
 
    “Always,” I whisper and let my eyes travel to the thick, hard dick he’s stroking roughly with one hand.  
 
    I lick my lips as he slides his thumb over the tip to spread the pre-cum. Without a second thought I dash up and have my face on dick level with my next breath. With our eyes connected I lean in and let my tongue tease the tip as he keeps his dick in a tight grip and slowly tugs it. 
 
    I hear muted curses but I tune them out when his fingers slide into my hair. With one hand on his dick, the other guiding my head, it makes my whole body heat with desire as he starts to roughly take my mouth. 
 
    With each thrust he slides down deeper and when he hits the back of my throat I concentrate on relaxing my muscles. Luckily, I have no gag reflex and can deep throat him and make sure to swallow when he thrusts deep. 
 
    Both hands are now gripping my hair while he keeps me in place and plunges his dick inside me all the way until I feel him go rigid, pulsating hot streams of cum flowing down my throat. My name is being ripped from his body along with curses and praising words. 
 
    His dick falls from my mouth as he steps back and guides me up to give me a rough kiss. Apparently, he doesn’t mind tasting himself because his tongue is swirling around mine to make sure I know just who I belong to. As if there was even a question in my mind left after the orgasm he gave me with that mouth of his. 
 
    The kiss ends way too soon. “I fucking adore you so damn much.” 
 
    “So. Damn. Much,” I reply and grip his face with both my hands to drag his mouth back to mine to repeat the scorching kiss he graced me with. 
 
    His hands start to roam my body, his dick caged in between our bodies is growing hard again. Reaching down I cup his balls and gently knead them, moving up to stroke his shaft. He’s too distracted by my movements to maintain a good kiss. His lips rip away from mine and make a trail down my neck where he leaves me a wet openmouthed kiss while I keep stroking him and teasing his balls. 
 
    A low growl sounds as his strong arms surround me. He places me on my back on the bed with great care as his body covers mine. His cock is already lining up willingly with my pussy and with my next breath he’s sliding deep inside me in one hard stroke. 
 
    “North,” I gasp and claw at his back, momentarily stunned by the bite of pain and pleasure as my body tries to accommodate his thick girth. 
 
    “That’s the way the needle points, love. Toward the horizon.” His words are stated through gritted teeth as he pounds my pussy. 
 
    Suddenly I’m being spun around and I’m hovering above North who is giving me a huge grin. “North…always on top. Not anymore. With you it’s unnecessary ‘cause being with you places me already on the top of the world level.” 
 
    I roll my eyes but deep down he’s stroking my heart. “Way to make a girl feel special, Clive.” 
 
    North sucks in a breath at the sound of his given name falling from my lips. I’ve heard the story about how Kray and North met, how they picked those nicknames. It’s part of their history but to me this discussion doesn’t belong in this bed with his dick sliding in and out of my pussy. 
 
    Again, I’m being flipped. My back is hitting the mattress and North’s nose is touching mine as he growls, “Say it again.” 
 
    He slowly slides out of me and roughly slams back in, making me gasp. He repeats the action twice more before he repeats, “Say. It. Again.” 
 
    “Clive,” I moan in a soft plea. 
 
    “Fuck,” he curses and picks up speed, changing the angle to hit a spot deep inside me that makes me plunge into waves of pleasure. 
 
    His cock jerks inside me as I keep repeating his name over and over until he shudders above me and I have no more air in my lungs left to voice anything. North falls to the side and takes me with him as he drags me closer, surrounding me in his strong arms. The strength and comfort he surrounds me with is a blanket of safety and serenity I will always carry with me in my heart. 
 
    “I never want to leave this damn bed,” North says in all fierceness between pants. 
 
    I nuzzle my face against his chest. “Same here.” 
 
    We both relish in the feel of our bodies together until it’s time to get dressed and get ready. North put things in motion by having Chopper send out an untraceable email to Blancher. Telling him North didn’t know what was going on when we were at the bunker and escaped, taking me along with him. 
 
    Within a few minutes he received an email with a question asking if he knew where I was. North and the guys thought it was best to make it seem North had held me captive all those days and by the response Blancher gave, it was obvious he bought the whole story. Or he might not have cared and just wanted me and North to come to his office so he could deal with North and have me in his claws. 
 
    A healthy dose of adrenaline flows through me when I think of facing this head on, but there’s also anxiety. The ‘what if things go wrong’. And they easily could, though with the plan they talked through a few times it’s safe to say North’s brothers have thought of every angle. 
 
    The only thing I hope is that the part works where we get all personnel out of the building who have nothing to do with the black market, shady business Blancher is wrapped in. But even this is out of my hands and the only thing I need to focus on is keeping my ass safe; North’s words, not mine. 
 
    We finally dress in silence but the glances we give each other are spiking my heart rate. I really wish it was tomorrow so all of this would be behind us. I do consider myself lucky in this moment. To have this man come for me all by himself the last time and now having my back and going in with me. 
 
    Not to mention what he offers me and has told and showed me in many ways; I’m his and he’s mine. He is a bit grumpy because he wanted to get the patch tattooed to make things official between us. I didn’t know anything about this little piece of information and to be honest? It’s a huge thing instead of a ring or a damn paper to sign. 
 
    Ink on skin isn’t something you can slide off or get a lawyer to undo. It’s basically a marking left on a body as a personal reminder. It’s a heavy contrast to the visual reminder on my face. Though it’s self-inflicted but I’d rather have the personal twist than the healing burns to look at the rest of my life. 
 
    Because I am in control of my own life. Even though they tried to steal it away from me and left a hole I need to slowly fill back up, I will not let it define me. Baby steps as in all things in life and yet this strong man who barged into my life as my savior pushes me in the right direction while expecting me to follow him all on my own. 
 
    I give him a smile as I watch him strap weapons onto his body. He mentioned how he’s slightly annoyed he can’t wear his cut or have the Kevlar vest he usually wears over his shirt when they go in. Needless to say, he made me wear one. I have to add it’s super light and at first glance you can’t even see it underneath the baggy sweater I threw over it. 
 
    I don’t understand why he can’t wear one underneath his shirt and when I asked, all he answered in return was how he couldn’t risk it if he was searched. Something about trust and agitating a killer. All my mind screams is safety first, but there’s no way I can talk this man into anything he already set his mind to. 
 
    I have to place my trust in him, my sister, and all the members of Broken Deeds MC. They are a unity, one big family who support each other. The way Chopper’s Old Lady, Ivy, took care of my wounds showed her skills as a doctor but her kind words during all of it meant so much more. She gave me comfort and in the short time we spent together gave me a load of information to process. 
 
    Never hold back. It’s something she kept repeating. When things fall apart and you feel as if nothing can save you, reach deep down and grab hold of your fears. It’s an instinct created for the fight or flight mechanism. Some use it to obtain their adrenaline high, others let themselves drown in it and eventually they barely keep their head up in an effort to survive.  
 
    It’s the whole reason she explained never to hold back, taking everything life has to offer and reap the benefits. Best advice ever because I’m scared shitless but I won’t let it drown me; I’m using it to keep focus. 
 
    “Ready?” North questions and deep down I want to scream ‘No!’ 
 
    I take a deep breath and remind myself of Ivy’s words. “As I’ll ever be. Let’s get this over with, the sooner we can go home and dive into bed, right?” 
 
    North chuckles and reaches out to cup the side of my face, letting his thumb slide over my bottom lip. “The sooner, the better.” 
 
    His lips land on mine and the sensual, no rush while holding nothing back is evident in his kiss. The promise of where the both of us stand and where we would like to be heading; a solid promise this is just a bump in the road we’re facing to clear the long drive home. 
 
    North groans as he pulls back. “We need to go or I don’t think I’ll ever be able to leave.” 
 
    I nod in agreement and pat his pecs. “We have a guy to kill, a company to burn to the ground and people to save.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” he agrees, and it’s the first time I actually voice my thoughts out loud. 
 
    I don’t want Blancher to live; I want him to die. North didn’t blink at my statement and I know he feels the same way. There’s a world of difference when you’ve always worked to bring people to judgement, leaving it to others to handle the rest as long as we’ve gathered all the evidence, captured them, and pulled the bad guys off the streets. 
 
    It’s mainly why I was fascinated by Broken Deeds MC because they are everything rolled into one. Research, information, decisions…judge, juror, executioner. Though I’ve heard they have left some for the local authorities to handle but the main players most times end up dead. 
 
    It has nothing to do with the way they live or how they handle cases, but everything to do with the cases they take on. When a case lands in their lap it’s already beyond the government’s ability to bring them to justice. Last line of defense and I’m damn proud to be a part of this, even if it could be the last thing I do. 
 
    When we head out, I’m surprised to see the long line of bikes. I have no clue why but I seriously thought we would be heading out in cars. I shake my head at my own stupidity, they’re bikers and these are the kind of people you can’t simply shove into a few cars. Though I am curious how they plan to hide the noise. 
 
    North’s lips touch my ear. “We meet up at a parking lot two streets down. Only Chopper, Ivy, and Nerd will be in a van near Blancher’s office building. We’re going in first. The email correspondence we had with Blancher made him aware I’m taking one person along with me beside you. At first Kray would come with but Deeds decided last minute it should be Trey. I’m aware you don’t know him but my Prez vouches for this guy, okay?” 
 
    Concern burns a pit in my stomach. “Why would he rip you and Kray apart? Don’t you two always face things together? You two don’t need words to communicate. It’s the most logical choice.” 
 
    I simply don’t understand, and why would both North and Kray be okay with this? 
 
    North sighs and looks at his boots. “Something about not thinking clear and both having our cocks tied to our guns. He’s the Prez, he gives orders, we trust him to make the right choices and we follow.” 
 
    I can tell he’s having the same doubts about this as I am and it’s not a good thing. I try to shove my anxiety down and firm my voice. “I’m sure he has the President patch stitched to his pecs for a reason. Where one takes all the heat so others can follow to face the fire as a whole, there’s no reason for doubt or second-guessing actions, right?” 
 
    His eyes flare and he growls, “Right,” before his mouth crashes against mine, taking my breath away and filling me with the hope we’re going to pull through this together; we just have to. 
 
    We leave in small groups to prevent drawing unnecessary attention. Kray is riding next to North and I’m pretty sure I’m wearing the same huge grin my sister is sporting as she wraps her arms tighter around Kray’s waist. I can’t think of words to describe this feeling, being plastered against North’s back as the bike rumbles underneath us. 
 
    Sadly enough, the ride is over before it really starts and we’re huddled in groups to go over things one more time. North, Trey, and I will go in first followed by a small ten-minute window when the people in the building will receive a message to clear the building. By then there will be a few Broken Deeds MC members on each floor making sure everything goes smoothly. 
 
    Deeds has called in a favor to another MC called Areion Fury MC, who will be standing outside to guide all people coming from the building safely to a place where they will be double checked to make sure they are not involved in Blancher’s business. 
 
    This also gives me a confidence boost, knowing there’s a whole extra MC backing them up. Normally we have different teams working together when we roll up a gang or a bunch of criminals. You work months and months on a case and it all revolves around the one day where the hour of truth can flip both ways. I’m confident enough to say we have a big chance to get out of this unharmed. Because dying isn’t an option. Not while there’s so freaking much to live for. 
 
    “Time’s up. Chopper texted me, they’re in position and will hit the timer the second you three stroll through the door. Ten minutes, folks. Ten fucking minutes, and if you’re waiting in the hall because the fucker is jerking off in his office…So. Be. It. We’re coming in ‘cause we’re not taking any chances. You’ll hear when shit escalates but I’m hoping we can keep this silent. Quick and efficient. If it does escalate, shoot the fucker on sight. Don’t do stupid shit, North. Vengeance sometimes only needs a bullet between the eyes to prevent things from dragging on, understood?” Deeds pins North with a fierce glare and I have no clue what he’s talking about. 
 
    “Understood,” North finally snaps. 
 
    The guy introduced to me as Trey smacks Deeds on his arm. “Don’t worry, we’ll handle it.” He lifts his chin in the direction of Blancher’s office and tells North, “Let’s rock ‘n roll, dude.” 
 
    I’m confused as to why Deeds would remind him about the vengeance part. I know they want to take out Blancher and like I mentioned to North, he needs to die but why remind him…oh, shit. That’s why Deeds made Trey go with North instead of Kray. Kray would always back North up in whatever decision he feels is necessary to make.  
 
    Dammit. I grab North’s arm and tell him in a firm voice, “Don’t screw around or take unnecessary risks. Like Deeds said, one bullet between the eyes is equally satisfying.” 
 
    North doesn’t acknowledge my words but keeps striding at a firm pace. My eyes meet Trey’s and he gives a little shake of his head. “No worries, darlin’, we got this,” is all he says. And I really hope it’s the truth. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    My whole body is vibrating with the need for vengeance. Fuck what Deeds said. This fucker needs to die slowly. He deserves to feel the pain he inflicted on Reva tenfold. It doesn’t matter if she has a high tolerance for pain, she has to carry the scars with her on her skin and in her brain for the rest of her life. 
 
    There’s no way to ever justify that shit but dying painfully slow by my hand would soothe some of my anger for this scumbag. Though I have enough brain cells working on top of my shoulders to keep my head in the game. If there’s any risk, I’ll take him out in the blink of an eye. But if there’s a possibility—a window of oppor-fucking-tunity—I’m taking it to kill him slowly. 
 
    I fist Reva’s shirt on the small of her back the second we step inside the building. It functions in more than just the outer visual indicating I’m in control of her. Seeing it also allows me to pull her behind me if things go wrong. 
 
     All of us have memorized the entire structure of the building. It’s mandatory to know where the exit points are on each floor. If shit does hit the fan we’ll need a way out, a quick way to maneuver through the building or somewhere to hide.  
 
    If we were to go in blind, we’d stand a lesser chance. And in this situation I don’t want to leave anything to chance. The elevator ride is nerve wracking, inching closer to the fucker who hurt her. I can feel her tensing up and I damn well hate it.   
 
    Trey leans in and tells me in a hushed tone, “Calm down, this will be over before you know it. Quick and painless, you’ll see.” 
 
    “Fuckin’ hope so,” I mutter. 
 
    Reva’s head turns to me, confusion spreading her face and I know she missed the words thrown back and forth. I give a little shake of my head to tell her it’s nothing. All she gives me in return is a tiny smile before her gaze slides toward the doors again. 
 
    Top level. That’s where the elevator stops and where we get out. Underneath this floor is where we suspect the cover for the black market is. Well, not for long; it ends today. No more easy access to illegal shit such as organs, weapons, hitmen, or anything else the underworld needs or can supply. 
 
    The doors slide open and a woman is waiting for us with a clipboard clutched to her chest. “Mr. Walker and Miss Lockbaksy. Wait, and you, Sir? Are you the plus one whose name is lacking on my list?” 
 
    “He’s with me,” I tell her in a firm voice and take a step closer. 
 
    The woman looks slightly panicked. Trey leans in and I hear him whisper some words to the woman but I don’t understand them at all. The woman does since a giggle slips over her lips while her cheeks flush.  
 
    She quickly clears her throat and spins around as she says, “Follow me, please.” 
 
    The three of us fall in step behind her to a large brown door. She knocks three times and opens the door immediately after announcing, “Mr. Blancher. Your appointment is here.” 
 
    The woman excuses herself and closes the door behind her, locking us inside a large office. The floor to ceiling glass wall shows the skyline while the rest of the walls are a dark blue. A man is leaning against the wall with his hands folded in front of his crotch as if he’s been placed there for a time-out. 
 
    Leaving the security guard for what he is, I glance over the whole room one more time to focus on my surroundings. I stroll to my left and now notice Blancher who is standing near a massage table buttoning up his shirt. 
 
    A tiny dark haired woman is clearing out what looks like hot stones. Good to know this fucker is all Zen when I kill him. I’d like nothing more than to take the crate filled with nice black stones and keep throwing them at his head until he stops breathing.  
 
    “Ah, Mr. Walker.” Blancher calls me by the fake name I used when I communicated with him. “Good to see a smile on your face. It reassures me we’ll be doing some fine business together, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    I had a perfect time visualizing a torture session involving you, asshole. My mind offers in reply as to the reason I was fucking smiling. 
 
    “Brought your own bodyguard I see? Smart,” Blancher continues full of himself, having a discussion as if there’s no need to reply to him. “Good thing you let me know up front or we would have had a problem, seeing as I have one of my own at all times…who am I to judge, right?” The fucker laughs as if the joke’s on him. 
 
    I make no effort to introduce Trey. The clock is ticking for this fucker so there’s no need.  
 
    Blancher’s eyes slide to Reva and it instantly makes my blood boil. Reva freezes under my touch and takes a step closer to me. I want nothing more than to rip this fucker’s eyeballs out and shove them down his throat to choke on. 
 
    But instead I snap, “Eyes off the merchandise.” 
 
    Blancher glances to the little woman who just gave him the hot stone massage. “Out,” he snaps. “Leave everything as it is and get out of here.” The woman scurries off as if her life depends on it. 
 
    My mind is trying to count how much time has passed since I stepped into the building. Are our ten minutes up yet? Will everything go smoothly or will there be gunfire? The door falls shut with a loud click and Blancher points to the two couches on the left side of his office. 
 
    “Why don’t you sit next to me, babyface,” Blancher croons. “You can take off those bandages and let me see the burns. Have they started to heal?” 
 
    Trey is standing next to the couch, his legs slightly spread and his hands are behind his back where he keeps his guns.  
 
    I’m about to flip my shit but Reva surprises the hell out of me when she snorts and says, “There are no burns on my body. I cut them away with a knife so the only scars inflicted on my skin are those made by my own hands.” 
 
    Utter fury spreads Blancher’s face. He takes a step forward and it’s as if he wants to rip away the bandages to check for himself if she’s lying. Not going to happen, fucker. In one smooth move I have her safely shoved behind me. 
 
    “Not happening, asshole,” I growl. “The woman you’re reaching for is mine. You were able to get your filthy hands on her once, don’t ever fucking think I’ll let you come near her again.” 
 
    The fucker smirks. “Look around you, brainless ant. I could squash you underneath the heel of my boot whenever I have the urge to do so. You’re in my domain now. The both of you. Your bodyguard means nothing, he’s dead before he can so much as twitch a damn finger.” 
 
    “Think you have the upper hand, fucker? Think. Again,” I growl just as gunfire rings through the air; perfect timing. Though one shot sounded awfully close. 
 
    Instead of facing Blancher I’m looking at Trey’s back as he stumbles against me. Another shot rings out and I now realize two shots were fired within this room as Trey sinks to the floor at my feet. 
 
    My gun is already in my palm as I squeeze the trigger. The gun Blancher was holding slings out of his hand, a bullet hole replacing it. Blancher clutches his injured hand in the other one as his horror-stricken gaze hits mine. One quick glance around the room gives me the information I need.  
 
    My gut clenches at the realization Trey just saved my life by jumping in front of me. I’m not wearing a fucking vest. “Is he breathing?” I ask Reva who’s right next to Trey as I keep my gun aimed in Blancher’s direction. 
 
    There’s no sound coming from underneath me. Not from Reva and not from Trey. Dammit. I only divert my gaze for two damn breaths and when I glance back, Blancher is already at some glass elevator, heading for the roof. Beside the elevator is a flight of stairs leading to a rooftop terrace. 
 
    I glance down to see Reva furiously trying to save Trey. Her gaze meets mine, pleading eyes sliding straight to my heart when she says, “He’s gone. The bullet went straight past his vest and into his chest near his arm. An inch left or right would have hit either his arm or his vest. Why? Dammit. He’s not breathing…no heartbeat…he’s…he’s gone.” 
 
    Fuck. “I have to go after Blancher,” I state, needing to handle this before the fucker finds a way out. 
 
    My mind is running over the exits this building holds. Running past Blancher’s bodyguard, I notice his gun with a silencer lying on the floor beside him. It’s good to see this asshole’s already left this Earth thanks to a bullet between the eyes, courtesy of Trey. I glance over my shoulder at my brother lying dead on the ground. 
 
    To fucking think I had my concerns about him while he had my back without hesitation. Obviously, I would have done the exact same thing without thinking and now the thought hits me…this could have been Kray. This would have been Kray if it wasn’t for the last moment switch. 
 
    Fucking hell, I need to stop wrapping my brain around this and focus on the task at hand; killing Blancher. I pick up speed and dash up the stairs. I hear Reva’s footsteps behind me and when I glance over my shoulder, I’m damn proud to see her clutching Trey’s gun. There’s no weariness in her eyes; only full focus. 
 
    “You ready?” I mouth to her with my hand on the door, ready to open it and knowing Blancher can attack us at any second. 
 
    “Yes,” she hisses in anger. 
 
    I give her a nod of approval and whisper to myself, “That’s my damn Old Lady.” 
 
    “Heard that,” she mutters. “We’re not official yet so let’s get this over with and we can handle that fussy technicality.”  
 
    She makes the corner of my mouth twitch. “Stay alive,” I growl in all fierceness. 
 
    “Right back atcha,” she snaps as I swing the door open. 
 
    Not one soul in sight, just a large fire pit in the middle of the terrace, a U-shaped couch surrounding it. Fire is licking high though no one is enjoying it. I bet the fucker just likes to have fire handy at all times.  
 
    I slowly stalk around the couch because the blood drops I see on the ground are going in this direction. The fucker is hiding behind the couch like a damn dog with its tail between its legs. 
 
    “Get the fuck up,” I growl and place my boot against his hip to give him a firm shove. 
 
    “Please, please, I’ll make you rich, I’ll give you anything.” His voice shakes like a leaf in the wind and something doesn’t add up. 
 
    My gut is telling me something is not right about this whole situation. I place my boot at his throat as I glance over my shoulder at Reva to make sure she’s safe. All I see is her back and she moves at the same time a shot rings out. 
 
    Blancher long forgotten, I rush over to Reva but she turns her head slightly without dragging her eyes away from something she’s focused on in front of her when she shouts over her shoulder, “All clear.” 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    I take her word and step back to Blancher to grab his shoulder and drag him with me to see who Reva shot.  
 
    “Holy hell, is that…” I start, but it’s Reva who finishes my sentence. 
 
    “Shade’s brother? The dead one? It sure is,” she states and adds with a snort, “At least now we know he’s really dead.” 
 
    I imagine he is the reason why there was fire burning and why Blancher was heading up here to hide. He thought his half-brother would save him. Fuck, I bet these two have been working together all along.  
 
    Damn, talk about one screwed-up family. But no worries, though. There’s only one more left now and it won’t be for much longer either. First things first; payback. 
 
    “Reva, sweetness, can you please get me the hot stones from this asshole’s office?” I ask and she tilts her head in question but after a heartbeat or two she dashes off to grab them. 
 
    I tuck my gun away and take off Blancher’s tie. Forcefully shoving his hands behind his back, I tie them and don’t care if I cut off his blood supply. He won’t be needing it very shortly anyway so why keep that shit in mind? 
 
    Reva strolls up and places the box with the hot stones on the couch. I grab the box and turn it upside-down, letting all the black shiny stones tumble into the fire. From the corner of my eye I notice fire-resistant barbeque gloves. Perfect. 
 
     With the gloves covering my hands I give the stones being licked by the fire some attention, making sure Blancher’s gaze is fully on me. Just wait, asshole, I’m going to make sure the last minutes of your life will tick by slowly and painfully. 
 
    I glance to my right and notice Reva took a seat on the couch, her gaze on my hands lingering in the fire instead of on the amazing rooftop view. Her hands are on her lap but one is palming her gun, aimed at Blancher. Smart woman. She keeps surprising me in a good way at every turn. 
 
    Since the moment she cut up the burns on her face it’s as if she took her life back. Hard to understand for most people but the brain is a tricky thing. Everyone functions a different way and interprets things differently.  
 
    Good thing no one’s ever the same. My eyes slide to Blancher. Too many nutcases in this world already. Time to end this one, make the world a better place and all. I take a hot stone from the fire and throw it up in the air before I catch it again. 
 
    I debate calling or sending Deeds a text to let him know I’m up here. How we lost Trey and how Shade’s brother died for a second time, but this time Reva made sure he stays dead for good. Or to ask Deeds if things are handled downstairs, if we managed to take all involved out. But everything slides to the back of my mind when I jerk my arm back and let the hot stone hit Blancher’s shoulder with force. 
 
    Quickly grabbing another I let it hit his gut this time. The third one hits him in the teeth and sweet satisfaction courses through my veins when his whines fill the air as blood and broken teeth fall from his mouth. I grab another one, hitting him against his chest. His other shoulder. His kneecap. My breathing picks up with the throw of each rock until Blancher is slumped over his own legs. 
 
    Suddenly I’m aware of Reva and concern hits me. She most definitely just saw another side of me, one I can’t take back. I haven’t really thought this through but when I notice her relaxed posture, I realize yet again how strong she is. The gun she was holding is beside her on the couch but still within reach to snatch it up if something goes wrong.  
 
    Reva’s eyes slowly connect with mine. “What? You’re out of stones? Do you want me to collect them so we can start over?” 
 
    I have to refrain myself not to snort. “Vicious one, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Says the man who tries to stone an asshole to death,” she says matter-of-factly and her attention goes to something over my shoulder.  
 
    She reaches for the gun but stops. The footsteps I hear behind me must be from someone she recognizes because she gives a tiny smile and nod in greeting. Turning slowly, I come face to face with my Prez. 
 
    “Havin’ all the fun up here while we work hard downstairs to survive while eliminating criminal activities, eh?” Deeds grumbles as he plunks down on the couch across from Reva. 
 
    His hand is bleeding and it looks like a bullet wound. He holds it up in front of his face as if to check if he can see through it. Nutcase. 
 
    “My Old Lady is going to be fucking piiiiiii-hissed,” Deeds growls. “I got a fucking knife straight through my hand a few months ago. It finally fucking heals, and now this. I’m getting too old for this shit. You should hear Depay whine. Something about his bee tattoo, or butterfly, moth, whatever the fuck he has inked is now ruined by a bullet hole. The fucker is covered in ink, it’s not like anyone would notice one tiny bee. And Lochlan took one in the shoulder. Pretty sure I can already hear him complaining for weeks until he can ride his damn bike again. Shit. My damn hand, I can’t ride myself. Not to mention Roan is going to nag how Broke almost got his balls shot off. She shouldn’t complain. We all thought those tiny golf balls weren’t functioning anyway and he still managed to make her squeeze out their kid. Like I said…I’m getting too old for this shit, we all are. Why the hell don’t our kids grow faster so they can take over, huh? I need some old man time sitting on a fucking porch while drinking whiskey as my woman serves me a piece of meat from the barbeque as she gives me a lap dance. Yeah. That’s what I want. But it won’t happen ‘cause she’ll be pissed because of my hand. And you know the real reason why? Not because I got hurt…but because my hand got hurt and she needs it for me to smack her fine ass as I fuck her from behind. Dammit, now I’m pissed myself because she’s right, it’ll be weeks before I can do that again and it’s one of my most treasured pastime activities, fuck.” 
 
    “Are you done sharing way too much information?” I sigh. “Trey is dead. He caught the bullet meant for me.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Deeds grumbles. “Saw him before I went up here.” 
 
    Something about the tone of his voice worries me, as if he knew Trey wouldn’t get out of this alive. “Mind sharing a little more with me? And I’m not talking about the other brothers or your Old Lady. I’m talking about Trey.” 
 
    A sigh rips from his mouth as his eyes find Reva. “You’re his Old Lady? Getting the patch inked as soon as we’re back at the clubhouse?” 
 
    Reva doesn’t even blink as her stare hits mine. “Yes.” One firm fucking word holding so much value it tightens my chest. 
 
    “Good, that means I have your loyalty not to repeat anything I say. And this fucker over there is half-dead so it’s only me, you, and North left, and my next words will never be filling the air again, understood?” 
 
    “Understood,” I vow to my Prez as Reva nods. 
 
    “As we all know Trey had a troubled past. He couldn’t cope with that shit but he kept breathing. His request for a transfer to us wasn’t because he wanted a change of scenery. The man wanted to die with dignity. He found out he only had a few more months to live. Fucking cancer eating him up from the inside out. He didn’t want anyone to know but his request to die in the line of fire was agreed upon by the higher ups. Trey requested to back you up and I guess he got his wish, huh? But you have to understand this wasn’t a suicide mission. I mean, the fucker wanted to die before his body gave up, but if he really wanted it, he wouldn’t have worn a fucking bulletproof vest, you know? But still…yeah.” Grief spreads over his face as we all take in his words. 
 
    “Fuck,” I croak, as respect and a different look on things concerning Trey slide through me. 
 
    “That’s so sad,” Reva whispers. “Yet, so honorable.” 
 
    Silence wraps around us until Blancher starts to groan in pain. 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” Reva snaps, palms her gun and shoots him in the head. 
 
    My gaze connects with Deeds. The corner of his mouth twitches as he shrugs.  
 
    “You guys up here?” Lochlan shouts as he comes into view, blood dripping from his shoulder. 
 
    Deeds stands and gives me a chin lift. “Yeah, we’re done here. Let’s round things up and head over to Zack. After I have my hand looked over, I need to check up on those fuckers who worked with this asshole.” 
 
    “Hey, isn’t that the dead brother?” Lochlan asks in surprise. 
 
    “Reva made sure he stays dead this time,” I tell them and rip off the fire-resistant gloves before holding out my hand to Reva. 
 
    She accepts my silent request by dashing up and lacing our fingers together. 
 
    “Go find Kray and Vienna and head back to the clubhouse you two,” Deeds says. “Get those patches inked. It’ll keep my wife busy and happy for a few hours. Don’t tell her I hurt my fucking hand again.” 
 
    Lochlan chuckles, “She’s gonna have your balls.” 
 
    “Don’t fucking remind me,” Deeds groans. “I bet she’d be okay with me getting shot in the balls instead of the hand.” 
 
    I give Reva’s hand a little squeeze. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    One last satisfying look in Blancher’s direction makes me aware everything is now behind us. No more hiding or keeping her safe from harm and looking over our shoulder at every turn. The death of Trey leaves a black veil and masks my burst of happiness. Though the explanation Deeds gave us indicates he wanted it this way. He was ready to face death at any time but wanted to give what he had to give to protect life in the line of fire. Yet, in the end…no one wants to die and we all hurt for the loss of someone who was ripped out of our lives too damn early. 
 
    It’s in this moment I treasure the woman following me down the steps even more. Life is filled with ups and downs where we can get hit by the unexpected at every damn turn. Whatever the future might throw in our path, I’m going to make sure I’ll have this woman by my side.  
 
    There’s always tomorrow isn’t a motto I’ll follow. The here and now, fast and hard as in all things…I won’t slow down in any of it. I fell fast for this woman and will love hard. It’s the exact way we will rip through life to enjoy it to the fullest; together. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    ***Reva*** 
 
      
 
    I soak in the warm family vibe flowing freely through the air as I watch the kids play while the parents and all other members enjoy themselves too. These late-night barbeques are a foundation for the heart of this MC. Easy and casual talk, the kids roam around freely while no outsiders are allowed. It’s reserved for members of this MC and their Old Ladies. 
 
    I never in a million years expected to be a part of this. I’ve always respected them from afar and had this thing in mind how they would be bounty hunters, taking on cases to fill their pockets and soothe their kinky need to blow off steam the legal way from time to time. Not that I had any judgement because they got the job done. 
 
    How wrong I was. These guys couldn’t care less about the money other than providing for their families. They care about the cause and to make this world a little less populated with assholes who ruin it for others. This is my home and job now too. 
 
    Well, I’m not allowed to do any field work anymore, not since the day North brought me home after we handled Blancher and all of us made sure to wipe out the black market he was running through his software company. We found evidence proving he was working with his half-brother all along to take Shade out. Beau even faked his own death to plan a second attempt to take over. Not that it matters anymore, it’s all been handled. 
 
    Areion Fury MC helped and I’ve met some of these guys and their Old Ladies over the past few months. Lips is Zack’s sister, and Zack is the Prez of Areion Fury MC. That alone built the solid connection they have between these two MC’s and the reason Deeds reached out for help when he needed more men at the last minute. 
 
    Where my twin and I have been just the two of us for the last five years since our parents died one year apart from each other, we now gained a huge family to share the ups and downs of our lives with. The solid friendship between the Old Ladies is something I’ve also never experienced. 
 
    Sounds like a dream come true, right? Yes, I have to admit, over the last few months I pinched myself a few times to verify this was the reality I was wrapped in. Going from kidnapped and dragged through hell, to getting rescued and swooped off my feet doesn’t happen very often. 
 
    And maybe that’s just it, the uniqueness of this whole situation. But if I let my gaze travel over these people, the women who adore their husbands while their husbands would gladly give up their last breath to make sure their women are safe and treasured lets me know there are more good people walking around this world. 
 
    Even when I’ve come from a dark place and had my fair share of running into the darkness some people harbor inside, it’s this right here where I find comfort. Knowing the world is a better place as long as Broken Deeds MC rides the road of the living. 
 
    “There you are,” North says against the skin of my neck as his arms drag me against his solid chest. 
 
    I hum in contentment while I keep my eyes on the kids, knowing they will grow up to follow in their parents’ footsteps. 
 
    “Are you ready to head out? Kray and Vienna are waiting outside. But we can crash here if you’d rather stay.”  
 
    I spin around in his arms and cup his face. “I’m ready to leave,” I tell him and place a lingering kiss on his lips. The grin I get in return makes my chest squeeze. 
 
    “Good, ‘cause I saved a piece of the cheesecake you made this morning and I want to eat it off your belly before I dip lower to eat your pussy for dessert.” 
 
    I shake my head at his crass words. “It hurts my brain to think how you can eat all the pie without gaining one freaking pound,” I mutter.  
 
    “It’s all the sex,” he shoots back. “You make me fuck you so hard the sweat pours out in streams; best cardio ever invented. Fat has no chance to settle on my body. It’s the whole perfect balance thing life has going on, giving me the perfect wife to feed and keep me in shape with all the things I love in life.” 
 
    “Real charmer with words,” I mutter once again but inside I’m smiling like crazy.  
 
    He’s right, we balance each other out and it’s as life really planned it all out to throw us together as twisted as it sounds. But it’s all in the past now, our eyes are set on the future and I’m already excited to add some of our own to the bunch of kids who roam around the clubhouse. 
 
    The future might not be set in stone but I most definitely have plans in mind I would like to see evolve to keep the balance in life going for many years to come. They all involve the man who’s leading me to his bike.  
 
    I love the long ride home. We’re the only ones living this far from the clubhouse. Most have a home on the compound or on the property behind it. Not us. And I happen to love the way Kray and North built our homes. Together but separate which creates closeness and yet provides the privacy we all need. 
 
    My sister and I have been keeping a secret from our men. We had to because we needed to make sure we knew all the details before we shocked them because it involves all our future. Though with the talks going through the clubhouse, we’re pretty sure there won’t be any objections. 
 
    The four of us stroll to the house and Kray and Vienna head right as we head left. Vienna gives me two thumbs up and I can’t help but laugh and mimic her actions. Both our men just shake their heads and guide us into the house. Once inside, North grabs my wrist and heads for the kitchen to grab the pie he had in mind and drags me to the bedroom. 
 
    “Get naked,” he growls and I’m still processing the way he dragged me to the bedroom as he rids himself of his clothes. 
 
    He repeats, “Get naked, Reva, I’m fucking hurny.” 
 
    I shake my head while I’m laughing inside. This is something he always triggers in me, it’s the way he is and I love how he makes me feel. Always safe, treasured, loved, and he makes me laugh. I’m very lucky to have this man in my life and be pregnant with his kids. Unless he teaches our kids to mix words together like he did just now…horny and hungry. Yes, raising kids with this man will be a huge challenge. 
 
    My clothes hit the floor and I don’t get a chance to stroll to the bed because North grabs me around the waist as he throws me on the bed. My breath catches and my hands go to my belly. Dammit, I have to tell him right now so he’s more careful with my body. 
 
    I gasp when he casually grabs a piece of pie with his hand and bats my fingers away from my belly as he drops the sweetness all over my stomach and mound. His eyes are already feasting on my body as the desire flows off him in waves. 
 
    I swallow hard at the emotion clogging my throat. I know this man loves me as I love him but he’s not expecting the news I have to share. I mean, we did talk about our future and how we would like to enrich our lives by expanding our family. Hell, with Deeds telling everyone to knock up their Old Ladies so their spawn can take over the club because he wants to retire, it shouldn’t come as such a surprise, but still. 
 
    “North,” I groan as he licks my pussy and travels up to cover his tongue with some cheesecake. He’s distracted from the licking of my skin but I can’t wait any longer and blurt, “We’re pregnant.” 
 
    Nothing. No reaction at all until suddenly his tongue stops moving and his head slowly rises. “What did you just say?” 
 
    “Pregnant,” I breathe. 
 
    His eyes slide to my stomach covered with pie. North’s eyes widen and his head turns toward where I was standing before he threw me on the bed until they find mine again. 
 
    “I fucking threw you,” he states horrified as he scrambles from the bed and starts to pace. “What did I fucking do?” 
 
    I dash up, the sticky pie falls from my body as I head for North to wrap my arms around him. “It’s okay.” 
 
    He stays frozen for a moment before he wraps his arms around me and buries his face into the crook of my neck. “You don’t know that.” 
 
    “They’re about two inches long, they’re fine,” I say in a soothing tone. 
 
    “They?” he squeaks as Kray’s loud voice booms through our house. 
 
    I nod and smile. “They. Vienna and I waited until we could do an ultrasound to make sure we knew since twins run in our family.” 
 
    “Twins,” North croaks with so much emotion running through his voice. 
 
    The door swings open and North snatches up his shirt before throwing it over my body to cover me, making sure to keep me in his arms while he lets me hide the front of his naked body. 
 
    Kray has his eyes covered with his hand but the rest of him is naked and on full display.  
 
    “What the fuck, Kray?” North growls. “Cover your damn junk instead of your fucking eyes.” 
 
    Vienna comes rushing in and is wearing Kray’s shirt as she steps in front of Kray’s body. 
 
    A giggle escapes me and I tell my sister, “Looks like it went as well as it did with me.” 
 
    Vienna throws her thumb in Kray’s direction as she says, “He threw me over his freaking shoulder before I had a chance to tell him.” 
 
    “I threw her on the damn bed before she told me,” North growls. 
 
    “Note to self, ladies,” Kray snaps. “Spill these fucking details way before we’re about to fuck you.” 
 
    “Dude,” North gasps. “It won’t happen again, we’re expecting twins.” 
 
    “Twins?” Kray’s head whips toward Vienna as she shrugs. His eyes find North’s again. “We’re bringing four kids to the table in one go. That fucking bonus is ours.” 
 
    “What bonus?” me and Vienna gasp at the same time. 
 
    Both men admire their bare feet as if it’s telling them the secret of a long and healthy life. 
 
    Kray clears his throat and spins around, dragging Vienna along with him out of the room. North strolls to the door and flips the lock after he closes it. He stalks back and grabs the hem of my shirt to slide it off over my head. 
 
    “Now, where were we?” North croaks as his eyes slide over my naked skin while my belly is still sticky from the cheesecake. 
 
    “With you explaining what freaking bonus Kray mentioned,” I snap. 
 
    North winces. “I hoped you’d let it slide. It’s nothing. But if I tell you…you have to promise not to say anything to the other Old Ladies.” 
 
    I don’t say anything and just glare at him. Like hell I will promise something before I know what exactly it all entails. 
 
    “Deeds might have put up a huge bonus for the brother who knocks up his wife within the next few months.” The pride grin North is wearing should be illegal in these circumstances but it’s also endearing to see how proud he is about the fact he knocked me up and managed to win a contest along with it. 
 
    “Yay you for having me and my womb to accommodate your sweet victory.” I shake my head disapprovingly but I’m having a hard time keeping my laughter in. 
 
    Deeds is desperate, he really wants a huge second generation of the club and most definitely one from the people he respects and are a part of this tight unity. I don’t blame the guy but the fact he connected a bonus to it? Yeah, I’m telling Lips for sure. But not tonight, though. Tonight, I have the pleasure of punishing North for getting us involved in this whole expanding Broken Deeds MC one baby at a time.  
 
    Well, four in this case. Yes, I’m sure Deeds will be thrilled and the bonus might just be big enough to cover two nurseries. Ah, yes, I’m already reaping the benefits. Like I said…not tonight…or I might just keep quiet and let Deeds pay up. Sounds like a plan. 
 
    I glance back at the bed, pie crumbled all over it. Yikes. North follows my line of sight and winces. “There goes my plan mixing both ten pluses together.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Be glad we’re only getting twins with your whole ten plus number obsession.” 
 
    North shoots me a horrorstricken face. “Woman, don’t even joke about that shit. We’re not having ten kids.” 
 
    Placing my palm against his chest, I raise on my tiptoes and connect my lips to his. North relaxes underneath my touch and drags me closer to his body. Our kiss ends and he buries his face against the crook of my neck. 
 
    “You make me so fucking happy,” he states in all fierceness. 
 
    I hug him tighter, my voice cracking with emotion as I tell him, “I love you so much, I can’t imagine my life without you.” 
 
    “I was born to love you,” he simply replies. “Just as our kids will be born from the love we hold for one another.” 
 
    The sweet scent of the pie enters my nose and a wave of nausea hits me. I can barely untangle myself from North as I rush to the bathroom to puke my guts out. Great. Just great. There goes my whole plan of getting some hot action tonight. 
 
    North squats down beside me and hands me a cold wet cloth as he gently rubs my spine. “So fucking tiny and already a cock block.” 
 
    I lean back and rub the cold cloth over my neck as I reluctantly reply, “Yeah.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get you into bed.” North scoops me off the floor and places me on my feet in front of the bed where he gathers the sheets and brings them to the bathroom before grabbing new ones that aren’t covered with pie. 
 
    I’m sure this man can handle any situation. Either retrieving a person who’s been kidnapped, find a killer, making sure to keep everyone safe, and take care of a pregnant woman. Oh, and don’t forget the care of my pet reptile and the many more skills North possesses. One, any, all…it doesn’t matter, this man is mine and I’m not letting go. The father of my unborn children, my Old Man; my future. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Five years later 
 
    ***North*** 
 
      
 
    “Are you nervous?” Kray smirks. “You look a little pinched.” 
 
    I shoot him a glare in the reflection of the mirror. “The only thing pinched is my cock in these fucked-up confined dress pants.” 
 
    Kray’s face grows serious. “Ain’t that the truth.” 
 
    “You think the women are ready, because I’m itching to get this shit over with,” I grumble. 
 
    “Don’t care if they’re ready, we’re heading over now. Besides, I will have Vienna’s lipstick smeared over my cock and her stunning dress on the floor of our hotel room within a few damn minutes anyway.” Kray stalks over to the door and I follow behind him. 
 
    When we enter the other hotel room, we find both women hugging each other, puffy eyes and shit.  
 
    “Dammit,” I mutter and try to soften my tone when I tell them, “They’re fine, I just checked with Lips.” 
 
    Yes, I’m the overly protective father who needs to call and send a text every hour and expect updates if they so much as let their fork fall off their plate. Lips helped us plan this little getaway and she and the other Old Ladies all will see to it that both our sets of twins are well taken care of while their parents are spending some quality time alone. Vienna and Reva glance our way, brightest as fuck smiles on their faces. 
 
    “Oh, we know, these are happy tears,” Reva croaks as she dashes up and strolls straight into my open arms. 
 
    “I can’t believe it’s been five years since we rushed here and were back the next day as if nothing happened. Gosh, the look on everyone’s faces once they knew what we did,” Vienna laughs as we all join in. 
 
    Yeah, rushing to Vegas, getting married at the same time and heading back the next day without telling everyone didn’t go over very well with neither the women as all of our brothers. We had to throw them two damn parties because they missed out. 
 
    We didn’t even have wedding pictures because none of us cared about anything else than doing this for ourselves. A ring on a woman’s finger means shit if you’re not committed with your heart and soul. A piece of paper and a signature won’t change shit either. 
 
    Though our friends assured us we needed to make memories for our kids’ sake. So, when we had our one-year anniversary we threw a big party and have been doing it for the past few years, but now? Exactly five years later? We’re renewing our vows and doing the whole thing all over again; our way. 
 
    Our Old Ladies look stunning in their wedding dresses and the way Reva throws heated glances my way is enough for me to know she likes seeing me in a damn suit. This time there’s one difference…we hired a photographer to make sure we have a load of pictures to show our grandkids one day. 
 
    Grandkids. Fuck. One day at a time, North. Our twin boys have gone from newborns to infants to toddlers in the blink of a fucking eye. I’m holding my heart for when they want to ride their first bike. Nothing about this is fucking baby steps but instead feels more like walking on hot coals. 
 
      Being responsible for tiny lives connected to us by blood is not something I’d ever thought I’d have and yet it’s the spark of life that warms my heart a little more each damn day. Along with the woman in my arms; my ten-fucking-plus.  
 
    I glance to my left and meet the eyes of my brother, even if not by blood we’ve become part of a family besides the connection we have through Broken Deeds or the best damn friend for life. Through our women we’re brother-in-laws, our kids share a blood connection and who fucking knew all those years ago when I strolled into a bar and handed him a beer, we’d end up here? 
 
    Damn grateful we were both fucked over by the same woman. Life can hit your gut with the weirdest of curveballs and yet in the end everything seems to fall into place as if it’s meant to be. 
 
    “Let’s get this over with so we can get naked,” Reva mutters. 
 
    A chuckle falls over my lips and when I glance at her face, I have to cup it with both hands and kiss her hard. Damn. I’m so fucking lucky to have this woman in my life. The mother of my children, and the keeper of my heart to lead my soul forward one day to the next.  
 
    “Yeah, let’s get those pictures over with,” I tell her and am about to turn to guide her out of the house but her shriek of horror hurts my damn ears. 
 
    “Pictures,” Vienna echos as they both dash off into the bathroom. 
 
    “Fuck,” Kray grumbles. “Here’s to another few dragging minutes in this monkey suit. 
 
    “Deep breaths, my man, deep breaths. Hours of pleasure are waiting after torture, remember?”  
 
    The smile on his face is back in place after my words. “Fuck, yes.” 
 
    The mere reminder of our wedding night is enough for me to focus. She was wearing the sexiest white lace thong I’ve ever seen and till this day I regret shredding the flimsy material because it was the one and only time she was able to wear it. Reva strolls back into the room and my cock twitches, anxious to get inside her. 
 
    She’s back in my arms and with my lips next to her good ear, I tell her, “Did you manage to buy the same thong or something similar? I promise not to rip it to shreds this time.” 
 
    Reva’s head rears back and there’s mischief written all over her face when she tells me, “I invested my money in something more solid this time.” 
 
    Confusion hits me and the little minx relishes in it. She inches closer and her tongue traces my earlobe before her teeth sink in to nibble, making my cock hard as fuck. 
 
    Her hot breath burns through my whole body when she says, “The only thing I’m wearing underneath this wedding dress is a crystal anal plug.” 
 
    Motherfucker. 
 
    “We’re ditching the wedding,” I growl and get ready to drag her into the bedroom. I have no damn patience left, I need to replace that damn plug with my cock, right fucking now. Shit. Who knew I’d ever be jealous of a damn crystal plug? 
 
    “Oh, fucking, no, you don’t,” Kray snaps. “We’re doing this. Think changing diapers and your sons pissing everywhere when you change that shit to talk your cock down. If I need to go through this, so do you. Come on, right now or none of us will get these fucking pictures done to save for posterity.” 
 
    “Dammit,” I growl. 
 
    My gaze hits the ceiling to think of anything except for that shiny crystal plug preparing her tight ring. Just waiting for me to replace it with my cock while I slowly pump my fingers in and out of her tight cunt as I feel myself claim her body. Fucking hell this shit ain’t helping. 
 
    I lean in next to Reva and tell her, “If I have a boner displayed in those pictures it’s all on you, understood?” 
 
    She smirks and cups me through my pants, giving my junk a tight squeeze. “Let’s memorialize this so I always know that after all these years we’re still burning hot for each other since the first day we met.” 
 
    I crash my mouth against hers in a punishing kiss that’s cut way too short when someone hits my shoulder over and over. 
 
    “You’re ruining her damn lipstick and now we have to wait longer for everything to be done and over with. Do I need to remind you about the fact you two aren’t the only ones who want to jump in the bed and get naked as soon as these formalities are over?” Vienna growls. 
 
    My gaze never leaves Reva as I let my thumb slide underneath her bottom lip to wipe away some of her smeared lipstick. No matter how many years we’ve been together, I’m still captivated by this woman in so many ways. 
 
    All of us rush out the door and I think it’s a new world record for the time we spent taking our vows and getting enough pictures done so we can head back to our rooms. Even in the damn elevator going up to our room I can’t keep my hands off her. It takes everything in me not to take her right here and my cock is finally escaping the confinements of my pants when the hotel room door slams shut. 
 
    A loud giggle erupts from the room right next to ours; Kray and Vienna’s room. I filter it all out because the way Reva slowly turns and throws a heated glance over her shoulder is shooting pure lust through my veins. 
 
    Slowly I stroll completely naked toward my wife and let my fingers slide over the fabric of her dress before I clasp the zipper and slowly let it drag down. Reva’s eyes stay connected with mine as she lets the dress fall to the floor. 
 
    She deliberately bends over and shows me the shiny plug twinkling right at me, taunting me in many ways and it’s the best damn sight my wife can give me besides the rock in her damn wedding ring. My hands slide over her ass cheeks softly massaging them as she groans under my touch.  
 
    “Hands on the mattress,” I tell her in a rough voice. 
 
    She obliges and I kick her legs further apart to give me enough room to work with. I sink down to the floor and when I tip my head up I’m staring at the perfect pussy. Pink, glistening, and craving my attention. 
 
    “Clive,” Reva whimpers, and I relish in the fact of hearing my name falling from her lips. 
 
    No one calls me that anymore. Ever since I met Kray in that bar we both stuck with the nicknames from that day forward. It’s now reserved for my Old Lady, my wife, the mother of my children. Only she has the ability to undo me by calling me by my given name. 
 
    For me it shows the value of something is what you attach to it yourself. The weight of the world or not worth a second glance. There’s no judgement or opinion from others to change your mind about the things that are worth everything to you and only you. 
 
    My tongue slides through her folds. Her desire hits my taste buds and I can barely hold back to prevent coming right here and now. Fuck. My hand smacks her ass hard. Payback for the way she squirms against my face in an effort to get herself off. 
 
    A rush of arousal slips out as a loud moan fills the room. I let one finger slide deep inside her hot, tight pussy and she clamps down as if her life depends on it. Sliding in and out I can feel the plug from the inside filling up her ass. 
 
    I’m done. If I don’t get inside her soon my cum will hit the soft white carpet I’m sitting on. I move my hand to the plug and tap it a few times to send vibrations through it. The sexy gasps coming from her mouth makes satisfaction pulse through me. She’s just as on edge as I am. I guide the plug in and out before removing it completely. 
 
    I grab her hips and tell her, “Get on your knees to sit on my lap while my cock slides inside your ass.” 
 
    “If you keep talking like that I’m going to come,” Reva groans. “And I need to come so bad it hurts.” 
 
    A dark chuckle leaves my lips as I harden my tone to match my cock, “You’re not allowed to come, Reva. Not until my cock is sated from fucking your ass. Then I will throw you on the bed and as I watch my cum slide out of your ass I will grant you your orgasm by fucking your pussy with my fingers. Understood?” 
 
    A string of curses leaves her sweet mouth as she sinks down on top of me. Her legs next to mine as I’m kneeling on the floor. Her back against my chest as I palm myself so she can slowly wrap her tight ass around my awaiting cock. 
 
    I’m fully in when I wrap my arm around her waist while my other hand slides between her legs to find her soaking pussy. There’s no way to describe the sweet possession of sliding my fingers inside her to feel myself pumping in and out of her tight ass. 
 
    Heat. Fucking heat we’re surrounded with. Sweat pouring off our bodies from the intensity of our connection as she bounces above me. I start to feel her grip my fingers with her pussy. She’s so damn close and so wet the sounds are adding to the lust that’s about to explode. 
 
    “I’m coming,” I growl in her ear. “Don’t you fucking follow me, you need your own special moment.” 
 
    She fucking whimpers and it’s my undoing. Hot jets burst out and fill my woman up. Pulse after endless pulse as I keep finger-fucking her. My cock softens and that’s the moment I jump into action, taking her with me as I throw her on the bed.  
 
    I lift one leg and bury my fingers inside her cunt as my mouth covers her clit. I tease her with my teeth while sucking hard. Quickly lifting my head I tell her, “Now, Reva, come for me.” She clenches on and off around my fingers, giving me the orgasm I demanded. 
 
    Screams of pleasure rip from her and I watch with hooded eyes to see her fall apart in the most special of ways. Her pussy ripples as my cum spills from her ass. This sight. The way I claimed her body and own every damn piece of it makes me roar with satisfaction. 
 
    My life is more than complete with her in it and every day she grants me to live along side of her. Who fucking knew I’d reached a moment in life to feel this content with the restless urge to make our lives more complete by demanding more pleasure for the both of us? 
 
    With the sight before me I know I will never settle for less than the ten-fucking-plus life I’m leading and it’s all because of her; Reva. When you’re one person you embrace solitary and grow accustomed to it. One will only truly believe in the undeniable truth that finding the right person will make even the darkest of times shine bright as fuck with the love you have for one another.  
 
    The completion of life and love, the unity within. A solid promise where things will always get better because you’re facing them together instead of alone. I’ve been graced with having friendships with the kind of loyalty Broken Deeds MC stands for. Even before with Kray but with my wife, my Old Lady…I wasn’t truly alive until she completed me. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 ***Twenty-two years later*** 
 
      
 
    The flames swing left and right inside the fire pit, making our faces flicker with orange light. The wind is cold as fuck and not in the least bit good for my old damn bones. The backdoor of the clubhouse swings open and one of the youngster’s late-night entertainment strolls out. 
 
    Dyed hair with extensions down to her ass crack along with a red miniskirt barely covering her ass. None of us give her the time of day except for Deeds. His voice bellows through the night as he says, “Get the fuck inside, none of us old fucks are interested in stray pussy.” 
 
    “Aw, don’t be like that,” the chick purrs. “There’s still enough fire in you guys, besides...those youngsters are babies who are just playing with their dicks, I want myself a real man.” 
 
    I don’t have it in me to waste my damn breath at this deaf airhead. Lucky Broke elbows his brother and mutters, “Either the Prez handles this or I’m calling my son to deal with this shit.” 
 
    Deeds curses and grabs his phone out of his pocket with his good hand. Ever since his hand was stabbed with a knife and then shot straight through again months later, he never regained full ability. 
 
    “Archer, there’s a cunt here trying to beg a cock to fill her hole, deal with it or Broke will dig a hole, I’ll kill her, Depay will throw her in while Lochlan lights a match as Kray and North will sing a tune to the flames that dance the night away,” Deeds chuckles and tucks his phone away. “He didn’t even listen to half of my shit, he’s comin’ through the door in three, two...” 
 
    The door bursts open and smacks against the wall and speeds back to hit Archer but his arm stretches out to hold the door in place with a quick reflex. 
 
    “You,” he growls at the cunt. “That’s the second time you disrespected the rules. Seems to me like you had one second chance too many. Get the fuck out and never show your ass here again or I’ll let these old guys bury you alive in a place where you’ll never be found.” 
 
    The chick swallows hard and rushes inside. 
 
    “That was a good threat,” Broke states, his voice filled with pride. 
 
    Deeds shrugs. “Mine was better.” 
 
    “Yours was too fucking long,” Archer mutters. 
 
    Deeds grins. “He’s talking about my cock.” 
 
    “Fuck no, Old Man, I was referring to your balls. Those fuckers are dragging behind you making track marks instead of you leaving behind footprints.” 
 
    Lochlan snickers, “No need to remind you he gets his quick mouth from his mother, huh?” 
 
    Deeds only grumbles in reply before he connects his gaze with Archer. “Your Ma ready yet?” 
 
    My ears perk up at his question. 
 
    Archer turns my way, a grin tugging his lips. “Your boys both fainted before the needle even touched their skin.” 
 
    I slowly take a sip from the bottle of water and put the cap back on. “Bullshit,” I tell him. 
 
    His grin turns into a full blown, all white teeth smile. “Yeah. Those fuckers are tough. Looks awesome, though. Ma’s still got it even though she doesn’t want to ink, she’s damn good at it.” 
 
    “And sexy.” Deeds grins. “She’s damn sexy when she’s tattooing. But she won’t let me watch.” 
 
    “’Cause you’re a fuckin’ perv,” Kray chimes in as everyone else snickers and agrees. 
 
    Both my sons were patched in today. A great fucking day if you ask me and with the both of them getting inked it’s come full circle where every single one of us has our own blood running through Broken Deeds MC. The second generation is in full force leaving us old dudes to sit back and relax. 
 
    For damn sure all of us are holding our hearts, knowing the load of trouble and risk will be thrown in their laps. But there’s also a settling serenity and pride washing over me. We raised them well and they will continue in our footsteps. 
 
    The Old Ladies stroll out of the clubhouse one by one. Lips leading the way and heading straight for Deeds. She slumps down in his lap and cuddles close. Reva does the same to me as the other women follow their lead. 
 
    “All right, old folks, I’m out of here. I have a clubhouse to run and a woman to entertain,” Archer says and stalks back into the clubhouse. 
 
    All of us ignore him completely until he’s gone. Lips’ worried voice slices through the air when she says, “You know he’s risking a war if this comes out, right?” 
 
    “Dams and Zack will be fine with it,” Deeds murmurs in an effort to soothe his Old Lady’s worries. 
 
    Lips snorts. “So, you’d be okay if someone from, let’s say Neon Marksman MC, deflowers Esmee?” 
 
    “One of them touch her, they all fucking die,” Deeds growls in full fury. 
 
    “Point made,” Lips groans. “Can you take me home? I’m tired after all these hours of inking skin.” 
 
    Deeds stands and takes his wife with him in his arms but has to let her slide to her feet due to the loss of strength in his hand. Lips lovingly laces their fingers together and drags him along with her. Murmurs of goodnight following behind them. 
 
    “You guys crashing here tonight? Or are we going home?” Kray asks beside me while the others slowly rise and take their woman home. 
 
    My eyes meet Reva’s and we both state, “Home.” 
 
    The one night a week we spend here to meet up with all the others is time enough to talk over the glory days but taking a step back and enjoying life is as good as it gets knowing our children hold the future. The future we also spend our lives building for us and for them. The time has come to retire and relish in the sweet peace of moments treasured. 
 
    The good old days rehash in our brain while our old bodies enjoy the day as one after another is a gift I can spend in the presence of my woman, our children, and true friends. A rich life has nothing to do with money and everything to do with the loyalty, trust, and friendship you can build walls of foundation with to make something strong enough to last a lifetime. 
 
    The door of the clubhouse opens and two people stroll out to slide into the darkness the shadows gives them. A smile tugs my lips as I hear Lips’ words repeat in my head; he’s risking a war if this comes out. 
 
    Ah, to be young and reckless again. I press Reva’s body tighter against mine as we both watch Archer pressing the girl against the wall of the clubhouse as they become wrapped in passion. 
 
    “They don’t need a fucking fire pit, those two flame up all by themselves,” Vienna sighs dreamily.  
 
    “The sneaking around will be a high price he’ll have to pay for soon enough,” Broke mutters as he and Roan leave to head home. 
 
    Lochlan punches Depay. “We don’t mind dragging our old bones into a fight, right?” 
 
    “Don’t you dare answer him,” Diamond scolds as she glares at her Old Man before dragging him away. 
 
    Lochlan chuckles, bends down and throws his Old Lady over his shoulder. Zena’s giggles flow through the air as the rest of us get up to head home. We decide to stroll around the clubhouse instead of going through because the music blaring is the indication of a party in full swing. 
 
    And yeah, we really are too old for this shit but those youngsters inside haven’t found all the great treasures in life yet. How could they? When I was their age, I thought I knew everything there was to know and fuck, now? Now I knew shit back then and even at this age I learn something new every other week. 
 
    But I do know that the greatest treasure in life is falling for the right woman and earning her love in return. I glance down in the green eyes of the most gorgeous woman walking this Earth; My Old Lady.  
 
    Scars be damned, traces of years gone by on her skin be damned. She’s still as beautiful and filled with all the love she has to give solely for me. It’s the kind of heat that never dies, the source of life that will pull you through all the dark days. 
 
    I glance one final time in Archer and Bee’s direction. Bee, well, her name is Beatrice, but seeing her parents are Nerd and Dams from Areion Fury MC, and with Dams calling his Old Lady Bug…they call their kid Bee. And with her being Areion Fury MC…needless to say why Lips mentioned the threat of war, right? 
 
    Though their concerns are to be held in the balance of life. Because isn’t that what living is all about? Well, I like to think so because I damn well understand their risk. Because true love is something you risk anything for, even your last damn breath. 
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    “Chopper” Broken Deeds MC book 4.5 
 
    “Lochlan” Broken Deeds MC book five 
 
    Leaving The Past Behind Broken Deeds MC #5.5 
 
    Kray Broken Deeds MC #6 
 
    North Broken Deeds MC #7 
 
      
 
    Click here to check out all my other MC, Mafia, Paranormal MC,  
 
    and Contemporary Romance series! 
 
      
 
    Signup for Esther’s newsletter: 
 
    esthereschmidt.nl/newsletter 
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