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There’s a FREE prequel of Kray and North called: Leaving The Past Behind. This prequel gives you the background story how Kray and North met and started their friendship. It’s your choice to read this prequel or just dive into this book without reading about their past.

CLICK HERE to read it for free, but please consider the warning and blurb first:

Everyone has a past and yet Kray and North shared more than just a past. One meaningless encounter can set a path for the future.

Are you ready for a hot trip down memory lane? Buckle-up for a front row seat how Kray and North met twelve years ago and get ready for book six and seven of Broken Deeds MC where they will be leaving the past behind.

Warning: Steamy, Ménage. Kray and North aren’t virgins and have a scorching past before they eventually get their HEA.

The complete Broken Deeds MC series can be read together or separately. Each book in the Broken Deeds MC series is a complete standalone story featuring a new couple. Except for Kray and North. They are like a unit, where there’s one, there’s the other. As are their stories; you read one, you’ll need the other. For a greater reading experience, recommended reading order:

“Deeds” Broken Deeds MC book one

“Broke” Broken Deeds MC book two

“Depay” Broken Deeds MC book three

“Unforgiving” Broken Deeds MC book four

“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
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Chapter One
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***Kray***

Music’s blasting, people are shouting and drinking while I’m wondering what the fuck I’m doing here. Right. A job. Me and North are waiting for some dude to come and fill us in about a case so we can decide if we’re going to take it or not. 

The only information we received when they placed a request to meet were a handful of details. Something about locating a person who’s fallen off grid, taken off grid, whatever. Well, to be more specific, a secret agent is missing and the government thinks a kidnapping or foul play is involved. We’re supposed to meet our contact here in this middle of nowhere bar located in some hillbilly town. 

Yeah, it’s the main reason why me and North are here; on a job. Though the whole setting of this bar while North strolls up to me—holding beer and handing me one—makes my mind wander back to the time North and I met. 

Fucking crazy and yet the perfect timing the way it all fell together that night about twelve years ago. Me backing him up, him backing me up...all while the both of us faced our ex. Which happened to be the same damn woman. Imagine our surprise when we realized we shared the same damn ex and how she fooled not one, but the both of us.

I had a relationship with that woman for almost three weeks before I found out she was cheating on me. I dumped her that night and it was the reason I went to the bar for some booze and to wallow in self-pity. Turns out North dumped her before she put her hooks into me. Bottom line? We both dodged a bullet twelve damn years ago. 

Fuck. How time flies and if it wasn’t for our ex, the two of us would have never met. Since that day not much has changed between North and I. After we ran into our ex twelve years ago in that bar, we met a random chick who took the both of us back to her house. It was the first time North and I shared a woman. Good times. 

Though, I don’t remember the nameless chick because the most memorable part of that night was after we left her apartment. North and I spent hours talking over coffee and pie before the both of us reported for duty early morning where we were placed in the same unit. The unit where we met Deeds, who is now our Prez. Both me and North are members of Broken Deeds MC.

Broken Deeds MC takes on cases the government can’t—or won’t—handle. Most times we take on a case ourselves and let justice prevail a whole different way, and occasionally...like now...the government contacts us and requests a meeting.

Some chick leaning against the bar tries hard to flirt with North. The corner of my mouth twitches. Wrong guy to make a play for, chick. North doesn’t like the straightforward ones. Now if she would hit on me first...she might stand a chance.

We have a system ‘cause let’s be honest, you can’t throw two guys at a chick, add a splash of lube and have some fun. It takes a little more effort to set things up the right way. Hell, maybe we’ve become too picky, who knows.

Years came and went, as did the nameless women we shared. Though one thing stayed the same; coffee and pie afterwards. Exactly what we did the first night we met after we hightailed out of the chick’s apartment since she was a clingy, sneaky bitch. 

That night I set a rule in place; no kissing. North followed me on this one so the both of us don’t use our mouths. Kissing is personal, at least for me it is, and what we’re doing when we fuck is far from personal; it’s all about getting off and demanding all the pleasure we can take in that single moment.

The chick tried two times to put her mouth against mine when I was very direct about no kissing. It’s about respecting boundaries; not heeding them is disrespectful and gets you nothing ‘cause we turn our backs as easily as sliding our cocks into the next cunt or ass who does honor the boundaries we have in place.

Hence the reason we grade to somewhat reconcile and set more rules in place for the next time. We don’t do the whole discuss details and shit. Nope, we just eat pie at a different place each time after we tag team a chick and give the pie a grade and the chick along with it. Don’t judge, the whole world thrives on systems, and this is our thing. 

Maybe it’s because in the back of our minds we still need something to compare. To aim higher next time, since the both of us were conned by the same ex. Me and North swore we wouldn’t allow shit like that to happen to either of us again. It’s like sampling the goods together before we can settle on the one and only who goes against the grain.

Do we see our future sharing one woman? No one knows what the future might entail, though we’ve talked about it countless times. But with the grading system in place...there hasn’t been a woman who scored higher than a seven plus. Sad, but fuckin’ true. 

And to be honest? The adventures me and North have been on all these damn years? I guess we’re both man enough to admit when the right woman comes along—our lucky number ten plus—sharing won’t be involved. Blame it on our own brand of possessive, asshole ways, but I guess we don’t have to find out any time soon.

Because, after all these years we never ran into a ten plus or any chick coming near it. So, neither of us believe our lucky number is out there. Let alone two of them. Besides...the both of us came to realize we might fall for the same woman at first sight, but it’s what on the inside that makes all the difference.

North has a very strong personality and rebukes the same quality in a woman. Where I however tend to enjoy a sharp mouth and a head on collision. I’m not one to fall for a shy and timid flower; that’s North. See what I’m getting at? It’s also the reason North and I work well together, we’re the same and yet different. The kind of counterparts who run like a well-oiled machine.

One look and the both of us know exactly what to do or how to handle shit. We teamed up twelve years ago, fought for our country, became brothers, and never spent a day apart since we met. One day might come when we’re old and gray, hitting on the same nurse in the nursing home until one of us releases our last breath.

Fuck...the way we’ve been living? We might expel the same last breath together. The mere thought makes the corner of my lips twitch as I glance to my left to see my brother, North, stare in front of him, the beer in his hand is long forgotten as his mouth drops open. 

I’m being ripped from the trip down memory lane inside my head as I let my gaze travel North’s line of sight until my eyes meet... “Ten plus,” I croak.

“Ten. Fucking. Plus. Just by looks only,” North croaks right along with me.

Godfuckin’ dammit, this shit can’t be happening. Someone must be yanking our chain ‘cause as I was just sayin’ to myself...in all those years we never got higher than a fuckin’ seven plus.

I groan as realization sets in. “You know we’re screwed, and not in a good way, if this lady turns out to be our contact person, right?”

“Aw, fuck. Now you damned well jinxed it, asshole,” North sighs and rubs a hand over his face. “I guess you’re right ‘cause she’s heading straight for us. Dammit, Kray, a ten fuckin’ plus, but we can’t touch government goods.”

“No, we can’t,” I growl through clenched teeth, annoyed to deep down in the darkest pits of my soul by this little fact.

Rich, chocolate brown hair standing on end as if she put her fingers into a socket and faced damn electricity and lived to tell about it. The way her fierce green eyes are sliding over me heats my blood near boiling point. A surge of jealousy hits when her gaze slides to North before they land back on me.

“I’m your contact, let’s go,” she snaps and is about to spin on her heels.

I would grab her by the elbow but with her whole vibe radiating ‘don’t fuck with me’, I decide my words will have to do. “We’re not going anywhere with you.” The snap in my voice is just as harsh as hers was and I lazily take a sip of my beer when her gaze finds mine again.

They bounce to North but I’m sure the fucker is smirking and by the way she narrows her eyes at him and slides back to mine, I know for damn sure he is. I’m the one who addressed her and this means North will let me handle the first part of our communication.

She steps closer to me and pokes a finger against the patch on my leather cut. “A request for a meeting was made. This tells me you’re the one I’m looking for. Follow me out of this damn crowded bar so we can discuss the case.” Her pixie head tips slightly to the side. “Unless I’m supposed to meet another Broken Deeds MC member but seeing you two are the only ones here...I’m guessing you’re either stalling, sexist, or a lazy bastard who doesn’t care two shits about a job he needs to do.”

I have her by the throat with my next breath and my third breath is kinda hard to do with her grabbing my balls in a tight grip. 

I’ve been through much worse and though it takes everything in me to keep upright and voice shit normally as I hiss, “You shouldn’t guess or run your mouth for that matter.”

“Now, now, kids...play nice and let’s get out of here ‘cause the two of you are drawing enough attention we don’t need,” North chuckles. 


Fucker. I should tell her to grab him by the balls ‘cause, damn this woman’s grip is making my cock rock-fucking-hard. Twisted, I know. And the way her eyes go wide as her hand slightly shifts...yeah, she feels me growing hard in her damn grip alright. She instantly lets go and steps back, causing my hand to drop as well.

“Vienna,” a harsh voice from behind her snaps. “You’re not supposed to be here.”

Her eyes are still holding mine when she easily replies, “I sure as fuck am, because I’m not letting anyone else jeopardize her safety, Wyman. I need to be involved.”

“What you need is to sit this one out, agent,” Wyman tells her in a condescending tone, instantly putting me on edge.

North smacks a flat hand against my chest to hold me in place. The fucker knows me well ‘cause I for sure as shit was ready to rip him a new asshole. Even with this woman’s potty mouth, this asshole should show her some respect. Well, in front of me he needs to, since I obviously don’t know her or the situation at hand. Fuck. Good thing North always has my back considering the rage pumping through my veins.

“All right, folks, out,” North states and pushes away from the bar.

I instantly follow him out and mentally smack myself on the head for letting a woman put me on edge. Even if she’s a fuckin’ ten plus, we’re on a job and I’d never fail Broken Deeds MC. 

We didn’t accept the job yet, though. Deeds sent us to be debriefed. Normally we aren’t picky but we don’t work for, or listen to anybody. We are our own boss but we do get the job done and the government knows it ‘cause we’re kinda like their dirty little secret. Hence the reason we are above the law and can use any means necessary to let justice prevail. 

Also, the reason why I don’t glance over my shoulder to see if they follow us out. Hard thing to do ‘cause the woman occupies my damn thoughts. I straddle my bike and place my forearms on the gas tank, letting my eyes trail the crowded parking lot.

The two agents are arguing in front of the bar, too far away for us to hear what the fuss is about but with the shit the guy mentioned inside, it’s not so hard to guess. She’s not supposed to be on the case and yet she’s here acting like the contact person. It’s intriguing to say the least.

“Wonder why she was pulled off the case or if she was even assigned to it. Shame she has quite the mouth on her, for me it brings her down to an eight plus. Though, it could change if we tested the merchandise,” North chuckles and I damn well know it’s the same shit we’ve thrown back and forth for the last twelve years but now it hits a nerve.

“Then I guess you don’t have to bother to test the merch. The both of us are very aware you don’t like the ones with a feisty mouth. Besides, she’s linked to a possible case. We don’t dip our cocks into club business,” I snap.

North’s head rears slightly back as the annoying man assesses me. “Okay, problem solved then, huh?”

“Yep,” I snap. 

Annoying to see the guy shoving Vienna against her shoulder but the next instant both me and North bark out a laugh when she grabs his wrist, turns his arm so the fucker is now kneeling before her as she growls something at him.

Vienna stalks toward us but the guy recovers fast and catches up to her as she reaches us. He’s about to grab her shoulder but Vienna spins around, ready to lash out again. I jump off my bike and manage to snatch her up and lock her in my arms with her back plastered tight against my front. 

North is in front of us the next instant, growling at the guy, “You’d better start explaining real damn fucking fast, asshole.”

“Lockbaksy shouldn’t be here. We’re not discussing this case as long as she’s present,” Mr. Asshole easily supplies with a tone as if he holds all the authority and the fucker has any say in this shit.

Like in the bar how I spoke first and handled it, North is now the one stepping up, which entails me and the little firecracker in my arms to remain silent. The way she’s huffing and struggling lets me know she’s close to interfering. I can’t have her interrupting North. My brother might dislike a mouth on a chick, but what he absolutely hates is to be interrupted by one while he’s handling something.

I lean in close right next to her ear and make sure my words are only to be heard by her alone. “Calm down and let my brother handle this or you’ll lose your chance to be heard.” 

She instantly goes slack. Unlike my cock I might add.

“You will tell us why you brought us here this damn instant, whether she’s present or not, or we will walk away. Understood?” North snaps.

The guy is silent for a few breaths before he fires out his words. “One of our agents, Reva Lockbaksy, was on a job when she didn’t return to her office after a coffee break. It’s been ten days and we haven’t been able to discover where she is or who has her.”

“Because there’s a rat in the damn agency,” Vienna huffs underneath her breath, allowing only me to catch her words.

Not to mention it didn’t escape me how the guy mentioned Lockbaksy. And the way this woman in my arms is going against the grain can only mean one thing. “Your sister?” I ask on a whisper.

“Yeah.” The one word leaves her lips as if it carries the weight of a thousand worlds along with it.

I let my arms fall away and say, “We’re taking the case, but Vienna’s going to be our contact or we’re not taking it at all. Understood?”

I can tell by the slight shift in North’s shoulder he’s surprised by my statement. But as I’ve mentioned before; we always have each other’s back, no matter what. The agent before him however starts to sputter. 

North raises his hand, palm up. “You heard my brother, we’re done here. Anything we need to know can be asked through this Lockbaksy standing behind me. It’s the reason she’s not allowed to be on the case, right? Same name, your reaction...they’re related. In my opinion people have a strong drive to be motivated in getting a job done. However, it does cloud the vision a bit, but we’re here to make sure all eyes are wide fuckin’ open and on the task at hand.”

Vienna visibly sighs in relief and right after throws her shoulders back and crosses her arms in front of her chest; back to being self-assured. Fuck. My cock twitches again and it’s going to be one hell of a job keeping the fucker in check. We need to solve this case damn fast if I want to have a shot with her ‘cause as mentioned; no fucking around when it comes to club business.

“My boss won’t be happy,” the agent grumbles.

North snickers, “My Prez won’t be happy if Kray here decides to follow this Lockbaksy around with his cock. But seeing she already had a good grip on it a moment ago in the bar...I’m willing to take a risk. ‘Cause playing it safe is when you stay inside the limits of your comfort zone. One always needs to breach a fucking comfort zone, pencil pecker. Oh, and one more thing before you go...don’t put your hands on a woman again. This one behind me might be man enough to put you in your place but if I ever hear or see you doin’ that shit again...I promise you...I’ll break both your fucking hands before you can so much as blink.”

North doesn’t wait for the pencil pecker to reply but throws over his shoulder, “We’re leaving.”

I glance down at Vienna. “How did you get here? Car? Taxi?”

“Bike,” she easily replies with a smirk and jogs off to a damn fine-looking custom bobber.

I can’t fucking believe my cock just got harder. Impossible with all the blood already huddled in my groin. The fact the rest of my body is still functioning has me baffled. I watch her ass straddle the bike while I get on mine and ride up to her. North rides past me and I follow behind. Glancing back, I see Vienna trailing along behind us.

North speeds up and after a few switches in direction, I know where he’s going and it makes my damn blood boil. I can’t do shit about it now but when we arrive, I’m going to let him know it’s not gonna happen.
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Chapter Two
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***Vienna***

Stay professional. These two words have been on repeat in my brain ever since I discovered Reva was missing. But come on, they took my sister. And I’m ninety-nine point ninety-nine percent sure we have a rat in our team who is throwing roadblock after roadblock in front of us when it comes to the case we were working on.

Not to mention my sister was taken during a coffee break. She didn’t have regular times for a freaking coffee break, dammit. And now she’s turned into a case and I’m not allowed to be involved because she’s my sister.

Well, I’m not ashamed to say I’ve been eavesdropping and keeping an eye on my sister’s case...while building my own case since my team sucks ass and it seems as if they don’t want her to be found because they are running around in circles. I do have to add I was excited to hear the chief’s instructions to hand over my sister’s case to Broken Deeds MC.

They are practically a legend. Something no one in our department, or hell even within the government, will ever admit to. While at the same time they are thankful these guys have almost a hundred percent closing rate when it comes to taking on unsolved cases. 

My sister knew about them, one might say she was obsessed by the legend wrapped around these guys and enthralled by their ability to solve each case they get their hands on. Hence my excitement because now I finally have a solid spark of hope my sister will be found. I just pray it will be in time to save her.

I follow the two bikers and the one taking the lead guides us to a hotel. I’m guessing we’re renting a room to discuss the case but the two guys stop next to each other. The one who grabbed me in time before I could lash out at Wyman is now getting in the face of the other biker. There’s a lot of smacking pecs and growling back and forth until they drive off again. One of them signals over his shoulder for me to follow.

Duh, as if I would disappear. These guys might be my only shot at getting my sister back in one piece. And what’s with the whole arguing back and forth? When I stepped inside the bar, they gave me the impression they work really well together, out in the parking lot too. But they seem to flip around just as easily and bump heads. Weird.

I take a deep breath and try to calm my nerves while keeping my eyes on the road. I like riding my bike; the wind, the freedom it gives me to clear my head...everything. But I was kinda hoping to do other things tonight—like talk about getting my sister back—instead of riding for over a freaking hour now.

We’re miles away from the nearest town and on my left the forest is closing in. To my surprise they take a left onto a side road and I curiously follow them until we’re at a gate. All three of us wait till the gate slides open and I follow the two guys again to a magnificent house. No. Make it two identical houses mirrored apart from each other with an enclosed space in between them. 

I park my bike near theirs but they seem oblivious to my presence. The both of them are back in each other’s face. I have no damn clue what their issue is but I, for one, have more important things to do than listen to them argue. I decide to give the one who grabbed onto me in the parking lot my back as I jump in and face the other guy. 

“Stop it,” I snap.

I feel an arm wrap around my waist and yet again I’m being pulled against this guy’s chest. And seriously...does this guy have an everlasting hard-on? What’s up with that? Feels good, though. Shit. Focus.

“She’s in between already, asshole,” the one in front of me growls. “If you can’t see it then you’re deliberately denying what’s right in fucking front of you.”

I am shifted to his side as the guy holding me growls back in a very low and deadly tone, “Careful, North. Be very fuckin’ careful with what you say next.”

“Or what? She might hear and get her fuckin’ panties in a bunch? She might be your ten fuckin’ plus but she ain’t mine,” the guy I now know is North snaps. A sinister smile tugs his lips as he glances at me and adds, “You think I care about your fuckin’ attitude and foul mouth? I only care if it’s still there when a cock is going up your ass and another in your cunt. But even then, it’s quickly solved by sliding out and pumping a cock down your throat.” His attention goes back to Kray as he rumbles, “Like I said...she’ll never be my ten fuckin’ plus.” 

North spins around and stalks to the house on the left and disappears. While I try like hell to keep one very angry biker from going after him. Did North really say all these things? Did they argue about me the whole time? 

Kray is still seething and with all of this going around in my head he leaves me no other choice but to knee him in the balls and when it impacts...I know I’ve made my mistake because the look in his eyes goes feral.

I dash back and hold my hands palms up. “I didn’t actually have another option, okay? I don’t like you two fighting and I could hardly let you go after him. You guys didn’t bring me here to drink some tea and have a brawl on the damn side, asshole. I need help and...” The words North said come back to mind and I let anger overtake me again. But instead of trying to kick him in the balls again, I growl, “What the actual kinky shit did you guys have in mind, bringing me here?” 

I rear my head back and swallow hard. Are they for real? The whole chain of events replays inside my head. Especially the way these two guys flawlessly interact. Swooping in twice to save me while caging me in between them. Oh, great Vienna. What the fuck did you get yourself into now? 

North wasn’t kidding about my attitude and foul mouth. It has gotten me in trouble more times than I can recall. But this? Taking two guys at the same time? Nope, no damn way. Not even if they would stick a gun to my head; it’s never going to happen. Shit. Just fucking great. My last shot at saving my sister has blown into smithereens.

“You two can go fuck each other. I don’t need this,” I mutter, all the fight suddenly drained out of me. I stalk to my bike and grab my helmet. 

The guy jogs toward me and rips the helmet from my hands and throws it on the ground. “You’re not going anywhere. We took the fucking case and you need to get your ass inside the house so we can be debriefed.”

“Oh, and would that be before I get a cock in my ass and another in my cunt, or after?” I snarl. “Or maybe North would like to shove his down my throat seeing he’s repulsed by my attitude and foul mouth. Well, I have news for the both of you. This girl right here isn’t itching to bang the two of you in one go. And the asshole who just left can go fuck his hand for all I care because his dick isn’t coming anywhere near me.”

The corner of his mouth twitches before a deep sigh rips from his throat. I swear he mutters something that sounds like “Motherfuckin’ mouth on her,” before he points to the house on the right and says, “No cock will come near you in my house, you have my word.”

I narrow my eyes at the man. “You sure? Because all the time I’ve bumped into yours it’s been obvious it’s ready for action at every turn.” 

My eyes travel down to the dick in question. Needless to say, it’s straining against his jeans. Huge. Hard. A monstrosity. And now my mind is wondering how it’s ever going to fit if these two guys take a girl at the same time. Yep, that’s it, I’m losing my mind.

“Do I need to take it out so you can get a better look?” the man damn well chuckles.

I shoot a glare in his direction. “No thanks, pretty sure I’m well acquainted with all the bumping into, rubbing onto, and grabbing hold. More than I can say about the man attached to it since he didn’t even bother to tell me his damn name. Rude by the way. Both the lacking introduction as for the whole cock discussion you and your fuck-buddy had. Not to mention you rubbing Mr. Hard against me at every turn.”

“Kray,” the man only states in return.

“Kray?” I ask, confused. 

“Uh, huh. Kray.” Shit. That man is way too sexy when he smirks.

And then it hits me and every vibe I had thinking he was sexy falls away. Astounded I squeak, “As in kray, kray? You’re calling me crazy?”

“Fuckin’ hell, I’m Kray. As in kray, kray. Yeah, me, not you. It’s my fuckin’ name,” he sighs and rubs a hand over his face. “Damn hothead, and the mouth on you, holy hell.”

“Well, clearly it’s my damn character and just so you know...it won’t go away. Not ever. Not even when there’s a cock going up my ass, down my throat, or two at the same time. And no, I’m not mentioning the whole double tag thing as an open invitation, because it’s never going to happen. One on one is all I need. And don’t start with the whole ‘It’s every woman’s fantasy’ shit either. It might be for some, but not me.”

Kray’s shoulder’s sag. “To be honest, it was what the fight was about between me and North. We always share when a woman spikes our attention, and we always go to a damn hotel. I flipped when North guided us to a hotel, though North wasn’t thinking about testing the merchandise together. He was thinking of an easy place nearby to talk things over, but it was me who jumped to the wrong conclusion, okay? Also, the reason why he blew up ‘cause in a total of twelve fucking years we’ve never had a fight...not like this...not about a damn woman. And most certainly not about not wanting to share. So, nothing’s gonna happen, okay? I just need you inside the house so we can talk about the case. We said yes which means we can’t fuck ‘cause there’s a rule set in place by our club. I give you my word; no cock will come near you in my house.”

Talk about throwing out honesty and way too much information. It does make me wonder, though. “Seriously? Twelve years you two have known each other and not took a girl one on one? Always together? No secret behind the other’s back, not one quickie on the side?”

Kray sighs again, closes his eyes, and rubs his fingers over them before they land on me. “I’ve already said too damn much. Come on inside. I need a cold beer, probably something stronger. Besides, you’re not here to talk about me or North, you’re here for your sister.”

He doesn’t wait but turns and stalks off to the house. I jump into action and trail behind him, soaking up every detail of the lovely house I step foot inside.

I can tell this man made most of the furniture himself. Or not. I have no clue, but he seems like the kind of guy who would spend his free time working with his hands. The chairs along the bar are basically made from branches. The simplicity is obvious but the roughness and warmth radiating from it is amazing. So are the kitchen cabinets. 

It’s one wide open space with a stairway leading up to a second floor where I imagine his bedroom and bathroom are located. This space, though? With a large, comfortable, brown leather couch taking up most of the space right in front of a TV, is made for lazy Sundays. 

Crawl into the comfort of the couch with a nice book and a glass of wine. A little background noise while every now and then your eyes will slide to the window where you can enjoy the amazing view of the forest we passed through. I wonder if there would be deer grazing in their lawn at the crack of dawn.

I hear glasses clink and swing my head in the direction it’s coming from. Kray holds up a bottle of scotch. I give him a nod without thinking things through because I need a drink, or two, but I have to keep in mind I have a long ride home ahead of me when we’re done talking things through.

I wrap my fingers around the glass and throw it back in one go. Damn. I love the burn sliding down my throat. Before I can say something...my glass is filled back up. Oh, well...this whole debriefing my sister’s case will take up a few hours and my head will be clear by then. But I can’t have any more after these two.

Great. I’ve thrown back four glasses of each two fingers worth of scotch. I’m all warm and calm but there hasn’t been one word exchanged between the two of us. I’ve kicked my boots off, curled my legs underneath my ass, and swirl the scotch around my glass to watch it circle in its confinement. Weirdly enough, it’s the first time in ten days I’ve felt some of my anxiety slide to the background.

“Somebody die?” North’s voice scares the bejesus outta me. 

Kray snickers, “Didn’t you hear him comin’? He was loud enough.”

“Was not,” North mutters and plunks down next to Kray, holding up his glass and silently requesting a refill.

“I guess the scotch had me mesmerized. I also have to say it’s the first time I somewhat let my guard down. The last ten days have been hell,” I croak, suddenly turning emotional. 

Great. Just what I need. To break down in front of these two complete strangers.

“Mind sharing details about the case we took? I know we’ll get the files tomorrow morning, but seeing it’s your sister, we’d rather hear it from you first,” North says.

“He’s right, a file is a file...details. While you will add personal shit and it’s the tiny personal details making all the difference. It’s the same as going over an eyewitness report or doing a second interview. You hear shit they didn’t think of, hear the emotion, or put it in a different perspective and so on,” Kray adds while North nods in agreement.

I watch these two for a moment. Relaxed. Together. As if nothing happened. I could never do that. If I’m angry at a person it could last a few days. Hell, sometimes shit only gets shoved to the background and I’d hold a grudge for months, sometimes years.

“Weren’t you two fighting a moment ago?” Yeah, me and my big mouth. 

I shouldn’t have mentioned it because they could start back up again while we should indeed be talking about my sister. But it’s hard not to mention it because, like I said, I always hold onto my anger. Shit...no wonder North doesn’t like my nonstop mouth action.

I cringe at my own train of thought and North catches the move. The corner of his mouth twitches as if he knows exactly what I was thinking.

“We were, now we’re not. We never hold a grudge. We say what’s on our mind, take a breath.” North holds up his glass. “Or have a drink or two, and move on. Life’s too fuckin’ short to dwell on point of views, misunderstandings, or harsh reality people have to deal with themselves instead of blaming someone else. Besides...it’s always women who need to bullet point arguments to hash out every damn detail. Us men don’t need that shit. And one should never hold on to anger inside you, the only one getting buried underneath it would be yourself. Like I said; get it all out. Move on, is the way to go.”

“You do realize you’re pointing out the whole reason why a lot of marriages end up in a divorce, right? ‘Cause the whole ‘throw out your issues, have a drink and we’re back to happy go lucky’ is insane. It’s not talking stuff through and it most definitely doesn’t solve anything,” I squeak in pure astonishment.

“I got it all off my chest.” North shrugs. “I feel better now.”

“True,” Kray adds. “Same here.”

I blink very, very, slowly and wonder how in the ever-loving-hell I got here. 



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Three
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***Kray***

I can tell by the look on her face Vienna is doubting our sanity. I don’t expect her to understand our dynamics. I’ve never cared if anyone else did but I do feel the need to explain a little because I don’t like the unease in my gut.

“We like to keep things simple. If something is bothering either one of us, we throw it out. Not hold anything in but go head-to-head. We’ve done so from the start and never had any serious issues or repressed anger over old shit. It works. Well, for us it works.” 

She keeps staring while her chest rises and falls as she processes everything. She downs another shot of scotch and shrugs. “Okay, then. Who am I to question dude on dude stuff? It seems to work since y’all have been together for over twelve years, right?”


“We’re not a fuckin’ married couple,” North grumbles, grabs the bottle of scotch, and fills our glasses for another round.

“Then what are you?” Her eyes bounce between the both of us as she waits for one of us to answer.

We don’t have to think twice and answer in sync, “Brothers.”

Her delicate finger points at our cuts. “The biker kind, yes. Not by blood, right? ‘Cause you two are way freaking different and Kray mentioned the two of you have known each other for twelve years.” 

“Noticed that, did you?” North chuckles.

“Not very hard with the whole twelve years together and stuff.” She shoots him an easy smile.

North’s eyes saunter over her and it makes unease settle in my gut. I clear my throat and decide to expand some more. “We share the same cheating ex and it’s the reason we met all those years ago. I went to a bar after I dumped her. North here came up and offered me a beer in exchange to look like we were having a good time since he noticed his ex, heading straight for us. That’s when we realized we shared the same ex.”

For the first time I hesitate about finishing the story. In no way am I ashamed but...shit. I seem to like this woman for more than some one-time fun. And this could potentially ruin my shot at making her mine.

“Don’t stop now, Kray. You’re gettin’ to the good part,” North chuckles and takes over. “So, our ex strolls up right when a little chick pinballs between us. You know how crowded a bar is, a few drinks, all fun and easy. Well, the chick was up for some fun and with her standing in between us the hunger was set for sandwich time. We put our ex in place...well, the little chick in between us did with the whole ‘I’m getting some action from these two guys at the same time tonight’...the whole ‘you snooze, you lose’ shit. And our friendship was born. After, we hightailed out of the chick’s apartment too since she turned out to be a clingy bitch. But damn, what a night.”

Her glass is empty again and she fills it right back up, points it at North and asks, “How does the whole two cocks work? Don’t you go all my cock touched his and now I’m freaking out or do you two play together too? Like, go all hot kisses, take turns stroking, fondling, while the chick watches or...oh,” Vienna breathes and her eyes slide into the distance. “What if one of you is underneath and the chick is...you know, the whole sixty-nine thing and you have her pussy in your face while the other pounds into it...you’d have his balls knocking on your forehead, right?”

North’s head tips back and laughter rips out while I’m afraid to take a gulp of fuckin’ air into my lungs. Dammit. If this talk continues along with the flow of scotch, we’ll end up showing her exactly how it works.

“Aren’t you a curious one?” North finally says all husky.


A growl rumbles low in my chest. “No,” I snap.

“No?” North drags the word out and locks eyes with me to see if I’m sure.

It hasn’t happened a lot in the twelve years we’ve been doing it but it has happened. Mainly coming from North since he really dislikes chicks with an attitude, but this here is a whole different reason why I’m cock blocking the both of us. I give him a slight shake of my head, letting him know how shit’s going to be and he gives me a tight nod in return.

“We don’t kiss and tell, darlin’,” North now easily supplies. “In fact, we don’t kiss at all. On any of the lips for that matter. Sorry to burst your whole bubble of balls slapping foreheads.”

“Aw, shoot,” she sighs and places her empty glass on the table. “I can’t have any more of that stuff. I still need to get home later.”

“You’re staying here ‘cause for damn sure you’re not getting on your bike after all those damn drinks,” I growl.

“I thought you just made it clear...” North starts, but I cut him right off.

Anger surges up and freely courses through my veins, making me thunder, “In the fucking guestroom, asshole. My damn guestroom. Not yours. Am I crystal fuckin’ clear now?” 

“I’m just messing with you, brother.” The corner of his mouth twitches. Fucker. “You can’t blame me with this being the first chick in between us a whole different way and all. You should see your face...it’s as if my balls did slap your forehead just now.”

Vienna’s laughter flows through the air and that shit is doing some seriously funny things to my body. Until she goes very quiet and says, “The easy banter between you two...I seriously miss my sister. I’m so scared I won’t get to see her alive again.”

I don’t think twice and get up, sit next to her, and drag her into my arms. She doesn’t even fight me but cuddles against my chest. North mimics my actions and sits on the other side of her. 

His voice is soothing when he asks, “What does she do for a living? What’s her specialty? She’s an agent, right?”

“She normally stays in the background,” Vienna starts. “Computers. She loves those things more than humans. But she’s not...it’s not like she dislikes people or shies away from them, it’s more like she’s so consumed when those fingers fly over the keys she neglects everyone around her. Even if she has more online friends than real-life ones...everyone on the team likes her.”

I feel her body tense in my arms. I connect my gaze with North and with one damn look he’s just as alert as me. While I’m the one comforting her, he’s the one who can push; who needs to give her the little shove she needs to get the truth out.

“Everyone? Are you sure?” North asks and throws an arm over the back of the couch, allowing him to lean in closer to the both of us.

Vienna surges up—a little too fast—and is not expecting North to sit close enough so their noses are almost touching. “Crap. Who knew you were the sneaky one,” she mutters, but doesn’t move back.

Their faces are mere inches apart and I hold my damn breath ‘cause it would be damn easy for either of them to lean in and fuckin’ kiss. We don’t kiss. Not fucking ever. I shouldn’t worry North would do it but the unease is filling my veins again.

“You’re cute when the scotch takes the edge off. Still not a ten plus for me, though,” North chuckles and leans back to create distance between them. “But we were talking about your sister, was there one or more who had you doubting?”

“Yes.” She cuddles back against me and continues. “The case our team was working on has to do with one of the major players in an online black-market. We need to close in and get the major player and those working with him out of the running. Reva was so close to finding a backdoor, so to say. She worked all night and when I came in early one morning, she inhaled the coffee I brought her and told me she caught a break and called in a meeting to discuss her findings. She said it called for donuts and went out to get them. I wanted to go with her but Wyman stopped me and demanded I looked at something. A bullshit thing he could have handled himself.” I can feel her breathing go choppy for a moment before she continues. “After forty-five minutes worry started to settle in, and I knew in my gut something wasn’t right. I called her phone but she didn’t answer. And it’s not like Reva not to answer her phone. Seriously, she’d rather drop the donuts than not answer the damn thing. Especially if it’s me calling. They told me it must be busy at the donut shop or how she was holding the box of donuts while walking back, but after an hour I went to check myself but I couldn’t find her anywhere. Then finally they jumped in and started retracing her steps and when I got to her desk...her computer was shut down. It wouldn’t restart. We called in the tech guys but they couldn’t get it back up and running either. Ten freaking days and we’re still exactly where we started. She’s completely wiped away...like her freaking computer.”

Her face is now buried against my cut and by the way her body is shaking I know she’s letting go of her emotions. I reach out and drag her legs up so she’s now sitting on my lap. I connect my gaze with North and I damn well know he wants to comfort her in some way but everything in me resents his offer.

I’m sure he can read the emotion clearly on my face ‘cause he stands and takes out his phone. “I don’t care what time it is. I’m calling Deeds to let him know we’re taking the case. Get things rolling. Chopper will be able to gain some access and do some digging. I’ll make some calls myself to see if we can get all the files about the case she was working on. Hell, I might even demand they bring her fucking computer, maybe Chopper, Nash, or I can make the thing sing again.”

“Thanks,” I tell him and lift my chin. 

And I am more damn thankful than the single word can express. By the way he gives me a smile and a slight bob of his head, he knows it too. Norths points in the direction of his house and slips away.

We’ve only recently moved in here after we had it built to our specifications per our own preferences. Both houses are the mirrored versions of one another and yet the interior is completely different and reflects our own personal taste in style. The enclosed space in between is a shared living room along with an extra open kitchen.

The both of us enjoy each other’s company but also need our own place. This was the perfect solution. Still, we’ve never brought a woman here. If we were in the mood, we’d rent a room or sometimes tag along to the chick’s house, but never here.

Hence the reason why we got into an argument...twice. But holding her in my lap makes me realize it was more than worth it. And like North said, we got it all off our chest and then it’s done; we don’t hold grudges.

Dammit. The way her body shifts and goes slightly rigid? Yeah, she’s regretting letting go of her emotions—or realizes she’s on my lap—hell...both, whatever. But I’m not going to let her fake appearances or crawl back into herself.

“North is getting the club updated on the situation. You and I will join them in the morning but tonight we’re going to talk some more and have a few hours of sleep. I have a guestroom upstairs with a lock on the fuckin’ door if you need it. But it’s too late to have any second thoughts about the way you feel right now or the things you said or us taking this case. It’s a done deal; you will accept our help and in return you’ll be kept in the loop. Understood?”

“I need another drink,” Vienna grumbles.

“Not a chance, Vienna,” I tell her and with a finger underneath her chin I tip her head back to show her I mean it. “You’ve endured ten intense days followed by an eventful night. You’ve pumped enough alcohol inside your body to crash for a few hours. In the morning we’re going to need you with a clear head.”

She snorts very unladylike. “If I had an eventful night, I would be naked and well sated.”

One Mississippi, two Mississippi, three Mississippi. Nope. That shit doesn’t calm me the fuck down.

“Yeah, see? Now I’m getting the whole no more alcohol thing,” she mutters and sags against me. “Maybe it’s better this way. Though I am damn good at the whole sex thing, I have some serious qualities and flexibility. You’re missing out. And no way am I a girl for two guys. Besides...North doesn’t like me anyway. And he’s too...I don’t know but there’s something about him that weirds me out. Not in a wrong way...just not sexual. Now you on the other hand...”

“Oh, do tell,” I urge, highly entertained by her tipsy or slightly drunk ramblings.

“No, no.” Her head shakes overdramatically. “I changed my mind. You’re mean, ‘cause you told me no more booze. Therefore...you’re not getting any.” There are some mumbled words after and it takes a few breaths for my mind to process them.

I highly doubt you’ll be able to fit that dick inside me anyway. That’s what she fucking said.

“Naughty little pixie,” I grumble and tighten my grip to take her with me as I stand and stalk to the stairs. “I’m only giving you one fair warning. Speak those fucking words on a dare again and I’ll gladly prove you wrong.”


There’s a glint in her eyes and her lips part. I damn well know she’s going to repeat her mumbled sentence and I can’t bury my cock inside her. Not with the case we took. Not for the first time in over twelve damn years will I take a woman by myself without talking things through with North. Seems like it’s all about crossing boundaries tonight because I surprise the hell out of myself when I lean forward and catch her lips with mine.

Blame it on the fact I had no other choice or me holding her close so my hands were occupied; I don’t fucking care. But for the first time in years I’m tasting a woman and it’s as if the essence of pleasure is tainting my body. Dammit. If she was a ten plus with just her looks, she now has bonus points for lighting my body on fucking fire with the mere touch of her lips and a few swirls of her tongue.

Reluctantly I pull away and grip her tight to dash up the stairs. I need to get her into the guest bedroom and fast. The only time the room is used is when we might have a few brothers over for a barbeque or a sports match. But tonight—another first—it’s going to be occupied by a woman.

It’s located right across from my bedroom. In the guestroom there are two single beds against a wall I’ve covered with dark gray wood. I’ve made it a theme-room, forest like with fur rugs on the floor. Damn comfortable when you’re walking around barefoot. 

I place her on the bed and stalk toward the window to close the curtains. They’re a thick velvet fabric, same color as the wooden wall to keep the light out since this window catches the sunset perfectly. I hear some stumbling and when I turn, I’m just in time to see a bare ass sway into the bathroom. 

“Motherfucker,” I growl underneath my breath and glance at the clothing Vienna draped all over the floor.

I hear the water running and so is my mind. What the hell am I going to do? Leave? Head into my own bedroom and lock her in here? Head downstairs and finish the whole fucking bottle of scotch? My head is still reeling when the water is shut off. I keep staring at the door, my cock is trying to point into the direction it wants to—needs to—go.

And my options are all in the wind as my breath is knocked right out of me when she strolls back into the bedroom without one damn care in the world. Perfect tits that would overflow my hands. Nipples all perky and pink. Cunt half bare, with a landing strip for rough ride instructions. As if my cock would have fuckin’ trouble sliding home.

But I’m mostly intrigued by her ink. On one leg there’s a thick, yet delicate garter belt of flowers and all black lines with some shading. The other side has the same theme of flowers and lines but it travels from her hip all the way up to her side and wraps around her arm in a half sleeve.

My head gets dizzy from the way this woman affects me. Her beauty, her attitude, her mouth, her body. Fuck. If there are any more qualities added to the long fucking list my head is throwing at me, I might need to grab her by her spiky hair and get the both of us on the next plane to Vegas.

And suddenly my chest gets hit by a jolt of frozen water. What the hell is happening? This isn’t me. This can’t be me. It would not only impact my whole way of life but it would crush North and rip my brother away from me. ‘Cause this woman will be in between us a whole different way.

Not one taking our cocks, but pushing in between to form a solid barrier. All because she should be mine. Completely, and solely mine, and mine alone. And I’m not alone. I haven’t been for over twelve fucking years.

I can’t.

I won’t.

My chest tightens to the point where my lungs burn with every inhale. I spin on my heels and fight my body whose instinct is to get into the bed with this woman and make her mine in every way...but one door after another falls shut behind me as I retreat inside my own bedroom and lock myself in.

Anger overtakes me and I punch the wall to blow off some steam. Once, twice, a few more times until blood is staining the walls and my knuckles, taking away some of the pressure caged inside my chest. But it all too soon starts to flare back up again.

I glance at the bottle of scotch on the minibar I have in the corner of my bedroom. Stalking to it, I don’t even bother with a glass but gulp down some and head for the bathroom. Taking turns with sips and ripping off my clothing, I turn on the water and let steam fill the room as well as the alcohol filling my veins.

Fuck. Out of all the things I want to do tonight...this surely wasn’t one of them.
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Chapter Four
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***Vienna***

I could say “That was weird.” But to be honest? This whole night has been one huge disorienting flow of events. I wasn’t even supposed to be at the bar and was lucky enough to overhear Wyman and the chief talk about the meeting concerning Broken Deeds MC. 

A meeting I initiated when I mentioned Broken Deeds to the chief in an effort to get my sister back. I had to take a chance to get to the meeting point first to become their contact person. I don’t trust Wyman and I had to try and get in on their investigation.

At this point I don’t even care about my job or if I’ll get fired because of my actions. I have to do something to get my sister back. No. Not something; I’m going to give everything I have left in me to give. But then I became absolutely sidetracked by that damn biker and my traitorous body.

I glance down at my naked self and to the door Kray slammed shut behind him. Sounds of someone pounding the wall burst through the air and my hand automatically covers my mouth. What the hell is he doing?

I have no clue what I should do. Dammit, the one night I decide to drink, it had to be tonight. I close my eyes in an effort to focus but my head starts to spin. Oh, yikes. Good thing Kray cut me off when he did or I’d be puking on the floor by now.

Must be the dragging ten days where I hardly managed to get any sleep or food and have been working nonstop in an effort to get my sister back. Well, I’ve done great till now, right? Dammit. My throat clogs up and tears start to stain my cheeks. I’m such a mess and no help to Reva whatsoever. Great, the booze is making me all emotional along with it.

I decide to crawl underneath the covers and try to get some sleep. I need a clear head to get my bearings and start fresh in the morning. Kray told me how North was already setting things in motion for Broken Deeds MC to jump into my sister’s missing case.

I can take this night to get my bearings and recharge. I need a few hours of sleep and drift off knowing a whole club is going to be there for Reva when I wake up. They have an outstanding reputation when it comes to solving cases and getting justice.

The bed is soft and very comfortable and yet sleep doesn’t come. I see minute after minute slip away on the clock and when it’s two hours later I’m still wide awake. There haven’t been any sounds coming from the room across from me for the last half hour. Last thing I heard was glass shattering and I tried to get inside his room but he’s locked the door.

I should check to make sure he isn’t bleeding to death right? I’d probably be too late to save him anyway with me waiting this long. Ugh. See? Why am I even in this bed while all I can do is think? Angry at myself, at the guy across the hall, and at the whole damn world, I throw the sheets off me and rumble through my jeans pocket to get my keys.

Found it. I have this little lock pick set attached to my keys. You never know when it can come in handy. Like now. I tiptoe across the hall and take my time picking the lock. Doesn’t take too much effort to open the door and when I do, my heart instantly squeezes for the man before me.

He’s sitting in the middle of the bed and the light in the bathroom across from it is on and clearly he threw the bottle in there where it exploded into little pieces. There’s glass everywhere. Note to self; do not head into the bathroom barefoot. 

His body is slightly shifted to the left and it looks like he drank himself to sleep. His clothes are scattered around the floor. Without thinking things through I close the door behind me, pick up his shirt, throw it over my head, and slide underneath the covers next to him. There are some words falling over his lips but it’s all gibberish. 

His thick muscled arms reach out and pull me against him as he buries his face into my short hair. He inhales deep and releases his breath and with it all his worries, or so it appears because his whole body goes slack. I have to admit it has the same effect on me. 

My eyes are suddenly heavy from the warmth of his body against mine along with his spicy, herbal scent. His strong, comforting arms allow me to drift off to a peaceful sleep for the first time in days.

Soft strokes on my temple rouse me from my sleep. I reach out for the warmth I was cuddled against but I come up empty. My eyes flutter open and I glance around to find Kray glancing down at me. He’s fully dressed but his eyes are bloodshot, probably from drinking all the liquor last night.

I never have a hangover, headache or anything. Except for being thirsty, it’s the only aftereffect I get from drinking. I rub my eyes and slide my fingers through my hair. One thing I don’t have to worry about too much with a short haircut is a bad hair day. It’s always a wild mess and I like having it spiky and standing on end.

“What time is it?” I mutter and squeeze my eyes open and shut a few times to fight the burn from the lack of sleep.

“Seven thirty. We have a long ride to the clubhouse ahead of us and if you need coffee or some breakfast,” Kray groans and rubs the scruff on his jaw. “Not to mention it would be best to get out of my bed before North sees you in it.”

Heat fills my cheeks as realization settles in. I swallow hard and swing my legs out of his bed. I rush past him but not fast enough because he grabs my upper arm.

“Hold on a minute,” he growls.

I rip my arm away. “I don’t think so. Look, I’m sorry I ended up in there okay?” I point at the bed and let my finger slide into the direction of the ramification on the wall and to the bathroom. “But I only wanted to check to see if you were okay with the whole banging and smashing. I couldn’t sleep and thought it was best to keep an eye on you. I could only do so if we were in the same room. Nothing happened and nothing will. Last night was screwed up with too much scotch and bad decisions. Don’t worry, my lips are sealed. I’m here for your help to get my sister back safe and sound. Believe me when I say I won’t mess things up again.”

His eyes are flaming and I can tell he wants to say something but no words are being said. I’ve embarrassed myself enough within this man’s presence. I stalk over to the room where my clothes are and head into the bathroom to splash some water on my face. I decide to take a quick shower because I can’t seem to get out of the fog my head is wrapped in.

After rubbing my hair dry with a fluffy towel, I grab my jeans, making the purple lace thong fall out. Great. No clean underwear. This day just keeps getting better and better. I snatch up the lace and throw it in the trash; I might as well go commando. 

Fully dressed I make my way downstairs and find both Kray and North in the kitchen. They’re leaning in close and murmuring. Not trying to be rude, I clear my throat to let them know I’m about to approach.

“Good morning. Hey, mind giving me the address to the clubhouse so I can meet you guys later? I want to swing by my apartment for a quick change of clothes.” I give a polite smile and make sure to keep my eyes on North, wanting him to answer.

It’s best to keep my distance from Kray because my body betrays me the second it has any interaction with this man. Even now when I’m trying to ignore him, I can feel his stare sliding over my skin.

“Kray,” North says, a hint of laughter in his voice. “What did you do?”

Aggravation slams through me. Mainly I blame myself for being in this whole situation and I might have screwed up last night but I’m dead set on making today my bitch and getting more results that I wasn’t able to get in the last ten days.

“He slammed his fist against the bedroom wall a few times and threw a bottle of scotch into his bathroom. Look, I don’t know you two and don’t intend to get all personal and friendly. The only thing I need is cooperation long enough for me to get my sister back.” I grab one of my cards from my jeans pocket and place it on the counter next to North. “Text me with the address.”

As I stroll to the door, I can hear North chuckle and say something along the lines of, “Yeah, man. First time flying solo...you, my man, screwed up. I shouldn’t have left...”

I don’t care what other words are being said. Clearly these two guys do everything together and sure don’t need me to throw out words, smile, and be all dandy. Everything in my life is messed up as it is and adding two men into it who share women, won’t ever be happening. Wait, two men? Yeah, I won’t even be adding one guy to my life, let alone two. 

I grab my helmet and when I’m about to put it on, I can hear the crunching underneath boots. Great. I bet Kray thinks he needs to say something before I leave so things won’t be awkward between us when we meet later at the clubhouse.

“Save your words, Kray. I don’t need to hear them. Like I said; all I need is cooperation long enough for me to get my sister back,” I sigh and turn to face him. Shit. It’s not him...it’s North.

“I don’t think you’d be up for sharing...” The asshole’s got the biggest of grins on his face when he adds the rest of his sentence, “...what happened between you two last night when I left the two of you alone, right?” 

I know it’s an inside joke to him but his whole demeanor completely rubs me the wrong way. I decide not to lash out like I normally would. If I’ve learned anything from last night, it’s the fact this guy doesn’t like my attitude at all. 

“Text me the address, North,” I tell him in a detached voice and straddle my bike.

North touches my forearm and asks, “You really like him, huh?” 

Ugh, what are we, in high school? “Listen, I get the whole living together and sharing one woman between the two of you ever since you became friends, brothers, whatever. I don’t judge, and I for damn sure won’t ever get in the middle. Not for sex and not to butt into whatever the two of you have.” A sigh rips from me. “This might sound freaky but it might make you become aware how I respect you guys. My sister and I were never apart more than a day or two, okay? We would freak out if we weren’t together. Hell, we shared a womb together. Not to mention the both of us never had a serious relationship because neither of us wanted to move out.”

North takes a step back and his eyes widen. “Twins?” he croaks.

A smile is now tugging my lips when I think about Reva. Though we might look like a carbon copy of each other, we’re nothing alike. I’m straightforward while she’s timid. Hell, my hair is short and spiky while hers almost reaches her ass. North is still staring at me and suddenly a thought creeps through my head, making the smile fall right off my face. I’m off my bike and in his face with my next breath.

“No. Not just no, but hell the fuck, no. You get that thought right out of your fucked-up head, you hear me?” I poke him in the chest and growl, “Never going to happen.”

The feral smile is back on his face and I’m about to punch it right off when I’m being swooped away and pulled against a hard chest. Fuck. It’s Kray. Why in the hell does he keep dragging me away when I’m about to punch someone who really needs a fist to the jaw?


“What the hell is going on here?” Kray’s voice rumbles over my head.

I point in North’s direction and growl, “That fucker thinks he can nail my sister. Not going to happen, pal. I’ll slice your fucking throat before your dick can so much as twitch in her direction. You hear me? I’ll end you.”

“What the hell?” Kray mutters. “North. Might wanna enlighten me?”

“Twins, brother. They are fuckin’ twins. I figured with the visual of a ten plus I might like the other one...you know how she explained about the computer shit and so on.” North grins. “Vienna here made the link before the thought even entered my head, so don’t blame me for thinking the obvious. These two were made for us, brother. Fuckin’ twins.”

“No,” I growl and try to wrestle myself out of his grip. “You shut your damn mouth right now and get my sister out of your head.”

“All right, you two, cut it the fuck out. Let’s focus on getting Reva back first before we get into this whole discussion. She might even kick you in the balls or poke your eyes out, brother. Might not even be a ten plus when you see her, even if she shares Vienna’s looks, being twins and all. You know how chemistry works and how you have your long list of demands about character and shit. Remember the twins part and the feisty bundle of woman I’m holding who wants to rip your damn balls off if you come near her sister,” Kray says and his arms fall away.

I take the opportunity to swing my fist and plant a good one against North’s jaw. “First and final warning, asshole. Stay away from my sister.”

North tilts his head and rubs his jaw. “You do know I can’t honor your request, right? At least not until I’ve found her. Not to mention I don’t owe you shit and you do realize your sister has her own life and can make her own decisions, right? She might fall in love with me on first sight. Have you seen me? I’m damn-fucking-handsome.”

“Why the fuck are we still talking about this? We need to be in Church in a few hours. Focus people. Reva is missing, let’s put our energy into finding her instead of standing here arguing and talking about how ugly North is,” Kray snaps.

My shoulders sag. He’s right.

“They live together, we should tag along with Vienna and glance around their home. You know Deeds will request it anyway, might as well kill two birds with one stone, right?” North says, suddenly all business.

“You got it. Let me lock up,” Kray replies and doesn’t even wait for an answer but dashes off.

“Don’t you need to lock up, grab some stuff or something?” I question, already planning my exit strategy.

I’m not liking the plan of the both of them knowing where we live. It’s not like I can hide it from these guys since, hello...they’re Broken Deeds MC, they were contacted to find my missing sister. Getting a home address is a twist of their pinky finger.

“Nope,” the annoying man pops the P. “I’m all set.” He puts on his helmet, straddles his bike, and fires it up. Asshole.

I have no other option but to wait for Kray to do the same before the three of us hit the road. When we finally arrive at the small apartment, I feel weird letting them inside. That’s because these two guys both live in an amazing home while me and my sister still share the tiny space we bought when the government offered the both of us a job in a special team.

We needed to move across the country. To be completely honest...they only wanted to hire Reva but she didn’t want to take the job without me. See how damn special she is? Reva is absolutely brilliant when it comes to computers. 

And this little detail is also visible when you step inside our apartment. Where Kray has such a vibrant interior, we have dull and plain necessities. Because Reva is either behind her computer or fussing with Kazz, her bearded dragon, or combining the two for that matter. 

Shit. I should feed the reptile some more green stuff. I never fuss with Kazz. Like I said, it’s Reva’s pet who she’s had for over five years. She feeds him crickets and other insects. See? It’s the whole reason I never go into her room but I had to because I know Kazz can go a few days without food but I had to give him something...it’s been eleven days now since she went missing.

I shove my pride aside and might cringe a tiny bit at the mess I left when all of us step inside the apartment. A few old pizza boxes are littered here and there because my main focus was finding information that could lead me to Reva, I didn’t care much about food. Well, other than making my rumbling stomach stop from acting up.

“Go do your thing, I have to do something,” I tell them and stalk to the kitchen to see if I still have some bok choy to give Kazz.

“Hang on,” North snaps. “Which room is Reva’s?”

“The one with all the computers,” I state without glancing back. 

I have a reptile to feed and I hope it doesn’t go berserk like last time because the little guy needs his insects and has been a real fussy pain in the ass the last few days. I guess he misses Reva as much as I do. I chop up some greens and bring them into Reva’s room but I find North glaring at me with Kazz in his damn hands. 

“Put him back.” I point at Kazz’s habitat but North slowly shakes his head and looks very pissed.

“Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve been feeding this guy since Reva went missing,” North growls.

I have to swallow because I seriously don’t want to reply to his question since I know damn well Kazz needs insects. I hang my head and give a slight nod. At least I don’t have to see the disapproval on his face.

Though the growling words, “It’s not a fucking vegan,” are hard to miss.

“I know,” I croak, suddenly feeling like I’m failing her even more.

“North, that’s enough.” Kray is standing in front of me and I hate feeling defeated. It completely knocks down the walls I had up to keep my distance from Kray. I guess it didn’t last long with him pulling me into his strong, comforting arms.

“Do you have a spare key? If not, give me yours. I need to go out and buy some normal food for this little guy,” North says and I feel relieved to hear his voice is kind instead of the harshness it normally holds.

I pull away from Kray and head into the kitchen to grab the spare key from the mug in the upper cabinet. I stalk back into Reva’s bedroom and hand North the key.

“Thanks. Why don’t you go pack a bag with a change of clothes? We hope to find your sister soon enough and I’m guessing you want in, which means you’re comin’ back to the house with us after we’re done at the clubhouse.” He shifts his gaze to Kray. “You can head over to the clubhouse with her. I’ll handle this guy and glance over the room to see if I can find something useful and then head over too, okay?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Kray replies.

My first instinct is to fight about the fact they want me to come stay with them. But North is right, I do want to know every move they make when it comes to finding my sister. And the only way that’s going to happen is when I’m right there with them.

“I’ll go pack a bag,” I mutter and slip out of the room.
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Chapter Five
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***Kray***

I watch as Vienna leaves to pack a bag, exactly how North suggested. From the looks she’s giving us and her whole demeanor, I can tell this situation is getting to her as much as I’m struggling with it. Not to mention even North seems to be agitated. We had more than throwing around some words in anger this morning.

Mainly from my side because North couldn’t stop with the sneers he considered merely joking around from his side. Of course, it didn’t help I woke up with Vienna in my bed, draped all over me while wearing my shirt. It felt so damn good and even with the major hangover, I didn’t want to change a thing.

Though the guilt came crushing down hard and made me slip out to get dressed and head into the kitchen where I found my main reason to be guilty; North. I haven’t shared a damn bed alone with a woman in years. Hell, I didn’t even have sex either. I did kiss her, though. See how my emotions are all over the damn place and the woman walked into my life only one day ago.

“You’re gonna take the reptile with you, huh?” The corner of my mouth twitches, I know him all too well.

“Yeah.” North places the bearded dragon back in its habitat. “I’m going to head home and swap my bike with the truck, get a few things set before I can get Kazz and bring him home.”

I roll my eyes. “Fuck, man. You’re going to buy a new habitat for him and shit, right?” Words Vienna said slam through my head and it makes me whisper hiss in anger, “Motherfucker. Don’t tell me Vienna is right. The second you found out she had a twin you wanted her, didn’t you? Just the idea of her being a ten plus is enough for you to follow your cock. Are you kidding me?” I grab my head and give it a shake. This is insane. We’re both insane. “It’s a damn curse. The whole testing the merchandise together shit is now backfiring. Someone upstairs is yanking our chain with throwing two carbon copies in our path to mess us up.”

North points a finger at me. “I think you’re right.” North places the bok choy in Kazz’s habitat and makes sure the habitat is all locked up. “It’s weird, I know, but I’m also damn sure we need to do this. Whatever it is. Don’t you think it’s one damn coincidence this case landed in our lap? Listen...let’s find the girl first, okay? Then we’ll see how shit goes but you know damn well we can’t ignore a ten-fucking-plus. For fuck’s sake, brother...two. Even if I think yours isn’t a ten plus. She’s more like an eight plus.”

“Fucker,” I snicker, but know very well how true his words are.

“Okay, I’m gonna go check if Vienna is ready. You handle it here and head to the club when you’ve got Kazz all set.”

He smacks my shoulder. “Talk later.”

“Later,” I reply and head for Vienna’s bedroom. 

I’m standing in the doorway and notice Vienna sitting on her bed with a bag beside her. I hate seeing her defeated. The way she walked into the bar last night, all determined and full of fire is a stark contrast of how she’s holding up now.

For sure it has something to do with her sister and the whole confronting shit North and I added in the mix. Things in life are never easy but this twist between me and North, adding Vienna in the middle and throwing Reva in the mix along with it? I’m struggling with everything but I can’t even imagine how she’s feeling with Reva missing.

“Come on. Let’s find out what information my brothers have managed to get their hands on,” I tell her and hold out my hand for her to take.

She gives me a genuine smile—one aimed right at my damn heart—takes my hand and lets me lead her out of the apartment. First thought popping into my mind is the regret of not having her on the back of my bike. See? Damn feelings thrown into the mix. I don’t put women on the back of my bike. 

And this strong woman here has her own damn bike. It does make me wonder if her sister has one too. I feel a smile spreading across my face. It would be absolutely awesome if Reva did share some of Vienna’s qualities, enough to kick North in the balls. But first...first we need to find her and I hope for everyone involved we find her soon and in full health.

I’ve parked my bike and stalk over to Vienna when Lips, my Prez’s Old Lady, comes rushing over. She stops right in front of Vienna and points at her bike. “Bad-freaking-ass. How fast does this baby go?”

Vienna chuckles. “Fast enough.”

“Oh, crap. Where are my manners? Hi, I’m Lips, Deeds’ Old Lady.” She holds out her hand and Vienna takes it and gives her a smile in return.

“Deeds is the President of Broken Deeds MC, right?” Vienna asks and I’m not surprised. 

She seems like a woman who did some digging of her own before she decided to crash the meeting we had in place last night with a contact person about this case. Lips nods while she’s still enthralled by Vienna’s bike.

“Here,” Vienna quips and steps aside. “Why don’t you take her for a spin? You do have a license, right?”

“Hellz, yeah, I do,” Lips flashes an all-white toothy smile and straddles the bike.

Cursing flows through the air and we all turn toward the clubhouse to see Deeds stalking toward us. Fuck. He doesn’t like Lips on a bike and is absolutely being an overprotective asshole ‘cause Lips can hold her own.

“Get. Off,” Deeds growls.

Lips smirks. “I wouldn’t dream of letting this bike get me off, baby. Only your cock, fingers, and mouth have that privilege. Maybe your thick muscled thigh too when you give me the best angle and added pressure.”

“Okay,” I cringe. “We’re done here, come on, let’s get inside ‘cause these two can take a while to hash things out when they get like this.” I grab Vienna by her upper arm and guide her into the clubhouse.

Vienna glances over her shoulder and chuckles. “Those two are weird.”

“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet. I promise once you step foot in the clubhouse it’ll only get weirder.”

“I’ll gladly settle for weird if it helps bring my sister home,” Vienna sighs.

I let go of her arm and instead grab her waist and pull her flush against me. I don’t care if it raises eyebrows or the fact my Prez and Lips’ eyes are about to pop out. Vienna needs the support and she’ll get what she needs, I’ll make sure she does.

Broke, my VP, strolls up and introduces himself to Vienna. He connects his gaze with mine and says, “Church in an hour. Where’s North? Or did you finally trade the fucker in for an Old Lady?”

Vienna sputters and I can’t help but shoot the fucker a grin. “You know I have to chop off his damn head before he’d leave my side willingly. Nah...he stayed behind to scan their apartment and make sure we didn’t miss anything. Reva has a pet and he’s bringing it home since Vienna here didn’t take care of it properly and you know how North gets when it comes to animals.”

“I didn’t neglect Kazz,” Vienna huffs.

“No, sweet pixie, you didn’t...you just tried to turn a Bearded Dragon into a vegetarian.”

Broke’s head tips back and he laughs his lungs out while Vienna shoots an angry glare my way.

“Come on, let’s get some coffee before I have to leave you alone with the Old Ladies for a bit,” I tell her and head to the kitchen.

Vienna rushes after me and when I grab some mugs she asks, “Why do I get the feeling you’re going to place me in a chair so the women of this MC can keep an eye on me till you guys are done with your meeting?”

I shrug. “Because women aren’t allowed in Church. So, you need to wait till we’re done. But don’t worry, we’ll share crucial information of course.”

“Of course,” she says skeptically and rolls her eyes. “Absolutely nothing sexist about anything you just mentioned.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. See? This is the kind of stuff that makes my cock harder while North’s cock would shrivel up. It’s not about talking back or having a smart mouth, it’s about his level of toleration. Or maybe he hasn’t found the woman yet who will balance him out enough to make him happy to compensate or some shit.

Meanwhile I’m enjoying having this woman around and not having to worry about her setting North off. Besides, she’s tied to club business and I need to keep my cock far away from her. Yet it doesn’t necessarily mean I have to keep complete distance, I just need to keep boundaries in place and make sure that shit doesn’t blur. The both of us head back to the main room of the clubhouse.

From the corner of my eye I see Hadley rush into the room. Her hands start to fly and I’m having trouble keeping up. I’ve only been trying to learn sign language in the last few months and let me tell you, that shit ain’t easy.

Vienna giggles beside me and reaches out to Hadley. Now I’m watching these two going back and forth waving hands. I’m fucking stunned Vienna can sign and my brother, Depay, is assessing the whole thing with hawk eyes too. Hadley and Vienna keep throwing signs and giggles back and forth while everyone in the room is now focused on them.

Diamond, Depay’s wife, moves in next to me and whispers, “I don’t care where you found her or who she is...but you keep her, okay?”

I snicker and whisper back, “She’s a special agent whose sister is missing. My hands are tied when it comes to club business.”

Depay’s Old Lady shrugs. “Look around. I’d say the vote would be unanimous for you to dabble in club business. Oh, wait...where’s North? Ah. Oh. Shit. Okay.”

My eyebrows scrunch up. “What the fuck does the rambling of that last throw of words mean, woman?”

“Nothing.” Diamond is suddenly all smiles and slides to Depay who pulls her close and kisses her temple.

Depay locks eyes with me. “Come on, let’s leave them to it while we head into Church.”

I take one final glance at Vienna but she’s now pulled into a discussion with Diamond, Lips, Roan, and the other Old Ladies. It’s safe to say they’ll keep her busy while I take the time to bury myself in the case of her missing sister.

Lochlan places a mug of steaming coffee in front of him as he takes a seat beside me. “Nice catch. Tell me you’re happy I called last night ‘cause I had an emergency I had to take care of, allowing you two to take my place and go to the meeting.”

I slowly shake my head. Asshole. “You and your emergencies. You just didn’t want to leave your woman.”

A smile spreads Lochlan’s face. “True. But when I read the file about a missing agent, I knew you two would be the team this case needed. Besides, I took the escaped convict case and was in bed before midnight.”

“Nice.” I lift my chin. “Rub it in why don’t you. Would have saved a truckload of issues if we didn’t swap cases, asshole.”

“You’re welcome,” the asshole says and leans back in his chair to lazily sip his fucking coffee.

Chopper strolls into the room with a large pile of files. He puts them on the table and starts to hand each one their own file. When I take a glance inside, the first thing I see is a picture of Reva. I did see a few at Vienna’s house but this one is a rather large mug shot while the ones at their home were the full body vacation shots from a distance.

“Hot freaking damn.” Lochlan whistles. “If no one’s gonna say it, I will. If it wasn’t sure these two are twins, it is now...or we already found her and she’s sitting at the bar, keeping our Old Ladies company.”

“The only difference is the haircut,” Broke muses while he holds Reva’s photograph up.

“No,” I snap, somewhat annoyed they’re talking about Vienna now too. While it’s common to talk through details, it rubs me the wrong way now. As if it’s already become personal for me.

Broke raises his eyebrow and I know my VP just gave me an underlying reprimand about the snap in my voice. I mumble out an apology and throw the file I was holding onto the table.

“No, they might look the same but from the discussions I’ve had with Vienna about her sister, I’ve come to know they function differently and also don’t have the same character. For instance, Vienna turned Reva’s Bearded Dragon into a vegan these last few days ‘cause she doesn’t do the whole insect thing. Reva, on the other hand, does and is consumed with computers while her sister is more of a field agent. Vienna’s got a temper, smart mouth, and knows how to handle herself while Reva is the timid one, assessing every angle, and almost never raises her voice.”

Deeds sits down in his chair. “Counterparts. Good to know. If she indeed is the timid one, she might have a shot of keeping her head on her body. It’s been eleven days all ready, right? Makes me fucking wonder why we were only contacted yesterday instead of bringing us in sooner.”

“They’ve kept it in house way too long,” I agree. “Might have something to do with the fact Vienna thinks there’s a rat in the team. It’s also why she tried to function as the contact person while obviously she wasn’t.”

Broke places his forearms on the table. “Turned out for the best you two went in and decided to take her side instead of ditching her and going with Wyman. Have you read the four pages of information Chopper added? If I would have to guess who the rat in their team is...I’d put my money on him.”

My interest is drawn and I gather the papers Broke mentioned and glance them over. “Motherfucker,” I growl. “How come these pencil dicks don’t see what kind of snake they have in their midst?”

“Because,” Chopper grins. “They don’t have me. We found these files harder to get than the oil buried in the ground of Alaska. Nash is still trying to dig up some more dirt on these fuckers, it’s why he isn’t here with us now.”

“We can’t put a spotlight on the guy yet,” Depay muses, making all eyes land on him. “You have to keep an eye on this fucker, yes, but don’t let it appear as if you know the skeletons he’s hiding. If he is in fact working with the ones who took Reva, they might get rid of her.”

Fuck. I know he’s right.

“Okay, enough with the half details. Someone hit the lights. Chopper, debrief all of us on the case at hand because I’ve decided to bring all of you in on this case. It’s been eleven days; we need to get this agent back as soon as possible before this turns into bringing a body home. Besides, it’s too big to only put two guys on it. Well, one ‘cause where the hell is North?”

“Taking care of the Bearded Dragon,” I chuckle.

“Fuckin’ figures, him and his damn love for animals. Fine. You can update him when he finally drags his ass in here,” Deeds sighs, stands up, and decides to plunge the room into darkness himself.

“Zay Brice, also known as Shade, because he’s a damn shadow. No one does business directly with this guy and yet everyone who is a player in the underworld who needs to get their hands on either drugs or weapons knows the road to get to this fucker. And it’s not only the usual drugs or weapons...this guy can get you anything from an organ to the house of your dreams, a slave in your basement or the golden teeth of a fucker who stole the parking space right before you. Whatever you need...go online, place an ad and he will answer. Well, not him directly obviously, someone from his team. There’s a whole network behind it. Pretty sure this is the reason why they’ve waited so long to contact us. They don’t want to have us dive into this case. They want to bring down every damn contact involved in this online black-market and not just Shade or get Reva back. They consider her expendable with the whole bigger picture thing.”

The screen switches to a network of photographs. This fucker, Shade, has three guys working directly underneath him and they have people working underneath those and so on. Chopper gives a little introduction for all the lead characters. 

Chopper shows us another shot, but this guy is presumed dead. It’s Zay Brice’s brother, Beau. He was killed four weeks ago when a major player named Blancher wanted to take over. Clearly, Blancher failed but managed to kill Beau, though it says here his body was never found.

Blancher hasn’t been heard from since. As if the fucker went into hiding and it’s a little hard to believe because this guy owns a large computer software company. But I guess when you have the kind of money this guy has, everything is possible. The screen switches again and everyone in the room curses until the room goes dead silent.

“The body of an older woman with her head, hands, and feet cut off was found yesterday. There were several fresh, and old, burn marks on her body and on one side of her face was a B wrapped in swirls.” Chopper switches the screen and a seal like what he just described appears. “I have reason to believe this woman who was chopped up was a former hacker who went missing a few years ago. I’m waiting on dental records to confirm since the fingerprints were burned right off.”

Fear starts to burn low in my gut. “She’s been replaced by Reva,” I growl.

Chopper points right at me. “I’m thinkin’ the same thing, man.”

“Fuck. You know that’ll make it harder for us to find her ‘cause I’m thinking the fucker will keep her close.” My head is pounding. This is as bad as it gets and I now fully understand why Deeds didn’t leave the case up to me and North; we all need to be involved.

Deeds hits the lights and takes his seat. “We’re cutting off all connections, screw the contact with the government. We don’t need to keep them in the loop. And this Wyman fucker demanded a personal meeting with me right after the woman sitting at our bar took over his job last night. As if he thinks we’d listen and not find out he’s fucking two-timing everyone. But I also don’t think it’s smart to...”

“Vienna stays in the fucking loop,” I growl, knowing very well what my Prez was about to say. “She risked her damn job by interfering last night. She has been nothing but forthcoming when it comes to giving information and cooperation. Hell, I’m thinking she was the only one who kept the fire burning to find her sister.”

Deeds glances around the table and shoots his VP a look. Broke gives him a slight nod in return.

“If there’s so much as a doubt she’s in on shit, interferes, or in any way blocks our actions...she’s out. Understood?” Deeds snaps.

I lift my chin and it’s settled. The rest of the meeting it’s about dividing tasks to make sure everyone is focused on doing their part in this case. Both me and North are assigned with finding out more information we can out of Vienna.

Chopper already gathered a lot of information and with it we have a few leads we need to check out. But the hardest part now is keeping some of the information from Vienna. I don’t like it but it’s necessary. Fuck. Bile is rising in my throat when I think about the woman who was found dead yesterday. Those burn marks, old and fucking new...what if this fucker Shade already started to brand Reva as his? Yeah, withholding details from her is a necessity at this time.
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Chapter Six
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***Vienna***

My gaze keeps sliding to the door of the room where all the bikers have been gathered for hours now. I understand their rules but I would have been more use to them being included, rather than sitting here talking to their women and kids.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not bored or annoyed by their presence. On the contrary, these are very nice women; friendly, open, funny, welcoming. Not to mention the kids are adorable, maybe a bit hyper, but cute nonetheless. But I need the information and details they are discussing in Church.

And I also appreciated when Kray said he’d update me on the case once they’re done, but I’m not an idiot. I know very well not every single detail will be shared with me. Simply because if I was working the case, I would keep some details to myself. It’s just the way things work; you need to, for the sake of the case.

Not to mention I’m not in my right mind with the person missing being my sister. And I know damn well with each day passing the window of getting her home alive and safe is getting smaller and smaller. Though, I also know she was taken because of her abilities and won’t be of any use to them if she’s dead. Comforting, right? Hell, no.

The door to Church swings open and the guys all head in different directions. I feel a hand on my thigh, giving it a little squeeze as Lips says, “Try not to worry too much and focus on the case. If anyone can find your sister and bring her home, it’s these guys, okay?”

I hope the smile I manage comes across as genuine. I’m trying here but it’s hard to do when you’re surrounded by strangers. Turning to bikers who balance the thin line of the law and handle everything how they deem fit. 

I knew I had no choice and these guys really are my only chance to get Reva back, but isn’t it twisted? Putting my faith in people I don’t know and turning my back on the team my sister and I have been working with for years? Choosing outlaws over the government to get the job done? Insane, right?

“Thank you. I hope I’ll be able to,” I say in all honesty.

“Whatever you need, we’re also here for you,” Xena says from my right.

She’s Lochlan’s Old Lady and being in the midst of all these Old Ladies has been an eye opener. Even more when I see the guys pull their women in their arms and give them a tight hug as if they need their strength.

First the feeling of jealousy hits me because I long for the exact same thing. My gaze automatically slides to Kray but when I notice the look on his face...dread fills my veins. Whatever has been said inside those walls cannot have been good.

Kray is still standing in the doorway of Church and waves me over. When I’m almost to him, Deeds leans in and whispers something to Kray. Kray’s whole face contorts into anger but Deeds doesn’t seem phased.

“Remember what I said, and update North when he finally gets his ass over here.” Deeds switches his attention to me. “Before you get your panties in a bunch and get in Kray’s face...it was a club decision to put you under our protection. Kray is assigned to you and automatically you get North thrown into the mix too. You’re not to leave on your own. Don’t go all vigilante either, no one needs that shit and certainly not your sister. Let us handle it while we keep you safe in the process.”

“Understood, sir,” I automatically reply. 

I want to add ‘I’m not stupid.’ But I can respect his words because he’s right to voice them. Again, it’s the whole ‘it’s my sister’ and not thinking reasonable because of it. I am thankful they are letting me help out instead of pushing me away like my own team did.

“Good enough,” he replies and stalks over to Lips, giving her a hug. 

Realization again sets in. The things voiced during their meeting have all hit them hard. My mind travels over everything I know about this case and even if the whole black-market thing we were trying to bring down is about guns, drugs, even organs, and...shit. Women. Sex. Slaves. Oh, no.

My heartbeat speeds up and once inside the room I spin on my heels. I’m about to demand he must tell me everything but I’m prevented from doing so due to North who strolls in behind me. Kray closes the door and hands North two files. North switches files and opens the bottom one first. 

Kray growls and places his hand on top. “The other one first, save this one for later.”

North steps away and stalks over to the table to sit far away from us before he digs into the files.

I glance at him and back to Kray. “Any chance I’m getting what you just gave him?”

Kray slowly shakes his head. “I’m going to get you up to speed myself since you know the majority of the case.”

“Then start telling me the things I don’t know. And it’s easier to give me the files you just handed North, I’m a speed reader, it’ll save the both of us time.” I cross my arms in front of my chest in defense, knowing very well he’s going to keep things from me.

“Zay Brice...he...” Kray starts, clearly getting uncomfortable under my stare and it puts me more on edge.

“Also known as Shade. A ruthless fucker, top of the food chain so to say. If you need a new kidney, guns, drugs, to get rid of your ex, a body to use for your personal kinks, give him a call. That Zay Brice, right? Go on,” I urge.

Kray releases a string of curses but suddenly North is standing in front of him. His back is to me but he’s holding a folder out for me to take behind his back. Without a sound I take it and glance through the pictures and papers. My breathing becomes choppy and my heart is beating in my throat.


“You know the whole testing the merchandise together we’ve been doing for years?” I hear North say.

“Could we not do this here?” Kray snaps.

“Oh, we’re doing it here, buddy. It’s the whole point of me sayin’ it because of this case. Now, when it comes to your ten plus, I’m clearly pulling back but it doesn’t stop me from testing and putting my foot down when it comes to the added boundaries, ‘kay?” North’s words make me glance up from the file I was going through.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Kray mutters and his eyes connect with mine over North’s shoulder. 

They drop and he sees the file I’m holding, the one North sneakily gave me. Clearly the one Kray didn’t want me to see and I now know he wasn’t planning on telling me anything about the details I’ve glanced over either.


“You motherfucker,” Kray roars and pushes North out of his path to head straight for me.

I hold out the file and snap, “You weren’t going to tell me about this, were you?”

“No,” he snaps, his chest heaving. “I didn’t want you to see the possibility...”

“You have no right to keep this from me. I’m a big girl, you asshole. One who’s been a special agent for years. One who’s seen worse than this and still I focus on getting my job done.” My voice is shaky from emotion and I hate it. 

I want to be so damn strong and hold myself together but it’s the look in Kray’s eyes that makes me feel vulnerable. He takes another step forward and I just know he’s going to wrap his arms around me to pull me against his chest, but I can’t. 

“No.” I swallow hard and take a step back. “Keep your damn distance. I’m not your girlfriend or merchandise to test for a night. I’m a special agent, your contact person, the one connected to the case and we all have a job to do.”

The words are out of my mouth and I know I’ve said them to push him away from me. But I’m hurt. Not only because even if I knew he would hold back information, I somehow hoped he would be open and honest about it. I guess the reality always hits you harder than you expect.

“Not very nice, Vienna,” North snaps. “Not fuckin’ nice at all. You dropped a solid point in my opinion, but I already disliked your mouth so I guess the end score is still the same. Though, if you insult me or my brother again...I won’t care if my brother has a thing for you. I’ll kick you in the cunt hard enough to launch you straight out of the fucking clubhouse. Understood?”

His words hit hard too and my whole ‘stay professional, and stay strong’ shield cracks. The file I was holding falls to the ground and I point at Kray while my words are addressed to North.

“You know I damn well didn’t mean it, but he hurt me. Even if I know damn well some things need to be kept from some members of a team but this? This is too big of a detail to ignore; he shouldn’t have kept it from me and you know it. Why else would you give it to me? And I can’t go all soft and let him pull me into his arms. We’re nothing to each other. We met last night, shared a damn bed together, but that’s it. I need to think about my sister and I can’t do that if I’m missing out on crucial details.” My rambling words make my chest heave even more.

North groans and mutters, “For fuck’s sake. Why do chicks always blow up and expect us to make sense of it all. Wait...” North’s face swings toward Kray’s. “You fucked her? Alone? And you said nothing to me?” he roars.

Shit. Bad choice of words. I jump in between the both of them and I must say...they’re almost touching foreheads and I’m sandwiched in between. Dammit, not a good time to be tiny.

I give North a firm push but the ton of bricks doesn’t move an inch. “Stop it, you big mammoth. It wasn’t how my words made it out to be. I heard the glass shatter. The bottle of scotch he threw into the bathroom. I didn’t know what it was then and I couldn’t sleep so I snuck into his room to see what the noise was. I found him sitting against the headboard, sleeping in an awkward position. Besides the smashed bottle in the bathroom, his knuckles were all raw and bruised from punching the wall. I was so damn tired and didn’t want to be alone. I also didn’t want to leave him alone with the punching and glass massacre. Nothing happened. We slept and when I woke up, he was out of the bed and dressed, hovering over me. See? He wasn’t even awake when I crawled in there. No fucking. He didn’t cheat on you, jeez.”

North’s head tips down and a smug smile tugs his lips. “Went all prude on you did he now?”

I roll my eyes and huff out a breath. “You two are a bunch of teenagers. No. Idiot, he didn’t. His dick was hard and ready, just as it’s poking my ass now. Nothing prude about it. He’s respecting boundaries, you, professionalism, the works. Since I was the one who was parading around him naked before he punched the wall and smashed the bottle. I felt responsible for his outburst, okay? Happy you got all the details?”

North swallows and gives me a nod. “Yeah. You happy you got all the details too?” he fires back.

My hands fist at my side. “Yes,” I say through clenched teeth. Aware he’s changing subjects to guide our attention back to the case at hand.

“You at least could have warned her,” Kray growls at North.

“No, Kray. As I said, she’s an agent. Pretty sure she’s seen worse, but most of all? What if we do find her and that fucker made her his to replace this chick he had before her? ‘Cause my gut tells me he fucking did. This means there’s a solid chance she’s hurting from the burns he might have inflicted. And being somewhat prepared doesn’t take the shock away but for fuck’s sake...no one can school their features if you care about a person or if it’s family. But I know for damn sure she will handle herself better when she’s completely in the loop. Trust my fucking judgement, asshole. I’m the one still thinking with the head on top of my shoulders when it comes to any woman. You, on the other hand, when it comes to this one, your cock is so hard it’s horded all the damn blood...your other head tries to take over but that one is occupied with the whole ten plus status too. Shit. I can’t believe you didn’t get your cock wet with her sleeping right next to you. Really? Damn. First, I was pissed but I think I’m disappointed now. Should I be disappointed? Does your junk still work or does it only function when I’m in the same room?” North snickers over his own words while I’m giving him a full-on glare.

Kray’s arm wraps around my waist and he turns, taking me with him and guiding me to a chair. “Come on, let’s sit down and talk things over.”

“Oh, yes, please...we need to talk things over because clearly the man forgot where to shove his big...”

Kray spins around and grabs North by his cut. “About the case, asshole. Fuckin’ focus. We’re not discussing her, me, or us for that matter.”

“I knew that.” North yanks his cut free and takes a seat next to me, Kray sits down on my other side.

To my surprise these two completely switch to being professional. Kray updates both me and North about the rest of the details and I get the feeling that this time, he does tell me everything.

With North’s outburst I also have become aware Kray feels the same pull I do when I’m near him. Maybe Kray did want to shield me by holding back those gruesome details. But North was also right, I need to know, need to see. Because if I’m thinking logically, Shade has some twisted things in store for my sister, and the time she’s already been gone is too big of a window to be oblivious to the things that could already have happened to her.

“All those months you guys were building a case, no one has been able to pinpoint where the fucker lives or runs this online black-market company from?” North questions.

“No. But Reva was close. She only mentioned it to me but the last thing she did was place an ad where she knew one of his guys would reply to. She created some kind of code where she could leave a trail or something? I don’t know all the details but she explained it as easy as leaving breadcrumbs she could track and reveal the road to his place. I guess she was successful, right? The way she was taken and her computer wiped clean,” I sigh, feeling helpless all of a sudden because if it took us months, and still not able to locate him...where does that leave us now?

Kray places a hand on my thigh and gives it a gentle squeeze. “We have two brothers who are damn good with computers, Vienna. And don’t underestimate North’s computer skills, he can pull them apart and fire ‘em up with a twist of his hand. Chopper also mentioned bringing in Nerd, she’s also brilliant when it comes to codes and computers. She is Dams’ Old Lady. They belong to Areion Fury MC but Broken Deeds MC has worked with them a few times. Don’t worry, we’re good at what we do, okay?” 

I know all of this should give me some hope, but in all reality, I feel drained and hopeless.

“Deeds mentioned something about her being placed under protection? Full lockdown?” North asks Kray.

“Yeah, two brothers at all times,” Kray replies.

“Why don’t you two stay here tonight? I need to head back to check on Kazz. I bought a new habitat and I want to make sure everything is working as it should. I’ll be here early tomorrow morning or if there’s been a development in the case...I’ll be here as soon as possible.” North shoves his chair back. “Oh, and hey...Deeds also wanted me to ask why you know sign language.” He connects his gaze with Kray. “For real, she can sign? He told me to ask but I was too stunned to ask why I needed to ask, did you see her use it?”

I wipe my suddenly sweaty hands on my jeans and stand. “I’m really drained. You mentioned something about staying here? Do you have a room I can crash in?” I grab the file from the table and glance down to find the stuff I dropped on the floor earlier.

I’m gathering all the papers and photographs from the floor when both men squat in front of me.

“Spill,” Kray snaps.

“Now,” North adds. “It’s very damn clear you’re hiding something.”
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Chapter Seven
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***Kray***

My gut is telling me she wants to share but can’t, as if she’s protecting someone. I soften my tone and tell her, “We promise you, what is shared in this space between the three of us will not leave the room, okay?”

She eyes the both of us and gives a slow nod. “Okay. But please, honor the promise you just made because what I’m about to tell you there is absolutely no record of. No one knows because my sister made sure to track down and erase whatever was filed about it.”

Now it’s our turn to nod.

She hangs her head and says, “Reva is completely deaf on one side and hears very little on the other side. At a young age she was sick and had a really high fever...they were late discovering it because she doesn’t feel pain like a normal person would. She feels pain, don’t get me wrong...she just has a very high tolerance. Anyway, our mother made all of us learn sign language and Reva can lip-read flawlessly. She’s also very observant if she’s not consumed by her computer. All of this makes her even better than someone with normal hearing; she hardly misses a thing. Therefore she didn’t want it on her record and choses to completely ignore her disability because she’s developed other ways to make up for the lack of her hearing.”

I give her a genuine smile. My gaze slides to North who has a glint in his eye. Vienna notices it and she pokes his chest with her finger. “I’m warning you, mammoth. Don’t think this makes her even more intriguing to you.”

I have to bite back my laughter. Seems I’m not the only one who can easily read North and his intentions.

North takes a step closer to Vienna and tilts his head. “What if I swear to find her within two days? If I pull through, you’ll back off if I think she’s a ten plus? Offer me a fair shot at getting to know her?”

Smart suggestion. And I have to say, I’m liking the idea and North’s interest for her twin. Maybe this is our shot to both have our ten plus. Twins. Close connection, like how North and I have grown a close friendship over the years.

“You guys and your ten plus labels,” Vienna grumbles. “The whole world is filled with women, why do you have to go after my sister? You don’t even know her.”

North shrugs. “Cause it’s the first time we ran into a ten plus, then clearly you weren’t my ten plus. The things I’ve read and heard about your twin? She sounds like mine. I’d like a shot to get to know her, but you’re already blocking me at every turn.”

“Get her back and I’ll let you get to know her. If she wants to get to know you that is,” Vienna promises.

Smart woman. And I couldn’t agree more, because who cares at this point? We all want to find her sister as soon as possible and the way North has shown interest in her, it doesn’t hurt to give him some more motivation. In the end, everybody wins if Reva’s returned safe.

“Perfect.” North shoots her a brilliant smile. “I’m heading out. I have two leads I need to follow up on. Not to mention I have an idea I want to set in motion with a little help from Chopper and Nash. Talk later. Oh, and since we’re all honest and shit...I have this.” He holds out a phone. “I had your phone cloned so if anyone contacts you or whatever, we’re also aware, okay?”

Vienna’s eyes grow wide. “Ooookay,” she slowly drags out the word as she processes this little detail of information.

It’s obvious we didn’t ask her permission—it’s not like we needed to ask—but then North does show we’re being honest and out in the open with everything.

“But one of you or both will be with me and any information that comes through I will share anyway.” She acts indifferent since we’re all working on getting Reva back.

“Right, but I’m holding onto it...with Kray not leaving your side and all.” North shoots her a wink, strolls to the door, and throws over his shoulder as he walks out, “Later, folks.”

“Come on,” I tell her and grab the pile of files from the table.

She follows behind me without a word. North and I each have a room here at the clubhouse. It’s nothing much, a single room with a large bed, TV, and a bathroom. But it’s everything we need when we have to crash here for a few days.

I wait till she’s inside and lock the door behind us. Placing the pile of files on the bed, I stalk to the tiny refrigerator in the corner and take out two bottles of water. I hold one out for her, which she takes as I make myself comfortable and take off my boots.

“Were getting into a bed together again?” She eyes me warily.

I can’t help but give her a smug smile. “With our track record, nothing will happen anyway.”

She rolls her eyes and plants her ass on the mattress. “What are we supposed to do?”

“Well, normally we team up when we get assignments. Broken Deeds MC balances an amount of eight to ten cases at a time. But Deeds put everything on hold, except for a few urgent matters, and has everyone focused on your sister’s case. Therefore others will handle crucial tasks, North will check out a few leads Chopper and Nash stumbled into while we go over all the details again to see if we missed anything,” I explain and grab one of the files from the pile.

Vienna takes a file and opens the bottle of water to take a few sips before putting the cap back on, placing it on the bedside table. She settles in with her back to the headboard and glances over the stuff in front of her.

I’d rather stare at her but I shake my head to clear it and drag my attention to the papers I’m holding. The information on it is about Jacob. He’s one of the three guys who works in close contact with Shade. With the long list of convictions, I’d say this one fought his way up. The last four years he’s kept his nose clean. It says here he has a sister living nearby.

I reach under the bed and grab my laptop. It takes a moment to fire up. Typing in the location, I take the other files and a piece of paper along with a pen. The addresses are all near each other. Appearing in the shape of a large triangle. 


“Do you think Shade has a house somewhere in the middle?” Vienna questions as she leans in to glance at my notes and the screen of my laptop.

I have to admit...I was thinking the same thing, but... “Wouldn’t it be too obvious? I mean, look.” I snatch up another file to search for the details we have on Shade. “Not one single address or last known location of this fucker. It’s like he lives in a damn bunker, so far off grid nothing can track his ass.”

Vienna pierces me with her gaze. “What if he has a bunker? Think about it. Wouldn’t it explain why our facial recognition couldn’t track him down if he lives completely underground?”

“Yeah,” I mutter and think things through. “But you also mentioned a rat in your team and he or she could have prevented a hit, don’t you think? Chopper’s worked with Nerd and Nash, a guy we’ve patched in a while back. They’ve programmed some...hell, I have no clue what they made, but if you have a face you need found, they created something you can put the face in and it runs for hours or sometimes days but it will give you hits to go through. It’s also what North will be checking out since Chopper ran a check of those three guys who Shade has working for him. The lead players.”

I take the image Chopper added to Shade’s file and hold it up. “This is the only image you’ve found of this guy?”

“It seems he dropped off the face of the earth around five years ago.” Vienna nods and takes the picture from me. “A year or two later he started up his business. We actually connected a series of deaths where organs were missing from people who were left in hotel rooms, dropped in alleys or left to die in their own house. I think Shade started out with illegal surgeries and expanded his business from there on out.”

“His father owned a welding company, right?” I grab some of the other papers and it makes the pictures of the old hacker Shade was using slide out. The burns visible and with what I just mentioned, “What if the fucker is heavily burned himself?” I muse.

Vienna gasps and snatches up the picture of the old hacker, holding it up. “It would explain why he mutilated her. Maybe because he couldn’t stand to have perfect skin around him?”

I grab the shot of all three of the guys who work closely with Shade. “Huge scar on the side of his head, the reason why his head is shaved.” I hold up another shot. “Scar on his left cheek, looks like an old knife wound.” I grab the other shot but this guy’s face is flawless.

“He lost his leg due to some kind of infection five years ago. It’s in his file, here.” Vienna searches through the pile and holds up a piece of paper.

“I’ll be damned. Think we could link them through surgery? Maybe find out if they all used the same surgeon? Hospital? Anything that might tie them together and have another lead to check,” I fire off question after question, excited about the fact we might have a link we can run with.

If we can find out how Shade started up his online black-market business there might be more information to gather about them that can lead to solving this case. Anything how small it might seem can help get us closer to finding Reva.

“Brilliant.” Vienna beams a huge fucking smile my way, punching me right in the damn chest and filling me with warmth. “Because if we can tie a name to the surgeon or surgeons Shade uses, we can track him eventually. They would need somewhere to work or meet, whatever. Yes, this is good, right?”

“Sure is.” I grin and grab my phone. 

Deeds picks up on the second ring and I relay everything Vienna and I discussed. With my Prez putting everyone on this case this means me and North aren’t in charge anymore. Everyone needs to report to the Prez.

I’m not completely happy with this part but it’s for the best. Not only since he handles coordination flawlessly, but it is also less pressure on me. I can now focus on seeing if Vienna and I can come up with more leads. Deeds just let me know he’s going to let Chopper run a few checks and he’s going to pick up on this lead.

Vienna heard the full conversation, with me putting the call on speaker. When I’ve hit the end call, the only thing we do is stare at each other for a few breaths. The both of us have a grin on our face, hoping this will get us closer to finding Reva. Excitement pours off her and without thinking she dashes forward and throws her arms around my neck to hug me close. 

My phone drops to the mattress and I let my hands slide over her waist to pull her even closer. Fuck. This feels so damn good. I let my fingers slide up over the soft fabric of her shirt until I reach her neck. Her short hair is so fucking soft and when I reach the top, I can finally fist the short spikes and drag her head back.

She gasps and her eyes dilate. Lust. I see the desire my body holds for her mirrored in her hot gaze. I can’t help myself and lean in to let my tongue trail a path over her mouth. I take her bottom lip between my teeth and give a gentle pull. Shit. It’s been so many years since I’ve kissed, and the mere reminder of having her mouth yesterday fires up the need to have her lips again.

The feeling is tantalizing my every nerve. My heart speeds up, my breathing turns heavy. It’s as if every damn cell inside my body is heightened by this woman. And I haven’t even fucking kissed her thoroughly yet. Time to change this little detail; she’s worth it. Hell, maybe it’s all about control slipping or an adrenaline rush, who the hell cares...I need it, and she needs it.

And it’s fucking happening. My tongue slides right inside, demanding the entrance she gladly gives. I swallow the moans she releases that make my cock harden even more. It’s as if I’m inhaling a drug. The sweet euphoria hitting full force, the need for more, knowing how good it is.

Her hands tug at my shirt and rip it from my jeans. Nails sliding over my bare skin and if I’m not inside her within the next few minutes, I’m going to kill someone. Insanity. It’s the despair to follow through what we started. There’s no stopping what we started and even the thought of North finding out I’ve kissed her—am kissing her—doesn’t stop me. Hell, if anything the burning spikes even more to bury myself inside her to mark her as mine and only mine. 

“I want inside you. Bare. No fucking barrier between us,” I growl into her mouth, unable to keep myself together. “I’m clean, you?”

“Clean, on the pill,” she croaks and buries her face against the crook of my neck, her teeth nibbling on my skin.

“Clothes. Off,” I snap and regretfully let her go and jump off the bed.

She scurries off on the other side and sheds all her clothing as mine hit the floor too. I rip off the sheets to clear the bed in one swoop of all the files, littering the floor with photographs and papers.

I fist my cock and start to lazily stroke myself. Her eyes slide down and I relish in the way her eyes widen. “You’re the first one who will get the feel of these piercings without a condom to stroke deep inside your pussy.”

“Don’t you have a nice way of making me feel all special,” Vienna croaks and swallows hard. 

“You want special? Then make sure you scream my given name when you orgasm, and only use it when you orgasm, got it?” I don’t know where the hell this comes from but this here is so damn different, I need this.

She nods eagerly as I tell her my given name. Her tongue slides between her lips and the way she puts her knee on the bed and crawls toward me? I damn well know what she’s up to but I can’t let it happen.

“No, Vienna. Lie down, spread your legs. Next time you’ll give me your mouth but I can’t stand to see you suck my cock without blowing my load,” I tell her, my voice thick with the lust that’s already boiling over.

The grin she shoots me is one damn sexy look on her before she deliberately crawls very slowly to the headboard. She glances over her shoulder to shoot me a sultry look and shakes her damn ass. 

Now I’m the one swallowing hard as she slides down and turns, letting her finger trail down her body until it lands on her pussy. Yes, a pussy and not a damn nameless cunt. This one’s special and needs to be treasured. Her perfect pussy is already glistening, all pink and perfect when she slides some of her juices up to circle her clit.

“For fuck’s sake,” I croak and snatch up her wrist to guide her fingers away from her pussy. “Don’t you dare take lead on what’s mine to control,” I tell her and bring her fingers to my mouth to get a taste of her.

Damn. All rational thought evaporates. I grab a pillow and tell her, “Push your hips up.” 

I shove the pillow underneath her ass to raise her fine pussy into the air. Crawling in between her legs I bury my face between her legs and close my eyes to savor the moment. The scent of her arousal is drugging and wafting around me. The mere taste lingering on my tongue ignites a craving to have more.

My eyes flash open when I lick her from ass to clit. Vienna gasps and her hands flash up to grip my head to draw me closer. I gently tease her opening with two fingers while my tongue circles her bundle of nerves. The way she rubs herself all over my face only fires up my own lust. Or maybe it’s the way her taste intensifies. 

A growl rips from my chest. I know she’s about to come and I’m balancing a thin line between having her come in my mouth or around my cock but the craving to bury myself deep conquers all.

“Dax!” she screams on an intense breath and groans again, “Daaaaaaaax.”

Her voice rips from her throat in an overwhelming force, carrying my name with such intensity I almost follow her into the orgasm pool she just plunged into. So damn special to hear my given name for the first time in so many years spill from a woman’s lips.

The way she’s clamping down on my cock as it’s buried deep inside her pussy is the most precious gift life has to offer me. At least in this moment of time it is. Shit. If this is the first time I’m taking her and I’m already lost in the way our bodies connect, anything will only get better and fucking better. I groan when my hips draw back and slide back in. 

My piercings stimulate pleasure for the both of us, and it’s indescribably intense. I added those piercings years back and it’s never felt like this and I’m damn sure it’s because it’s Vienna and most of all...the fact we’re fucking bare.

I’m hovering over her and take in every inch of her gorgeous face. Eyes closed and visibly undergoing pure ecstasy. With her hips still placed on the pillow my cock is allowed to slide in deeper through this angle. I pick up speed and fuck her harder. 

Her perfect tits are swaying back and forth due to the force of my thrusts and they’re taunting me to give them some attention. It takes a few tries but then I have one of those stiff nipples between my teeth as I carefully start to nibble and suck.

The little mewls falling from her lips and how her nails rake over my skull, everything tells me she’s enjoying the little bite of pain. I slide my arm underneath her body and grip her shoulder to keep her in place and pound my hips harder. It’s like all boundaries have fallen away. Nothing, and no one, is holding me back.

The need to brand her, take her, make her feel my cock even after I’ve left her body. There’s a burning need running through my body. The reminder of our connection, the way we feed on the desire crackling between us is undeniable.

Her nails slide over my shoulders and I damn well feel she’s breaking skin and I fucking relish in it as I bury myself deep one more time. My name spills from her lips on a hot breath entering my ears. Her pussy grips me in a turmoil of waves while the cum rips from my body, branding her inside and out. And I’m pretty damn sure somewhere along the line she branded me as hers along with it.
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Chapter Eight
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***Vienna***

My heart is beating out of control and it’s as if this man chased the damn thing itself and managed to capture it too, dammit. Insane. I just had the most mind-blowing, heart-leaping, and body-scorching sex ever. I have nothing to compare it with. Like none. I’ve had sex before, don’t get me wrong but this? A league of its own. Not just the sex but the man himself too.

“I can’t catch my breath,” I wheeze.

His chuckle rumbles his body, hot, sticky and draped over me. 

“Give it a minute,” he simply tells me. 

My pussy clamps down on his dick, softening inside me and yet it twitches as if it’s about to spring back to life. The both of us groan and even if we’re out of breath and drained of all energy...there’s no denying; the both of us want more.

“Dammit, I think you ripped everything I had right out of me,” Kray grumbles and falls to the side.

He surges up, rips the pillow from underneath my body and grabs my arm to drape me over his chest. 

“There,” he sighs in contentment. “Right where I can find you. Though I seriously think I’m not up for round two any time soon. I need me some fuckin’ pie first.”

“Mmmm,” I hum. “Pie.”

“North and I...” Kray snaps his mouth shut and mutters, “Never mind.”

Though nothing can take away the moment we shared just now...I feel as if Kray deserves to pull North in this bed with us. Not physically but absolutely in discussions. How can he not? Clearly these two guys share a past and not only do I have a feeling I’m the first woman who made them split apart—let Kray take me by himself—I will never stand in between their friendship.

I raise up on my forearms to connect our gaze. “What about North? Please tell me.”

Instead of waiting for him to speak, I choose to cuddle back against his chest and when I feel his arms around me to pull me closer, I know I made the right choice.

“After we’d...after.” Kray clears his throat and I know what he’s about to say and the way he struggles with how to say it is adorable.

“After the two of you shared the bed with one woman...” I finish for him, some laughter in my voice along with it.

His arm tightens even more for a breath or two before he places a kiss on the top of my head and says, “Yeah...then we’d head out and get some pie. Each time a different place so we could compare the pie.”

Their freaky grading system comes back and now I get it. “So, you two grade the pie and the woman?”

“Yeah...” he drags the word out again and adds, “The first time we headed out right after since the chick was all clingy and didn’t listen when I told her no damn kissing. North and I just met a few hours before, so we decided to head out together and get some coffee. And coincidentally, we discovered we were both in the army and were gonna be teamed up and head out for our first tour the next day. So, we went out and had pie to talk. I had the apple pie ‘cause I fucking love apple pie. North, well, he’s not picky but it has to be cheesecake. Strawberry, peanut butter, white chocolate raspberry, doesn’t matter, as long as it’s cheesecake. Anyway, we rate the girl first, then the pie.”

This little detail is intriguing. “You guys never spill any details or talk things over afterwards? Like...never? Only one grade and that’s it?”

“Nope, we only give two grades, girl and pie,” Kray chuckles. “I would say we never kiss...and tell...but I guess with me taking your mouth and licking your sweet pussy, I’ve even broke that rule.”

“You never kissed one of those women in all those years?” I question, finding the very thought strange. And then another thought hits me. “How many women a week? Because the two of you having pie right after each time? The both of you having little to no fat on those bodies...makes a girl wonder how much pie you can eat in a week...wait. Never mind. All those calories are burned right off with hot sex. Dammit, shutting up now. No, wait. We need to get pie. Like right now.” I dash up and search for my pants.

Kray chuckles but then turns serious. “The whole rambling and dashing off? I don’t know how well you’re taking all of this. I damn well hope we’re okay. You and me, this...thing...between us. It’s not going to be a one-time thing like how...fuck.” Kray stalks toward me and crashes his mouth against mine.

His kisses are addicting. The way he dominates my mouth and then slowly turns it into pure seduction makes my whole body feel numbed by adoration.

Kray breaks the kiss and places his forehead against mine. “Most definitely not a one-time thing, understood?”

“Most definitely,” I sigh, still floating on the cloud of adoration he put me on.

“You still want to get pie?” he croaks.

I swallow hard and say, “It depends.”

“On what?” His eyebrows scrunch up adorably.

“If it’s going to turn into a regular thing, because my ass isn’t built to have pie on a regular basis and if this thing between us isn’t a one-time thing...having loads of sex along with loads of pie will be very bad for my figure,” I groan.

His head tips back and laughter rips out. “Are you fuckin’ kidding me?”

“Don’t laugh, I’m serious. I only have to look at some butter and I gain a few pounds but Reva? She can eat anything and doesn’t have to do any freaking gym time to keep the perfect body. It’s so not fair. She loves sports, though. Not as much as she loves her computers, but still. Oh, and pie. She loves baking too.” I swallow hard and realize, “Cheesecake being her favorite. She can make a ten plus cheesecake.”

“Yeah?” Kray whispers as if he too realizes the same thing.

“I hope he wins the sort of bet we made...him finding her within two days and if he does, I’ll back off on him trying to see if she’s his ten plus. Because she never really dated anyone, you know? And with North being all...you know, expert so to say? It’s either a really good thing or too overwhelming and I don’t think she needs the pressure but she needs something. Shit. I hope she’s found healthy and in one piece. Who cares if North will be a pushy asshole, as long as I have my sister back safe and sound...it’s all that matters.” Emotions are pulling at me and if I don’t force myself to change topics, I’ll turn into one sobbing mess and won’t be of any use to anyone. I clear my throat and pull on my pants. “We need to get some pie and I know just the place.”

Kray’s gaze slides over my face and his eyes soften. He takes a step in my direction but I’m still too emotional and I can see he wants to pull me into his arms.

I give him a little shake of my head and tell him with a firm voice, “We need pie. And maybe we could get some extra and bring it to North.”

Great. Now Kray’s face twists with emotions.

“Okay, this whole regret, sadness, on the verge of crying thing...though I was the one almost spilling my tears...it needs to be put on hold. We’re going to get pie, and then have the whole talk with you guys because North became all angry the last time he heard we shared a bed. And now we had sex and with him wanting a date with my sister? He needs to know that we...I don’t know what we are but you said it wasn’t a one-time thing. And you two are tight and he needs to know now. And not through a phone call or postpone the inevitable either, but face-to-face and right now, you know?”

“We need pie,” Kray croaks and picks up his jeans.

“Yes, we do,” I reply as the both of us get dressed.

Kray collects all the papers and photographs and shoves them into a bag. “Are we taking one bike?”

The question catches me by surprise and I take a moment to think it over. “Maybe it’s easier to take one? I remember Deeds telling me I have to stick with you guys, sounds more logical to take one, right?”

“Yeah, it does but I didn’t want to leave you without a choice in the matter.” Kray shoots me a grin as if he expected me to make the most logical choice.

The both of us head for his bike and when he’s put our stuff into his saddlebags he asks, “Where to?”

I spill the secret of a tiny diner on a back road me and Reva discovered when we were lost on a Sunday afternoon. It’s called A’dam’s Taste and it’s actually owned by a Dutch old lady who makes homemade apple pie. I don’t know how her cheesecake tastes because I’m not a big fan of that—my sister is—but I’ve had some of her others and they are seriously good.

I’m glad to see Kray’s frown and it makes me realize, “I gather you haven’t heard about this place yet, have you?”

“Nope.” Kray grins. “Can’t wait to find out if...”

“If the apple pie is a ten plus,” I finish for him and roll my eyes.

Kray chuckles and pulls me close. “I already found my ten plus, who cares about pie when I’m already addicted to the place between your legs.”

I can’t help but tease when I say, “Just the place between my legs then, huh?”

“Woman,” he growls. “The second I saw you standing in the bar you were classified as a ten-fucking-plus. I didn’t even have a whiff of your pussy or brain but the second I did I knew I could put everything on hold between us until this case was over but in the end it wouldn’t matter; you and I were gonna happen.”

“Okay,” I whisper as suddenly the reality of everything hits me. “So, we’re like...seeing where this leads?”

“It will lead with you on the back of my bike carrying my ink,” Kray states and smacks my ass. “But first things first, hop on.”

Wait...what? Kray straddles his bike and makes it rumble underneath him, preventing me from throwing questions at him. I reluctantly slide on behind him and wrap my arms around his waist, pressing myself tight against him.

He grabs my thigh and gives it a little squeeze and I swear I hear him voice the words “First part is in the bag,” over the rumbling of the bike. Then it hits me; it will lead with you on the back of my bike. Shit. The next part is carrying his ink? What the hell does that even mean?

Then I remember Lips. She has the Broken Deeds MC patch inked on her neck. I mentally lock up this little piece of detail and try to focus on the intense feeling of being on the back of Kray’s bike.

I have my own bike for almost four years now. Reva hates it. She only thinks of all the danger that comes with riding a bike and like me, she’s never been on the back of one. Well, until now since clearly, I’m on the back of one. I have to say the feelings running wild inside me are surprisingly different than if I’m riding by myself. Maybe it’s because of Kray...oh, who am I kidding, it absolutely is.

Ever since I locked eyes with this man my belly fluttered and my interest skyrocketed. The instant connection and let’s not forget the hot and raw sex we just had is only a fragment of what bursts free when we’re together. And I’m actually glad Deeds ordered for me to have Kray with me at all times. It gives us the opportunity to see where this might lead.

I mean, some people don’t function well when they’re with each other twenty-four seven. They get on each other’s nerves. Like how North instantly nudged his ten plus down because he doesn’t like some of my character traits. To each his own, but it does make me wonder how things between Kray and me will develop; only time will tell.

After we pick up some pie, we take the long ride to Kray and North’s home. There’s only lights on in North’s part of the house and that’s where we’re heading. Kray also has a key and punches in the security code before we enter.

“In here,” North bellows from somewhere inside his home.

Obviously, Kray knows exactly where “here” is because he stalks through the living room all the way to the back into a room on the left.

“Wow,” I whisper when I step inside. 

The whole room is impressive. While one side covers a complete weapon arsenal, the other side is what my sister would label as heaven. Meaning there are three computers lined up, each with large monitors in front of them. All turned on, all working, and North is sitting in front of the middle one in a huge chair. When I inch closer, I notice Kazz is sitting in his lap, eyes closed while North is petting him.

“Comfy enough for you, Kazz?” I snicker.

And I have to say, it absolutely warms my heart to see he’s more at ease here with North than he was at home climbing the walls of his habitat. Dammit. North was right. How could I ever think I could take good care of Reva’s pet when all I did was feed him greens while he clearly needed more?

“Hey,” North snaps. “Don’t give me a long face. Animals in the wild eat what they come across. Sometimes they don’t have anything for days. The little guy is fine. Reva will be here to take care of him again soon enough. I have something in the works, no worries, okay? Come on, let me show you the little guy’s home for the upcoming two days.”

“Quite confidant don’t you think?” I mutter but deep down I relish in the arrogance this guy radiates. 

With him implying Kazz will only be here for two days means he’s sticking with his insane deal he made with me. None of it matters except having my sister back, whatever the consequences are...even to have her mad at me for setting her up on a blind date with this arrogant biker.
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Chapter Nine
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***Kray***

North places Kazz in a large habitat I’m sure he spent a fortune on. I know he used to own a bearded dragon years back, before we met. He’s always mentioned how he’d like to own one again sometime but I guess with us always being on the road it’s hard to keep an animal.

We’re in the kitchen where Vienna is grabbing plates and forks while I’m grabbing our drinks. North washes his hands and looks at the table where I placed two boxes. He’s drying his hands as he steps closer to inspect the boxes.

“What are we havin’?” he questions, dividing his gaze between me and Vienna.

I swallow hard because this has been a ritual between me and him and...for fuck’s sake why the hell does it feel like I cheated on the guy when I know damn well I didn’t. Fuck. Talk about emotional turmoil since what me and Vienna have feels fucking perfect but I don’t want to ruin the friendship I have with North.

Though, I know for a fact our days of taking one woman together have come to an end. I’m one hundred percent committed to Vienna and I am never going to share her with anyone. My mind simply can’t handle it. The mere thought rouses a hatred to burn deep.

“We’re having pie,” Vienna states. “I hope you’re not angry at Kray here because I kinda wanted to...” 

North snorts, “Share the moment?” His eyes find mine. “Shared a bed but no sleep this time, eh?”

I give him a tight nod and brace myself for his reaction. The silence is so damn thick around us you would have trouble cutting it with a sharp knife.

Until North gives us a feral smile. “Well, let’s have it, Kray. Sit and give me those two damn numbers. Where did you get it? Someplace new?” North rattles and grabs a box and opens it.

“We went to this little place called A’dam’s Taste. The owner is a Dutch old lady who makes homemade apple pie. I must say, I’ve never had the cheesecake, though. But, I’m sure it’s not a ten plus ‘cause, you know...only my sister makes the best cheesecake, but then again...I’m biased. I have to be, it’s a twin thing. Even if I don’t even like freaking cheesecake. Reva has to make you one, then you can grade both in one go,” Vienna rumbles and puts a slice of apple pie on a plate and licks her fingers.

Did she just...my gaze connects with North and I can tell he’s biting the inside of his cheek to keep his laughter inside. Fuck. Did Vienna seriously just imply North needs to sample both her sister’s sex skills along with her cooking skills? Innocent words and yet they imply oh so fucking much. I don’t think she just realized what she rattled out without thinking.

Silence yet again surrounds us, making Vienna mumble, “What?”

North shoots me a wink and says in all innocence, “Nothing. Just making a mental note to do exactly as you said. Now, what kind of cheesecake did you bring?”

“Both lemon and strawberry,” I tell him while I grab myself a huge slice of apple pie.

Two breaths later my mouth is filled with a huge chunk of the best pie ever. I’m telling ya, eyes closed, moaning, savoring the taste and getting ready to hop on my bike and ride back to A’dam’s Taste to go get some more of this woman’s apple pie.

“Fuck,” North groans. “Good pie, man.”

“Hell, yes,” I agree. “Mine’s a double ten-fucking-plus.”

North snorts. “Riiiiiight. Biased. Like your woman and her damn twin. She’s put you on a high and slid her pussy underneath your skin. Ya don’t fool me. This pie is good...it ain’t a ten plus, though.”

“Like I said, you haven’t tasted...” Vienna mumbles and has to chew and swallow a few times to clear the pie from her mouth. 

But North finishes her sentence before Vienna can. “Your sister yet.” He shoots her a wicked grin while Vienna almost chokes on the last bite of her pie. His eyes slide to mine and turn serious. “I’ve put some things in motion and I know you’re not going to be happy with it.”

“What the fuck did you do now?” I growl because I know him. 

He jumps straight into shit and even if I always have his back and would follow him off the face of the damn earth...this time shit’s different. I’m no longer unattached to said world. I feel like I’m tied to it; tied to Vienna.

The thought should freak me the fuck out, but it doesn’t. Even if things have barely started between us and shit’s as fragile as a soap bubble, I’m dying to follow this through instead of risking my damn life in general. Great. Now I’m second-guessing every damn move when I normally wouldn’t.

The corner of North’s mouth twitches and I can see by the damn twinkle in his eyes he knows my thought process. Fuck. He jumped the gun on his own because he damn well knew what was gonna happen between me and Vienna. That’s the whole reason he left and wanted me to stay in the clubhouse with her.

“You planned this, didn’t you,” I sigh.

“It’s a no brainer, the two of you together was inevitable. Meant to be and all that mushy stuff. Made it easy for me to plan shit because I had a hunch. I talked to Deeds, Chopper, and Nash about it and set things in motion once I found the fucker. I didn’t think it was easy, though. But it was, and all I have to do is sit back and wait for Shade’s folks to contact me.” North places his fork down and rubs his belly. “Damn good pie. I’d say a nine...minus.”

“Why would Shade’s people contact you?” Vienna questions before I can.

North holds Vienna’s stare as he says, “Because I replied to the bounty ad the fucker placed. Believe me, he’s going to contact me once he’s verified the tiny hint of information I gave him.”

“You’ve already made contact?” I snap.

“Oh, yeah,” the fucker easily supplies and snatches himself a slice of apple pie. “Of course, I sentenced a guy to death by doing so, but this is all about getting Reva back.”

I grab his plate and drag it toward me. “That’s my fucking pie, asshole. Now, I repeat; what the fuck did you do?”

He snatches the plate back and cradles it in his hand as he stands and stalks to the other side of the table. Once he’s at a safe distance from me he says, “I’ve located Blancher, you know, the fucker who killed Beau, Shade’s brother. Shade has wanted this guy ever since Blancher attacked Shade in an effort to steal his black-market business.”

“I know who Blancher is, asshole,” I growl. “Tell me why you tracked him down because I know he won’t trade...fuck. This isn’t about trading Blancher for Reva, is it? This is about you going in undercover on your fucking own. No, asshole. Not just no, but Fuck, no. It’s fucking suicide,” I roar.

He looks me dead in the eyes. “It’s nothing that we haven’t done before,” he simply says.

And it’s true, he knows it, and I know it. Yet, this time it’s different somehow.

“Fuck,” I bellow and start to pace the room.

It’s all screwed up or this whole situation with Vienna is making me glance at the world through different eyes or some shit.

“Sit down, Kray,” Vienna sighs. “I’m sure North knows what he’s doing. Take a breath and listen, I’m sure he’ll explain what he has in mind. Right, North? Or do you want me to leave? I could head into Kray’s living room.”

North grabs Vienna’s hand. “Stay. I don’t mind you hearing what I have in mind. As I said, Deeds, Chopper, and Nash are aware of the plan. Besides, it might not work out if Blancher manages to slip through their fingers ‘cause all I did was give them the information on where to find him. They had this huge bounty on his head but all I demanded was a job. I might have also added my resume. Nash set up my background, so you know it’s solid if they do start digging to find out if I’m legit.”

Yeah, like I said, it’s nothing like the shit we haven’t done before but somehow my gut is telling me this is wrong.

“I don’t know, man. I have a bad feeling about this.” I let my fingers slide through my hair and release a deep sigh.

North stalks up to me and lowers his voice. “You know damn well this might be our only shot. You saw the woman in the pictures. She was Shade’s hacker before he replaced her with Reva. He isn’t going to let her out of his sight, not while she’s still breathing anyway. Let me do this, okay?”

“What’s your cover?” I grumble, knowing I can’t talk him out of this.

“You know me. I dabble between weapon expert, computer expert, assassin, the works. I told them to shove the reward in their own pockets and let me work for them instead. Even mentioned I could have taken Blancher out myself but left it to them to deal with it as a show of trust.” 

The both of us regain our seat at the table while Vienna and I think over the words North just gave us.

“Do you think they’d be open to your offer?” Vienna questions.

And I have to say, I was wondering the same thing. “You do know they’re an airtight front. Those three guys working underneath Shade have been there for years, no one gets close to Shade himself. Why the hell do you think you can demand they let you in and give you a damn job?” 

“Because Nash just shot me a message about an hour ago,” North says, a huge fucking smile on his face. “Seems their weapon expert, slash, assassin, had a little accident. The fucker didn’t do bombs that well...get me?”

“Oh, come on,” I sigh. “Wouldn’t it be too fucking obvious? One gets killed while you place an offer on the table demanding a job? I repeat, asshole, this is suicide.”

“No, it’s not,” North growls, the smile he had on his face disappearing in an instant. “Didn’t you read every file we had on this fucker? The guy Shade took out fucked up twice before. Not to mention Shade seems to have a personal strategy to taking out and replacing his own guys one by one over the last few months.”

“It’s true,” Vienna quips. “Ever since Blancher tried to kick Shade off his throne it’s as if Shade is cleaning house.”

“That’s why they took Reva,” I muse.

“Right.” North points at me. “And right before the two of you walked in here, Deeds contacted me. They found another body.” His eyes slide to Vienna. “Wayman’s dead.”

Vienna’s eyes bulge. “You’re kidding?”


“Nope. They dragged him out of the river near his house a few hours ago. Some neighbor saw him jump from his apartment’s balcony but from what I’ve heard dead guys with bullets between their eyes don’t jump from balconies.”

“That fucker,” Vienna snaps. “I told you there was a rat in our team. I’m sure he was it, he ratted out my sister. He made sure her computer was wiped clean. Dammit, why didn’t I do anything? Ugh.” She takes her head in her hands and releases a string of curse words.

A phone dings with an incoming message. North glances at—what I now notice is a new phone—and places his old one on the table right next to the new one.

“Showtime. I received a text with an address. I guess they took me up on my offer.” North grins and stands. 

“How do you want to play this?” I question, not liking the fact I don’t have all the details of this plan North came up with.

“Nash had some high-tech shit he wanted to test and I’m the guinea pig. This phone being one of those and this.”

North toes off his left boot, shoves his sock down and shows me his ankle. 

“Sexy,” I remark, my eyebrow going up in question. What the ever-loving-fuck is he trying to show me here?

All the asshole does is grin and put his boot back on. “A few hours ago I had this red lump there because Nash poked me with something he can pinpoint me with but is completely off the radar.”

“You know this shit doesn’t calm my damn nerves, right?”  I snap, still not liking this whole plan of letting North go in alone.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, brother. Keeps you on your toes. And I need you on your fucking toes to have my damn back out here.”

“True,” I sigh. “But I can’t do shit out here and you know it.”

North grabs my cut. “Your job is to keep your woman safe. We all might think Wyman was in on things but what if Shade is tying up loose ends in a wider range? You know damn well Wyman was supposed to be our contact and lead this case along with Vienna. Vienna is Reva’s damn twin. He’s coming for her too, I fucking know it. You know where this leaves you, right?”

“Right?” I growl back. “Sitting on my damn ass keeping my eye on her while you go out and risk your damn life.”

North glances over his shoulder at Vienna. “Such a drama queen this one.”

I fist North’s cut and bring his face close to mine. My blood is boiling and the need to punch his damn face is skyrocketing. Doesn’t he fucking understand I can’t let him do this alone?
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Chapter Ten
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***Vienna***

I have to do something. The way these two guys go head to head is making my chest ache. Dashing up, I push my way in between the two of them. And again, I find myself caged in with Kray at my back while facing North.

“Stop it you two.” I throw a glance over my shoulder to let Kray know this part is mainly for him. “I don’t like this either but the man has a point. And think about it. What if I was some random chick or a dude for that matter? One who wasn’t on the back of your bike or shared pie after we shared a bed, huh? How would this play out? Would the both of you go undercover? Would these guys let two people in?”

“No,” Kray hisses through his teeth.

He’s still angry and I know how he feels. With Reva being at stake here I might be jumping a bit too soon on team North but the rational agent inside me also screams this is the best option. Kray needs to put his emotions on the back burner and glance at this from a different point of view. And I know it’s damn hard and all new for him.

“One would be playing a part on the outside while the other goes in. I know very well some missions have to be faced solo. But this is different.”

Oh, for fuck’s sake, stubborn man. “It’s different because of me?”

“Yes,” he hisses again through his teeth.

“Look man,” North sighs. “It’s not like we didn’t see this coming. And for sure as fuck it’s not like you’re trading me in for some cunt.”

Kray growls while I shoot daggers at North. What the hell is he thinking, stating something like that? “Not helping,” I snap.

“I wasn’t finished,” North sighs in frustration. “I knew when you walked in the bar you’d be it...a little hard to swallow at first realizing you weren’t the one for me or to share for the both of us but you’re it for him. Like I said; it’s not like he’s trading me in for some cunt. If he hasn’t had the balls to man up, I’ll say it, okay? You’re Old Lady material, Vienna. Our job doesn’t change because of it. Hell, our fucking friendship doesn’t change, and neither does our job. But with this case? You’re at risk.” North glances over my head and I know he’s holding Kray’s stare when he says, “A future Old Lady is at risk.”

I feel Kray’s arms circle my waist.

“So,” North continues. “Handing out tasks is easy as shit this time and it’s the whole reason I didn’t mention it to you before we set this all up. Our Prez is in charge as you know, and it’s why I went to him first. He agreed. I’m the one going undercover while Kray here will make sure you’re safe while our team works their ass off too.”

“Fine,” Kray rumbles, the feel of his voice vibrating through my back.

The corner of North’s mouth twitches. “Fine.”

“Better get ready then. Where you heading?” Kray asks.

“I need to head for some address mentioned in the text but it said I would get another text with the exact location of the meeting when I get there.” North nods, and heads for the room we found him in earlier.

“We should head back to the others back at the clubhouse, right?” I question while I follow Kray into the room where North is strapping all kind of weapons to his body. “Great way to earn their trust,” I snicker. “Meeting them armed to the teeth.”

“Weapons expert, remember?” North shoots me a wolfish grin and I can’t help but grin back.

“You could stay here, not many know where we live. Or take her to one of the three safe houses we own. Only the two of us know about those places,” North says. “If something goes to shit, I’ll head to one of those, as you and I always agreed upon.”

The look on Kray’s face is all telling so I take the liberty to voice what he’s not saying. “We’re heading back to the clubhouse. There’s no way Kray can keep focus when he’s not around others who are also working the case. He needs to be in the loop.”

North shoots Kray a wink. “See? Old Lady Material. Mind voicing that shit before I head out? You know, so I know someone can take care of your ass if shit does go wrong. Hey, if shit does go wrong and you want out, I’d be the only one who knows.”

I smack a flat hand against North’s chest. “Not funny, asshole.”

“It kinda is,” Kray chuckles. “And yeah, she’s my Old Lady.”

North steps toward Kray and grabs him in a tight man-hug. He slaps him on the back a few times before grabbing the back of his head while they whisper words back and forth. I take this time to admire my boots, otherwise I feel as if I’m intruding on their special moment. 

“That’s it,” North sighs. “Time to head out. I’ve fed Kazz plenty. There’s no need to check him the next couple of days, okay?”

I give him a nod and keep my lips sealed, emotions running through me at the thought of him voluntarily walking into danger. Not only to do his job, but to save my sister with the twisted deal he made with me in mind. Somehow this guy managed to touch my heart, even if he’s an arrogant asshole at times.

He gives me a tight hug where I manage to whisper out words to let him know to be safe and hurry back before he heads out. The rumble of a bike outside disturbs the silence between me and Kray. With our eyes locked there might not be words voiced but there’s a lot of things settling between us.

“Come on,” Kray finally says. “Let’s grab a few things and head to the clubhouse.”

I’m glad we decided to take the one bike to Kray’s house so it leaves us to head back on one bike too. With their home a long ride from the clubhouse, it’s actually exactly what we need to clear our heads. Kray steps away from the bike and I can see some of the tension is still flowing through him. 


I step closer, take his head in my hands and ask, “Do you trust him?” Kray looks appalled and wants to tear away from my grip but I repeat my question, firmer this time. “Do you trust him?”

“Yes,” he hisses, clearly annoyed.

“Good, then trust him to do this his way and focus on helping him from the sidelines, okay?” Still annoyance and tension are flowing freely through his body, making me roll my eyes. “You two are like an old married couple. Why don’t you grow a pair and let that arrogant ass do his job?”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “He really is an arrogant ass, huh?”

“Uh huh,” I reply and grab our bags out of the saddlebags. 

Kray takes them from me and when he enters the clubhouse—with me trailing along behind him—it’s Deeds who is waiting for us. Arms crossed, a grim look on his face as if any time a bomb can detonate, and his whole appearance makes me gulp.

I reach for the bags and mutter, “Let me take those and head for the room we stayed in last time.”

“No,” Deeds snaps. “Church. The both of you.”

Kray guides me into the room Deeds stalked into and closes the door behind us. 

Deeds rubs a hand over his face and locks eyes with Kray. “I have no fucking clue how to say it so I’m just going to throw it out...North is missing.”

“What the hell do you mean, missing? He’s left the house in less than what? An hour and a half? Two hours, max. What the fuck happened?” Kray growls.

“He probably told you this, but Nash...”

“Yeah, he could track him,” Kray grunts as he interrupts Deeds.

“Right, well, we had him and then suddenly he was gone. At first, we thought he might have gone into a tunnel or the fucking computer had a malfunction, whatever. But he dropped off the radar and he hasn’t popped up.”

“What if we’re right about the bunker theory? Wouldn’t it block his signal? Or if they’d keep him in an isolated room first? Shade never meets people face to face. He could have North locked away, exterminate all the germs he might be tainted with so to say before he lets them into his pack,” I offer. 

My heart is beating rapidly inside my chest and I hope I’m right because thinking the worst is ripping said heart right out of my chest.

“Nash’s stuff is state of the art, it wouldn’t be blocked by a damn bunker,” Deeds grumbles, stalks back to the door to swing it open and bellows, “Nash, get your filthy ass in here.”

A guy with shaggy dirty blond hair rushes inside. “What’s up, Prez?”

“Can North’s signal be blocked if he’s in a damn bunker?” 

Nash slowly shakes his head after Deeds’ question. “It would have to be completely rebuilt with extremely thick material...you know, an old bunker but state of the art shit, then maybe. But I think I would still be able to get some faint signal. Wait.”

Nash rushes out, leaves the door open and before either of us can say a word, he’s back in the room. He has his laptop out on the table in front of him and his fingers dance over the keys like I’ve seen my sister do a thousand times.

“It’s still active. You could be right. It’s fucking weird, man. Look.” Nash points at the screen. It’s filled with a black background showing green thin lines and all sorts of names and dots. “On this map I can track him to a wide area. Normally I would be able to pinpoint someone I tagged up to a square inch. But now it’s only a wide range as if something is dulling the transmission. He’s definitely underground, and like I mentioned...not your normal type bunker either.”

“So, he’s in,” I quip. “He’s with Shade, right? I mean, he has to be.”

“Yeah,” Deeds drags the word out and connects his gaze with Kray. “You good with this? Talked everything through?”

I can feel both of them watching me but my focus is still on the screen. It’s hard to believe these guys managed to locate where Shade is hiding. I know it doesn’t have to be Shade’s place specifically, or hell, they might even have thrown North into a steel box and buried him thirty feet under. But I’d like to stay positive and keep my fingers, toes, eyebrows, whatever crossed in the hope North pulls through and gets Reva out of there.

“We’re not rookies and you know it,” Kray simply states.

The corner of Deeds’ mouth twitches. “Okay then. Another thing North mentioned was the claim he witnessed. You stand by it?”

“Eager much,” Kray mutters before he clears his throat and adds, “Have your Old Lady grab her gear, I’m ready when she is.”

Deeds rubs his hands together. “Good. Lips was fuckin’ smitten with her and when the background check came through I was on board with the whole thing too. Fuck. She’s a damn fine asset and you know it. Do you need to see her background? One hell of an agent with a long list of recommendations.”

I can feel my eyes bulge. “Excuse me guys, I don’t know when this whole talk switched from North’s plan in getting my sister back to somehow me being a catch? What the hell is going on?”

“He claimed you. You’re all checked out and cleared. He’s getting inked and so are you,” Nash easily supplies as if I’m a cow ready to be slaughtered because of my awesome quality meat.

“We’re done here,” I snap and stalk to the door.

To my surprise it swings open and Lips slips through the door and locks all of us inside. Her gaze slides through the room and she narrows her eyes at Deeds.

“What did you do?” she growls.

“Why the fuck do you think I did something, woman?” Deeds growls back.

Lips rolls her eyes. “Men,” she mutters at me. “Nothing is ever their fault.” She puts her hands on her hips and says, “Give me a recap of the last few minutes.”

“No one here going to remark how this is Church and women aren’t allowed in Church?” Nash tries to keep his voice down so only Kray and Deeds can hear him but apparently he’s not that tactful.

“I said, give me a damn recap.” Lips’ tone of voice says she’s reached her limit of politeness and heads are going to roll if she doesn’t get an answer in the next few seconds.

“It’s safe to assume North has reached his target. With him dropping off Nash’s radar...well, not fully but somewhat now Nash has managed to do something to see if he could...whatever. He’s probably in a bunker. Then these guys suddenly turn all weird and discuss how I’m all cleared, claimed, and labeled as a cow ready to be consumed or something.”

Lips releases a squeal and throws her arms around my body and hugs tight, completely catching me off guard. I’m standing here frozen, trying to get my bearings while at the same time I know I spent a great deal of time with this woman yesterday and found her—and all the other Old Ladies—sweet, understanding, open, and honest.

I take a deep breath to calm myself and finally hug her back. Even if all of this is overwhelming, I know very well me and Kray decided to see where this thing between us will go. Hell, Kray even promised something to North and with Deeds saying all of this...I’m pretty sure that arrogant ass set us up.

Kray steps up to us and pries me out of Lips’ arms. “Okay, that’s enough. Can I have a word with Vienna alone, please? All you fuckers are overwhelming the fuck out of her and with this thing between North now settled...Well, I think it’s settled because we always give each other the timeframe we agreed upon if everything is still set. And everything is still set, right? No need to go in? We’re giving him his time to pull Reva out himself if possible?”

“Correct,” Deeds replies. “We didn’t expect him to fall off grid. Now we know it’s because he’s probably holding up in a bunker, we’re giving him the forty-eight hours he requested when he went in.”


“Good. Give us a few minutes,” Kray states.

Deeds nods and everyone leaves the room, leaving me alone with Kray while my nerves are starting to claw inside my chest.
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Chapter Eleven
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***Kray***

“Too soon?” The corner of my mouth twitches. 

Though the laughter on the inside dies quickly when I can clearly read the frustration and aggravation in her eyes. All of this shit hitting her full force and the mere thought makes my shoulders sag.

“You think?” she sighs. “Look, one moment I think I’ve landed my ass in the twilight zone, the other it’s too good to be true when I’m alone with you, but then reality snaps back and the hurt slams through me because my sister is missing. It’s a bit too soon indeed. All of it. Well, maybe not the sex. The sex was good. Stress relief, yeah. Good.” 

“We’re all human, Vienna.” I reach out and let my knuckles slide over her cheek. “Life goes on when shit comes crashing down. No matter how hard you get hit you need to push yourself to move forward. You and I are moving forward, all while handling your sister’s case. It sucks we have our hands tied but now Nash has tweaked North’s transmission and he can keep an eye on him. I’m sure they are gathering more intel as we speak. Not to mention I’d like a glance at those satellite pictures myself too when we’re done here. What I meant to say was...our connection is solid. I’ve always trusted my gut on things and I am following this through. The only thing keeping me from doing so is you. If you don’t want this,” I motion between our bodies. “Then tell me now and I’ll back away. I’ll keep you safe and we’ll part ways when North comes back here with Reva. And I damn well know he’s going to follow through on his word because he always does or he’ll fucking die trying.”

She steps toward me and places her hand on my leather cut. “I want this,” she croaks, her voice tainted with loads of emotion, “but like you said, it’s so damn hard to focus with everything going on but in the spare moments we’ve had with just the two of us...I know I want this.”

“Then we’re getting inked,” I state.

“What?” she squeaks. “We’re not getting inked, we’re going to be a couple...not follow your insane version of hop on a plane to Vegas. Even that shit is manageable by getting a divorce, now a tattoo on the other hand...”

“I’m sure,” I simply state. “Come to think of it; I haven’t been so sure about anything in my life. A ten plus rarely.”

Her finger is being pressed against my lips. “Shut the hell up with your ten plus. You and me? Fine, it’s gonna happen. But it will be on my damn terms and it will not entail getting inked today, tomorrow or next fucking week!”

“Fine,” I growl. “But the deadline is two weeks.”

Her eyes bulge and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to prevent from laughing because she looks so damn adorable but she would totally bite my damn head off if my mouth would so much as twitch.

So, instead, I offer her an explanation. “When one of us states a claim, we have to get inked within two weeks. I will get one later today or tomorrow. You however can take the two weeks but I have to warn you...my brothers are allowed to test your loyalty in these two weeks. Loyalty to me, to the club, whatever. I have no clue or say in when or if they will test you; they have the right. Until you get your patch with my name inked on your body.”

“And if I don’t?” she challenges.

“You don’t want to know,” I mutter ‘cause with the way she’s reacting to all of this? I sure as shit won’t tell her what happens if the two weeks are up.

I softly press my mouth against hers. Her eyes close and a little gasp allows me to swoop my tongue inside. A growl rips from my chest as I grab her ass and pull her tighter against me. I get lost in our kiss, my cock hardening and aching to have her.

But I can’t. Not right here, not right now. There are way more pressing matters to deal with and even if our connection is strong and growing—our bodies melting together every chance we get—we need to focus and take things slow. Even if I’ve put us on a timer to get things set in stone.

And I don’t regret it. Not one damn bit because in this fucked-up life you have to put your claws out when you see something special. You need to make it yours no matter how hard or how long it takes, ‘cause in the end...it will make the difference between taking a welcoming breath or a sigh of agony. And I’m all for taking a next breath, eye on the future shit so I’m damn well getting a patch with her name inked on my fucking body. 


Vienna places her cheek against my pecs and lets her fingers slide over the Broken Deeds MC patch. “Did you know Bald Eagles mate for life with their partner? They choose to be faithful until their last breath here on earth.”

“Yeah,” I croak as the air around us crackles with emotion.

The eagle in the Broken Deeds MC patch stands for a lot of things but in this moment it’s even more valuable due to the things we just discussed and what she’s implying. My fingers sink into her short hair and I can’t help myself when I crash our mouths together again. Our kiss is hot, raw, and cut short.

“Come on, we’re gonna head out to our room and dive into this case some more to see if we can come up with another lead.” Vienna gives me a grateful smile and I grab our bags along with a pile of files Deeds left for us.

I don’t care if we get stares from everyone in the main clubhouse when I say, “Lips, make some time for me tomorrow, okay?”

The fading, “You’re on!” Lips shouts after me is enough as I guide Vienna to our room. The both of us settle in on top of the bed, a pile of files and my laptop in between us. The only connection to the outside world we have is the food we order and Xena, Lochlan’s Old Lady, who brings said food to our door.

I’m forced to open my eyes when there’s loud knocking. Nash shouts from the hallway, “Wake up, Kray. Church. Now, goddamned, now.”

I jump off the bed and grab my boots. We didn’t even bother with a shower or getting undressed. Both me and Vienna fell asleep while going over the case, still fucking dressed. In this situation it’s a good thing. Vienna is right behind me when I stalk into the main room of the clubhouse, heading for Church.

In this moment I hate the fact she’s not officially my Old Lady yet. If we both had the patch inked, she’d be entitled to more information if I wanted her to. For now, she has to stay put until I’m done with the meeting.

A glance over my shoulder and the look on Vienna’s face tells me she’s not happy either. I stalk back to her, lean in close, right next to her ear, and tell her, “I’ll let you know the second I’m done.”

She grabs my head and pulls me back to pin me with her gaze. “No half shit, you tell me everything and don’t hold back like last time because North isn’t here to smack you on the back of your head, but I damn well will if I so much as feel you’re not giving me all.”

The corner of my mouth twitches, fucking spitfire that woman of mine. A smile of pride slides over my face. “Fully in, Pixie. I’m full-fucking-in when it comes to you.”

Her shoulders relax and the words, “Good, because so am I,” fall from her mouth before it crashes against mine. The kiss is hard and over before it really started.

“Inside, now,” Deeds grunts as he drags me away from Vienna and inside the four walls of Church.

The door slams shut and I take a seat near an empty one. The rest of the chairs are all filled with my brothers; everyone is present. My gut burns with warning that something very bad is about to happen.

Chopper hits the lights and plunges the room into darkness while Nash rattles his fingers over his keyboard. “I have a warning system set up for when there are any changes in North’s tag. A half hour ago the alarm went off.”

The screen on the wall fills with a map and a clear white dot is pulsing bright.

“He’s not underground anymore?” I question.

Nash shakes his head. “This is not North’s tag. It’s Blancher’s.”

Confusion hits me and I glance around the table, somewhat settling to see all my brother’s faces are filled with confusion. Except for my Prez’s, though.


“Before North went in undercover he tracked down Blancher. He wanted to see if he could find him to use him someway and when he did find the fucker he came to Deeds with his plan and Deeds brought me in. When I offered North the suggestion to tag him with the new tracking system, he asked if there was a way to insert a tracker into Blancher too. It was easy enough to do seeing the tracker is like a pinprick. It can be shot into a person from a large distance and would feel like a mosquito bite. It’s fucking awesome and the range on this thing is amazing and I can also adjust it. I can do it all the way from across the world and it wouldn’t...”

“Fucking focus, asshole. Back to the whole ‘why are we staring at a dot that’s Blancher and not North?” Ramrod growls.

Nash shoots him a glare but continues. “North wanted to know for sure they’d pick him up and if they killed the fucker we could either intervene or find the body faster. Dead or alive wouldn’t make any difference seeing Blancher is a high player too with a rap sheet as long as my cock.”

“Dude, your pecker is pinky size. Not fucking impressive. Now go on and stick to case details, fucking hell,” Depay grumbles and shakes his head.

Nash is getting aggravated, his whole face radiates it and the snap in his voice is harsh enough. “You can see it’s still beating strong, meaning Blancher’s still very much alive.”

His words ring hard inside my head as realization sets in. “You motherfucker,” I roar and dash up to place my hands on the table, ready to jump over it and punch this fucker’s face.

“Sit. Down,” Deeds snaps. “It was my decision not to tell you straight up the tracker is linked with the host’s vitals, and clearly it wasn’t necessary at the time seeing it was a glitch Nash could tweak after we had help from you and your Old Lady. There was a chance he was dead but somehow my gut told me he wasn’t.”

“Your fucking gut told you?” I roar again.

Fucking hell, I was seething when I heard they lost track of North but now knowing that the tag he has inside him is also connected to his vitals makes me aware they might have suspected North was dead when I walked into the clubhouse yesterday.

“Keep your mouth shut and listen, asshole. Then you can go jump into action because every second counts but we’re discussing this shit like bouncing kindergarten shit. All while two lives depend on debriefing before we can jump into action. Now can everyone shut the fuck up and Nash...for fuck’s sake speed this thing up.” Deeds’ harsh voice rings through the room and echoes inside my head as I plant my ass back into my seat.

“After North replied to the ad placed on the black-market by Shade and the intel was given where Blancher could be found...it took a few minutes before Blancher’s dot started moving. At first, we thought it was a coincidence. Even if it was a weird timing, the fucker could have an appointment, right? Well, at first he went to this address.” Nash fills the screen with a picture of a local bar. “He stayed there for over three hours before the dot started moving to where it stayed and still is.”

“You telling us this fucker walked straight to Shade after having a pit stop at a bar for a few hours?” Broke questions, igniting the same worry flowing through me.

“Seems like it,” Deeds quips. “But there’s more.” His eyes slide to me. “Right before you walked into Church...North’s tag disappeared completely.”

Static hits my brain and nothing else processes. Deeds’ mouth moves and I know my brothers are bellowing shit but there’s nothing entering my brain. Nothing. His tag disappearing means he’s not alive anymore, right? No bodily functions traceable. He’s...fuck.

I swallow hard and swing my head toward Nash. “Can you show me what happened to his fucking dot before it shut down?”

The room falls silent and Nash hits a few keys before the screen fills with a map showing two dots. One white one; Blancher. One green one; North. The green one is faint but it’s moving and suddenly pops up as an intense green.

“He’s above ground here, right?” I snap. Nash gives me a quick nod in return as my eyes slide back to the screen.

The dot slowly moves away from the white dot. I don’t care if minutes tick by as all of us watch the green dot slowly crawl over the screen until it’s suddenly cut off.

I flash up, hit the lights so the screen behind me fades and direct my attention to Nash. “Can you still get some sort of reading off the tracker? It’s exact location?”

“Yeah,” Nash says, hits his keyboard and points to the screen. “It’s still exactly where it was when the tracker died.”

“I’m leaving. Right fucking now. North pulled it out, it’s possible, right? I mean, his vitals would be gone but he wouldn’t be dead.”

Nash cringes.

“What?” I snap, barely hanging on because I need for this to be fucking true. The other option—North being dead—isn’t becoming a fucking reality. 

“The tracker is tiny as shit, man. It’s not like a grain of rice you can find when you make a tiny cut and pull it out with your fingers.” Nash rubs a hand over his face.

Anger instead of fear takes over. I won’t have any hope taken away from me. Not until I’m staring at North’s cold dead body will I fucking believe he’s gone.

“But is it fucking possible, Nash?” I bellow, hoping to get my point across this time.

“For Blancher? No fucking way. We shot the tracker into his shoulder from a distance so it would be deep in that guy. With North...maybe. I injected it underneath his skin near his ankle but to make sure he would have to slice off a good chunk of meat.” Nash cringes again.

“Good enough. North is an arrogant asshole who’s gone through worse to keep under the radar.” I swing my gaze to Deeds. “I’m getting my weapons and my ass will be on my bike in five minutes to that exact fucking location.”

“Nash, Depay, and I will come with. Broke, stay here with Chopper in close contact with Nash so we can jump into any action if shit changes, okay?” Deeds says and is already on his feet.

I take a step closer to Deeds. “My Old Lady is coming with.”

Deeds gives me a tight nod. “Understood, brother. But like I mentioned yesterday, she’s one hell of an agent, checks out all fucking clear, and I damn well welcome her with open arms. Even if you guys ain’t inked yet, we’ve already voted she won’t be tested. There’s too much shit going on right now we have to deal with to keep busy with minor matters at hand.”

I don’t have words to give him due to the turmoil of all of it. I grab his shoulder and give him a squeeze. I’m out the door the next moment. Vienna dashes up from where she was sitting with the other Old Ladies and rushes toward me.

Time to explain is lacking so I multitask by snatching her wrist to drag her along to our room. Once inside I grab my bag and start to throw some shit in I think I’m going to need along with weapons that don’t fit in the sheaths I have strapped on my body.

“There was activity on North’s tracker, now it’s not showing anything.” I connect our gaze and see she’s strapping her backup gun to her leg. “They forgot to mention to us the tracker only works when the host’s vitals are still up and running.”

Her head flashes up to me. “Fuck.”

“Nash showed the last activity of North’s tracker and I think he escaped the bunker.”

“He could still be alive, right? He could have gotten rid of the tracker to stay safe, right? Oh, fuck, he needs to be.” Vienna looks at me, her eyes pleading.

I close my eyes for a brief moment before I tell her, “When I asked Nash, he told me there could be a slight chance but to be sure he would have to cut out a large chunk of flesh.”

Vienna places her foot on the floor and off the chair where she placed it on to double check her backup gun. “He would have, Kray. You know he would to stay completely under the radar if things went bad enough. I’m ready, let’s go. We’re heading for the last location of the tracker I assume?”

I give her a grateful smile. Deeds’ words slide through my head; she’s one hell of an agent. No further words to debrief are necessary and even if she’s known North for a brief moment, it’s enough to be aware what kind of man he is; one who never gives up easily. 

If there was any doubt this woman wasn’t meant to be mine, it would evaporate completely. Because this woman? She was mine the second she walked into my life. And as soon as I know North is okay, I’m going to fully claim her by getting the both of us inked.
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Chapter Twelve
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***Vienna***

My heart is pumping, the adrenaline spike is flowing through my body at full speed. Exactly the way Kray is guiding his bike over the road. We’re behind Deeds, Depay is next to him while Nash is behind us. We’ve been riding for quite a while now.

I feel Kray lessen speed and move with him when he takes a hard right turn. We’re exactly in the middle of nowhere and the only thing my eyes spot is a little house up ahead. When we arrive it’s clear the house hasn’t been maintained for a while. Paint was bitten off by the sun and in some places the wood has been rotted through.

All of us get off our bikes. Nash reaches for his saddlebag and grabs a tiny screen. “Yeah, this is the exact same spot. Gotta be around here somewhere.” 

He glances around the property, as do all of us. There’s a tiny garage on the left of the house.

“Look,” I snap, excitement filling my voice. “Tire tracks.”

One set. One damn car drove off and seeing it rained yesterday it’s safe to say these tracks are fresh.

“Either he’s still here, or he got here a different way, or from a different side and hotwired a car from the garage,” Deeds says. “Depay, you and Nash...”

Kray ignores Deeds and starts to jog into the direction of the garage. I palm my gun and follow after him. I hear Deeds mutter, “At least someone is using their brain.”

It’s exactly why I went after Kray. He’s not thinking clear because we don’t know what we’re walking into. Kray didn’t reach for his weapon but is already opening the door of the garage without checking.

“Dammit, Kray,” I growl as I raise my gun and brush past him.

I can hear his curses flow after me. One swoop and it’s clear the garage is empty. I lower my gun and glance behind me to see Kray is palming his gun. His chest is heaving but I don’t have the time to say anything. The room might be clear of threats, but we’re losing time because we all know North was here some time ago and we haven’t found a trace of him yet.

There’s no car here either. Another good thing because if there isn’t, it could mean North used it as a getaway car. But it still doesn’t explain the tracker falling out. My eye catches a piece of paper in the middle of the garage.

Kray and I both reach it at the same time. I squat down and read what’s scribbled on it but it doesn’t make any sense. Kray grabs it and when he does, I can now see a chunk of meat was hidden underneath it. 

“Oh, yuck,” I groan.

Kray chuckles and bellows, “Fuck, yeah.” 

Deeds, Depay, and Nash jog inside. “House is clear, so are the surroundings. Did you find anything?”

I stand up straight and point at the piece of flesh. “We found the tracker and a note but it doesn’t make sense.”

“It does. And I know where North is...well, I know where he’s going,” Kray says.

My head whips to him. He’s standing there, a huge damn grin on his face. 

“You do? What does it say?” My heart seems to slow down almost to a standstill as Kray just gazes at me without saying anything. He steps closer to me and holds up the note. 

C3-12

10+

My eyes glance over the single letter and the numbers. It doesn’t make sense. Well, only the...oh. 

“Ten plus!” I squeal and launch myself at Kray who catches me with ease.

“All fun and dandy but can someone explain?” Deeds grumbles.

I put my feet back on the ground—yes, I wrapped them around his waist to hold on tight—and tell him. “Ten plus is what North would call my sister. The other stuff on the note? I have no freaking clue but knowing North just mentioned my sister is exciting.”

“Great,” Deeds sighs. “What if the rest of the note says she’s not with him, huh?”

My heart sinks but Kray growls, “Asshole. The rest is easy to explain too. C3 stands for the location of what safe house he picked and the twelve stands for how long he chose to be there before he makes contact.”

“So, he’s okay?” Depay questions.

Kray nods. “As far as I know, and what this note tells me, he is. He managed to get her out safe but it’s not safe enough yet. She might still be in danger if North took her to head for one of the safe houses we own and go into hiding. Therefore he picked one of the three cabins only me and him know about. As I said, he’s going to reach out in twelve days. All we can do is wait and trust he will keep her safe.”

“Twelve days,” Deeds mutters. “Does give us time to dive into the situation how he left it. With Blancher showing up at his location and...”

Deeds’ phone rings. He reaches for it and answers while we’re all waiting for him to finish, I can’t help but lean against Kray’s chest and let out a deep breath. Even if she’s not here, just knowing North is with her and taking her somewhere safe is enough to calm my nerves. For now.

Kray puts his gun away and so do I. He cups the back of my neck and places a sweet kiss on my forehead. “No worries, love. He’ll make sure to bring your sister back to you. It’s safe to say the first part is done with him pulling her out of Shade’s claws. And hey, you could totally tell him he failed the deal to bring her back within two days now that he’s demanded the twelve days, huh?”

I smack Kray’s chest in fake horror. “I don’t know whether to laugh or cry,” I mutter to myself. “And in this moment...I don’t care if they return home from jumping on a plane to Vegas with a tattoo on their faces and rings on their fingers.”

Chuckles flow around the garage but Deeds’ voice rips them apart. “That was Broke. He just informed me about a nine-one-one call that came in near here just now. Two miles from our location. Four bodies who were found in the back of an SUV.”

“Fuck. That’s gotta be related, right?” Depay says.

“Worth to check right fucking now instead of waiting for them to call us in, come on.” Deeds is already leaving the garage but Nash dashes forward and takes a plastic bag out of his pocket.

He scoops up North’s piece of flesh and takes it with him. He notices my stare and he simply shrugs. “Feels weird to leave behind the tracker and North’s DNA along with it.”

I give him an appreciative smile because I didn’t think about it, and he’s absolutely right. “Smart thinking,” I compliment, and follow the rest of the guys to their bikes.

It’s a very short ride to the crime scene and there are already a few cops at the scene, securing the perimeter. Kray hits the kickstand and I’m dashing off toward an agent who looks like he’s in charge.

His hand shoots up as if he’s trying to whisk me away but I’m already shoving my badge in his face. “Special Agent Vienna Lockbaksy, I received a call that might be related to the case I’m working on.”

The officer takes in my badge and glances behind me. I’m sure by the way his eyes bulge he’s staring at the wall of bikers standing behind me but I don’t have time for this.

“They’re with me. If you want, you can call your superior and demand confirmation, whatever, but right now you need to let us near the vehicle,” I snap, losing some of my patience.

The officer nods and steps back. He does however take his phone and I reckon he’s smart enough to check if what I’m saying is true.

“Thanks, Vienna,” Deeds mutters from behind me. “Normally I end up punching a fucker in the face and it takes a while before we can finally do our job.”

This little piece of information makes me snicker. “Glad to be of service.”

The back of the SUV is open and an arm is hanging out. All of us round the SUV and see the bodies piled up inside. I have the faces of all the main players of my case branded on my brain.

“I don’t recognize that one, that one either,” I grumble, pointing at the two faces in plain sight.

Depay accepts gloves from the police officer standing next to us and pulls them on. He gently lifts an arm and a leg to reveal face number three but again, I don’t recognize him. Nash snaps pictures off all three faces before Depay manages to reveal the side of the final head.

“Holy fuck, is that?” Kray whistles in a soft tone behind me. “There’s the fucking reason he didn’t meet with anyone or have his picture taken. I was right with my hunch about the fucker being burned. Bet it happened in his father’s welding company too, years back. Fucking hell, look at the pattern of the burn. Shit. It’s almost the same as the hacker he dismissed, right? Makes me think maybe he made her go through the same thing he went through. But how did the fucker end up dead in this SUV? Doesn’t look like he was killed today, though.”

Deeds is already on the phone, reaching out himself to ensure we get all the details as soon as possible on all of the dead guys in this SUV.

“We’re going to find out,” I mutter. “Because I have a strong feeling something went very wrong, and North got caught in the middle of it all.” I connect my gaze with Kray. “Why else would he take my sister to a safe house? Or did he do this?”

Kray slowly shakes his head. “I have no fucking clue.”

“We’re done here,” Deeds snaps. “We head back to the clubhouse and wait for the report on all of this. I have Chopper and Broke combing down the security feed in the surrounding area to see if they can come up with some images. There’s nothing for us to do here, let’s go.”

Three days later and we’re still as confused as the day we found those four bodies. The papers, photographs, and other details are pinned to a board hanging on the wall in Church. I glance over my shoulder at Nash who’s enthralled by his laptop.

My chest gets stabbed at the reminder of how my sister would be the same way. Exactly the same when we’re on a case; me staring at the board, her staring at her screen. Three days and there are nine days left of the twelve North requested in the little note he left behind. I really need new information, a lead, a damn dead body to flame up this case because we have nothing to go on. 

“He’s on the move,” Nash bellows and jumps out of his chair to rush to the doorway and shouts, “Deeds, Broke, Kray, come in here, Blancher is on the move.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” Depay mutters as he strolls inside. 

My eyes connect with Kray’s for a breath or two before I pin them right back on Nash’s laptop. The dot slowly moves along the road.

“He’s gotta be in a car,” Nash says and grabs his other laptop. “There, he’s heading for...for his fucking business, look.” 

We follow Nash’s finger and it’s clear when the dot stops at the place Nash pointed out, Blancher indeed went home.

“Now I’m sure it was an inside job,” I whisper to myself, making all heads swing my way. I shrug and explain. “Shade’s brother, Beau, was killed. Shade always was hard to find and when we were put on the case Reva dove into their lives and from what she found out Beau was the one who was daddy’s favorite, the one in charge. It’s not easy to kill someone who’s built up something they have and get away with it. And think about it. The dead guys in the SUV along with Shade, and North getting my sister out. I’d say they got their final nudge to kill Shade when North gave them their opening, don’t you think?”

“You’re saying with North handing them Blancher’s details, they decided it was time to kill Shade and take over. Maybe it gave North the diversion to escape, taking Reva with him while people were too busy killing each other,” Kray muses and rubs his jaw.

“Explains a lot,” Deeds replies.

“Also explains the reason why Blancher stayed in that place a few days...to get shit back up and running again, new leader and all,” Broke says as he drags a chair back and drops himself on it.

“Are we going to bring him in?” I question.


Deeds snorts, “Bring him in? We’re not cops, woman.”

I cross my arms in front of my chest. “Well, what are we going to do?” Before he can so much as raise a damn eyebrow, I snap, “And don’t give me a ‘club business’ answer either.”

Deeds’ upper lip twitches in an angry snarl. “I don’t see any club patch inked on you, Vienna. Don’t mistake my courtesy to have you in this fucking room for anything other than loyalty toward Kray.”

“Fine,” I snap, angry at him, getting nowhere, and the fact my sister is supposedly saved but these guys all seem to hold the reigns. “I’ll leave you guys to it then.”

“Vienna,” I hear Kray sigh and I turn on my heels to point a finger into his face. “Do. Not. Vienna. Me. I need a damn break and I’m taking it, since it’s all just a courtesy for me to be here and all.”

“Don’t you dare fucking leave the compound,” Kray growls in a low warning tone.

I can’t help but snicker. “Oh, don’t worry, asshole. You hold one twin captive while your brother holds on to the other one. I get it, don’t worry.”

“The both of you need to shut up, and cool the fuck down,” Deeds growls.

I glare at Deeds and slide my gaze to Kray. “Listen to your Prez,” I state and stalk out the door as I bellow, “Lips, I need tequila. Now.”
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Chapter Thirteen
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***Kray***

“Fucking hell, you know that’s gonna be a pain in my ass, right?” Deeds sighs. “Lips is going to grab my cock and give it more than a squeeze or a rake of her nails over my damn balls.”

I shake my head. “Yeah, but we all knew it was coming.” 

I close the door and take a seat across from Broke. Everyone has been on edge the last few days.

“I know she’s also annoyed by the fact I can’t tell her shit about where her sister is. She didn’t ask about the location of the safe house, she doesn’t have to because I can see it in her eyes. It’s something that simmers inside until every frustration and feeling powerless is thrown together and shit blows.” I rub a hand over my face and release a deep sigh.

“It’s a question a lot of folks want to know but the statement ‘safe house’ was invented for a reason. You two have a solid bond set where absolute trust runs deep. For all of us in this room it’s not hard to know you’re dealing with the same shit but you back your brother up. Bottom line is...it’s not safe for them to return, and I hope to fuck he reaches out to you first when the deadline he set runs out. Or if something is up for him to reach out sooner,” Deeds says.

“He will,” I quip. “In these types of situations, we always check first before coming out of hiding completely.”

“Good. If shit is still the same in a few days and he calls, you better tell him to stay put.” Deeds keeps his eyes locked, letting me understand it’s an order I can’t deny.

“Will do, Prez,” I tell him, my gaze sliding to the door Vienna left through.

Deeds groans, “Let her take a breather from this shit, Kray. My Old Lady will be there for her. They will all be there. It’s also something she needs to know. You have your brothers, she has the other Old Ladies to fall back on. Hell, let’s hope she has more than a few drinks to knock her out tonight so she can get some sleep. Every damn night I walked in here to check the board for something to trigger my mind, and I found her standing in front of it. Not good to be this tied to a case, and not to mention it’s her sister who’s involved in all of this. Too much fucking pressure on one person, Kray.”

“Says the one who’s strolling around the clubhouse at the same damn nightly hours,” I mutter to myself before I clear my throat and tell him. “You’re right, she needs to unwind.”

Depay slaps a hand on my shoulder. “She’s strong, man. But we’re all human here.”

“Yeah,” I sigh.

“Okay, while we’re in here...get the rest of the guys and let’s talk things over ‘cause I ain’t liking the whole thought of Blancher taking over. He needs to be dealt with, and soon.” Deeds takes a seat at the same time Broke heads out to get everyone else in here.

It takes over four damn hours before I stalk into my room. Vienna isn’t there and I could head over to Deeds’ office or his house or go door-to-door to find Vienna but the truth is, Deeds is right; she needs this time with the other women. I take a hot shower and when my head hits the pillow, I crash into a deep sleep.

A few hours later stumbling and Vienna muttering to herself a few times rips me from my sleep. The light in the bathroom comes on and I hear the water of the shower running. Knowing she’s returned to me is enough to make me fall back to sleep. 

Sunlight hits my eyes and I slowly become awake. Vienna is draped over my chest and I pull her tighter against me while leaning up and planting a kiss on her spiky hair. She groans and begins to struggle.

“Not so tight or I’m gonna throw up,” she groans.

I can’t help but chuckle.


“Please don’t laugh, I’m not kidding,” she groans again and it makes me laugh fucking harder, even more when she adds, “You’re so mean.”

I slide my arm up and cup her upper arm but before I can give it a squeeze, she fucking hisses. 

“You hurt yourself?” Suddenly I’m wide awake and flash up to inspect her arm.

When I do, I’m at a loss for words. Bright red is staring right at me. The Broken Deeds MC patch is inked on her skin and my name along with it. “Fuck,” I whisper and hover my fingertips over the heated skin.

“Like?” she shyly asks.

I swallow hard and croak, “Love is more like it.”

These last few days we’ve been working hard and simply crashing for a few hours of sleep whenever we needed to. Clothes were always on so she never knew I got inked the day we got back from discovering those four bodies in the SUV. I rip my shirt over my head and let her see her name in the patch I have inked on the inside of my upper arm.

Suddenly she’s straddling me and has a tight grip on my arm to inspect the ink thoroughly. I let my hand slide up her bare leg, relishing in the feel of her naked body above me. 

She shifts her hips and with my cock caged in between our bodies, it’s damn hard not to raise my hips and slide inside her. But she seems to read my mind when she reaches in between our bodies, wraps her delicate fingers around my hard length and slowly impales herself on my cock. 

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I grunt and grab her hips to hold her steady while she takes me as deep as she can, grinding her damn hips to have me panting for my next breath. 

My nails dig in and the way she leans forward to take my mouth is over way too fast when she tips her head back to moan loud. Though the sight of her naked tits bouncing from sliding off and on my cock, eyes closed, mouth slightly parted...everything about her radiates how she’s consumed with pleasure.

The same damn pleasure she’s building up inside me. I reach out and tweak her nipple. A sexy gasp leaves her mouth before her gaze flashes to mine. Her hands cover mine, bringing them up, palm to palm, and lacing our fingers together so she can place them next to my head while she keeps riding my cock as she takes my mouth too.

Consumed. In every damn way possible and there’s nothing more valuable than two people sharing intimacy in a way where feelings are building strong enough for souls to merge. This has nothing to do with having sex, raw fucking, or getting off. It’s all I’ve ever known till now because for the first damn time in my life I’m making love.

The way we lock eyes allows me to see the reflected feelings crashing through the both of us. I’m unable to hold back when her pussy starts to convulse around my cock. Pleasure burns hot in my veins as I grunt her name, hearing her voice my name in return.

Bodies slick with sweat, chest against chest while our hearts are beating at each other to intensify this special moment even more. Damn. This woman. Our hands disconnect and I’m able to let my fingers trail up and down her spine, sighing in utter contentment.

“Did it hurt?” I question, touching the red ink on her skin.

“The feeling never bugs me,” Vienna murmurs and nuzzles my chest. “Besides, I had three shots of tequila to warm my belly and all the Old Ladies distracting me. Well, all except one. Good thing Roan organized some sort of sleepover party for all the kids. I didn’t realize how much I needed to have those women around me.”

“They will always be there for you.” I place a kiss on the top of her head and add, “The same goes for Reva, even if she doesn’t end up with North. She’s your sister and seeing you’re my Old Lady, this also places her under my protection, and the club’s.”

Vienna lifts her head and stares at me. “Really?”

My knuckles slide down her cheek. “Really.”

She snuggles back against me and we take our time to enjoy the serenity of this moment. All too soon my phone dings with a message. Vienna groans and lets herself drop down next to me on the mattress while I slide off the bed to reach for my phone.

The message is from an unknown number, though the message is in code. I know exactly who it’s from and what’s needed. I hate to be put in this position but I’m fully aware I have to keep this to myself.

“I need to handle something. Why don’t you sleep off the hangover and I’ll bring you some breakfast in a little bit, okay?” I tell Vienna, place a kiss on her sweet lips and quickly dress.

“Everything okay?” she murmurs, her voice already thick with sleep.

“I’ll be back later.” Is my only reply before I slip out of the room.

I can’t tell her the fucking truth and it damn well pains me. But I also won’t ever lie to her. But to be honest? The fucking question ‘everything okay?’ isn’t simply answered because why the fuck would North be texting me, asking for a damn doctor? A plastic surgeon if we have one available.

First place I check is Church and to see my Prez standing in front of the board with his eyes locked on papers he’s holding makes me very much aware how this case also doesn’t give him any rest until it’s solved.

My knuckles hit the door. “Prez, can I talk to you?”

“Kray,” Deeds mutters without his gaze leaving the papers. “Shut the door behind you.”

I do as he says and when I stalk closer I can’t think of any other way but to blurt out the reason I’m here. “North texted me he needs a doctor, a plastic surgeon. As in right fucking now.”

Deeds grabs his phone. “What main city is the closest or how do you want to deal with this so their location isn’t compromised?”

I take a deep breath. “He just checked into a hotel. I have the address right here.” I show Deeds the text and he jumps right into action.

“Ten minutes tops,” Deeds tells me when he ends the call. “Let North know he’s expecting a Chinese woman. She’s old, but she’s damn good and can be trusted.”

I shoot North a message and I can see it’s been read but I don’t get a reply. To be honest, I don’t expect one either. Minimum contact. It’s what you need because every single thing you do can compromise their location. And for North to reach out? Fuck. This is bad.

“Calm down, brother. You know he’ll always do what’s needed, right?” Deeds grabs the bottle of scotch, fills his glass and reaches for another one to hand me two fingers worth of scotch.

It’s too fucking early for a drink but the burn going down my throat is a warm welcome. 

“Are there any new developments?” I sigh and place my glass on the table.

Deeds shakes his head. “Same as last night. Haven’t heard back from the prospect we put on Blancher’s house. I’m curious as fuck what this asshole’s hiding.”

“Anyone else turn up dead? If not, those three who worked underneath Shade either surrendered or were working against Shade from the start, right?” I muse, starting up where we left the discussion last night.

“Nash checked their online space through some back door or however he put it. It seems they are still in business as if nothing happened so it’s safe to say it was a hostile takeover. And it fucking sucks to have no communication while we had a guy on the inside. He must know more and some crucial shit too if he went into hiding.”

I nod at Deeds’ words and think it over. “Might not just have been to keep Reva safe either.”

“Fuck. Did the message say who the doctor was for?” Deeds snaps.

My chest tightens with fear. “No. You know how it is, less details the better.”

“Fucking hell, remind me why we’re not bringing him in. Dammit,” Deeds roars.

“Am I supposed to be the one to tell you to calm down, brother? And tell you how he’ll always do what’s needed. And fuck...so do we, Prez,” I croak with my heart in my throat.

Minutes pass as the both of us remain silent. Yet inside our heads it’s screaming with the turmoil of this whole situation. The most frustrating is the standstill where our hands are tied. The only thing we can do is keep going over everything we have, hoping for a new lead or for something new to happen to drag us forward.

I decide to change the topic into something normal and positive for a change. I have no clue if he already knows, but I’m telling him anyway. “My Old Lady got inked last night.”

His head swings my way, a proud grin tugging his mouth. “Yeah?”

I return the proud grin. “Woke up this morning with her draped over me and my name in the patch inked on her upper arm.”


“Congratulations are in order then. As I said, good fucking catch, brother. Now all we need is for North to return and hope those two hook up. Did you hear Chopper and Nash raving about the other twin? She’s some kind of whiz kid, minus the kid...you know what I mean.”

Suddenly I remember something. “Fuck. I need to head home later today. I totally forgot Reva has a pet and he’s been without food for a couple of days now.”

“Dude.” Deeds rears his head back. “We don’t need any more deaths involved in this case, people or pets...for fuck’s sake.”

“Kazz isn’t dead.” The corner of my mouth twitches. “North took her pet with him to his house and gave him a new habitat and made sure to fatten him up before he left. And if it wasn’t clear...Kazz is a bearded dragon, a reptile and those fuckers can skip food every now and then. But I’m heading home later today to feed him cause like you said...we don’t need anything else dying on us.”

“Weird choice of pet,” Deeds mutters and pours himself another drink, holding the bottle up toward my glass but I give a shake of my head.

“As I said, I’m heading home later today, no more booze. Besides, it’s early morning. Coffee time, Prez.”


Deeds snorts. “I’ll have some coffee later when I’ve slept for two or three hours. But you’re right. I should probably stop drinking.” He swallows back the scotch and slams the glass back on the table. “Okay, I’m gonna turn in. If I’m lucky my Old Lady is still in bed sleeping off her hangover. It was Roan’s time to watch the kids, right? Yeah. I can make my woman’s screams fill the house without tiny people questioning if I’m trying to kill their mother.”

“Yeah, too much information, man,” I chuckle and stand at the same time as Deeds.

We both head for the door when my phone dings with a message. I take it out and have to read the message three times before I swallow hard, punch the number and bring my phone to my ear.

“Leaving now, sit tight,” I tell North and hang up. 

Minimum contact, minimum time on the fucking phone. And now? Minimum fucking time to save Reva.
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Chapter Fourteen
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***Vienna***

Shouting rouses me from my sleep. Why the hell did I drink so much last night? I never have a hangover but the amount of tequila must have made a bigger impact than I thought. My head throbs and yet again shouting draws my attention. People are rushing through the hallway and suddenly panic flows through my body. Is there a new development in the case?


I dash off the bed and grab clothes to dress as fast as I can. I don’t bother with combing my hair; running my fingers through it is good enough. I head into the hallway and have to step back to let Depay rush past me. I fall in step behind him and the both of us rush into the main room of the clubhouse.

Bikes are roaring outside and I’m about to follow Depay out the door when I’m being pulled back by my arm. Glancing back, I see it’s Lips. Xena and Diamond, Depay’s Old Lady, are standing behind her.

“You have to stay here with us,” Lips tells me while the door falls shut.

My chest is heaving while the roaring of the bikes fades off into the distance.

“What’s going on?” I question.

Lips swallows hard. “I don’t think I can pull off the whole ‘club business’ statement.” She glances left and right and both Xena and Diamond shake their head.

“You know damn well neither one of us would function well if we’d been fed that line of bullshit,” Xena sighs.

Diamond steps forward and comes to stand next to me. Facing Lips she says, “Tell her the truth.”

“Fuck.” Lips snatches my wrist and pulls me to the booth in the corner.

“I’ll grab us some coffee,” Xena says and heads for the kitchen.

Diamond slides in next to me and she gives me the impression she’s blocking my exit strategy. 

Lips is sitting across from me and laces her fingers together. “Okay, I’m going to tell you what I know but you have to sit tight. Do not freak out on me because I will tackle your ass and Diamond here will hold you down while I tie your ass up, understood?”

I should be freaking the hell out but instead there’s an eerie calmness overtaking me. “Let me have it.”

“Kray received a text this morning from North. He requested a doctor. He rushed to Deeds who made it happen. Sometime later Kray received another message. It’s not good, Vienna. North requested to be picked up but specifically mentioned you should not be present.”

Air rushes into my lungs and I let it settle before slowly releasing it to replace it with a new flow which is inhaled through my nose and out through my mouth. For a brief moment I close my eyes and remind myself to focus and stay strong. I can’t lose it. Not until I know all the details or see shit with my own eyes.

“Is she still alive?” I ask. My voice is steady but filled with enough emotion to make Lips flinch.

“I don’t know,” Lips whispers. “All I know is what I’ve told you. They’re heading out to bring them both back but not here, though.”

“What do you mean with not here?” I growl, losing my temper.

Xena places four mugs of coffee on the table.

“It means,” Lips says but doesn’t expand but takes the mug of coffee and stares into it.

“Well?” I snap, barely hanging on.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake,” Xena mutters to herself before hardening her tone. “It means you have to sit tight, drink your coffee and wait for them to return. And before you flip out on me,” Xena points a finger in my face, “because I can tell by the crazy look in your eye you’re about to. Remember this. If she was dead, North would be here himself, telling you face-to-face. If she was close to dying? He wouldn’t be requesting a doctor; he’d have her in the hospital requesting backup to guard her there. Do I know what’s going on? Hell, no. Do I have a working brain and know these guys? Hell, yes. All we can do is wait.”

“And drink coffee,” I croak in understanding.

She reaches out and covers her hand with mine. “Right, and drink coffee.”

Minutes tick by while we’re sipping our coffee. No words are being said, there’s only tension and coffee. My mind keeps trailing off to all kind of options but I keep reminding myself of what Xena said.

I have to say, with the first few sips of coffee I was pretty damn pissed at Kray for not waking me or telling me about the text. But then again rational thoughts entered me. These guys have been working flawlessly together for years. I have to put my faith in them though it does stings to not be able to help.

“You are helping, you know,” Lips mutters, her eyes pinned on mine as if she can read minds. “I can tell your head is in overdrive.” She shrugs. “You don’t have to tell any of us how you feel because every single one of us have been in your position one time or another. Maybe not the exact same position but the whole ‘hands tied and let them handle it’ thing. It’s hard as fuck, but with us sticking together, right here? It allows them to focus on the task at hand. See? Helping. Besides, we can totally kick their ass when they get back or withhold sex because we’re angry for being left out and shit.”

Diamond snorts. “As if you can withhold sex for more than five minutes.”

Lips glares at Diamond for a moment before she sags back into the booth. “Fuck. You’re right.”

I can’t help but release a tiny laugh but sober up way too soon. Time drags on until finally there’s a rumble of bikes in the distance. All of us dash up and head outside. One by one they ride up to the compound. My eyes are searching but I don’t see North or my sister anywhere.

Finally, I notice Kray and run toward him as his boot hits the kickstand. He doesn’t notice me. He’s just sitting on his bike as he leans his forearms on the gas tank, gazing into the distance.

“Kray,” I croak. “Kray, what’s going on?”

His head slowly turns toward me and the haunted look in his eyes is slamming into my chest. 

“North might have saved your sister, Vienna...but I’m not so sure he did,” Kray croaks.

His eyes are filling up. Why are his eyes filling up? I don’t understand a word of what he just said. 

Kray swings his leg over the bike and wraps me in his embrace. My mind is still processing as I start to push him away but he holds on tight. As if he needs me more than I need him. What the hell is going on? 
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