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    Gabe is a prospect at the Salvation Kings motorcycle club. He’s also the president’s son, which isn’t as fun as it sounds. Especially because he’s in love with Joker; the club’s vice president and his father’s close friend. Joker is good at keeping people at arm’s length and Gabe knows it’ll be close to impossible to tear down all the walls Joker has built over the years. But he’ll do whatever it takes to earn Joker’s trust and, hopefully, his love. 
 
    Joker has been the vice president of his club for nearly two years. He loves being a King, and he’s done everything he can to live up to the responsibility he’s been given. He’s always been pulled towards Gabe and when he moved into Joker’s spare bedroom, that pull grew into something much stronger. He’s never wanted anyone as much as he wants Gabe, but he’s been keeping his distance, knowing if he gave in, there would be no turning back. 
 
    The Henchmen still pose a big threat to the club and it’s not long before Joker and Gabe find themselves in danger. Forced together, passion soon ignites between them, but is Joker willing to put everything on the line for a chance with Gabe? 
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 Chapter One 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE LOVED the wind blowing against him, having the beast of a machine between his legs, and the road ahead of him. He lived for it. He put the bike into a higher gear and sped up. He’d never felt as free as he did when riding his bike. Nothing could compare really. 
 
    He drove up to the clubhouse and parked his bike next to his president’s. He pulled his helmet off and dismounted. A smile teased lips as he ran his gaze over the place he considered home. Two of the prospects were standing by the cars and when they noticed the smile on his face, they both stepped back. They were scared of him. Most people were and it’d served him well so far. 
 
    He was headed to church, his club’s monthly meeting between members. He walked into the room to see that almost everyone was there. He found his way to his chair and sat down. There was a bit of chatter which all ceased when King, their president, arrived. King walked to his seat at the end of the table. King sat down as Auggie, who was the last one missing, arrived and closed the door after himself. Joker turned his attention to King. 
 
    “We’ve just got word from Ares,” King said. “Ronin is planning something. The Henchmen took a hit when they lost those drugs. Apparently, Ronin has decided to find another way into Baltimore.” 
 
    “Remember those guns they’d given the Jackals?” Stiletto pulled a sheet of paper out of a folder and laid it on the table. “These are the ones. Auggie helped me track them and these exact weapons were stolen from a military facility a few months ago. From the looks of it, they’ve got at least a dozen more crates left from that heist.” 
 
    Joker turned to Zayne. “Did Ares mention anything about this?” 
 
    The look on Zayne’s face was grim as he shook his head. 
 
    “He might not have been involved,” Auggie said. “From what he’s told us so far, Ronin has gone over his head several times before.” 
 
    “What good is a damned spy if he doesn’t even know what’s going on in his own house,” Reaper said with a shake of his head. 
 
    “Reaper’s got a point,” Joker said to Zayne. 
 
    “Maybe so, but having Ares be our eyes and ears on the inside is at least better than not having him at all.” 
 
    “Are we seriously going to trust this guy just because he’s got a hard-on for Nash?” Bullet asked and threw his hands up when Zayne glared at him. “Nothing against your man, Saint. I’m just sayin’.” 
 
    No one said anything for a while, most of them seeming to take in the information they’d just been given. Joker wasn’t entirely sure they could trust Ares either, but he trusted Zayne and if Zayne believed Ares was on their side, then that was all he needed. Now, whether Ares could get them the information they needed, that was a whole other thing. 
 
    “What are the Henchmen planning on doing with those guns?” Hawk asked. 
 
    “We’re still waiting for Ares’ answer to that, but we do know that if they want to sell them, they’re probably going to do it here,” Stiletto said. 
 
    “Fucking bastards,” Rooster growled. 
 
    Joker couldn’t agree more. The Henchmen hadn’t known whose stash they were raiding, but that sure as shit hadn’t stopped them from taking what wasn’t theirs. They’d gotten the weapons back, but in doing so, they’d made an enemy out of the Henchmen. 
 
    The Henchmen had then moved in on the King’s territory, hiding a whole lot of drugs in their damned backyard. They’d stolen the drugs from the Henchmen, none of them wanting that shit in their city. They made sure the cops found the drugs, so they got off the street. Ronin, the Henchmen’s president, kidnapped Nash in an attempt to get his drugs back. They saved Nash and took Ares who’d been helping Nash get away from the Henchmen. Turned out, Ares was tired of Ronin’s regime and wanted change. They agreed to help each other out which was why Ares was now reporting to the Kings. 
 
    After they’d faked Ares’ escape from them, Ares had convinced Ronin not to retaliate by telling him the truth. Their drugs were with the police. They couldn’t get them back. At least not through the Kings. Ronin had backed off, using the past few weeks to lick his wounds and as it were, coming up with a new plan. 
 
    “Do we have a lead on who was shooting at the Jackals yet?” Zayne asked. 
 
    Auggie shook his head and said, “The footage of the shooting was mostly of the Jackals. According to the guys you and Joker talked to, it wasn’t the Henchmen who shot at them. Which wouldn’t have made sense, anyway. Why shoot at the guys you hired to protect your drugs?” 
 
    “The Jackals didn’t know who they were, so it’s more likely they were after the Henchmen,” Joker said. 
 
    “Ares didn’t even know about the drugs then,” Zayne said. 
 
    “So we’re basically back to square one,” Reaper said. 
 
    “More or less.” King stood, putting his hands on the tabletop and leaning forward. “We can’t do much more than keep digging into those weapons and wait for Ares to report back.” 
 
    With that, King pushed away from the table and walked out. Joker stood and made his way out of the room with Zayne at his side. They stopped by the bar where Zayne grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. 
 
    “I’m gonna go to the auto shop and have Len look at my bike. She’s been sounding a bit off the past few days,” Joker said to Zayne. 
 
    Zayne gave him a nod, though his attention was on the man walking towards them. Nash was one big smile as he stepped up to Zayne, wrapping his arms around the back of his neck to lean against him and press their lips together. Joker watched them for a moment, then tore his gaze away. His heart was doing stupid things in his chest. He wasn’t sure what it meant except that it probably wasn’t good. Seeing his best friend happy and in love warmed his heart but he didn’t think that was for him. Never had. 
 
    “Hi, Joker,” Nash said. 
 
    “Nash.” 
 
    Nash opened his mouth to say more but Joker didn’t stick around to hear it. He had better things to do. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, he drove up to the open garage door at the auto shop. He parked his bike and walked inside where he ran into Len’s son, Jonah. The kid looked up at him with huge eyes and Joker just ruffled his hair before stepping around him, knowing not to make a big deal out of the interaction. 
 
    “Hey, Len,” he called out. 
 
    She came walking out from the office, narrowing her eyes at him when she saw him. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I was hoping you’d have time to look at my bike?” 
 
    He knew Sully was out on a run with Gash. Jack and Jet were both still at the clubhouse after church, leaving only Gabe and Walker with Len so he knew she might have too much to do. 
 
    Len sighed deeply. “Not really. I’m kinda three men down. Nash isn’t here either.” 
 
    He’d spotted Walker before, recognizing him from the boots he was wearing because he was under a car. 
 
    “Where’s Gabe?” he asked with a frown. 
 
    “Not here,” Len said. 
 
    “What? He’s supposed to be here.” 
 
    “He called in sick.” 
 
    Joker’s brows hit his hairline. “He what?” 
 
    Len waved him off, saying, “Doesn’t matter. Just forget about it. You know what? Bring the bike in. I’ll have a listen to her.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    She threw him a pair of car keys. 
 
    “Go get us something to eat and I’ll fix your damned bike,” she said. 
 
    She gave him a cheeky smile that made him roll his eyes at her. She knew he hated cars. Ever since the army where he’d been stuck in a Humvee for hours on end, day after day, he’d hated any kind of closed vehicle. When he’d joined the club and found out they called cars cages, he’d known he was at the right place. 
 
    “Text me what you want from the sandwich shop,” he said and turned to walk out of the garage. 
 
    “Will do,” Len yelled after him. 
 
    He got into Len’s Range Rover and pushed the seat back to make room for his legs. He grabbed his phone and considered texting Gabe. He doubted the kid was actually sick. He hadn’t been home for two days and it was a school holiday, so his guess was that Gabe was sporting a hangover. When he saw him, he was going to chew him out for leaving Len understaffed because he couldn’t control his alcohol consumption. 
 
    His phone buzzed with an incoming text. He opened it and saw it was the list from Len. He put his phone down on the passenger seat and started the car. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He found Nash and Saint sitting on one of the couches in the clubhouse. He sat down next to Nash, a sigh pushing through his lips. Nash looked at him with a raised brow. 
 
    “What’s up with you?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Gabe shook his head. “I’m just tired.” 
 
    “From doing what?” Saint asked, a teasing smile on his lips. 
 
    Gabe flipped him off. “I’ve been watching my sister the past two days.” 
 
    She was on summer break from school which meant their parents were working overtime to keep her in check. They’d needed a few days to themselves, so he’d agreed to watch his sister for them. 
 
    “Ugh. I feel ya,” Nash said. 
 
    His sister, Dara, was in some rebellious phase where she snuck out every damned night. The first night had gone just fine. Or so he’d thought. He’d made them dinner and then they’d watched a movie before going to bed. He’d tried to stay awake but after a whole day at the auto shop, he’d been worn out. He’d woken up at two in the morning and on a hunch, he’d gone to check on Dara. Of course, she wasn’t in her bed. She hadn’t even bothered to make it look like she was. 
 
    Very much unlike her teenage self, she’d left her phone behind so he couldn’t use it to find her. Instead, he tracked her through the necklace their parents had given her on her fifteenth birthday. She still didn’t know there was a GPS tracker in it, thankfully. 
 
    He found her at a damned frat party. He threatened to tell their parents, but Dara knew he didn’t want them to know that she snuck out while he was supposed to watch her. He’d yelled at her, she’d yelled at him and then she’d refused to speak to him for most of the next day. He had no clue how his parents dealt with her every day. She was seventeen but she acted like she was twelve, even though she kept claiming she wasn’t a kid. It was frustrating as all hell. He’d barely slept the night before, determined not to let her get away again. 
 
    “I’m never watching her again.” 
 
    Nash chuckled and asked, “Isn’t she too old for a babysitter?” 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “She’s a Wolff to the bone. If she wants to do something, you’d better believe she’ll do it. Hell, she’s more a Wolff than me in that regard.” 
 
    “And she wants to party,” Nash guessed. 
 
    “She wants to give Pops a heart attack, is what she wants.” 
 
    They talked for another fifteen minutes, then Nash looked at his phone and stood. 
 
    “We’re going to the harbor to get something to eat. Do you want to come?” Nash asked. 
 
    “Sure, I’d love that.” 
 
    He followed them to the harbor where they found a place to park their bikes. They walked to a restaurant and waited for about fifteen minutes to be seated. Once they’d ordered their food and received their drinks, Nash leaned forward in his chair, a teasing smile on his lips. 
 
    “How are things with Joker?” 
 
    Gabe snorted, meeting Nash’s eyes. “How do you think?” 
 
    “He’s being an ass?” Nash suggested with a raised brow. 
 
    Gabe nodded and rubbed his hands down his face, a sigh escaping him. Moving in with the man he was in love with had seemed like a great idea at first. But he was beginning to regret it. It didn’t help that he was also Gabe’s sponsor; the one who’d brought him into the club as a prospect. He was supposed to stay close to Joker, learn from him, but Joker treated him with kid gloves. 
 
    “Give him some time. His whole perspective of you just shifted,” Zayne said. 
 
    “I get that. It’s just, he still sees me as a kid.” 
 
    “He’s nine years older than you and he has seen you grow up. It might be a bit weird for him,” Zayne said. 
 
    Gabe nodded, turning his gaze to the hands in his lap. He knew all those things, but that didn’t make it any easier. He wouldn’t keep pursuing the man if he thought the attraction was one-sided. He’d seen the way Joker looked at him sometimes when he thought no one was watching. 
 
    “How long have you been in love with him?” Nash asked. 
 
    Gabe shrugged. “I don’t know. From the first time I saw him, maybe?” 
 
    “What is it about him? I mean, I get why physically. ‘Cause his body is pretty damned—” 
 
    Nash was cut off by Zayne’s hand over his mouth. Nash’s tried to speak but his words were too muffled to understand. 
 
    “No,” Zayne said, shaking his head. “No talking about my best friend’s body. In fact, no talking about any men’s bodies. Especially my brother’s. Or other bikers’.” 
 
    Gabe couldn’t help his chuckle at the offended look on Nash’s face. 
 
    The server arrived with their food and the lovely smell made his stomach growl. He was much hungrier than he’d thought, and he dug right in. During their meal, they talked about anything other than Joker which suited him just fine. 
 
    An hour later, he unlocked his front door and stepped inside. He toed off his boots and hung his vest on the coat rack. He walked into the living room, finding Joker on the couch watching TV. 
 
    “Hey, roomie.” 
 
    Joker looked up, an irritated expression falling over his face. Gabe felt a grin spread on his lips. His new favorite pastime was pissing off Joker. He loved getting a rise out of him. 
 
    “Where have you been?” 
 
    Gabe rolled his eyes and said, “With a friend, mom.” 
 
    Joker’s jaw ticked and he stood from the couch. 
 
    “You were supposed to be at the auto shop,” Joker said. 
 
    “I traded my shift with Jet. I needed a day off after watching my sister.” 
 
    Joker didn’t look pleased with that explanation, but he didn’t care. He went to the kitchen to grab a beer from the fridge. 
 
    He’d been dying to move out of his parents’ house. He’d been looking for a place for a few months after moving back from college. He hadn’t found anything in his price range that worked for him. He was only a prospect, so he didn’t have a room at the club. Most of them shared rooms anyway. When Zayne had offered him the room he hadn’t hesitated, not even knowing he’d be living with Joker. Once he’d thought that through, he’d realized he might have to watch Joker bring someone home but then Zayne had told him Joker and he had a rule not to bring one night stands to the apartment. So far, Joker had kept to that rule. 
 
    He walked back into the living room and sat down in the opposite end of the couch. Joker was watching some soccer game. He settled in, not expecting Joker to talk to him. 
 
    “There’s a party at the clubhouse tomorrow,” Joker said. 
 
    “What are we celebrating?” 
 
    “Chain knocked up his old lady.” 
 
    Gabe sat up. “What? Are you serious? Mariah’s pregnant?” 
 
     Joker nodded. 
 
    “Wow,” Gabe said, leaning back in the couch. “They’ve been trying for years.” 
 
    He was happy for them. He knew the party would probably get a bit crazy, but he could use some of that. Especially with how Joker was affecting him. He was sure he’d been drinking more since moving in with the man. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE STOOD, side by side with his best friend, watching two women attack each other like feral cats. Of course, the guy it was all about was seated on the couch, not even paying them any attention. Joker shook his head and turned to Zayne when he asked, “Should we do something?” 
 
    “Not until they actually hurt each other,” Joker said. “I think most people are enjoying the entertainment.” 
 
    Zayne chuckled and slapped Joker on the back. 
 
    “I’ll leave you to it, then,” Zayne said and walked to the bar where his man was helping Maya serve drinks. 
 
    Joker followed Zayne with his eyes, a smile pulling at his lips when Zayne leaned across the bar to smack a kiss to Nash’s lips. He hadn’t seen his friend this happy and free in, well, ever. He’d been very much against their relationship in the beginning, fearing Nash couldn’t handle their lifestyle. But the guy had proved him wrong on so many levels. 
 
    A loud shriek made him turn his attention back on the club bunnies who were now on the floor, pulling at each other’s hair. With a sigh, he walked up to them. They didn’t notice him at first, so he cleared his throat. 
 
    “Ladies.” 
 
    Both their heads swiveled towards him and then they froze. Both their eyes widened, and they watched him with caution. They knew not to fuck with him. Everyone at the club did. 
 
    “If you can’t agree which one of you should be fucking him, just share,” he said. 
 
    One of them opened her mouth to argue but thought better of it when he cocked his head at her. They both got up off the floor and hurried away from him. They headed for the couch, sitting down on each side of Juno. He wrapped his arms around them and said something that made them giggle. Joker shook his head. The women never ceased to amaze him. There were some vicious women at the club, old ladies and club bunnies alike. But as bad as they could be to each other, they stuck together when they needed to. 
 
    He headed for the bar, in need of some alcohol. He walked up next to Zayne and leaned against the bar, letting Maya know to get his usual. It wasn’t long before she handed him the glass of Guinness. He turned around, taking a swig of the beer. He glanced around the room, his eyes catching on a certain black-haired troublemaker. Gabriel was making his way towards the bar, sidestepping drunk people and avoiding a pool cue being thrown across the room. 
 
    Gabriel walked right up to him, his gaze moving up Joker’s body. The heat he saw in Gabe’s eyes made him clench his hands into fists. It wasn’t more than a month ago when he only saw Gabe as a kid who needed protection but thanks to Zayne, he couldn’t look at Gabe without noticing that he was a man now. A man who didn’t hide how much he wanted Joker. 
 
    Gabe stood in front of him, his head cocked to the side as their eyes met. A playful smile widened Gabe’s lips as he took Joker’s glass from him. Joker couldn’t move as he watched Gabe lift the glass to his lips and take a sip. 
 
    “Thanks,” Gabe said, his smile turning into a grin as he backed away. 
 
    Gabe turned and headed towards the couch, taking Joker’s beer with him. Zayne’s snort made him glance at him. 
 
    “If it’d been anyone else, you would’ve shot them,” Zayne said. 
 
    “Fuck off.” 
 
    Joker turned his gaze down, shaking his head. Zayne wasn’t wrong. But then again, most people were too scared of him to pull the shit Gabe did. Gabe was most certainly not afraid of him. Not one bit. 
 
    A bottle of whiskey appeared in front of him. He looked up, meeting Nash’s eyes. Nash was wearing a wry smile as he handed the bottle to Joker. He took it with a grunt. 
 
    “I figured you might need that,” Nash said. “Don’t have to fight off a boner if you’re too drunk to get one.” 
 
    Joker growled at Nash, making the man jump back though he didn’t look as afraid of him as he would like. 
 
    “You’re an ass,” Joker said. 
 
    Nash threw his head back and laughed. Joker turned a glare on Zayne who was smiling lovingly at his man. 
 
    “You calling me an ass is fucking gold,” Nash said, laughter still in his voice. 
 
    Joker flipped him off. 
 
    “Fuck both of you.” 
 
    He walked off with the whiskey, aiming for a quiet place where there weren’t any assholes to call him out on his shit. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He was pretty tipsy when he stumbled into the backyard. He almost tripped, causing the beer in his plastic cup to spill over. 
 
    “Shit,” he mumbled and raised his hand to lick off the beer covering his hand and fingers. 
 
    He glanced up and found a chair in the middle of the lawn. The man sitting in it had light brown hair and a bottle of alcohol was hanging from his fingertips, balancing precariously on the ground. Gabe could recognize Joker anywhere. 
 
    He walked towards Joker, though it took a bit longer than it probably should have. When he reached the chair, he sat down on the grass, putting his cup down next to him. He looked up at Joker who was watching him with sharp eyes. 
 
    “Why’re you out here?” 
 
    Joker raised a brow at him. “Why are you?” 
 
    Gabe shrugged and said, “Needed air.” 
 
    He pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and lit one. He took a long draw, holding it in for a moment before slowly blowing the smoke out. 
 
    “Not much air in that,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe held the cigarette out to Joker who took it from him. He watched Joker put it between his lips. Neither of them was avid smokers but they both liked a few if they were drinking. 
 
    “You didn’t answer,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker grunted and said, “It’s none of your business.” 
 
    “See. That’s where you’re wrong. You’re totally my business.” 
 
    He took the cigarette back and laid down. He watched the stars for a while, smiling as they shone down on him. 
 
    “That’s pretty,” he said. 
 
    Joker’s face appeared above him, Joker’s eyebrow cocked. Gabe couldn’t help his grin as he said, “You’re pretty, too.” 
 
    “How drunk are you?” 
 
    Gabe frowned and smoked while he thought about it. The little rush of the nicotine high was hitting him, and he was feeling pleasantly hazy. He was so drunk he couldn’t walk properly but not drunk enough to stop drinking. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Joker sighed and stood, reaching down to take Gabe’s hand and pull him to his feet. He took the cigarette from Gabe and dropped it to grind it out under his boot. 
 
    “Let’s get you home.” 
 
    “But… my beer,” Gabe protested turned to get it, but Joker pulled him back around. 
 
    “Leave it.” 
 
    Gabe sighed but nodded and took a step forward. He swayed and nearly faceplanted the ground, but a hand wrapped around his arm, keeping him upright. He got his feet under him and glanced at Joker. 
 
    “I think I might’ve drunk too much.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    Joker kept a hold on him as they made their way to the courtyard. There, Joker pushed Gabe against a wall. 
 
    “Stay there. I’mma go find someone who can drive you home.” 
 
    Before Joker could go anywhere, Gabe grabbed a hold of his cut. Joker glanced down at his hands, then slowly moved his eyes up to Gabe’s. 
 
    “I wanna kiss you right now,” Gabe said, sounding soberer than he knew he was. 
 
    “I know,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth but before he could say anything, Joker was pulling his hands off of him and walking away. A sigh pushed through his lips and he leaned his head back against the wall. Fuck. Him and his big mouth. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He went in search of one of the old ladies he knew wasn’t drinking. Three of them were seated in a corner being entertained by a very drunk Auggie. He was throwing his hands around as he was telling them some story, he’d just forgotten he was holding a full bottle of beer. It splashed all over, making the women squeal and yell at him. Joker stepped around Auggie to get to Polly. 
 
    “Polly? You mind driving Gabe home? I’ve had too much to drive and he can barely walk,” Joker said. 
 
    Polly sighed heavily, shaking her head. She pushed her chair back and stood. 
 
    “How is my son such a fucking lightweight?” 
 
    Before Joker could come up with an answer, Polly wrapped her fingers around his wrist and pulled him with her. 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “Outside. By the bikes.” 
 
    He let her drag him along and as soon as they were outside, she let go of him. Gabe was still leaning against the wall, his eyes closed. Polly walked up to him, grabbing him by the chin to make him look down at her. 
 
    “Hiya, Mom,” Gabe slurred. 
 
    “You two, in the car. Now,” Polly said. 
 
    Joker frowned, saying, “He’s the one who needs a ride. Not me.” 
 
    Polly turned stern eyes on him. “I’m taking you both home so there’s someone to prevent my son from choking on his own puke.” 
 
    Joker pulled a face but went to put an arm around Gabe’s waist to help him towards the car. He got into the back with Gabe and buckled him in. Polly started the car and drove out through the gate. 
 
    “I fucking hate cages,” Joker mumbled. 
 
    Gabe’s head rolled onto Joker’s shoulder as Gabe began to snore. If he wasn’t so annoyed, he would’ve thought Gabe looked cute, then he would’ve kicked himself because he wasn’t supposed to think anything like that about Gabe. 
 
    When Polly pulled up in front of their apartment building, Joker shook Gabe awake. 
 
    “Get your ass up,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe groaned and tried to move forward but was pulled back by the seatbelt. Joker rolled his eyes and unbuckled him. He opened his own door and got out to walk around the car. Gabe hadn’t made it further than halfway out of the door. Joker grabbed his upper arm to pull him to his feet. 
 
    Gabe swayed a bit, so Joker put his arm around him to hold him up. Polly was suddenly standing next to them, a concerned expression on her face. 
 
    “I’ve got him,” Joker said. 
 
    “Take care of him.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Polly gave him a stern look before she got back into the car and drove off. He pulled Gabe closer and walked into the apartment building. He half carried, half pulled Gabe up the stairs, thankful their apartment was only on the second floor. When they reached their door, he propped Gabe up against the wall to pull his keys out of his pants pocket. He unlocked and pushed open the door, then turned to Gabe. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes were open, and he took a step forward. Joker reached out to catch him, but Gabe pulled away from him, grumbling under his breath about being able to walk without help. Joker watched him with raised brows as he made his way into the apartment. He walked inside and closed the door. He turned just as Gabe threw something in his face. He pulled the fabric away, realizing it was Gabe’s shirt. His gaze shot up. Gabe was making his way down the hall, pulling off his clothes. His cut was hanging on the coat rack and his socks were on the floor. He was bare-chested and he’d gotten his pants open. 
 
    Joker groaned. He’d seen Gabe without a shirt on before but somehow it affected him now. His back was all smooth skin and muscles. He was beautiful. Always had been. Even when he’d been somewhat of a rangy teenager, he’d had something special about him, a different kind of beauty. He’d filled out nicely over the past few years, though. 
 
    Gabe’s pants were around his thighs and he cursed, then leaned a hand against the wall. He turned his head, his eyes landing on Joker. 
 
    “Help?” 
 
    Joker snorted. He walked to Gabe and bent down to help him out of his pants. He had to kneel down to get them all the way off. Gabe made a sound in the back of his throat. Joker glanced up at him. Gabe was watching him, his bottom lip between his teeth and fire burning in his eyes. 
 
    “Keep dreaming, kid,” Joker said and stood. 
 
    Gabe put his hands on Joker’s chest, sliding them under his cut. 
 
    “I knew I was gay the first time I saw you,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker cleared his throat. “I thought you knew from you were four or something.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head and said, “No. My parents knew. It took me over ten years longer than them. But that day you showed up with Saint? God.” 
 
    He didn’t know what the hell to say to that. Gabe lowered his head and pressed his lips to the side of Joker’s neck. He knew he should pull away but for a moment he just stood there, frozen. Gabe’s lips brushed over Joker’s heated skin and he pushed his body against Joker’s. He groaned when his dick took notice. His hand found the back of Gabe’s head. For a second, he entertained the idea of giving in, but then reality set in and he pulled away. 
 
    “Let’s get you to bed.” 
 
    Gabe lit up, nodding his head. “Oh, yeah. Bed.” 
 
    Joker groaned and said, “You. Alone. In your own bed.” 
 
    Gabe thrust his bottom lip out in a pout. He grabbed Gabe by the arm and walked him into his room where he made him sit down on the bed. Gabe looked up at him with his big brown eyes. Before he could stop Gabe, he reached for Joker’s belt buckle, trying to open it. He pulled Gabe’s fingers off. 
 
    “Dammit, Gabe. No.” 
 
    Gabe let out a sigh and fell back onto the bed. 
 
    “Why do you keep pushing me away? I see the way you look at me.” Gabe pushed up on his elbows. “I know you want me. Even if you won’t admit it to yourself.” 
 
    “Go to sleep, Gabe.” 
 
    Gabe nodded, yawning and grabbing his pillow to push under his head. Joker turned, walking to the door and turning off the light. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” Gabe mumbled. “Won’t remember anyway.” 
 
    Joker ran his eyes over Gabe’s body on the bed. He doubted Gabe would remember in the morning. If he was lucky, he wouldn’t remember either. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HIS HEAD was pounding when he woke up. He groaned and tried to sit up, but nausea washed over him. He rolled onto his side, blinking his eyes against the light. There was a glass of what was hopefully water and some pills on his nightstand. He reached for the pills, dry-swallowing both. 
 
    Once he managed to sit up, he grabbed the glass and drank all the water. He leaned his head back against the wall with a sigh. He shouldn’t have drunk that much. Most of the night was fuzzy at best. How the hell had he even gotten home? 
 
    When he could stand without swaying and getting sick, he put on some sweatpants and made his way to the kitchen. He found a bottle of juice in the fridge and made some breakfast. He carried it into the living room and sat on the couch where he munched down some toast. The apartment was too quiet, making him realize he was alone. There was no way Joker would still be sleeping and he wasn’t anywhere Gabe could see. 
 
    A phone ringing pulled him off of the couch. He went in search of his phone, finding it in the hallway on top of the shoe cabinet. He had no memory of putting it there. He picked up the phone, seeing a missed call from his father. He called him back. 
 
    “Gabe. You’re needed at the clubhouse. Pack a bag and get here.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Now. Gabe,” his father said and hung up. 
 
    Gabe cursed, putting his phone in his back pocket. He went to his room where he found a bag. He filled it, not knowing how much he’d need. Then he grabbed some clothes and walked to the bathroom. He could still smell the booze on himself and he just needed a shower before going anywhere. He put his phone on the sink, then turned on the water and pulled off his pants and underwear. He stepped under the spray, the warm water feeling amazing. He hurried to wash his hair and body, knowing if he didn’t get a move on soon, his father was going to rip him a new one. 
 
    The shower woke him up good. The pills were doing their part, and he definitely felt a lot better already. He heard the front door open just as he was pulling on a shirt. He stepped out of the bathroom to see Joker standing in the hallway, a duffle bag slung over his shoulder. 
 
    “We have to go. Are you ready?” Joker asked. 
 
    Gabe nodded. “Yeah. But, uh, do you know how I got home?” 
 
    Joker stared at him for a long moment before asking, “You don’t remember?” 
 
    “I barely remember anything from last night.” 
 
    “Good. Uh, I mean, your mom drove us. Our bikes are still at the clubhouse. I called Rooster. He’s picking us up,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe didn’t get time to wonder what Joker had meant by ‘good’ because Joker’s phone rang. While Joker talked, Gabe went to grab his bag and pull on his boots and cut. 
 
    “Rooster’s here,” Joker said and opened the front door. 
 
    Gabe checked to see if he had everything he needed and then he walked ahead of Joker out the door. Rooster’s car was parked by the curb and as they walked closer, Gabe saw that it was Len behind the wheel. He opened the door and got onto the backseat while Joker walked around the car to get in on the other side. Rooster was in the passenger seat, his head against the window. 
 
    “Hey, Len,” Gabe said. 
 
    Len pulled out onto the road. She looked up, her eyes meeting Gabe’s in the rearview mirror. “Hey, kiddo. One hell of a party, huh?” 
 
    Gabe chuckled and said, “You could say that.” 
 
    “I heard your mom had to drive you two home. Not that I’m surprised. I had to pick up this dumbass at three in the morning ‘cause he was puking his guts out,” Len said with a glare Rooster’s way. 
 
    Rooster grunted, then groaned as he turned to look at Len. 
 
    “You told me I could drink,” Rooster said, his voice sounding rough. 
 
    “How’s that working out for you, babe?” 
 
    Gabe snorted out a chuckle, which earned him a deadly look from Rooster. He stayed quiet for the rest of the drive, smiling a bit to himself. Len pulled into the courtyard and they all got out. Rooster walked around the car to give Len a kiss through the window and then Len drove off again. Half of the bikes weren’t there, so he didn’t walk inside right away. He went to his bike, checking it over to make sure he hadn’t done something stupid the night before. 
 
    There wasn’t anything to be seen so he turned, stopping when he found Joker leaned against the wall. He was watching Gabe with intense eyes. 
 
    “Did I do something? Last night?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker’s whole body tensed for a second, then he flashed a small smile. 
 
    “You took off your clothes the second we got home.” 
 
    That wasn’t exactly a surprise to him. He always got really hot when he was that drunk. In college, he’d once woken up naked on someone’s lawn after one hell of a party. 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    “What? You remember something?” 
 
    Gabe cocked his head to the side. “Is there something you don’t want me to remember?” 
 
    When Joker didn’t answer, he walked up to him. He crossed his arms and narrowed his eyes at Joker. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Joker shrugged. “You were drunk. You did a lot of stupid things. You sure you want me to get specific?” 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    The way Gabe was looking at him made it obvious he didn’t really believe him. Gabe knew there was more, but no way in hell was he telling him. Unless Gabe remembered on his own, he wasn’t going to fucking remind him. 
 
    The sound of motorcycles nearing spared him from saying anything else. He pushed away from the wall just as Zayne and Stiletto pulled up. He followed them inside, Gabe right on his heels. He put his bag on the floor and walked to his chair. He didn’t sit down, only leaned his arms on the backrest as he glanced around the room. Gabe stayed in the far corner, leaned against the wall. 
 
    Joker waited until everyone had arrived before he spoke. 
 
    “We’re going to the cabin,” Joker said. “We have a shipment coming in. I don’t know exactly when just that it’ll be within the next four days.” 
 
    “Who’s going?” Rooster asked. 
 
    “Well, Joker’s going, obviously,” Zayne said and glanced around the table. “It’s gonna be a rather large shipment. Gash, Viper, Hawk, Wildcat, Bullet, and Gabe are going.” 
 
    Gabe’s head shot up and he stepped away from the wall. 
 
    “I’m going?” Gabe asked. 
 
    He hadn’t been happy about it, but he’d agreed with Zayne on letting Gabe join them. He knew Gabe needed the experience, the responsibility, but he still didn’t like bringing Gabe into a possibly hostile situation. He wasn’t equipped for it. 
 
    “Yes, you’re going,” Joker said with a nod. “Grizz is back at the gym, him and Nancy can hold down the fort. The tattoo shop is fully booked the next few weeks so they can’t spare anyone.” 
 
    There were no complaints from anyone, which was what he expected of them. It didn’t matter who did which job, they all got paid. 
 
    Joker gave them some more information and then said, “Those of you who need to pack, go now.” 
 
    The ones who were going with him were quick to leave. All except for Gabe. He waited for the others to leave the room before he walked to Joker’s side and sat down next to him. 
 
    “I’ve never been to the cabin before.” 
 
    “Don’t get too excited,” Joker said. 
 
    The cabin was a piece of property King had bought on the cheap a few years before. They’d spent a lot of time fixing it up. It was more or less in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by woods. It was why they used it for things like this. Their business partner sometimes needed them to keep a few of their shipments for a certain amount of time before they could transport them. They were what they called level fours. Level fives were the highest on the scale and that was people who needed immediate transportation. They tended to be more dangerous than level fours. Of course, there was also danger involved in keeping these people in the same place for an extended amount of time. 
 
    It took a little over half an hour to get to the cabin. They wouldn’t all be driving together, though. People tended to notice a group of bikers and that was the last thing they needed. Viper and Hawk had already loaded their bikes into a truck and driven off to the cabin. The rest would join them later. 
 
    “Let’s go.” Joker pushed his chair back and stood. 
 
    He grabbed his bag on the way out and waited for Gabe to catch up. They walked outside together where he went to the car Wildcat was sitting on the front seat of, the door open and her legs hanging out. She looked up when they neared, a smile pulling at her lips when her gaze landed on Gabe. 
 
    “You finally get to play with the big kids, huh?” 
 
    Joker grunted and threw his bag into the backseat. 
 
    “I guess,” Gabe said, wearing a smile of his own. “You driving the cage up there?” 
 
    Wildcat sighed. “I pulled the shortest straw. I already brought a bag so the others went home to pack.” 
 
    Joker took Gabe’s bag out of his hand, though he barely noticed as he was busy talking to Wildcat. He put it with his own and closed the door. There was no need for them to carry that much luggage when there was plenty of room in the cage. 
 
    “Get a move on, prospect,” he yelled over his shoulder. 
 
    He pulled his helmet on and found his gloves. Gabe came jogging towards him and as soon as he was on his bike, they took off onto the road. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    The cabin wasn’t what he’d expected. It was a lot nicer. He knew Joker and Zayne had helped his dad fix it up while he was still in high school. They’d done a great job. It looked new, yet lived in. The place was huge and was pretty secluded, surrounded by acres of trees. 
 
    He parked his bike next to Joker’s and pulled a small bag out of his saddlebag. His other bag was in Wildcat’s car and he didn’t know when the others would get there, but he had the essentials in this bag, so he’d be fine. He followed Joker who was headed towards the front door, saying hello to Hawk who was sitting on the porch. Gabe looked around as they walked inside, taking in everything. Viper was sitting at the dining table, cleaning one of his guns. 
 
    “Hey, Viper,” Gabe said. 
 
    Viper looked up at him. “Gabe. How was the ride?” 
 
    “Good. It’s beautiful out here.” 
 
    “I know, right?” Viper asked with a smile. 
 
    “The rooms are this way,” Joker said and continued through the dining room. 
 
    Joker led him to a hallway with several doors on each side. He knew there were six bedrooms. And though they were small ones, there was room for two in each. Three if they weren’t all Joker’s size. Joker walked into one room and Gabe peeked inside to see a queen size bed. Even though he definitely wanted to claim the other side of that bed, he knew Joker would just throw him out, so he opened the door to the room on the opposite side of the hallway. He placed his bag on one of the twin beds. He’d unpack later. He wanted to see the rest of the cabin first. 
 
    He walked into Joker’s room and looked at the beautiful wood furniture he knew was either Joker’s or Zayne’s handiwork. They’d made almost every piece of furniture from scratch.  
 
    “Hey,” Gabe said. “Thanks for letting me come.” 
 
    Joker didn’t answer, he just frowned for a second before looking away. 
 
    “You didn’t want me to come, did you?” He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. “If you didn’t want me here, then why…” 
 
    Joker glanced up. “Saint thought it was a good idea.” 
 
    “And you obviously disagree,” Gabe said. 
 
    He shook his head. Why was he even surprised? Joker never wanted him to do anything. He rarely got to do anything with the other prospects, let alone do anything meaningful. He was lucky if he got to clean a car or serve at the bar. The most he’d ever been allowed to do was go on a run with Saint and Joker. But that was only because there were kids involved and his father hadn’t wanted to scare them, so Gabe went along because he was the least threatening looking in the club. He’d been glad to be included then, but once he’d had time to think it through later, he’d realized his father thought him more harmless than Auggie. No offense to the man, but he was only a danger to himself. Auggie could barely hold up a bike and he was prone to injury. 
 
    “Not entirely,” Joker said, bringing Gabe out of his thoughts. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Joker sighed and said, “No, I don’t want you here. I’d much prefer you be somewhere safe. But Zayne thought you needed the experience and I do agree with that.” 
 
    “Somewhere safe,” Gabe mumbled, stuck on the words. 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him. 
 
    “You really think I need to be somewhere safe? I’m a prospect, not a fucking hang-around. I know what I’ve gotten myself into. If I wanted to be safe, I wouldn’t be here.” 
 
    “I don’t see how that changes—” 
 
    Gabe threw his hands up and snapped, “Stop treating me differently.” 
 
    “If I didn’t treat you differently, you wouldn’t even get to see this place. We don’t usually bring prospects into these things,” Joker said. 
 
    “That’s because they don’t know about it, but I do. I’ve known since the beginning.” 
 
    “Which is why you’re allowed here.” 
 
    He wasn’t getting anywhere with Joker. He seemed set in his ways. He let out a frustrated growl and turned on his heels. He needed to get the hell out of there. He walked through the cabin, past Viper, and out the door. He stopped by the railing on the patio, putting his hands on it and dropping his head forward. He squeezed his eyes shut, unable to get Joker’s words out of his head. Joker thought he was a liability. That he needed constant handholding and protection. He hated that Joker saw him like that. 
 
    He turned and leaned back against the railing, his eyes landing on Hawk who was still sitting in a chair in the corner, watching him. Hawk didn’t ask him what was wrong. He probably already knew and besides, it wasn’t like Hawk to get involved in people’s shit. 
 
    Hawk stood and made his way down the steps, then stopped to glance up at Gabe. 
 
    “Come on. I’ll show you ‘round.” 
 
    Gabe took a deep breath before following Hawk. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He’d watched Gabe walk away with his jaw clenched. He shook his head, cursing under his breath. Gabe was stubborn as hell. He was definitely going to be trouble. At least to Joker. There was a fire in Gabe, a passion that burned hot, but often his temper got the best of him. He wouldn’t be surprised if that happened mostly when he was around. 
 
    He walked into the living room where he found Viper. Joker gazed out the window, seeing Gabe on the front porch, moving towards the stairs. He considered going out there for a second, then thought better of it. Viper made a sound that had Joker turning to throw a glare his way. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Viper shrugged, a smile playing on his lips. “I didn’t say nothing.” 
 
    Joker snorted, thinking that Viper might as well get whatever it was off of his chest. He crossed his arms and arched a brow at Viper. 
 
    “You’re being a dick,” Viper said. “If you wouldn’t have brought any other prospect here, you shouldn’t have brought him.” 
 
    Joker’s brows hit his hairline. “You heard that?” 
 
    Viper snorted and said, “You were kinda loud.” 
 
    “Shit,” Joker mumbled. 
 
    He walked to the dining table and pulled out a chair. He fell into it with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “I just want to protect him, is that really so bad?” 
 
    “No,” Viper said with a shake of his head. “But you’re treating him differently because of it.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Joker mumbled and dropped his head into his hands. “What the fuck am I supposed to do? He’s not ready. He thinks he is, but he isn’t.” 
 
    “Or maybe he is, and you just refuse to see it,” Viper said. 
 
    Joker dropped his hands to glare at Viper. 
 
    “So, what do we know about the shipment?” 
 
    Joker grunted and said, “They’re two families. One of three and one of five and that’s pretty much all I know.” 
 
    “We’ve had quite an uptick of shipments the past few months,” Viper said. 
 
    “Yeah. I think that new business partner he talked about recruiting a year ago is paying off.” 
 
    “Have you considered putting a halt to it until we’ve figured everything out with the Henchmen?” 
 
    Joker sighed and leaned back. “I wish we could, but this is people’s lives we’re talking about. King would never even consider it.” 
 
    “Maybe he should. We can only do so much, especially if we end up in an all-out war,” Viper said. 
 
    Joker nodded, knowing Viper was right. If it came to that, he would have to at least try to convince King to press pause on the shipments. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    THE SUN was beating down on them hard. Gabe raised his bottle of water and emptied it. They’d been roasting in the sun for several hours and while he did love the summer heat, his sensitive skin certainly didn’t. 
 
    “Does anyone have any sunscreen?” he yelled, sitting up in his sun chair. 
 
    He’d be lying if he said he was surprised the guy who had brought some was Joker. Pretty much since Joker joined the Kings, he’d been taking care of Gabe. He just didn’t know if it was because his father had told him to, or if there was another reason. 
 
    Joker held the sunscreen out in front of him and Gabe put his water bottle on the ground before taking it from him. He glanced up at Joker, letting his eyes roam all over his body. His sunglasses were mirrored but he didn’t doubt that Joker caught it. 
 
    “You knew we’d be out here. You should’ve known to bring some,” Joker said, his tone chiding. 
 
    Gabe squirted a decent amount of sunscreen into his palm and began spreading it on his chest and shoulders. “Why would I do that when I knew you’d do it for me?” 
 
    “I’m not your fucking caretaker,” Joker growled. 
 
    “Really? ‘Cause you sure act like one.” 
 
    “You keep that shit up, prospect, and I’ll have to reprimand you.” 
 
    Gabe snorted and continued applying the sunscreen to his upper body and arms. They both knew Joker wouldn’t reprimand him. It was one thing that’d been cool about being the prez’s son when he was a kid, but now that he was trying to become a part of the club, it just sucked. No one treated him like anything but the P’s son. They didn’t tell him anything or let him do anything to prove himself. He was reaching the end of his rope and he didn’t know what to do. He loved the club and the people there, wanted to make his father proud, but he feared he could never do that with the way things were. 
 
    Joker put his hands on the arms of Gabe’s chair and leaned down. Gabe took his sunglasses off and met Joker’s gaze. 
 
    “You have that look on your face,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe leaned back, raising a brow at Joker. “What look?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But you’ve had it a lot lately.” 
 
    “You mean my ‘what should I do with my life’ look?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker frowned and asked, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    He pushed out of the chair, forcing Joker to let go and step back. He threw a glance at the men around them and huffed. He headed towards the cabin, but he only made it onto the front porch before a hand on his shoulder brought him to a halt. 
 
    “Don’t you dare walk away from me like that,” Joker said in a low, rough voice. 
 
    Gabe swallowed hard, trying to suppress the wave of desire that voice caused. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Joker repeated. 
 
    “I…” He shook his head, turning his gaze down. “I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    Joker wrapped his fingers around Gabe’s wrist and pulled him through the front door. Gabe followed without complaint. Joker led him through the living room and into the bedroom section. He didn’t stop until they were inside the room Joker had claimed for himself and once there, he closed the door behind them. 
 
    “You’re talking about the club,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe nodded and sat down on the queen-sized bed. He wasn’t about to lie to Joker, but he didn’t exactly want to have this conversation with him either. If there was one person who could make him stay, it was Joker. 
 
    “Talk to me.” 
 
    “What do you want me to say?” Gabe shook his head. “I can’t stay, but I also can’t leave.” 
 
    “Why do you want to leave?” Joker asked, taking a step closer to Gabe and then hesitating. 
 
    Gabe eyed him warily for a moment before drawing in a deep breath. 
 
    “The club is my family and they always will be, but I’m not actually a part of the club. Not the way I want to be. Not the way I’ve tried so damned hard to be. I’m stuck. I don’t know how to get out of this. How am I supposed to earn my colors if you won’t let me?” 
 
    Joker’s jaw was clenched tight. 
 
    “I don’t want you to get hurt,” Joker said through gritted teeth. 
 
    Gabe shot off the bed, yelling, “I’m not fucking fragile.” 
 
    “I know,” Joker hissed. 
 
    “Really? ‘Cause you’ve got a fucked up way of showing it,” Gabe said. 
 
    “I never said you were fragile. I just said I don’t want you to get hurt.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Gabe,” Joker said, a warning in his tone 
 
    He walked to stand in front of Joker and pushed at his chest, but Joker didn’t budge. Instead, Joker stepped into his space, his hands coming up to cup Gabe’s cheeks. 
 
    “I’ve always known, Gabe. I just didn’t want to see it. I couldn’t. You’re too damned good for me, don’t you know that?” 
 
    “I think I should be the one to decide who is and isn’t good enough for me,” Gabe said. 
 
    He held his breath as Joker’s eyes dropped to his lips. Joker ran his thumb over Gabe’s bottom lip, making a silent gasp escape him. Joker lowered his head, putting no more than an inch between their lips. 
 
    A loud knock on the door made Joker jerk back. The knocking continued as Joker stared at Gabe with something akin to panic in his eyes. 
 
    “Hey, Joker? You in there?” Gash yelled. 
 
    Joker tore his gaze away from Gabe and walked to the door. Gabe watched him go and let out a frustrated breath. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He closed the door, leaving behind Gabe and whatever had been about to happen in his room. He turned his attention to Gash while he tried to convince himself he hadn’t been about to kiss Gabriel. 
 
    “What is it, Gash?” 
 
    “King’s here.” 
 
    Joker swallowed back the curses trying to escape his mouth. Fuck. There he was, alone with Gabe, imagining him naked and spread out on a bed in front of him, almost giving in and kissing him, and his father had just arrived. He considered himself lucky they hadn’t actually done anything. The last thing he wanted was to break King’s trust, and fucking his son? Yeah, that’d do the trick. 
 
    He followed Gash into the living room. He could hear King and Stiletto talking in the kitchen and made his way there. Stiletto was sitting on the kitchen counter, King standing in front of her. 
 
    “King. Stiletto,” Joker said. 
 
    They both turned their gazes his way. 
 
    “Something’s come up,” Stiletto said. “Several somethings, really. I’m taking Wildcat for the day.” 
 
    “I thought you were too busy at the shop?” 
 
    She shrugged and said, “There are things more important than tattoos. This poor girl reached out to me. She needs our help, but I don’t want her near men. She’s terrified already and that’ll just make it worse.” 
 
    He nodded, agreeing with her. They weren’t inexperienced with women like that. The last thing they wanted was to make everything worse for them. 
 
    “Cat?” Joker yelled. 
 
    Wildcat came walking into the kitchen a few seconds later, wearing a backpack. Joker arched a brow at her. 
 
    She shrugged and said, “Stiletto told me when they got here. I figured you’d let me go.” 
 
    Joker gave her a curt nod. Stiletto slid off the counter and motioned for Wildcat to follow her. 
 
    “Stay safe,” King said to the women as they walked out of the room. 
 
    Stiletto gave them a finger wave over her shoulder. As soon as the women were out of the room, Joker turned to King. 
 
    “So, what made you come all this way?” 
 
    Before King could answer, Joker heard someone walk up behind him. Gabe stopped between Joker and King, curiosity clear on his face. Joker considered himself lucky when he saw that Gabe had put on a T-shirt. That was a distraction he couldn’t have afforded in front of King. 
 
    “Hey, Pops,” Gabe said. “Everything all right?” 
 
    King sighed, looking conflicted. 
 
    “You’re seriously not going to tell me? C’mon, Pops.” 
 
    King’s eyes went hard. “Out. We need to talk business.” 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, then closed it, a wounded expression on his face. Gabe shook his head, huffing at his father. He turned on his heels and stormed out of the room. King looked regretful for all of two seconds, then he schooled his features and turned to Joker. 
 
    “I didn’t want to give you this information over the phone,” King started. The frown between his brows worried Joker. “Sean has asked for a meeting tomorrow. Something seemed off, so be careful.” 
 
    Sean was a business associate of the club. He made the fake ID’s they gave to the people they helped. If Sean was in trouble, so were they. 
 
    “I will,” Joker said. 
 
    “Good. Call if you need backup.” King glanced at the doorway, then turned his gaze back on Joker. “Now, excuse me while I go scold my son.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He was still fuming by the time his father and Joker walked out of the kitchen. His gaze clashed with his father’s and he felt anger boiling inside him. He was so fucking tired of being treated like a kid. 
 
    “You have to start including me. You have to treat me like a prospect, otherwise, what’s the fucking point?” 
 
    “Gabe,” Joker said, a warning in his voice. 
 
    He ignored Joker, his gaze on his father. He took a step closer. 
 
    “I could be anywhere else right now, but I’m here because I want to be a part of this club, of this family. Why won’t you let me?” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re saying,” King snapped. 
 
    Gabe made a frustrated sound and threw his hands up. “God, you’re fucking unbelievable.” 
 
    “Watch your mouth,” King growled. 
 
    “Why should I?” Gabe shook his head. “Every time I fuck up, there’s no consequences. Every time something needs done, you tell someone else to do it. You never really let me do anything. You never include me”. 
 
    “You wanna be included? You want more responsibility?” King yelled. “Fine.” 
 
    Gabe blinked at him. “What?” 
 
    King stepped into his space, making him take a step back. 
 
    “Fine. If that’s what you want, then you can go with Joker to see Sean tomorrow.” 
 
    Joker’s sigh was loud, and Gabe threw a glare his way. 
 
    “I don’t get a say in this, do I?” Joker asked King. 
 
    “Teach him what it’s really like to be a part of this club,” King said, turned on his heels and stormed out of the room. 
 
    For a few seconds, Gabe just stared after him. Then he shook his head and sank into one of the armchairs. He groaned when Joker placed himself right in front of him. 
 
    “What the hell were you thinking?” Joker demanded. 
 
    Gabe scowled up at him and refused to answer. He groaned when Joker reached down to grab the front of his shirt and pulled him to his feet. His arms flailed for a moment before he managed to grab a hold of Joker’s upper arms. He tilted his head back to meet Joker’s eyes. 
 
    “If you’ve gotta be stupid like that, you’ve got to know how to protect yourself,” Joker said. 
 
    Joker let go of him and stepped back to turn and walk towards the door. He hurried after Joker and kept his mouth shut. Anger was pouring off of Joker and he was sure the smallest thing would make the man snap. Joker led them outside and to a remote spot on the property. There, he drew his gun and before Gabe could ask what he was doing, Joker began shooting towards a line of trees. 
 
    Gabe gave a start with each shot. Joker stopped shooting and glanced over his shoulder at Gabe. Joker motioned for him to step closer. Gabe walked up next to Joker, his whole body tense. Joker pointed to the trees. 
 
    “You see those? They’re for practice shooting,” Joker said. 
 
    He looked around, seeing small, round steel targets on every tree. He nodded to Joker who grabbed his hand and placed the gun in it, wrapping Gabe’s fingers around it. 
 
    “Your turn,” Joker said. 
 
    He’d never liked guns and they’d always had a strict policy about them at home. Rule number one was ‘never pick up a gun unless you’re prepared to kill someone’. He took a deep breath and brought his other hand up to hold the gun like his father had taught him the one time he’d let him near a gun. The weight of the gun surprised him. It was heavy but not as heavy as he remembered. 
 
    He pointed the gun towards the first target and breathed in, holding his breath as he squeezed the trigger. The loud sound and the kickback from the gun made him jerk back. He nearly tripped over his own legs, cursing under his breath as he pointed the gun towards the ground. He hadn’t hit the target. He hadn’t hit anywhere near it. 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been saying. You’re not ready,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe glanced up at Joker, anger and frustration building inside him. He took a step towards Joker, then remembered the gun in his hands. He grumbled under his breath and leaned down to put the gun on the ground. He straightened and turned to Joker. 
 
    “Fuck you,” he snapped. 
 
    Joker’s eyebrows hit his hairline and a snort of laughter escaped him. Gabe put his hands on Joker’s chest and pushed, sending the man a few steps backwards. The expression on Joker’s face quickly turned into one of disapproval. 
 
    “Watch it,” Joker barked. 
 
    “No.” Gabe shook his head. “No. I’m done. You wanna berate me for not being able to do the things you haven’t taught me to do? The things you’ve kept me from doing? Fuck. You.” 
 
    “Gabriel,” Joker warned. 
 
    Gabe stepped up to Joker, getting in his face. 
 
    “You either teach me how to be a part of the club or you let me go,” Gabe said, pain rushing through him at the words even though he knew it was a necessary ultimatum. Things couldn’t continue the way they had been. 
 
    “Stop treating me like a kid. I haven’t been one in a long time. I know my dad ordered you to protect me but you’re not protecting me anymore, you’re just pushing me away.” 
 
    “You think I’m only protecting you because your father asked me to?” 
 
    Gabe threw his hands up. “Why else would you? You’re not protecting anyone else. You don’t go easy on the other prospects.” 
 
    Joker opened his mouth, then promptly shut it, grinding his teeth. He turned away from Gabe, running his hands through his hair. 
 
    “Why?” Gabe asked, his voice breaking. 
 
    “Because it’s you,” Joker said in a low voice. 
 
    Gabe blinked, unsure if he’d heard right. He walked around Joker to stand face-to-face with him. 
 
    “What do you mean it’s me?” 
 
    Joker looked up, meeting Gabe’s eyes. He let his hands fall to his sides and shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t know. It just is.” 
 
    “That’s not an answer, Joker.” 
 
    “I know,” Joker said and cupped Gabe’s cheeks in his hands, moving closer until they were sharing the same air. 
 
    Gabe’s heart went crazy in his chest. His eyes fell to Joker’s lips then shot up to meet Joker’s gaze. What he saw in those blue eyes made his breath hitch. Joker leaned in slowly, his lips feathering over Gabe’s. He didn’t move as Joker kissed him. Joker’s fingers slid into his hair, holding his head gently. 
 
    The whole thing was unreal. He’d wanted Joker’s hands on him, Joker’s mouth on his, for so long. He made a needy sound in the back of his throat that spurred Joker on. Joker tightened his hold on Gabe’s hair and pushed his tongue past Gabe’s lips. Gabe grabbed onto Joker’s shoulders, letting the other man control the kiss. Joker’s tongue explored Gabe’s mouth, his sexy groan sending sparks of heat through Gabe’s body. 
 
    Joker pulled back, both of them breathing heavily as they stared at each other. Gabe opened his mouth, but Joker cut him off before he could say anything. 
 
    “This… This can’t happen.” 
 
    Joker shook his head and turned on his heel, taking off towards the house. Gabe stared after him, out of breath and not understanding anything that’d just happened. 
 
    He ran his fingers through his hair. His eyes landed on the gun lying on the ground. He picked it up and after getting his breathing under control, he aimed it at the first target. Even if it took all night, he was gonna hit every one of those targets. He wasn’t weak and he’d show Joker just that. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE FOUND Gabe asleep in one of the sun chairs outside. It was early morning and he’d heard Gabe shooting for over an hour after he’d left him the night before. He wondered how much ammo had gone to waste on Gabe’s little temper tantrum. 
 
    He pushed at Gabe’s foot with his own. Gabe grunted, then shot upright, his eyes wide as he stared up at Joker. 
 
    “Busy night?” 
 
    Gabe swallowed, Joker’s eyes going to his bobbing Adam’s apple. 
 
    “Um,” Gabe said and got out of the chair. “I hit all of them.” 
 
    Joker’s brows hit his hairline. “You sure about that?” 
 
    Gabe huffed and said, “I’m not deaf. I heard every time the bullets hit the targets.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll have to take your word for it.” 
 
    “Or I can just show you,” Gabe said. 
 
    A smile pulled at Joker’s lips. “Be my guest.” 
 
    Gabe turned, walking ahead of Joker who followed him. He could see Gabe tapping his fingers against the side of his thigh. For as long as Joker had known him, he’d done that whenever he felt uncomfortable or nervous. 
 
    When they reached the spot, Joker handed Gabe his gun. Gabe took it, a determined expression on his face. Gabe raised the gun, aiming it at the first target and squeezed the trigger. With almost every shot there was a ping from the bullets hitting metal. Gabe managed to hit every target, which, for someone who’d barely had any training was pretty spectacular. Not that he was surprised. Gabe was a Wolff after all. Anything he set out to do, he’d accomplish. It didn’t matter how hard or impossible it seemed. 
 
    Gabe was smiling smugly as he gave Joker back the gun. 
 
    “Good enough for you?” Gabe asked. 
 
    “You think because you hit a few targets that you’re suddenly ready for the real world?” 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, then closed it and glanced down. His shoulders slumped with defeat. Joker stepped in front of him, grabbing the back of Gabe’s neck. Gabe looked up, their gazes clashing. 
 
    “It won’t happen over one night,” Joker said. Gabe’s eyes widened as he kept talking. “You were right. What you said about me expecting you to do something I hadn’t taught you.” 
 
    “You’ll teach me?” 
 
    He rubbed his thumb along Gabe’s jaw and licked his lips. His eyes dropped to Gabe’s mouth. Yesterday flashed through his head. The taste and feel of Gabe’s lips against his. He took a step back and cleared his throat. 
 
    “I’ll try. But you have to listen and do what I say.” 
 
    Gabe nodded enthusiastically. “I will. I promise.” 
 
    “Good. Then go get ready. We’re leaving in twenty,” Joker said. 
 
    He watched as Gabe hurried towards the cabin. The last thing he wanted was to bring Gabe into a dangerous situation, but he wasn’t about to disobey King’s orders. Bringing a prospect to a meeting with a business partner was something they did whenever their prospects were close to earning their colors. It was nothing new, really. 
 
    Everything Gabe had told him yesterday had been swirling through his head all night. He knew Gabe needed to get more involved or he’d leave. Zayne had said as much to him a few weeks before, but he hadn’t wanted to hear it then. Now he knew it was true. 
 
    He walked back inside, heading for the kitchen where he found Viper and Gash. He went to the fridge, pulling out a few bottles of water for the ride. 
 
    “You’re really taking Gabe with you, huh?” 
 
    He glanced at Viper and nodded. 
 
    “Take good care of our boy, then,” Viper said. 
 
    That was a given, so he just grunted in answer. He checked his phone to make sure King hadn’t changed his mind. It’d make things a lot easier for him, but, of course, there were no texts from King. He grabbed the bottles and carried them outside to put in his saddlebag. Less than ten minutes later, Gabe walked out of the front door. 
 
    “You ready?” Joker asked. 
 
    Gabe nodded and said, “Lead the way.” 
 
    Joker grabbed his helmet and pulled it on, then he got on his bike. He started the engine and glanced over his shoulder to see if Gabe was ready. Gabe rolled up next to him and gave him a nod. Joker turned his gaze on the road and drove off. Gabe stayed behind him as he didn’t know the way, which was just fine with him. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    They’d been driving for almost two hours when Joker pulled off the freeway. Gabe followed him down the exit ramp and to a rest area where they parked their bikes in the shade. They were close to Washington which was where he guessed this Sean guy lived. Joker dismounted to search through his saddlebags. He handed Gabe a bottle of water and took one for himself, too. Gabe unscrewed the cap and took a swig. 
 
    “We’re getting close,” Joker said, making Gabe glance up at him. “Did you bring the gun?” 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, doing the whole fish thing before he managed to say, “You didn’t tell me to… I didn’t know.” 
 
    Joker didn’t look the least bit surprised which only irked Gabe. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I didn’t expect you to. I would’ve been pissed it you had. You don’t know how to properly handle a gun, yet.” 
 
    “You’re… not mad?” 
 
    Joker shook his head. “No. As soon as I’m confident in your abilities with a gun, I’m gonna get you one you’ll be carrying most of the time, like the rest of us.” 
 
    Gabe arched a brow at Joker and asked, “You’re gonna give me one?” 
 
    “You need your own, Gabe.” 
 
    Gabe licked his suddenly dry lips. “Thank you.” 
 
    Joker bobbed his head, turning to put his bottle back in his saddlebag. 
 
    “About last night,” Gabe said and took a step closer. 
 
    Joker’s head shot up, his eyes darkening when they landed on Gabe. 
 
    “There’s nothing to talk about,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe let out a breath of air and shook his head. 
 
    “You kissed me.” 
 
    “I told you it can’t happen again,” Joker ground out. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I said so.” 
 
    Gabe threw his hands up. “Are you fucking serious with that shit? I’m not a fucking child, Joker.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed,” Joker said, his eyes running down Gabe’s body. 
 
    Gabe took a step towards him. 
 
    “We need to go,” Joker said and grabbed his helmet. 
 
    A groan pushed past Gabe’s lips. He got on his bike and followed Joker, frustration burning through his body as they rode. He needed to corner Joker and force him to talk about it, otherwise they’d never move on. Joker was the one who’d kissed him, and he’d be damned if that kiss was gonna be their only one. 
 
    Joker pulled into an area with a few big warehouses in a long row. Joker parked underneath a tree for the shade. They’d have to walk a bit to get to the warehouse but rather that than having to get on a burning hot bike later. Gabe dismounted and pulled his helmet off. Joker didn’t spare him a single glance before he started towards the warehouse. Gabe hurried to catch up with him. 
 
    “Don’t say a word and stay right next to me,” Joker said. 
 
    He nodded and did as he was told. He didn’t get the feeling that Joker was the least bit afraid of this Sean guy, but he did seem tense. They walked into the warehouse, stopping just before they made it halfway. They’d walked past several rows of crates and a forklift but it was hard to see much because of the shitty light in there. A door opened in the other end of the building and two men came walking towards them. It wasn’t easy to discern any facial features because of the shadows. As they came closer, he noticed that one had blond hair and the other had dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. He knew something was wrong when Joker tensed. Joker pulled his gun, aiming it at the men. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you? Where’s Sean?” 
 
    Joker stepped half in front of Gabe which would’ve pissed him off if he hadn’t realized how serious this situation could get. 
 
    The blond man raised his hands, a slight smile on his lips. 
 
    “There’s no need for that. Sean went out of business. Permanently. I’m in charge now.” 
 
    “And who the fuck are you?” Joker snarled. 
 
    “I’m Wade. Now, I want to know exactly what Sean did for you, because no one seems to know and there’s no records of it. What I do know, is that he seemed to make a lot of money off of you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. No Sean. No deal,” Joker said. 
 
    “C’mon, now. We both know how this’ll go if you don’t cooperate.” 
 
    “If you’re serious about wanting a new deal with us, you’re sure as shit going the wrong way about it,” Gabe said, crossing his arms over his chest. 
 
    Wade’s gaze shifted to Gabe. He felt Joker’s glare but ignored him and stepped forward. 
 
    “We’re not gonna make a deal with you until we know what kind of man you are,” Gabe said. 
 
    Wade’s lips twitched. “I’m a resourceful man.” 
 
    Gabe knew what kind of people the club wanted to do business with, and this man was not it. But pissing him off like Joker was doing probably wouldn’t end well for them. He’d much prefer getting out of there alive. 
 
    “What happened to Sean?” Gabe asked. 
 
    “Someone killed him.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Wade’s laughter made Gabe’s skin crawl.  
 
    “We’ll take what’s ours and then we’ll inform the rest of our club about the changes here. Then we can make a decision on whether we want to continue to do business with you,” Joker said. 
 
    “I don’t think so. I don’t make it a habit to give away things for free,” Wade said. 
 
    “We already paid for it.” 
 
    “I can’t be sure of that. No records, remember?” 
 
    Gabe took a step forward, half in front of Joker to cut him off before he said something that got them killed. 
 
    “We’ll discuss this with our club and perhaps, in the meantime, you’ll have found those records. Otherwise, I’m sure we’ll find a receipt of that payment,” Gabe said. 
 
    “You do that,” Wade said, his cold eyes boring into Gabe’s. 
 
    Gabe gave him a nod of his head and turned around. He met Joker’s gaze for a split second, and he knew he was in for a lecture by the angry look he got. Joker followed after him and Gabe didn’t breathe right before they were both out of the building. He headed for their bikes. 
 
    “I told you not to say anything,” Joker hissed, grabbing Gabe’s arm to pull him to a stop. 
 
    “What the hell was I supposed to do? You were making it worse and if he didn’t think he was getting anything out of it, what do you think the odds were that he’d just kill us?” 
 
    Joker grunted. “I’d have killed them first.” 
 
    “I know how good you are with a gun but how would you have done against the other men he had there as well? While protecting me. Because, let’s face it, that’s exactly what you would’ve done.” 
 
    Joker didn’t say anything, which Gabe considered an answer in itself. 
 
    “What is it Sean had of ours?” 
 
    Joker glanced at him, then over his shoulder. He grabbed Gabe’s arm and dragged him to the side of the nearest warehouse. When Joker spoke, he kept his voice low and his eyes on their surroundings. 
 
    “Sean is a very good forger,” Joker said. He shook his head and frowned. “Was a very good forger.” 
 
    Gabe didn’t have to think long before it all made sense. “He made the ID’s for the people we help.” 
 
    Joker nodded and said, “He did. But the briefcase I want back is one with a record of every single ID he’s ever made for us.” 
 
    “Uh, why would he keep a record of that?” 
 
    “So he doesn’t use the same name ten times,” Joker said. 
 
    “He can’t remember which ones he’s used?” 
 
    “Trust me, kiddo, when you make as many ID’s as Sean did, names tend to get murky. At least he only keeps a record of the new names. He never gets their real names. But we have to get it back,” Joker said. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “We steal it.” 
 
    Gabe’s eyes threatened to fall out of his head. 
 
    “He doesn’t know where it is,” Joker said. 
 
    “How can you be sure of that?” 
 
    “He doesn’t know what Sean did for us. He said as much. And Sean didn’t keep those records just lying around. Fortunately, I know where they are.” 
 
    Gabe’s brows shot up to meet his hairline. If that was true, why was Joker looking like he’d just bit into something sour? 
 
    “We have to wait until it’s dark,” Joker said and started towards their bikes. “We need to find a place to stay until then.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He pulled the curtain back to look out of the window in their motel room. It was starting to get dark. Finally. They’d spent the better part of four hours at the motel already. 
 
    The second they’d left the warehouse he’d spotted a tail, but they lost them quickly. Gabe had followed his every move, having no problem keeping up. He hated that Gabe was with him. It’d turned into a fucking shit show. 
 
    He’d called King at the first chance he got. He’d agreed that they needed to get the records before Wade found them. Unfortunately, the shipments were set to arrive within the next few hours at the cabin so they couldn’t spare any men. King had told him to do some recon of the place and if there were guards, to wait. He’d had no objections. Going in just himself and Gabe was risky especially if they were outnumbered. Gabe didn’t have any experience at all and Joker couldn’t do it alone. 
 
    He let the curtain fall back into place and walked to the bed. Gabe was propped against the headboard, eating crackers while watching TV. 
 
    “We should get ready soon,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe looked up at him and put the crackers on the bedside table as he swung his legs over the side. Joker stayed where he was as Gabe stood, putting them within a foot of each other. 
 
    “I hate that you’re in this mess with me,” he said and gritted his teeth. 
 
    Gabe narrowed his eyes at him and crossed his arms over his chest. “I don’t. If I hadn’t been, you would’ve been here alone, and I hate the thought of that. You need someone to have your back.” 
 
    Joker cocked his head to the side and said, “And you think that one should be you.” 
 
    “Damn right, I do. Who better than someone who lo—” Gabe snapped his mouth shut and ducked his head. 
 
    He knew what Gabe had been about to say and he wasn’t sure what to do about it. Knowing that Gabe felt that way about him was both exhilarating and painful. Having already had a taste of those sinful lips, he found his willpower waning. He wanted Gabe. Had for a long time. Longer than he’d wanted to admit to himself. 
 
    “Hey.” Joker laid a hand on Gabe’s arm, making him look up into his eyes. “Putting you in danger is the last thing I want. But I’d be lying if I said I don’t like having you with me.” 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, then closed it, his gaze dropping to Joker’s mouth. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe said, his voice low and husky. 
 
    “We can’t,” Joker said, shaking his head. 
 
    Gabe returned his gaze to Joker’s eyes. 
 
    “Would you regret it?” 
 
    “That’s the damned problem, Gabe.” He reached out, sliding a hand to the back of Gabe’s neck. “I wouldn’t regret it in the least.” 
 
    He brought Gabe closer, lowering his head until they were sharing the same breath. He hesitated, knowing once they did this, there was no going back. 
 
    Gabe made a frustrated sound. “Just kiss me already.” 
 
    Joker chuckled then did just that, pressing his lips to Gabe’s. There was nothing tentative or hesitant about this kiss and Gabe gave as good as he got. He moved a hand to that perfect ass, squeezing and pushing his body against Gabe’s. Blood rushed south fast, leaving him feeling a bit lightheaded. 
 
    Gabe gasped into his mouth. Hands roamed over Joker’s chest, pulling at his shirt to get it off. He raised his arms to let Gabe pull it over his head and then he put his hands back on Gabe. He took Gabe’s mouth in a scorching kiss, pushing his tongue past Gabe’s lips. Their tongues tangled, fighting for control. 
 
    He needed Gabe out of his clothes. Needed his skin under his fingertips. He fumbled with the buttons on Gabe’s shirt, growling when he couldn’t get them open. He moved his hands to Gabe’s hips and walked him backwards to the bed. When the back of Gabe’s legs hit the bed, he sat down. Gabe bit down on his lip as his eyes shot up to meet Joker’s gaze. Having Gabe look at him with lust burning in his eyes did nothing to quench his need for the man. 
 
    His dick was pushing against the fly of his jeans, begging to be released. He unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the loops slowly. Gabe was watching him, his eyes following as Joker’s every move. Gabe tugged his shirt off, not bothering to open more than the top buttons. Joker had to stare. Gabe’s chest was smooth, his muscles softly defined. He wanted to kiss and lick every inch. 
 
    Gabe moved further onto the bed and unzipped his pants. Joker stepped closer, putting a knee on the bed. He reached for the waistband of Gabe’s pants and underwear, pulling them down his legs. Gabe lifted his hips to help. He threw the pants on the floor and ran his eyes over the sexy man in front of him. Seeing him completely naked for the first time was a sight he’d only dreamt of and those dreams didn’t do him justice. 
 
    “Don’t move,” Joker said. 
 
    He turned, looking for Gabe’s bag. There was no way Gabe had come along without bringing supplies. He found it and emptied the content out onto the floor. He found a tube of lube and a box of condoms. He threw everything onto the bed and got his pants off. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes shifted to the box. 
 
    “That’s a bit presumptive of you, don’t you think?” Gabe asked, a playful smile on his lips. 
 
    “You’re the one who brought them.” 
 
    Gabe shrugged, red tinting his cheeks. He loved that look on him. 
 
    He crawled onto the bed, moving up until he was between Gabe’s thighs. Gabe laid down on his back. Joker put his hands on either side of Gabe’s head and leaned down to kiss him. Gabe sucked on his tongue, his fingers sliding into Joker’s hair and holding on tightly. He rubbed his dick against Gabe’s stomach, the need for friction rising. He pulled back when he needed air. 
 
    “I want you. I don’t care how,” Gabe said, his voice sounding breathless. “Just get the damned lube.” 
 
    Joker pulled back and reached for the lube, then hesitated on grabbing the condoms. A hand on his arm made him glance at Gabe. 
 
    “You can fuck me,” Gabe said. 
 
    A groan fell from Joker’s lips. His dick sure as shit liked the sound of that. He grabbed the box, tearing it open and pulling out a condom. He put it on the bed next to Gabe’s hip and picked up the lube. He squirted some over his fingers and looked up, meeting Gabe’s heated gaze. He ran a hand up Gabe’s thigh, spreading his legs more. He slid his fingers between Gabe’s cheeks, circling his hole. He pressed in a finger. Gabe gasped and fisted handfuls of the sheet. 
 
    Joker pushed his finger all the way inside Gabe, biting his lip to keep from making some ridiculous, needy sound. He pumped his finger a bit before adding another. Gabe moaned and pushed against Joker’s fingers, trying to take them deeper. Joker was in no way in a hurry. He wanted to take his time with Gabe, wanted to drive him crazy like Gabe had done to him for months now. He lowered his head to run the flat of his tongue from the root to the head of Gabe’s cock. Gabe’s hips bucked, a hand landing on the back of Joker’s head. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe said like in a plea. 
 
    Joker took Gabe’s hard length into his mouth and glanced up, meeting Gabe’s eyes. He bobbed his head, his fingers buried deep in Gabe’s ass. He had Gabe murmuring and moaning in no time. He brought Gabe right to the edge, then pulled his mouth off his cock. 
 
    “Bastard,” Gabe gasped, his fingers tightening in Joker’s hair. 
 
    Joker grinned and moved his mouth to the spot behind Gabe’s balls. He licked and nibbled there for a bit before sucking one of Gabe’s balls into his mouth. Gabe writhed beneath him. 
 
    “Fuck. I’m ready. I need you inside me,” Gabe said, his voice breathy. 
 
    Joker didn’t stop what he was doing. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe growled. 
 
    He removed his fingers and reached for the condom, opening it with his teeth. He rolled it down his painfully hard cock. He leaned down to take Gabe’s mouth in a searing kiss. Gabe wrapped his legs around Joker’s waist and dug his fingers into the backs of his shoulders. Joker lined up his cock and started pushing inside Gabe. Curses fell from his lips at the tight heat surrounding his cock. He moved slowly and when he bottomed out, he stilled, only moving to kiss Gabe again. 
 
    He pulled back to see Gabe’s face. “You okay?” 
 
    Gabe nodded, the look on his face one of pleasure. Joker grabbed Gabe’s hands, placing them over his head and intertwined their fingers. He put his mouth on Gabe’s, pushing his tongue past Gabe’s lips. He pulled his hips back and began thrusting into Gabe in a slow and steady rhythm. He didn’t want to hurt Gabe. Hell, that was the last thing he wanted. Gabe must’ve felt his hesitance because he broke the kiss, making Joker pull back to see his face. 
 
    “How many times do I have to tell you that I’m not fucking fragile?” Gabe snapped. 
 
    Joker pulled out, making Gabe moan in protest until Joker turned him onto his stomach. He pushed Gabe onto his knees and got behind him, grabbing his left arm and pulling it behind his back. Gabe groaned loudly and pushed his ass against Joker. Joker slid back inside Gabe, biting his lip to keep from crying out. With one hand on Gabe’s hip, he began thrusting into him hard. Gabe’s hips moved with him, meeting him thrust for thrust. 
 
    Sweat was running down his chest as he snapped his hips forward, driving into Gabe’s tight ass. The only sounds coming from Gabe was ones of pleasure. Gabe was responsive as hell and loud. So very loud. He loved that. 
 
    “You’re fucking beautiful like this,” Joker panted. 
 
    Gabe moaned in response and Joker leaned down to press his lips to the side of Gabe’s neck. Gabe turned his head for a kiss. Joker let go of his arm and took his lips in a possessive kiss. He slid his fingers into Gabe’s hair, tugging on it. Gabe gasped into his mouth. 
 
    Joker pulled back to say, “Touch yourself, baby.” 
 
    Gabe whimpered and moved a hand to wrap it around his cock. Joker felt his orgasm building fast. From the sounds Gabe was making, he was getting close, too. He kissed a trail down Gabe’s neck to his shoulder where he bit down. He leaned back, letting go of Gabe’s hair to put his hands on Gabe’s hips. He pumped himself inside Gabe, losing all rhythm as he came. A wave of pleasure exploded through him, making him gasp for breath. 
 
    He pulled out of Gabe and got rid of the condom, tying it and throwing it in the direction of the trashcan. 
 
    “Turn around,” he ordered. 
 
    Gabe mumbled something and did as he was told. His dick was hard and leaking. He wanted a taste. Joker lowered his head and licked up the precome before wrapping his lips around Gabe’s cock. He took his to the back of his throat and swallowed, making Gabe cry out. He pressed two fingers inside Gabe, searching for his prostate. He crooked his fingers. Gabe yelled his name, making it sound like the cross between a prayer and a curse. 
 
    “Fuck. Joker. Please.” 
 
    Gabe’s hand landed on the back of Joker’s head. The sounds Gabe was making spurred him on. He took Gabe deep, sucking harder. Gabe came down Joker’s throat. He swallowed every drop, his dick perking up at the sight of Gabe in the throes of pleasure. His head was thrown back, his back arching, and his lips parting on a silent gasp. He wasn’t sure he’d ever seen anything as beautiful as Gabe right then. He kept sucking until Gabe whimpered. He let Gabe’s cock slip from his lips and removed his fingers. He pressed his lips against Gabe’s inner thigh before kissing his way up Gabe’s body. 
 
    When he reached Gabe’s mouth, he kissed him until they were both breathless. He rolled them so they were both on their sides, facing each other. A smile was playing on Gabe’s lips and Joker couldn’t stop himself when he reached out to push a tuft of hair off Gabe’s forehead. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HE WAS completely worn out. His body barely functioning. He laid with his head on Joker’s shoulder, Joker’s arm wrapped around him. He couldn’t believe he’d just had sex with Joker. He didn’t think he’d ever come that hard before. 
 
    “Was that how you expected it to be?” Joker asked. 
 
    Gabe felt a smile tease his lips as he said, “No.” 
 
    He pulled back to see Joker frowning at him. 
 
    “It was much, much better,” Gabe said and leaned down to put his mouth on Joker’s. 
 
    Joker’s hands came up to cup Gabe’s cheeks and Gabe slid a leg across Joker’s lap. Joker sucked his lip into his mouth and bit down. He ran his tongue over the spot to soothe it. 
 
    “We have to go,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe sat back and stared down at him. “Right.” 
 
    He got off Joker’s lap and stood from the bed. He grabbed his pants off of the floor and when he straightened, he found Joker sitting up in the bed, watching him. 
 
    “Gabe?” 
 
    His whole body tensed. He knew that tone of voice. Whatever Joker was about to say, it would probably hurt. 
 
    “This is just sex, okay? No strings,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, but the look on Joker’s face made him swallow the words on the tip of his tongue. 
 
    “Sure. Whatever,” he said, trying to sound nonchalant. 
 
    He took the rest of his clothes and went to the bathroom. He took a shower, standing under the spray for a long time as he tried to make sense of what just happened. He’d just gotten half of what he wanted. He might never get the other half. He wanted all of Joker, but if he could only have some, then maybe it would be enough? The sex had been earthshattering, to say the least. He hadn’t lied when he’d said it was much better than anything he could’ve ever imagined. 
 
    When he stepped out of the shower, he dried off and got dressed. He walked back into the room to see Joker standing by the window, a phone to his ear. He was only wearing a pair of dark jeans that sat low on his hips. Gabe could see the tattoo covering the back of his shoulders. He’d seen it before, but the Army tattoo had always intrigued him. It was an eagle with its wings spread out with the American flag behind it. The eagle was in grayscale while the flag was in full colors. Right beneath was written ‘This we’ll defend’ in bold letters. 
 
    Joker put the phone down and turned, his gaze landing on Gabe. He strode across the room, stopping in front of Gabe. 
 
    “I just talked to Saint. I told him we’re going to get the record now.” 
 
    Gabe nodded. He wanted to reach out and touch Joker, but he wasn’t sure what he was allowed to do. But then Joker smiled and planted a chaste kiss on his lips, only confusing him further. He followed Joker with his eyes as he walked to the bed and bent down to scoop up his clothes. Gabe tilted his head to the side, taking in Joker’s lovely backside. When Joker straightened, Gabe glanced away and walked to the coatrack where his cut was hanging. He shrugged into it and grabbed the key to his motorcycle. 
 
    When he turned back around, Joker was dressed and sitting on the bed, pulling on his boots. Joker stood and grabbed their bags from the floor, handing Gabe’s his own. Then they walked out of the motel room. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He led the way to the warehouse, acutely aware of Gabe’s presence the whole way. Sleeping with Gabe was definitely going to come back and bite him in the ass, but he didn’t care. He’d had his fair share of sex and nothing had ever compared to what he’d experienced with Gabe. Whatever it was between them, it was strong. He wasn’t sure what the hell to do with what he was feeling. He didn’t do relationships. He didn’t want anyone counting on him to make them happy. 
 
    He knew having sex with Gabe would get complicated real quick because of King and the club. King had pretty clear rules about his kids and, right now, Joker was breaking almost every single one of them. 
 
    He parked a street over from the warehouse and got off his bike. It was late enough that there wasn’t anyone around. They walked to the nearest corner where they had a good view of the warehouse. If they got lucky, Wade hadn’t found this place yet, but if he had, they would have to fight their way through. 
 
    “Gabe.” 
 
    Gabe turned, his eyes widening when they landed on the gun in Joker’s hand. He held it out to Gabriel who took it hesitantly. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We’ve already walked into a bad situation once today. I’m not taking any chances.” 
 
    He was glad he’d brought the extra gun when they’d left the cabin. He hadn’t expected to use it, or to have Gabe use it, though. 
 
    He turned his attention to the warehouse. It was smaller than the other one and from where they were standing, they could see three windows and a door. There was no light on. 
 
    “Is it empty?” Gabe asked. 
 
    “Maybe. We’ll stay here and watch for a bit.” 
 
    If there were guards, they’d be making their rounds at some point. If not, there might still be someone inside. They waited for close to twenty minutes and still, there was no movement at all. 
 
    “Isn’t it a bit strange if there aren’t anyone here?” Gabe asked. “Wouldn’t Sean have someone watching this place? He’s got valuable things here, right?” 
 
    Gabe had a point and he’d been thinking it himself, too. 
 
    “King talked to Sean yesterday. This Wade guy would’ve had to have killed him between then and before we arrived.” 
 
    It was a fucked up situation. Sean was a decent guy, a bit annoying but extremely good at what he did and more than willing to support their cause. Wade might think they’d paid Sean handsomely, but really, for the kind of quality Sean had provided, he was selling it to them cheap. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Joker said. 
 
    They walked to the back entrance of the warehouse. He stayed vigilant and kept his hand on his gun. No light went on and no one came out the door as they neared. He stopped in front of the door and glanced over his shoulder at Gabe. 
 
    “Knowing Sean, there’ll be boobytraps inside.” 
 
    Gabe’s eyes looked like they were about to fall out of his head. “Indiana Jones style?” 
 
    Joker couldn’t help his snort of laughter. 
 
    “Just stay vigilant and don’t touch anything,” Joker said. 
 
    He put a hand on the door handle and breathed in deeply before pushing it down. The door was unlocked, which didn’t exactly surprise him. Though it was unusual for Sean. He’d been there enough times to know the layout of the whole warehouse. What they were after was kept in a room in the middle of the building with only one point of entry. It made it easy to protect. 
 
    The motion activated light went on as they stepped inside. Joker pulled out his gun and led the way down the corridor. He had an acute feeling that the second they’d walked into the building, someone would’ve been alerted. But it could be one of Sean’s guys as well as it could be Wade. There was only one way to find that out. 
 
    It didn’t take long before they reached the room he was looking for and there was no sight of anyone else around, so he walked to the door and pushed down the handle. A loud click sounded, followed by a ticking noise. He held the handle down, not moving an inch. He swallowed hard, then cursed. 
 
    “That’s a booby trap, isn’t it?” Gabe asked, panic in his voice. “Fuck. Is it a bomb?” 
 
    “Just breathe, Gabe.” 
 
    “You were in the army. You know what to do with a bomb, right? I mean, you should definitely know.” 
 
    “You panicking won’t help me,” Joker said as he tried to get a better look at whatever device was connected to the handle. 
 
    It seemed to work much the same as a mine, pressure arms it and removal of that pressure detonates it. He could disarm it. Had done it way too many times overseas. Problem was, the bomb seemed to be on the other side of the door. 
 
    “What do I do?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker glanced up, finding Gabe standing right next to him. He looked into Gabe’s dark eyes filled with fear. 
 
    “You get the hell out.” 
 
    “Not a fucking chance.” 
 
    Joker let out a groan. Of course, the dumbass was going to argue with him about it even when there was a damned bomb involved. 
 
    “Look, I appreciate that you want to help, but there’s no way I can disarm the bomb from this side of the door,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe looked thoughtful for a long moment before he said, “Have you tried opening the door? Maybe just a little? If we can get to the wires, we can cut them.” 
 
    “Fuck. Gabe. It could be wired to explode if I open the door.” 
 
    “You don’t know that.” 
 
    “Maybe not, but I’m sure as hell not gonna bet my life on it.” 
 
    Gabe put his hands on his hips. “Why are you always so fucking stubborn?” 
 
    He stared into Gabe’s eyes, seeing determination mixing with the fear. He was literally holding a bomb, telling Gabe to get the hell out but he refused. And Gabe was one to call him stubborn. 
 
    “Joker? Is that you?” came from the other side of the door. 
 
    “Sean?” Joker yelled back, surprised to hear the man’s voice. 
 
    Before he could say another word, the door was pushed open. Joker didn’t think, he just let go of the handle, grabbed Gabe and threw them both to the floor. He covered Gabe’s body with his own, holding his breath and squeezing his eyes shut. 
 
    Nothing happened. Nothing except for the sound of laughter coming from Sean. 
 
    “Well, look at you. I thought I recognized that grumpy voice,” Sean said. 
 
    Joker glared up at Sean and moved off of Gabe. He pulled his cut back into place and cleared his throat. Gabe was slower to get up, his gaze on Sean. 
 
    “What took you so long?” Sean asked. 
 
    “We thought you were dead. That’s what Wade told us,” Joker said. 
 
    Sean scoffed. “He wishes. The bastard killed half of my men and shot my house to pieces. I came here figuring it was my safest bet and that you’d find me or at least come for the records. I didn’t think I’d take you all damned day.” 
 
    Joker grunted and pointed at the door. “What’s with the fucking bomb?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I needed some protection.” 
 
    “So you put the bomb on the inside of the door?” 
 
    Sean pursed his lips and turned his gaze on the door. “Granted, I might not have thought that all the way through.” 
 
     “How the fuck were you going to tell who was on the other side? What if it hadn’t been someone whose voice you recognized?” 
 
    “As I said; I might not have thought this through.” 
 
    “No kidding,” Joker drawled. 
 
    Sean rolled his eyes, then glanced at Gabe, a smile widened his lips. 
 
    “Who is this?” 
 
    Gabe stepped forward to shake Sean’s hand. “Hi, I’m Gabe.” 
 
    Sean held onto Gabe’s hand for longer than Joker liked. He saw the way Sean looked at Gabe and his blood began to boil. No one got to look at him that way except Joker. 
 
    “Let go,” he growled. 
 
    Sean chuckled and released Gabe’s hand, stepping back. Gabe threw a dirty glance Joker’s way. Joker ignored it. Sean disappeared into the room to grab his things. Joker stepped in front of Gabe who was watching him with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “What the hell did you do that for?” Gabe asked, a frown on his forehead. 
 
    Joker felt a smile tease his lips and he reached out to cup Gabe’s cheeks, lowering his head to claim Gabe’s mouth in a searing kiss. Gabe hummed against his lips, his fingers finding their way into Joker’s hair. Joker moved one hand to the small of Gabe’s back to pull him closer. He licked along the seams of Gabe’s lips and Gabe opened to him with a gasp. He slid his tongue inside, tasting and exploring. He savored Gabe’s taste, the feel of his soft lips, and the way he responded to his touch. 
 
    He pulled back, his gaze meeting Gabe’s. Happiness shone from Gabe’s eyes. He couldn’t help his smile. It was almost absurd how much he wanted to claim Gabe as his. 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    They both turned to see Sean leaned against the doorframe, watching them with a smug smile. 
 
    “Joker’s smiling and it’s not because he’s about to kill someone,” Sean said. 
 
    Joker glared at Sean for a moment before turning back to Gabe. Gabe’s gaze was on the floor, red tinting his cheeks. Fuck. He was becoming a big fan of that blush. He turned another glare Sean’s way, whishing the man gone so he could have his way with Gabe, again. 
 
    “You got it?” Joker asked Sean and when he nodded, holding up the briefcase, Joker said, “Then, let’s go.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    Sean was driving a white car between him and Joker with Joker taking the lead. It was close to midnight so there weren’t many out on the roads. They weren’t going back to the motel. They’d already checked out and keeping Sean in town was too risky. They couldn’t risk leading anyone back to the cabin, either, so they were driving straight to Baltimore. It would be a long and taxing ride. 
 
    They were driving down a dark, empty road when he noticed a car get onto the road behind them. Gabe tensed and kept glancing in his mirrors. It was a dark car and it looked like he was trying to catch up with them. The gun Joker had given him was in his saddlebag, but he knew both Joker and Sean had theirs on them. He drove closer to Sean’s car then pulled up next to him, knowing Joker would notice. He pulled back behind Sean and glanced in his mirror. The car was seconds away from reaching them. He usually didn’t feel the least bit afraid of riding his bike but right then he was very much aware of how vulnerable he was on the road. 
 
    The car didn’t try to overtake, instead, it drove up behind Gabe. It stayed there for a while but then it started to speed up, pushing Gabe closer to Sean. He wasn’t sure what to do except for trying to keep his cool. He didn’t have a shot from where he was, and he doubted he’d even hit anything. He’d never shot a gun while moving nor riding his bike. All he could do was keeping the car from reaching Sean. 
 
    The car started to pull to the left, but Gabe followed, cutting them off. He reasoned they wouldn’t want a bike through the windshield. He glanced over his shoulder just in time to see the passenger window roll down and a gun pop out. He forgot how to breathe and barely registered the sound of a motorcycle coming up from behind them. A shot rang out, the bullet pinging off of Sean’s car. Gabe ducked down as low as he could on his bike. 
 
    Sean’s brake lights lit up and Gabe barely managed to hit his own brakes before crashing into Sean’s car. He drove up onto the side of Sean’s car, jerking his gaze forward. Joker was no longer in front of Sean. 
 
    The sound of gunshots made him glance in his mirror to see where they were coming from. Joker was driving behind the car, his gun in one hand. Joker shot out one of the car’s tires, making the car swerve, the driver pulling hard on the wheel. The car ended up in the ditch. Gabe turned shocked eyes Joker’s way. Joker holstered his gun, revved his bike and drove past Gabe. He followed suit, picking up speed quickly and getting back behind Sean’s car. 
 
    His heart was pounding like crazy in his chest. He could feel sweat running down his back. That had been close. Very fucking close. If he didn’t already think Joker was amazing, that would’ve cemented it. He’d just saved their lives and he’d seemed completely cool about it. 
 
    The rest of the drive was thankfully uneventful. When they reached the clubhouse, Gabe was more than ready to get off his bike. The gates opened for them and they drove inside. Gabe turned off his bike and pulled his helmet off. He hung it on his handlebars and dismounted, walking towards Sean’s car. Joker was already there and as soon as Sean stepped out of the car, Joker grabbed him by the scruff and pushed him back against the side of the car. 
 
    “One word about Gabe and me and I’ll pull your god damned spine out through your ass. You got that?” Joker hissed in a low voice. 
 
    Sean raised his hands, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he nodded. Joker let go and stepped back. 
 
    “King’s inside,” he said to Sean. 
 
    Sean threw a questioning glance at Gabe as he passed him on his way to the clubhouse. Joker didn’t turn around before Sean was through the door. Gabe glared at him, his jaw clenched. 
 
    “Gabe,” Joker said and took a step towards him. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” 
 
    Joker sighed and said, “I don’t want Sean to tell anyone, least of all King.” 
 
    “Why? It’s just sex, right? Why should he care?” 
 
    “Because no one touches King’s property and you’re still very much his property,” Joker said. 
 
    “Fuck you,” Gabe snapped. “I’m my own man. I’m not a kid needing my father’s protection. I don’t belong to him. In fact, there’s only one man I want to belong to.” 
 
    Joker stared at him in surprise. Gabe swallowed hard and before Joker could say anything, he turned on his heels and strode into the clubhouse. He found his father and Sean by the bar, Stiletto standing behind it. Sean put the briefcase on the ground. 
 
    “There you go. Thanks for sending Joker to come get me,” Sean said, 
 
    “I’d say ‘anytime’ but I’d prefer if this is the only time,” King said. 
 
    Sean nodded. “Here’s to hoping.” 
 
    King and Sean shook hands and then King told Stiletto to find Sean a room to sleep in. He grabbed the briefcase and walked towards the door and Gabe. He stopped next to Gabe, laying a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Good job, kid,” King said. 
 
    “Thanks, Pops.” 
 
    He watched King leave before going to grab a bottle of water from the fridge. He drank down half and went back outside where he found Joker waiting for him. He gave Joker the bottle so he could get something to drink, too, and when he was done, they drove home together. 
 
    Half an hour later he was turning in his bed, pulling the blanket between his legs. He was bone-tired and yet, he couldn’t sleep. Joker had told him his father had ordered them to stay home the next day. A day off sounded great, if only he could get some sleep. 
 
    With a groan, he threw the blanket off. He knew what he wanted to do. He just wasn’t sure it would go over well with Joker. In the end, he got out of bed and walked to Joker’s room. There was no snoring so there was a chance Joker couldn’t sleep either. He opened the door and stepped inside. Joker sat up, a confused expression on his face when he saw Gabe. 
 
    “I can’t sleep,” Gabe said, rubbing his arms as he stood in the doorway awkwardly. 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him and said, “For someone who doesn’t want to be called a kid, you sure sound like one.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He closed the door and bit his lip as his eyes darted towards the empty spot next to Joker. Joker sighed and lifted his blanket to the side. Gabe didn’t hesitate to crawl into Joker’s bed and pull the blanket around himself. Joker laid back down and Gabe snuggled up close, laying his head on Joker’s shoulder. 
 
    Joker made a disgruntled sound. “Of course you’re a damned snuggler.” 
 
    Gabe chuckled and pressed a kiss to Joker’s cheek before saying, “You know you love it.” 
 
    “Whatever you say.” 
 
    Joker tightened his arm around Gabe and pulled the blanket closer. Gabe was smiling as he fell asleep. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    THEY WOKE up in the early afternoon. The first thing Joker did was call King to get an update. Gabe stretched his arms over his head and made his way into the kitchen in search of food. He found some bread and grabbed the juice from the fridge. He put two pieces of bread into the toaster and put his hands on the edge of the countertop, leaning against it. He dropped his head forward, his eyes falling shut. He was still tired but he knew not to sleep too much. That would only make him more tired and grumpy. 
 
    He felt Joker step up behind him, his hands sliding up Gabe’s sides. Lips found that spot beneath his ear, making him shiver. Joker kissed his way down the side of Gabe’s neck. He tilted his head to the side with a groan. 
 
    “Not fair,” he mumbled. 
 
    “What’s that?” Joker asked, amusement in his voice. 
 
    Gabe turned around. “You’re a morning person. I am not.” He wrapped his arms around Joker’s neck and Joker put his hands on Gabe’s waist, smiling down at him. “You, sir, are trying to take advantage of me.” 
 
    “I would never,” Joker said and reached behind Gabe as the bread popped out of the toaster. 
 
    Joker pulled away, making Gabe narrow his eyes at him. Joker wore a smile as he took a bite of the bread. Gabe let out an outraged gasp. 
 
    “You did not.” 
 
    Joker chuckled and walked out of the kitchen. Gabe shook his head, a smile teasing his lips. He turned, grabbed the other piece of bread and put some butter on it. He followed Joker to the living room and sat down on the couch next to him. He handed Joker the juice and began eating. 
 
    “We should order some food,” Joker said. “We need some real sustenance with what I have planned for us today.” 
 
    “And what might that be?” Gabe asked with a smile teasing his lips. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” 
 
    Gabe moved closer and put a knee on either side of Joker’s thighs, sitting down in Joker’s lap.  Joker’s hands came around his waist and he slid his fingers into Joker’s hair, tugging to make him tilt his head back a bit. He lowered his head, his eyes on Joker’s lips for a moment before he glanced up to meet his gaze. Joker’s pupils were dilated, heat and want in his eyes. 
 
    “Something like this?” Gabe asked and rolled his hips. 
 
    Joker groaned and grabbed Gabe’s ass. Gabe lowered his head to kiss Joker. Joker pulled him closer, licking along the seams of Gabe’s lips. A loud knock on the door made Gabe sit back with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Dammit,” Gabe mumbled. 
 
    He stood and adjusted himself through his pants. Joker looked up at him with dark eyes and a wry smile. Gabe went to the front door and pulled it open. Saint and Nash were standing on the other side. Nash gave him a big smile and held up a take-out bag. 
 
    “Hey. We thought you guys might be hungry,” Nash said. 
 
    Gabe’s stomach rumbled as he breathed in the smell of pizza. He held the door open for them and let them inside, then he closed it. He followed them into the living room. Nash put the bag onto the coffee table while Joker got up to say hello. Nash took the pizzas out of the bag and opened the lids. Joker was quick to grab a piece. Gabe sat down next to Joker though he made sure there was plenty of space between them. 
 
    Saint took a seat in the armchair and even though there was plenty of room on the couch, Nash sat down in Saint’s lap. Gabe couldn’t help the flare of jealousy rushing through him. He threw a glance at Joker, but the man was busy stuffing his face. What Saint and Nash had was pretty much everything he’d ever wanted with Joker. Seeing them together hurt his heart. He was happy for them. He really was. Nash had become a great friend and he’d grown closer to Saint over the past few months. 
 
    “When did you two get in last night?” Saint asked. 
 
    Joker glanced at Gabe before answering, “Around five.” 
 
    “Shit,” Nash said. “Did you get any sleep?” 
 
    Gabe glanced down, feeling heat spread on his cheeks. Sleeping in Joker’s bed, with Joker, had been pretty amazing. He’d slept like a baby. Joker might’ve grumbled about Gabe being a cuddler but the two times they’d shared a bed, Joker had been the first to wrap around Gabe. That had to mean something. Right? 
 
    When they finished eating, Joker and Saint carried everything to the kitchen and when they didn’t return right away, Gabe knew they were probably talking club business. He must’ve made a disgruntled sound because Nash arched a brow at him and leaned forward in his chair. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Nash asked. 
 
    Gabe sighed and said, “Nothing really.” 
 
    “Bullshit. Is it Joker?” 
 
    “It’s complicated,” Gabe mumbled. 
 
    “So it is Joker. What’s he done now?” 
 
    He wanted to tell Nash, but he was pretty sure Joker would kill them both if he did. 
 
    “Just being a dick as usual,” Gabe said. 
 
    Nash looked like he was about to say something but then Joker and Saint walked into the room. Nash looked up at Saint with a wide, loving smile. Saint cupped Nash’s face and bent down to press a kiss to his lips. Gabe glanced away, his eyes landing on Joker, finding the man watching Saint and Nash. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    Watching Zayne and Nash kiss, made his heart ache and he fucking hated it. Love wasn’t for him. Not that kind of love, anyway. He felt eyes on him and turned to see Gabe watching him. He didn’t like the frown he was seeing on Gabe’s forehead. 
 
    “So. Isn’t anyone going to address the elephant in the room?” Zayne asked. 
 
    Joker’s spine went ramrod straight and his whole body tensed. Zayne couldn’t know. He hadn’t said a word about him and Gabe. 
 
    “Which elephant?” Gabe asked with caution. 
 
    Zayne crossed his arms over his chest and turned his sharp gaze on Joker. “You two had sex.” 
 
    “What?” Nash spluttered, jumping out of his chair. 
 
    Joker clenched his teeth, glaring at his best friend. 
 
    “Um.” Gabe stood from the couch. “How the hell did you know?” 
 
    Zayne grinned and said, “I didn’t. But I had a hunch.” 
 
    Joker cursed under his breath. This was the last thing he needed. 
 
    “It’s just sex,” Gabe said, his voice sounding flat. 
 
    Gabe was tapping his thigh. He was nervous. Not that he could really blame him. He was hating this whole situation. 
 
    “Like hell it is,” Zayne snapped. 
 
    Nash punched Zayne in the arm, making the man glare at his boyfriend. They shared a look, then Zayne glanced back at Joker. 
 
    “What I meant was it can’t just be sex between you two. You’re the VP for Christ sake. If you don’t claim Gabe…” Zayne trailed off. 
 
    Gabe snorted, making everyone turn their gazes on him. 
 
    “That’ll never happen,” Gabe said and walked out of the room. 
 
    Joker moved to follow him but stopped himself. Gabe wasn’t wrong and he wasn’t going to tell him otherwise. Nash was glaring at him as he pushed past him to go after Gabe. He heard the front door slam and flinched. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    Joker turned to look at Zayne. His best friend wasn’t happy with him that was for sure. 
 
    “What the hell do you want me to do? Lie to him?” 
 
    Zayne took a step closer and said, “You have so much more to give. Why do you keep yourself closed off? He loves you. Grumpiness and all.” 
 
    “He can’t. He doesn’t really know me.” 
 
    “Then show him,” Zayne said. “Let him in.” 
 
    Joker shook his head. “Even if I did that, he’s still King’s son.” 
 
    “That’s why I said you needed to claim him. Take the beating and then, find out if it was worth it. I can almost guarantee you it will be.” 
 
    Joker sighed and sat down on the couch. He could do as Zayne suggested, but that was a lot to go through for a fuck buddy because that was all Gabe would ever be to him. He couldn’t be more. No matter how much his heart tried to convince him of the opposite. Gabe deserved much better than he could give him. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He took the stairs two at a time, just needing to get outside. He pushed through the door and stopped right outside to suck in a deep breath. He heard the door open behind him and for a split second he thought it might be Joker, but he knew it wouldn’t be. He wasn’t the least bit surprised when Nash walked up next to him. 
 
    “Well that was interesting,” Nash said. He put a hand on Gabe’s shoulder. “How are you holding up?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I mean, we have a connection, right? That’s not just in my head?” 
 
    Nash shook his head. “I’ve seen it. The way he is with you? He’s protective of you. He would definitely protect his brothers and sisters, but you? I’d wager he’d take a bullet for you anytime.” 
 
    Gabe felt his lips twitch. “He kinda put himself between me and a bomb last night.” 
 
    Nash stared at him with huge eyes, his mouth hanging open. 
 
    “Are you fucking serious? Fuck. Are you even allowed to tell me that?” 
 
    Gabe shrugged. “I don’t care. It’s not like anyone’s gonna reprimand me for it.” 
 
    Nash looked shocked for a moment before he recovered enough to ask, “What happened?” 
 
    “Joker was holding down the handle on a door with a bomb on the other side. The door was opened, and he thought the bomb would go off, so he grabbed me and threw me to the ground, covering me with his own body.” 
 
    “That must’ve been hot,” Nash said. 
 
    Gabe chuckled. “It was. There was a guy after, the one we’d gone there to see, and he shook my hand, holding on just long enough to make his interest known.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Joker told him to back off and then he kissed the shit outta me,” Gabe said. 
 
    “So he got jealous? That doesn’t sound like something a man only looking for sex would do.” 
 
    “I know. That’s what’s bothering me. It’s playing with my fucking head. He says it’s just sex but then he does things like that. He just kisses me for no reason.” 
 
    “Yeah, I get why that would confuse you,” Nash said. 
 
    “What the hell am I supposed to do with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Kick his ass, maybe? Show him what you’re made of. That you’re stronger than he gives you credit for and can handle his shit.” 
 
    Gabe nodded. “Sounds like a plan.” 
 
    They were interrupted by Saint walking out the door. He walked right up to Nash and wrapped an arm around him. His gaze landed on Gabe and he gave him an apologetic smile. 
 
    “I’m sorry for Joker’s assholeness.” 
 
    Gabe shrugged and said, “I knew what I was getting myself into.” 
 
    “Not entirely, I think,” Saint said, a sad expression flashing across his face. “I’m not gonna break Joker’s trust and tell you all his secrets, but I can tell that you love him, so I’m gonna give you some advice. If you want this relationship or whatever you want to call it, to work, you need to get him to trust you, to talk to you. Make sure he knows he can tell you anything because you won’t fully be able to understand him if you don’t know everything about him.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He walked through the front door and the silence that met him made him think Joker had left. He toed off his sneakers. It wasn’t until he walked into the living room, he realized that Joker was actually still there. He was sitting on the couch, his head in his hands. 
 
    “Hey,” Gabe said softly, trying not to startle him. 
 
    Joker raised his head to look up at Gabe and when their eyes met, Joker stood. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Joker said, his voice breaking. “I’m sorry, I can’t be what you need.” 
 
    Gabe blinked at him. Did the man not know that all he wanted was him? With his faults, spotted past, and everything in between. He didn’t know much about Joker’s past, but he did know the man he was now, and he’d been in love with him for years. 
 
    “You are everything I need,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker shook his head. “I’m not. You want more than I can give.” 
 
    “No, I don’t. Not right now.” 
 
    Gabe took a step closer. 
 
    “What happens when you do later?” 
 
    “We’ll cross that bridge when we reach it,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    Gabe nodded and walked to stand in front of Joker.  He slid his hands up Joker’s chest to wrap his arms around the back of his neck. He looked up into Joker’s eyes, certain he’d never seen so much vulnerability in them before. 
 
    “I’m sure,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker put his hands on Gabe’s waist, tugging him the last inch closer before lowering his head to brush his lips over Gabe’s. Joker nibbled at Gabe’s lips. Gabe groaned and tried to deepen the kiss. Joker let him in and he took full advantage, licking into his mouth. 
 
    As they kissed, he thought, just maybe, everything would work out fine. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE WALKED into the clubhouse which was largely empty. He found Stiletto, Auggie, and Zayne at the bar and made his way towards them. Zayne had called him less than half an hour ago, informing him that they’d received news from Ares. Stiletto was sitting on the bar top, her legs folded under her. Joker leaned against the bar and grunted a “Hello.” It wasn’t long before King and Rooster showed up. They walked into the church room to get some privacy. They all sat down at the table. 
 
    “Ares called,” Zayne said. “He didn’t want to give us this information through a text.” 
 
    “Shit,” Rooster said. 
 
    “What did he say?” King asked. 
 
    “That Ronin is going to sell the rest of the guns. To a guy named Wade.” 
 
    Joker’s brows shot up. “That Wade? How do they even know each other?” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” Stiletto said. “I think they already knew each other before he tried to get rid of Sean.” 
 
    If that was true, then the most plausible scenario was that Ronin had sent Wade after Sean because he knew Sean worked for them. 
 
    “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Rooster asked. 
 
    Stiletto nodded and said, “I think it’s safe to say that the Henchmen didn’t stumble upon our stash. We have a mole.” 
 
    No one said a word for a long time. Just the thought that one of their brothers had turned against them hurt like hell. 
 
    “We have to get Ares out,” Auggie said. 
 
    All eyes turned to Auggie who said, “If we have a mole, then what’s the chance of him or her not knowing about Ares?” 
 
    Auggie was right. It had to be a patched member and they all knew about Ares. He groaned and rubbed the bridge of his nose. This was a shit show. 
 
    “We keep this information between the six of us,” King said. 
 
    Everyone agreed with that. 
 
    “What the fuck are we going to do?” Joker asked. 
 
    “We can set up a trap,” Auggie suggested. 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him and asked, “How do you suppose we do that?” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t exactly worked out all the details yet.” 
 
    “However we catch this mole, I say we use them,” Rooster said. 
 
    “We can make a list of who knew about the stash and who knew where Sean was,” Zayne said. 
 
    Almost everyone knew about Sean but only a few of them had actually been in Washington and done business with him. Joker was the one who’d initiated the partnership with Sean, so King had made him the liaison between Sean and the club. No one went to see Sean without him. 
 
    Auggie pulled out his phone and after a few seconds of tapping away at it, he asked the others to give him the names of everyone who’d known about those two things. The list was long, but not as long as Joker had feared. 
 
    “How do we know the mole hasn’t gotten the information from one of the others?” Zayne asked. 
 
    “We don’t,” King said, a hard expression covering his face. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He was leaning against the doorframe of Nash’s office when he heard motorcycles nearing. He looked towards the garage but couldn’t see much. He glanced back at Nash who was looking at him with a raised brow. 
 
    “Sorry. What’d you say?” 
 
    Nash grinned and stood from his chair. He walked around his desk to stand in front of Gabe. 
 
    “I asked if you and Joker had made up, but from the way you reacted to hearing those bikes, I’d say you did.” 
 
    Gabe glanced down, fighting a smile but losing horribly. 
 
    “Let’s go see who it is,” Nash said, a playful smile on his lips. 
 
    Gabe rolled his eyes and pushed away from the door to let Nash close and lock it. Then he followed Nash into the garage. There, they found Saint and Joker talking to Len. Joker glanced up, his eyes landing on Gabe. 
 
    Nash walked right up to Saint and pulled him down for a kiss. Gabe had to stop himself from touching Joker. He glanced down, unsure of what to do with himself. Their relationship wasn’t anywhere close to Saint and Nash’s. What they had needed to be kept a secret. 
 
    “What are you two doing here?” Nash asked. 
 
    Saint looked down at his man and said, “I’m here to steal you away for lunch.” 
 
    “Lunch? Is that what they call it now?” Len asked with a snort before walking away. 
 
    Nash chuckled and shook his head, wrapping an arm around Saint. 
 
    “Why are you here?” Gabe asked Joker. 
 
    “To talk to you,” Joker said. He turned to Nash. “You mind if we borrow your office?” 
 
    Nash handed Joker his key and turned a smirk Gabe’s way. “Sure, just no getting dirty on my desk.” 
 
    Joker groaned and grabbed Gabe’s arm to pull him towards the office. Gabe was pressing his lips together to keep from smiling. When they reached the door, Joker unlocked and held it to let Gabe in first. Gabe walked right to the desk and turned, lifting himself up onto it. He leaned back on his hands, his gaze on Joker as he turned around. 
 
    Joker’s eyes narrowed at him. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Gabe.” 
 
    Joker walked across the small room to stand in front of Gabe and run his hands up Gabe’s thighs, spreading them so he could step between them. 
 
    “Maybe. But I think I’m winning,” Gabe said and bit his lip. 
 
    Joker reached up to run his thumb along Gabe’s lips, pulling it free from between his teeth. He pulled Gabe closer and lowered his head to kiss him. Gabe slid his fingers through Joker’s hair. Joker grabbed a hold of Gabe’s ass. Gabe gasped and Joker slid his tongue past Gabe’s lips. By the time they came up for air, Gabe was half-hard and in desperate need of Joker’s touch. 
 
    Joker let go of him and stepped back. 
 
    “As much as I want to fuck you over this desk, that’s not why I’m here,” Joker said, sounding breathless and just as affected as Gabe was. 
 
    “That’s no fair,” Gabe said and pouted at Joker. 
 
    Joker’s eyes flickered down to Gabe’s lips and a smile spread on his face. He glanced back up, meeting Gabe’s gaze. 
 
    “You’re the one who’s not playing fair,” Joker said. 
 
    Joker walked to the wall furthest from Gabe, his hands clenching and unclenching as if he was struggling to keep himself under control. 
 
    “We have a mole,” Joker said. 
 
    That was the last thing Gabe thought he’d say. He stared at Joker, not sure he’d heard right. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Ronin is likely working with Wade. For them to have found out that we were working with Sean and where he was, they would’ve had to have someone inside the club.” 
 
    Gabe slid off the table. “Why are you telling me?” 
 
    “Because I trust you,” Joker said. 
 
    So much went through Gabe’s head right then, he failed to form any words. The same man who’d purposefully kept things from him for years just told him a club secret and said he trusted him. Hell must’ve frozen over. 
 
    “Thank you,” Gabe said and walked up to Joker. He cupped Joker’s cheeks and stole a kiss. “Thank you for trusting me.” 
 
    Joker grunted and said, “I just know it wasn’t you. You weren’t privy to any of that information.” 
 
    Gabe gasped and smacked Joker in the arm. 
 
    “You asshole.” 
 
    Joker’s laughter caused him to fight a smile. 
 
    “Are you seriously laughing right now?” 
 
    With a wide smile on his lips, Joker reached for Gabe. He reluctantly let Joker tug him closer. 
 
    “Of course I know you’re not the mole. Even if you had known those things,” Joker said and cupped Gabe’s face in his hands, rubbing his thumbs over Gabe’s cheeks. “I did love seeing that outraged expression on your face, though.” 
 
    Gabe chuckled and shook his head. “You bastard.” 
 
    Joker was still smiling when Gabe pulled him down for a kiss. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He left the auto shop before Zayne returned, knowing he would’ve likely had to wait a long ass time for him if he hadn’t. He wasn’t jealous of those two. What he had with Gabe was much different than what they had. He wasn’t a fan of the whole PDA thing. He kept his shit private, no matter what it was. 
 
    He drove into the courtyard at the club and parked his bike. There was only a few other bikes and a cage there. Sean’s car had been hidden somewhere else. He walked inside, heading for the room he knew Sean was in. As he neared, a frown formed on his forehead. There was supposed to be someone stationed outside Sean’s door, but the hallway was empty. With a hand on his gun, he walked closer. He could hear muffled voices from inside the room. The door was ajar and just as he was about to pull his gun, he heard laughter. He clenched his teeth and pushed open the door. 
 
    He found Jet and Sean playing card. They were so deep in their game they didn’t even notice him entering. He crossed his arms over his chest and cleared his throat. Sean glanced up, meeting Joker’s gaze without a shadow of concern on his face. Jet froze, his whole body tensing. 
 
    Jet looked up over his shoulder, his eyes widening when he saw Joker. He scrambled off his chair and hightailed it out of the room. He knew better than to try and apologize. There was no point. He’d have to answer to Stiletto for his irresponsibility. 
 
    “Hey, why’d you have to do that?” Sean asked, crossing his arms. 
 
    Joker turned his gaze on Sean, glaring at him. Sean stood and leaned his head to the side, looking behind Joker. 
 
    “Is Gabe with you?” Sean asked, and when Joker didn’t answer, he asked, “It’s not serious between you two, right? I mean, you’re not exactly the settling down type, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Joker let out a growl which had Sean sitting back and holding up his hands. 
 
    “Geeze. I was just asking.” 
 
    “How the hell have you survived this long?” Joker asked, though he didn’t actually want an answer. Of course, Sean didn’t mind giving him one. 
 
    “My beautiful face gets me through most things,” Sean said and shrugged). “So, I take it Gabe’s out of the question, then?” 
 
    Joker took a step toward Sean who was smart enough to move backwards. 
 
    “Stay the hell away from him,” Joker growled. 
 
    Sean’s lips quirked at the corners and he tilted his head to the side. “Someone’s overprotective. Afraid he’ll find someone better?” 
 
    “One more word outta you,” Joker said and left the rest of the threat implied. 
 
    “Whatever. I just don’t think you should actually be worried. I mean, if you’d seen the way he looks at you…” 
 
    Joker refused to take the bait. 
 
    “King went to see you earlier, right?” He waited for Sean’s nod before he continued. “He told you about Wade and the Henchmen.” 
 
    “He did,” Sean said with a nod. 
 
    “What do you know about Wade?” 
 
    “Honestly? Not a hell of a lot. He showed up two days before I called King. He started making inquiries and wanted to do business with me. When he didn’t even know what I sold, I knew something was off. He said you guys had referred him,” Sean said. 
 
    Joker raised an unbelieving brow. “That would be counterproductive to us wanting to keep our business secret.” 
 
    “I know. That’s what I figured, too. I held him off for as long as I could and called King. Then he came at me. First, I got a call from one of my men, telling me they’d been attacked and that two of them were dead. I told them to get out of town and lay low for a while. Then shortly after as I was packing up my shit, bullets started flying at my house. Luckily, I had a brilliant escape plan.” 
 
    “Paranoid bastard.” 
 
    “Hey. It paid off, didn’t it?” 
 
    Joker nodded. “So you went to hide out at the warehouse?” 
 
    “Yeah. I was there over a day before you assholes decided to show up,” Sean said with an accusing glare at Joker. 
 
    The Henchmen were really starting to become a thorn in the club’s side. They needed to do something and soon. This couldn’t go on. They needed to find that damned mole. He glanced at Sean, watching him closely as a plan formed in his mind. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    The second Joker stepped through the door, he rushed into the hallway. Nerves were hitting him hard. He wrung his hands as he watched Joker pull off his cut and waited for him to turn around. Joker took off his boots and glanced at Gabe, a frown settling between his brows. 
 
    “Why do you look nervous?” 
 
    “Um.” Gabe rocked back on his heels. “I kinda did a thing.” 
 
    That turned out to be the completely wrong thing to say because Joker tensed up, looking like he expected the worst. Joker walked towards him but stopped right before he reached Gabe, looking surprised as he drew in a deep breath. 
 
    “Did you cook?” Joker asked. 
 
    Gabe bit his lip and nodded. 
 
    “Is that…?” Joker trailed off as he walked past Gabe and into the kitchen. He headed directly for the stove where he pulled the lid off of the pot. 
 
    Gabe walked up next to him, excited and nervous all at the same time. 
 
    “It’s chicken stew. Your favorite. I got the recipe from Saint.” 
 
    Joker glanced up at him, his eyes wide with astonishment. 
 
    “You made me my favorite food?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gabe said with a shrug. “I figured you could do with a homecooked meal after the day I’m sure you’ve had.” 
 
    Joker stared at him for a long time, making him unsure if he’d fucked up or not. He was about to apologize when Joker grabbed him, slamming his mouth over Gabe’s. His tongue pushed past Gabe’s lips, his kiss hard and full of promises. Gabe dug his fingers into Joker’s shoulders. Joker pushed him back against the counter. He put his hands under Gabe’s ass and lifted him up onto the countertop then stepped between Gabe’s legs. 
 
    Gabe pulled back, gasping out, “The food.” 
 
    “It can wait,” Joker said and moved his lips to Gabe’s neck. 
 
    Gabe couldn’t help himself as he tilted his head to give Joker better access. Joker kissed and nipped down Gabe’s neck, his hands sliding across Gabe’s back. Joker put his lips on Gabe’s, kissing him deeply. Gabe groaned into Joker’s mouth, then whimpered when Joker pulled back. Gabe opened his eyes to see Joker watching him with dark eyes. 
 
    “Bedroom. Now,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe didn’t need to be told twice. He slid off the counter and took Joker’s hand, pulling him towards the bedroom. They were kissing again before they reached it. Their tongues tangled while their hands explored the other’s body. 
 
    Joker walked him backwards until his legs hit the bed. He sat down and glanced up at Joker. The heat, the lust in Joker’s eyes made a shiver run through his body. He’d wanted Joker to look at him like that for so damned long and now that he did, it was so much better than he could’ve imagined. 
 
    Gabe crawled further onto the bed with Joker following. Joker got between Gabe’s thighs and lowered his head to press their lips together. Joker sucked Gabe’s lower lip between his teeth and bit down. Gabe’s dick jumped and he groaned into Joker’s mouth. 
 
    Joker sat back to pull off his shirt. Joker’s broad, muscular chest was nothing short of mouthwatering. He loved the dark hair covering it and the happy trail that disappeared into Joker’s jeans. He wanted to follow it with his tongue. 
 
    “Gabe.” 
 
    He jerked his eyes up to meet Joker’s gaze. 
 
    “Clothes. Off. Now,” Joker said, his voice sounding rough. 
 
    Gabe didn’t hesitate to do as he was told. He sat up enough to pull his shirt off and threw it onto the floor. He unbuttoned his pants and pulled down the zipper. He lifted his hips to push his pants down his legs. When they reached his ankles, Joker took over, getting them the rest of the way off. Gabe glanced up, seeing that Joker had already rid himself of his clothes. Gabe licked his lips as his eyes dropped to Joker’s hard cock. He reached up to run his fingertips down Joker’s chest. 
 
    Joker wrapped his hands around Gabe’s legs and pulled, making him fall back onto the bed with a huff. He was chuckling when Joker got between his thighs, but it quickly turned into a groan when he felt Joker’s cock slide against his own. 
 
    Joker reached for Gabe’s hands, pulling them above Gabe’s head and holding them there with one hand. Heat exploded through him. He hadn’t known he liked being held down before Joker. Or maybe it was just because it was Joker. He didn’t care either way. 
 
    He bit down on his lip, his eyes falling shut as he surrendered to the pleasure. Joker thrust his hips in a slow rhythm, then he wrapped a hand around both their cocks, using their precome to ease the friction. Joker kissed a path up the side of Gabe’s neck. He soon had Gabe making sounds he didn’t know he could make. 
 
    Gabe bucked his hips, getting heady from all the delicious friction. Joker let go of Gabe’s wrists to slide his fingers into Gabe’s hair. He tugged, the sting adding to the pleasure. Then he claimed Gabe’s mouth. Gabe ran his hands over Joker’s back, the skin hot and sweaty under his fingers. 
 
    Their tongues slid together, and Gabe couldn’t stop a moan of pleasure. Joker’s strokes got harder and faster. He pulled back, his breathing hard. Gabe looked up at him. The man was simply stunning. He watched Gabe with heated blue eyes, his hair falling over his brow. 
 
    Gabe threw his head back and dug his nails into the backs of Joker’s shoulders, curses spewing from his lips. His orgasm slammed into him, leaving him breathless and trembling from the force of it. 
 
    Joker let go of Gabe’s cock and stroked himself a few more times. Joker growled his name and spilled between them, his come mixing with Gabe’s on his chest. Joker dropped onto his elbows and took Gabe’s mouth in a sweet, slow kiss that had his toes curling all over again. 
 
    Joker pulled back, smiling down at Gabe. His gaze went to Gabe’s chest. He ran a finger through the come, smearing it even more over Gabe’s chest. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe protested. 
 
    Joker chuckled and got up to grab the wet wipes from the nightstand. He cleaned them both up, then fell right back into bed. Gabe heated up the stew for them and then they ate in bed. Gabe had to calm himself down every time Joker moaned because of the food. The sounds in itself were enough to get him going but knowing Joker liked his food made it even harder to hold back. When they were done, they put their plates on the nightstand, neither of them wanting to get out of bed. 
 
    “I’ve never had anyone do that for me,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe frowned at Joker. “Saint has done it.” 
 
    “He’s my best friend. He and Emery don’t count.” 
 
    “I’m not your friend?” Gabe asked, feeling confused and a bit hurt. 
 
    Joker chuckled. “Sure, but I wouldn’t exactly call us friends. Friends don’t tend to stick their tongues down each other’s throats.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    He shook his head at himself, a smile pulling at his lips. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker opened his mouth, but Gabe put a finger over his lips and said, “Your real name.” 
 
    When Joker looked like he wasn’t going to answer, Gabe glanced down and shook his head, saying, “You don’t have to answer. I shouldn’t have asked.” 
 
    “No,” Joker said and took Gabe’s hand, making him look up to meet his gaze. “Kerrigan. My name’s Kerrigan.” 
 
    “Kerrigan,” Gabe repeated. The name felt right. It felt like Joker. He couldn’t help but smile. “I like it.” 
 
    Joker snorted and tugged on Gabe’s arm to get him to lie down. 
 
    “Don’t you dare tell anyone that,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe made a zipping motion across his lips. “I won’t tell.” 
 
    He felt a devious smile spread on his lips and he started moving down the bed. He got between Joker’s legs, running his hands up his thighs. 
 
    “Thank you for telling me,” he said and wrapped his fingers around Joker’s hardening cock. 
 
    A hiss escaped Joker’s lips and Gabe glanced up, meeting his gaze. He knew exactly how he was going to than Joker and it involved his tongue and mouth. If he rewarded Joker like that every time Joker told him something important, maybe he’d start sharing more often. Positive reinforcement, right? 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE SAT across from Stiletto and Auggie with Zayne next to him and King to his left while Sean was seated at the other end of the table. 
 
    “We use Sean,” Joker said. 
 
    “Hey, now,” Sean protested but Joker waved him off. 
 
    “We use the fact that he’s here and that the Henchmen probably still want him, either dead or alive.” Joker leaned forward in his seat. “If they are interested in getting him, their mole will be looking for an opportunity to grab him.” 
 
    “You want to let them?” Stiletto asked, a frown forming between her eyes. 
 
    Joker shook his head. “No. Not really. We move him to a secure location, then we give out several false locations to different people and wait to see which one the Henchmen hit. At the very least, it’ll narrow down our list and the Henchmen won’t get anything out of it.” 
 
    “I can set up surveillance in all places, that way we won’t have to be there, but we can still see which one they go for,” Auggie said. 
 
    “How fast can you get it done?” King asked Auggie. 
 
    Auggie shrugged. “If I have help? A day, probably. Depending on how many locations we’re talking.” 
 
    “As many as possible,” Zayne said. 
 
    “Gabe and I can help you,” Joker said to Auggie. 
 
    “And what exactly are we supposed to tell Gabe we’re doing?” Auggie asked. 
 
    “The truth,” Joker said and glanced at King who was watching him with narrowed eyes. “I told him about the mole yesterday.” 
 
    Stiletto whistled and leaned back in her chair. “Who are you and what have you done with the VP I know and love to hate?” 
 
    “Fuck off, Stiletto.” 
 
    Stiletto chuckled and Auggie glanced down, though not before Joker caught the grin on his face. 
 
    “He did good in Washington and I know he’d love to help,” Joker said. 
 
    King nodded and said, “I trust your judgment. If you say Gabe’s ready to be more involved, I believe you. Just make sure nothing happens to my son.” 
 
    Joker gave him a curt nod. He knew he’d taken the choice of involving Gabe out of his president’s hands and he never would have done that if it’d been anyone but Gabe. But they both trusted Gabe and right then, they were short on people they could trust. 
 
    The others left, leaving him alone with Sean who’d miraculously kept quiet for most of the time. Now, though, he was watching Joker with a smug look on his face. 
 
    “Fucking the president’s son, huh?” Sean waggled his eyebrows. “I always knew you were crazy. Just not that crazy.” 
 
    “One word—” 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah. I lose my spine,” Sean said and pushed his chair back. 
 
    Sean walked to the door then turned to raise a brow at Joker. 
 
    “You coming or what?” 
 
    Joker cursed under his breath and stood. He made his way to the door and with a glare at Sean, he pushed past him. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He held the camera up, angling it towards the door. He kept moving it around until Auggie told him to stop. He held it still and waited for Joker to take over because he was the one with the tools. Joker had stepped outside to answer a call, but he’d just walked through the door and was stepping up on the small platform ladder next to Gabe. There was barely room for both of them and they ended up chest to chest. Gabe looked up at Joker and bit his lip. Joker narrowed his eyes in warning and took the camera from him. Gabe was smiling to himself as he got off the ladder. 
 
    “How many places like this do we have?” he asked no one in particular. 
 
    “A few,” Joker answered. 
 
    Gabe rolled his eyes at that and glanced at Auggie. 
 
    “A few of them are ours, but most are just abandoned places,” Auggie said without taking his eyes off of the tablet in his hands. 
 
    “You really think this will work? I mean, who’s to say the Henchmen are even after Sean?” 
 
    “They want to know what he’s been selling us. Obviously, the mole doesn’t know. Only the club officers are privy to that information and none of us would ever give it to them. So if they really want it, their only shot is Sean,” Joker said. 
 
    “That makes sense, I guess.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure what the Henchmen could use the information for. Sure, they could find the people the King’s had helped, but to what end? Then again, if the Henchmen didn’t know what they were actually after, maybe they thought it was something they could use against the Kings. They did all of this, tracking down Sean and trying to kill him to take over his business, and for what? Poor Sean. He’d been dragged into their mess just because he did some work for the club. 
 
    “How’s Sean doing?” Gabe asked Joker. 
 
    “How would I now?” Joker stepped down from the ladder and turned towards Gabe and Auggie. 
 
    “You seriously haven’t asked him? His life was just upended because of us. He’s out of business and he doesn’t have a home anymore,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker shrugged and said, “That’s the risk you take when you get into this kind of business.” 
 
    Gabe sighed, shaking his head. 
 
    “So if we’re setting up all these traps where Sean is supposed to be staying but obviously won’t be, then where is he gonna be? I assume he can’t stay at the clubhouse?” 
 
    Joker let out a groan and turned toward Gabe with a sullen look on his face. 
 
    “Unfortunately, he’ll be staying with us for a bit,” Joker said. 
 
    “Oh. Well, I guess he can just take my bed, then.” He cringed when Joker’s eyes looked like they were about to fall out of his head. “Uh, I mean, I can just take the couch.” 
 
    They both turned their gazes on Auggie, but he seemed completely lost to their conversation. Gabe breathed a sigh of relief. He mouthed, “Sorry” to Joker. After that, they just waited in silence for Auggie to finish up. He couldn’t mess up if he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Done,” Auggie said and looked up from his tablet. 
 
    “Great. Let’s get outta here,” Joker said. 
 
    Joker turned and walked out of the door. Gabe was about to follow when he caught the way Auggie was looking at him. 
 
    “He volunteered you to help with this,” Auggie said. 
 
    Gabe’s brows snapped together. “What?” 
 
    He’d thought his father was the one who’d let him come along. He’d even thought it’d been some kind of punishment. Spending a day putting up cameras sounded like something they’d make prospects do for them. He never would’ve guessed Joker had wanted him there with them. 
 
    Auggie nodded and said, “Joker told us he’d told you about the mole, which was very surprising in itself but then he also wanted you to come along. So, what haven’t you told me? Why was giving Sean your room something you didn’t want me to know?” 
 
    Gabe’s mouth fell open. “You heard that?” 
 
    “I hear everything,” Auggie said with waggling eyebrows. “So?” 
 
    Gabe wasn’t going to tell Auggie anything. The guy was the biggest gossip he knew. He went to grab the ladder and folded it. He carried it towards the door but was stopped when Auggie stepped in front of him. 
 
    “You’re seriously not going to tell me? Why? Did he throw you out or something?” 
 
    Gabe shook his head and stepped around Auggie. 
 
    “Let it go, Aug.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    Auggie followed him outside, pestering him the whole way. Gabe rolled his eyes and opened the trunk of the car and put the ladder inside. He closed the trunk and glanced around, not seeing Joker anywhere. He sighed and turned to Auggie. 
 
    “Auggie, please. You’re the last person I would tell anything,” Gabe said. 
 
    Auggie thrust his lip out in a pout. “Why?” 
 
    “Because you can’t keep a damned secret.” 
 
    Auggie crossed his arms over his chest, his eyes narrowing. “So it is a secret?” 
 
    Gabe let out a groan and leaned back against the side of the car. 
 
    “Oh, come on. You really think I can’t keep a single secret?” 
 
    Gabe nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
    Auggie glared at Gabe for a long moment before he asked, “How did I get involved with the club?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Gabe said, frowning at Auggie. 
 
    “Exactly. I can keep a secret.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure the only reason I don’t know is because I’m a prospect.” 
 
    Auggie shook his head, a sad smile on his lips. “Only the club officers know. And Hawk.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “As an ulcer,” Auggie said. 
 
    He hadn’t expected that. But even if Auggie could keep it secret, Joker had been pretty clear about no one knowing. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m still not telling you,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    Gabe was chuckling when Joker showed up. He raised a brow at Gabe but didn’t ask. 
 
    “Let’s go. We’ve got a few more places to hit before it gets dark,” Joker said. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    It was nearing eleven at night when he was waiting for Sean to get his ass into gear. He was waiting very impatiently by the front door of the club. Sean and Chain came walking down the stairs, Sean carrying a large duffle bag. When they made it to Joker, Chain held up a pair of car keys. Joker snatched them out of his hand. 
 
    “Get a move on,” he barked at Sean. 
 
    “Yes, sir, Mr. Grumpy,” Sean quipped. 
 
    Joker rolled his eyes and opened the door. He walked to the car and got behind the wheel. He started the engine and rolled down his window. He always felt trapped in cars but at least the air coming in would help. He waited until Sean was buckled in before driving out onto the street. 
 
    They were going to drive almost out of town, then Sean was going to switch vehicle just in case the Henchmen or the mole were watching them. Gabe would take Sean back to their apartment and Joker would drive back to the clubhouse to return the cage and drive his bike home. 
 
    Gabe’s words from earlier were whirling around his mind. He hadn’t thought to ask Sean how he was doing. Frankly, he preferred it when the guy wasn’t talking. 
 
    “Do you know what you’re going to do after this?” Joker asked. 
 
    He hoped Sean wasn’t planning on staying with him and Gabe for long. He might just end up killing him if he did. 
 
    “Are you asking because you want to know if I’ll keep working for the Kings or because your better half told you to ask?” 
 
    Joker nearly choked on air. His better half? What the fuck? 
 
    “Both,” Joker answered. 
 
    “So you consider Gabe your better half, then?” 
 
    Joker jerked his head towards Sean, glaring at him for a few seconds before he was forced to return his gaze to the road. 
 
    “What? No. I just knew who you meant.” 
 
    Sean’s chuckle had him fighting to keep his hands on the wheel and not reach over and wrap them around Sean’s throat. 
 
    “I love poking fun at you. It’s so damned easy now,” Sean said. “I actually don’t think I’ve been able to before. But now? There’s a whole lot to poke at.” 
 
    “Don’t you ever shut up?” 
 
    “Not really, no.” 
 
    Joker turned, driving into a parking garage. He drove to the floor they’d agreed on and pulled into a parking spot. He got out and told Sean to follow him. They walked down a few rows of cars until Joker spotted Gabe. Gabe was leaned against the front of a pickup truck, his eyes on Joker. He walked right up to Gabe and grabbed him by his vest to pull him close and plant a kiss on his lips. He wasn’t sure why, just that he needed it right then. 
 
    Gabe smiled up at him for a moment before his eyes shifted to Sean. Joker let go and stepped back reluctantly. 
 
    “Hi, Sean.” 
 
    “Gabe. Nice to see you, again.” 
 
    Sean walked to the passenger door and while he got into the car, Gabe turned but Joker halted him with a hand on his arm. Gabe glanced up at Joker with his big brown eyes. 
 
    “Be careful. Look out for tails and take the long way home,” Joker said. 
 
    A smile widened Gabe’s lips and he stepped closer, leaning in to kiss Joker. It was just a quick peck, but he could still feel the smile on Gabe’s lips. 
 
    “I’ll be careful. I promise,” Gabe said. “I’ll see you at home.” 
 
    Joker nodded and let go of Gabe, watching him walk to the car and get behind the wheel. He waited for them to drive off before going back to his own car. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He’d taken the long way home as Joker had told him to and the whole time, he’d been replaying that kiss from when Joker and Sean had arrived at the garage. He had no idea why Joker had kissed him. He knew the man wasn’t much for public displays of affection and he was a bit paranoid about anyone finding out about them. So why did he risk it for a quick peck? That wasn’t like him. 
 
    He parked the car and led Sean to the apartment. He pulled off his shoes and put them on the rack. 
 
    “Tell me something,” Sean said. 
 
    Gabe turned and raised a brow at Sean. 
 
    “If yours and Joker’s relationship is supposed to be a secret, how do you explain away that you live together?” 
 
    “I’m just renting a room. The apartment is Joker and his best friend’s, but he moved in with his man, so he asked if I wanted the room,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    Gabe ignored him and said, “Speaking of which, you can have my room while you’re staying here. It’s the last door to the right.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Sean said. 
 
    Gabe showed him the room and then they went into the living room. They watched some Tv and talked for a bit while they waited for Joker to get home. It took almost an hour before he heard the door open and stood from the couch. He walked into the hallway, a smile finding his lips when he saw Joker there. 
 
    “Hi,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Hey. You guys get here okay?” 
 
    Gabe nodded. Joker reached for Gabe and pulled him against himself. Gabe grabbed a hold of Joker’s shirt and tilted his head back. Joker’s mouth came down on his, sending a spark of heat through his body. He gasped, and Joker slipped his tongue inside. The kiss turned frenzied, their tongues tangling, teeth nipping. They were both panting when Joker pulled back. Gabe looked up into Joker’s eyes, his bottom lip between his teeth. He saw the heat in Joker’s gaze and reached up to wrap his arms around Joker’s neck. A shuffling sound from behind him reminded him that they weren’t alone. He turned to see Sean standing in the doorway, watching them. 
 
    “Just out of curiosity,” Sean said and leaned a shoulder against the doorframe. “You two wouldn’t consider a threesome, would you?” 
 
    Gabe couldn’t stop a chuckle from escaping him and glanced down. He felt heat spread in his cheeks and hit his face in Joker’s shoulder. Joker tightened his arm around him. 
 
    “Not a fucking chance, Sean,” Joker barked. 
 
    “Damn. Can’t blame a man for trying,” Sean said. 
 
    Gabe shook his head and when Joker let go of him, he said, “We should all get some sleep.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t think I’ll be sleeping after watching that,” Sean said with a wave towards Joker and Gabe. 
 
    “Sean,” Joker growled. 
 
    Sean raised his hands and said, “I’m going.” 
 
    Gabe watched Sean disappear into his bedroom with a smile on his lips. Joker said something under his breath and tugged Gabe towards his room. Gabe got undressed and laid down next to Joker on the bed. Just being this close to Joker was waking up his dick. He glanced at Joker, holding back a smile. 
 
    “I did not think this through,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker turned his head, glaring at Gabe. “No. No, you did not.” 
 
    Gabe snorted out a chuckle and scooted closer to Joker. Having Joker’s warm body pressed against his own was an equally bad idea. He sighed and rolled onto his back. 
 
    “Distract me,” Gabe said. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Tell me something you’ve never told anyone else before.” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Oh, come on. Don’t be such a spoilsport. All right. I’ll start.” Gabe drew in a deep breath. “I stole your riding gloves five years ago.” 
 
    “You what? Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yeah. I still have them.” 
 
    “What the hell did you do with them?” 
 
    Gabe closed his eyes and said, “I kept them in my backpack and whenever I felt down or got scared, I just put them on and I guess I felt like you were there, protecting me.” 
 
    Those gloves had been a big part of his life, especially through high school. He’d brought them to college too but mostly as a token because he knew he’d miss Joker. 
 
    “Your turn,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker opened his mouth but before he could say anything, Gabe cut him off. 
 
    “Don’t even think about saying something like you’ve got a collection of handcuffs, ‘cause pretty much everyone knows that already.” 
 
    Joker let out a huff. “Not everyone knows that and it’s not a collection. I just happen to like a bit of bondage from time to time.” 
 
    Gabe pursed his lips and rolled onto his side so he could see Joker. “I’ve actually wondered why you haven’t brought them out yet.” 
 
    “It just hasn’t come up yet.” Joker reached out to run his fingers down Gabe’s arm. “Would you like that?” 
 
    “I’ve never done it before,” Gabe said, avoiding Joker’s gaze. He wasn’t sure how Joker would take that. He did want to try it. But only with Joker. He was the only one he trusted enough for that. 
 
    “Guess I’ll have to teach you, then.” 
 
    Gabe’s eyes jerked up to meet Joker’s. “Really? You don’t mind that I haven’t…” 
 
    Joker shook his head. “With anything else, I probably would mind, but this? Being there for one of your firsts, that I’m surprisingly looking forward to it.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, then you should know that there are plenty of things I haven’t tried yet.” Just in case he wasn’t entirely clear, he added, “Sex things, I mean.” 
 
    Joker let out a groan. 
 
    “Why’d you have to turn this conversation onto sex? Fuck.” 
 
    Gabe couldn’t stop a chuckle from escaping him. As much as he hated that they couldn’t do anything, he found himself pretty entertained and just being allowed to share a bed with Joker felt amazing. It kinda forced them to talk to each other. He liked that part a lot. 
 
    “This fucking sucks,” Joker mumbled. 
 
    Gabe smacked Joker’s arm and said, “Don’t think you’re getting out of answering.” 
 
    Joker grumbled under his breath. He rolled onto his side and got up onto his knees. He put his hands on either side of Gabe’s head, making him look up at Joker with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “If this is your way to try—” 
 
    “It’s not,” Joker said with a shake of his head. “I just figured I should be looking at you when I tell you this.” 
 
    “What?” Gabe asked skeptically. 
 
    Joker closed his eyes for a second, then opened them and said, “I went to see you when you were in college.” 
 
    Gabe felt a frown form on his forehead, and he pulled a face at the thought of Joker having been sent to check on him. Fuck. How humiliating. 
 
    “Not because your dad asked me to,” Joker interjected. 
 
    “Then, why?” 
 
    “Because I overheard a phone call between you and King. He was worried, so I got worried, too.” Joker sat back. “I went to talk to you. Or maybe I just wanted to see with my own eyes that you were all right. But you weren’t.” 
 
    Gabe swallowed hard, the enraged look on Joker’s face giving him a big clue of what time of his life this had been. It certainly hadn’t been pretty. 
 
    “I heard you arguing with your… boyfriend,” Joker said, the word laced with disgust. 
 
    Gabe squeezed his eyes closed. He’d been an idiot and he’d been dating an asshole. He hated that Joker had seen that. God. What he must’ve thought about him. 
 
    “Hey. Look at me,” Joker said, running his fingertips across Gabe’s forehead. 
 
    Gabe sucked in a trembling breath and opened his eyes. Joker sat back and tugged on Gabe’s arm to get him to sit up. 
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know what the hell you were doing with that bastard, but if you think I’ll judge you for it, you’re wrong. I’ve got no right to judge anyone. Least of all you.” 
 
    Gabe didn’t know what the hell to say to that. He had no idea Joker saw him like that. It was somewhat frightening yet satisfying. 
 
    Joker cleared his throat and said, “He yelled and said a lot of shit to you and I could tell he really hurt you. That’s why I didn’t go to see you that day. I followed him instead.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    Joker shrugged, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “I just showed him what I thought of him and then I told him to stay the fuck away from you.” 
 
    “You…” Gabe trailed off, shaking his head. It all made sense now. How Jeff had shown up with a black eye and a broken arm the next day in class and how he refused to even talk to Gabe. 
 
    “I know I crossed a line that day, but I’ll never apologize for it,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe didn’t know what to say so he let his lips do the talking. He slammed his mouth over Joker’s and crawled into his lap. Joker wrapped his arms around Gabe. When Gabe pulled back, he found Joker watching him with soft eyes. 
 
    “You’ve never told anyone?” Gabe asked. 
 
    “How the hell would I have explained it? I went out of my way to see you and yes, we protect our own, but he never threatened you. I just lost my temper.” Joker frowned at Gabe. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 
 
    “Like what?” Gabe asked, biting his lip to keep from smiling. 
 
    “Like you think I’m being cute or something,” Joker grumbled. 
 
    “Oh, Babe, you’re very far from being cute. You are sweet though.” He placed a kiss to Joker’s lips, then leaned back. “Thank you. For protecting me.” 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him. “I thought you hated when I did that?” 
 
    “I did. Now I don’t.” 
 
    “Well that’s not confusing at all,” Joker said with a shake of his head. 
 
    Gabe chuckled and when they laid back down, he snuggled close to Joker and whispered, “You have no idea.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    “I’M GONNA kill him.” 
 
    Gabe glanced up from his cereal, a raised brow his only response. Joker leaned back in his chair with a grunt. They’d had to put up with Sean for six days. Sean had been taking a shower for the past twenty minutes and he’d been singing loudly and badly every second of it. 
 
    “He’s just doing it to get on your nerves,” Gabe said. 
 
    “I know,” Joker ground out. 
 
    Right then, Sean hit a high-ass note that made the headache he’d already given Joker that much worse. Joker pushed back his chair and stormed into the hallway where he knocked hard on the bathroom door. 
 
    “Sean? Get your ass out of the shower. Some of us need to get to fucking work,” he yelled. 
 
    The water turned off and a few seconds later, the door was pulled open, revealing a very naked Sean. Joker cursed and stepped back, slapping a hand over his eyes. That was the last fucking thing he wanted to see. 
 
    “Towel, Sean. God damned.” 
 
    “Right. I thought I’d forgotten something,” Sean said. 
 
    He felt Sean walk past him. He removed his hand and promptly groaned. Sean was walking to Gabe’s room, still naked. Gabe showed up in the doorway to the living room, his eyes going wide when he saw Sean. 
 
    “Gabe,” Sean said and ran his eyes over Gabe’s bare chest before disappearing into his room. 
 
    Gabe turned his gaze on Joker, an amused smile on his lips. Joker shook his head and turned to walk into the bathroom. Before he could close the door, Gabe slid inside and turned the lock. 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him and jerked a thumb over his shoulder towards the shower. “We can’t both fit in there.” 
 
    “We don’t have to,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker watched as Gabe slid past him to the shower where he turned on the water. Gabe’s eyes were twinkling with mischief as he walked back to Joker. He stopped right in front of him and all air left Joker when Gabe got on his knees. His hands automatically went to the back of Gabe’s head as a curse fell from his lips. 
 
    “Gabe,” he warned, throwing a glance over his shoulder. Of course, all he saw was the door, but it was Sean he was worried about. 
 
    Gabe ran his hands up Joker’s thighs, then up under his shirt. 
 
    “I’ll stop if you want me to,” Gabe said. 
 
     He met Gabe’s gaze. He didn’t care what other people did in private, or in public. That had just never appealed to him. Of course, Gabe would be the one to pull him out of his shell. How the hell was he supposed to refuse when he had those gorgeous brown eyes looking up at him while Gabe’s hands were sliding across his heated skin? 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed. “Fine.” 
 
    “Really?” Gabe asked, sounding ecstatic. 
 
    Joker nodded and Gabe didn’t waste any time, leaning close to put his lips on Joker’s stomach. His muscles contracted and he bit his tongue to hold back the sound trying to escape. Gabe smiled against his skin. Fuck. Gabe was gonna drive him crazy. 
 
    His dick was already hard when Gabe reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. Gabe glanced up, holding Joker’s gaze as he pulled his pants down. Joker tugged his shirt over his head and threw it on the floor with his pants. Gabe licked his lips and glanced up at Joker before wrapping a hand around Joker’s cock. Gabe dipped his head to lick across the head, pressing the tip of his tongue into the slit. Joker cursed when his hips bucked forward. 
 
    Gabe moved back, grinning before he took Joker deep into his mouth. The heat and suction made Joker’s eyes roll into the back of his head. Something that sounded like a whimper fell from his lips. Gabe sucked him down greedily, moaning around Joker’s cock. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your back,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe glanced up at him but didn’t hesitate to follow the directions. Gabe looked gorgeous like that, down on his knees in front of him. Hell, he was just gorgeous. Joker cupped Gabe’s face. 
 
    “Let me know if you need to stop,” he said and slid his fingers into Gabe’s hair. 
 
    Gabe hummed in answer, making Joker hiss at the sensation. He tightened his hold on Gabe’s hair and thrust his hip, pushing his cock deeper into Gabe’s mouth. It felt amazing. Gabe felt amazing. 
 
    He kept up a hard pace, but Gabe never complained. He watched his cock slide in and out of Gabe’s mouth. God. That mouth. That hot, talented mouth. It’d been too long. His showers had been longer than usual because the only other time they’d managed anything was when Sean had taken a phone call from one of his clients. That was three days ago. He hadn’t touched Gabe since. 
 
    He was getting close, his balls drawing up. He gritted his teeth as his orgasm slammed into him, making him dizzy with pleasure. Gabe swallowed every drop, his eyes on Joker’s the whole time. Joker moved back, his cock slipping free of Gabe’s mouth. 
 
    He pulled Gabe to his feet and brought their mouths together, sliding his tongue past Gabe’s lips. He tasted himself on Gabe’s tongue and moaned. He pushed Gabe backwards until he was leaning against the sink, then he pulled back and got on his knees. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Gabe breathed. 
 
    Joker glanced up at him, finding Gabe watching him with burning heat in his brown eyes. He pulled down Gabe’s boxers. He put his hands on Gabe’s waist and pressed a kiss to Gabe’s hipbone. He kissed a path down first one thigh then the other. Gabe’s legs quivered under his touch. 
 
    “Fuck. Joker.” 
 
    Joker grinned against Gabe’s skin. Driving Gabe crazy was becoming one of his favorite pass times. He slid his hands around to grab Gabe’s ass, earning himself a groan and a barely audible curse. He pressed his lips to Gabe’s stomach while kneading and pulling apart Gabe’s ass cheeks. 
 
    Gabe grabbed Joker’s hair, tugging hard until Joker looked up at him. 
 
    “Stop teasing me,” Gabe said. “Please, Kerrigan.” 
 
    Joker sucked in a sharp breath, not expecting to hear his name on Gabe’s lips or how much it turned him on. Teasing Gabe had woken his dick up and he was already half-hard. He moved one hand to wrap around Gabe’s cock. Precome had pearled at the tip so he licked it off before sucking the head into his mouth. The hold on his hair tightened and he took Gabe to the back of his throat. 
 
    He slid his hand down to fondle Gabe’s balls and tease his taint while he sucked Gabe’s cock. Gabe’s hips jerked forward, pushing further into Joker’s mouth. Joker took his to the back of his throat and swallowed. 
 
    “Kerrigan,” Gabe said in what sounded like a prayer. 
 
    Joker let Gabe’s cock slip from his lips and got to his feet. He turned Gabe around, making him grab onto the sink. Gabe moaned and pushed his ass back against Joker who let out a hiss when his cock slid against Gabe’s skin. 
 
    Joker grabbed a bottle of hand lotion from the sink and squirted some into his hand. He got his own cock good and wet before reaching around Gabe to wrap his fingers around his length. He kissed a path down the side of Gabe’s neck, licking and nibbling. He thrust his hips, his cock sliding between Gabe’s ass cheeks. He looked up, meeting Gabe’s burning gaze in the mirror. Fuck. He could watch Gabe like that forever. He was so fucking hot. Joker moved the hand around Gabe’s cock at the same pace as he thrust against him. 
 
    Gabe turned his head and Joker caught his lips in a searing kiss. He felt his orgasm building and thrust harder against Gabe. He bit down on the spot between Gabe’s neck and shoulder as pleasure washed over him. He spurted over Gabe’s back and ass. 
 
    “Fuck. Kerrigan. Yes,” Gabe said, his words ending in a loud moan. 
 
    He loved how vocal Gabe was with him. Loved hearing Gabe say his name. He found that spot beneath Gabe’s ear, licking and kissing while Gabe came all over Joker’s hand. Joker kept pumping his hand until Gabe got too sensitive. He placed a kiss to the back of Gabe’s shoulder before pulling away. 
 
    “You should shower first,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe turned around and pulled Joker back to kiss him. Gabe’s lips were soft but demanding against his. He cupped Gabe’s cheeks and they stood there for a while, just kissing and slowly coming down from their high. 
 
    While Gabe showered, Joker cleaned up their mess. Gabe didn’t take long and when he was done, Joker gave him a kiss before getting in the shower. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He let Joker take his shower and snuck out the door. He listened for Sean but the only thing he heard was the shower. He went to Joker’s room to get dressed, then he walked into the kitchen where he grabbed a bottle of water. He drank down half before putting the bottle back. He leaned against the counter, a smile on his lips. 
 
    “So.” 
 
    Gabe turned his head. Sean was walking into the kitchen, his arms crossed, and his brows raised. 
 
    “Any chance you’ll share the details?” 
 
    Gabe let out a groan and shook his head. He knew he was blushing from the look in Sean’s eyes. He’d been doing a lot of that lately. He blamed Joker. 
 
    “Oh, well.” Sean shrugged as if he didn’t care. Sean walked into the kitchen, placing himself across from Gabe. 
 
    “That’s it?” Gabe asked, surprised Sean wasn’t grilling him for information. 
 
    “You’re no fun compared to Joker. I haven’t been able to get under his skin, like, ever. Trust me, I’ve tried. But now? It’s so damned easy,” Sean said with a wide smile. 
 
    Gabe chuckled and said, “You like to live your life on the edge, don’t you?” 
 
    “Nah. I’m just a bit crazy,” Sean said. 
 
    He could believe that. He was actually surprised that someone hadn’t tried to kill Sean before now. He must be damned good at what he did if people were willing to endure him. 
 
    He heard a door open and then footsteps coming down the hall. He hadn’t even noticed the shower cut off. Joker appeared in the doorway, only wearing a towel around his hips and holding a phone. 
 
    “Auggie called,” Joker said, his gaze on Gabe. “The Henchmen hit one of the locations.” 
 
    “What? Already?” 
 
    Gabe pushed away from the counter. Joker nodded, then turned. Gabe followed him into his room, closing the door after himself. Joker went to his dresser and pulled out underwear and socks. Gabe sat down on the bed and ran his eyes over Joker’s back and tattoo. Joker loosened the towel and let it fall to the floor. He bent down to put on his boxers, giving Gabe a magnificent view of his ass. 
 
    Joker glanced over his shoulder. “Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    Gabe nodded and said, “Very much.” 
 
    A smile played on his lips as he raised his gaze to meet Joker’s. Joker shook his head and walked to his closet where he found a shirt and a pair of jeans. Gabe watched him get dressed, never once taking his eyes off of Joker. 
 
    “Did Auggie say which location it was?” 
 
    “No. He didn’t say much, just that we should get to the clubhouse ASAP.” 
 
    “We?” 
 
    Joker nodded. “Yes. We.” 
 
    Gabe felt a silly smile spread on his lips. He really, really liked the sound of that.  
 
    Joker headed towards the door and glanced over his shoulder. “You coming?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Gabe pushed off of the bed and walked with Joker to the living room where Sean was. Joker went to the chest in the corner and opened the lid. He pulled out a handgun and walked to Sean who was sitting on the couch. Joker laid the gun on the coffee table. 
 
    “Don’t open the door for anyone,” Joker said with a firm voice. “Don’t you dare order take-out. I will find out and I will kill you.” 
 
    Sean gave Joker an unimpressed look but nodded. 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Joker grunted and walked back towards Gabe. They put on their boots and cuts, then walked out the door. They drove to the clubhouse, Joker taking the lead as always. They parked their bikes and went inside, looking for Auggie. They found Stiletto instead. She came walking towards them, a bottle of whiskey in one hand. 
 
    “Auggie’s in his office,” she said. “The others just got here a minute ago.” 
 
    They went with her across the courtyard to the garage where Auggie’s office was. The second they stepped inside, Gabe was hit with the thick tension in the room. Rooster was standing in a corner, anger rolling off of him. Auggie was sitting behind his desk, Saint standing right next to him. King was sitting in a chair, looking way too calm. Gabe knew his father well enough to know what that meant. King was preparing himself for the worst. 
 
    Joker closed the door after them and Stiletto. 
 
    “All right,” Auggie said. He sat up straighter and took a deep breath before he spoke. “The Henchmen hit the third location at six o’clock this morning. Obviously, they didn’t find anything, and they were smart enough to get the hell out.” 
 
    “Who knew about that location?” King asked. 
 
    “Only three people. Bones, Scar, and Juno,” Stiletto said. 
 
    From what Joker had told him, the officers had all agreed to give the locations to the people they worked with. Saint had mentioned his location at the garage, Stiletto at the tattoo shop, Joker had told the enforcers, and Rooster had told Grizz at the gym, making sure some of the others overheard. Auggie had told the rest, being the gossip he was. 
 
    “Bring them in,” King said and stood. 
 
    Everyone turned their attention on him. Gabe met his father’s gaze for a few seconds. He was probably the only one there who could see the pain and betrayal in King’s eyes. The others would just see the stoic expression on his face. 
 
    “You want me to close down the tattoo shop?” Stiletto asked. 
 
    King shook his head and said, “You and Saint can take over the appointments, but we need all three of them here at the same time. We can’t risk them talking to each other. There might be more than one mole.” 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    Gabe was sitting next to him on the stairs, his leg was bouncing, and he kept shooting glances towards the door. Joker laid a hand on Gabe’s shoulder, making him look up at him with his big brown eyes. 
 
    “Easy,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe took a shaky breath before nodding. 
 
    “Sorry. It just… It feels unreal,” Gabe said with a shake of his head. 
 
    “I know. But that’s life. You can’t always trust people. You just have to learn that only people’s motivations can truly be trusted,” Joker said. 
 
    “You really think that?” 
 
    The way Gabe was looking at him with sadness, made him move his hand off of Gabe’s shoulder to clench it into a fist. 
 
    “I learned that the hard way.” 
 
    Gabe grabbed the banister to pull himself up. He walked down the one step to stand in front of Joker. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Joker said and started towards the door. 
 
    Gabe grabbed him by the wrist, pulling him to a stop. 
 
    “It matters to me,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker closed his eyes and breathed in deeply. He turned around, meeting Gabe’s gaze. He opened his mouth then glanced down, realizing that Gabe was still holding on to him. Gabe slid his hand down to grab Joker’s. 
 
    Joker didn’t move his eyes as he said, “I learned it first in the foster care system and then I got a refresher course in the army.” 
 
    Gabe squeezed his hand and Joker finally gathered enough courage to meet Gabe’s gaze. 
 
    “I’m sorry you had to experience that. I hope you know you can always trust me,” Gabe said and stepped closer. “I’ll never betray you. Kerrigan.” 
 
    Joker hummed and felt a smile tease his lips. He lifted his hands to cup Gabe’s cheeks. 
 
    “Somehow, I think I’ve always known that.” 
 
    Gabe wrapped his fingers around Joker’s wrists and looked up at him with pure joy shining from his eyes. Joker couldn’t stop himself from lowering his head and pressing his lips to Gabe’s. His lips were soft against Joker’s, compliant but firm. Gabe smiled into the kiss. Joker leaned back, meeting Gabe’s gaze. The happy look on Gabe’s face made him smile and he couldn’t take his eyes off of Gabe for a while. 
 
    The sound of motorcycles made him let go of Gabe and step back. 
 
    “C’mon,” he said and headed towards the door. 
 
    Gabe quickly fell into step with him. They were going to question Bones together. He’d known he wanted Gabe with him, but he also knew he needed someone who could calm him down if needed. There were only two people who’d ever been able to do that in his whole life; Zayne and Emery. But now, he didn’t doubt Gabe could do it, too. 
 
    King had called in Reaper and told him everything. At first, Reaper had been shocked, then he got pissed because they hadn’t told him before. But now he was more than ready to get to work. King and Rooster were going to question Juno while Reaper took Scar. 
 
    Joker opened the door and stepped outside. Juno, Bones, and Scar were all there, standing by their bikes. Reaper was there, too. He was leaned against a wall, watching them. 
 
    “Juno. King’s office. Bones. With me,” Joker ordered. 
 
    Joker walked back inside, Gabe and Bones following him. He led them into the room they normally used for church. Gabe pulled out a chair and motioned for Bones to sit down across from him. Gabe asked him for his gun and phone which Bones handed him without a fuss. Joker placed himself behind Gabe, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed and his eyes on Bones. 
 
    Bones glanced around, confusion clear on his face. “What’s going on?” 
 
    Gabe threw a glance up at Joker who gave him a subtle nod in response. Gabe turned back to Bones. 
 
    “We have a mole,” Gabe said. 
 
    Bones’ eyes looked like they were about to pop out. He sat back in his chair, shaking his head. 
 
    “What? No. That can’t be. No one here would do that,” Bones said. 
 
    “Someone did,” Gabe said. “They told the Henchmen about the gun stash a few months ago and then about Sean.” 
 
    Bones frowned at Gabe, then lifted his gaze to Joker. 
 
    “Are you sure they didn’t find out some other way?” Bones asked Joker. 
 
    Joker nodded and said, “We are. ‘Cause we set a trap.” 
 
    Finally, it seemed like it dawned on Bones how serious it really was. He went pale and sat back in his hair, a distant look in his eyes. 
 
    “You think it’s Juno, Scar, or me, don’t you? No. No way. Juno’s like my best friend. I would know.” 
 
    “So you think it’s Scar?” Gabe asked. 
 
    “No.” Bones shook his head. “Not a chance.” 
 
    “See, the thing is, Bones,” Joker started and pushed away from the wall to put his hands on the back of Gabe’s chair. “It can only be one of you three because you’re the only ones who were told about the location the Henchmen raided this morning.” 
 
    Bones’ mouth fell open and he blinked wide eyes up at Joker. 
 
    “Who’s your contact? Why haven’t you burned Ares yet? What’s your endgame here?” 
 
    “It’s not me,” Bones said through his teeth. 
 
    “If it’s not any of you, then how would you explain the Henchmen getting that information?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Bones opened his mouth, then closed it again. He dropped his head into his hands, mumbling something Joker couldn’t hear. 
 
    Bones looked up and said, “I don’t know.”  
 
    “Who did you tell?” Joker asked. 
 
    Bones went even paler if that was even possible. 
 
    “Fuck. No. Nonono.” 
 
    “What? Talk to me, Bones,” Gabe said. 
 
    Bones looked devastated as he ran his fingers through his hair. Joker gave him time, recognizing how hard this was for Bones. Whoever he’d told had to be very close to him, otherwise, Joker couldn’t imagine Bones sharing that important information with them. 
 
    “I told her about the stash. But that was a long time ago. I didn’t think…” Bones shook his head, pain clear in his eyes. “She asked about Sean. Well, not Sean in particular, but he’s the one I knew about. We were both here the night you moved Sean. I just told her. Fuck. I’m an idiot.” 
 
    “While I do tend to agree with that. I need to know who,” Joker said. 
 
    “Maya,” Bones said in a low voice. 
 
    “What?” Gabe sputtered. 
 
    Joker could hear the disbelief in Gabe’s voice, but it made sense. Maya was a prospect. She had access to the club and apparently information through Bones. But she’d never been on a run for the club. She hadn’t been with them either time they’d gone after the Henchmen so she couldn’t have warned them, which was why they’d never known they were coming. She also didn’t know about Ares. 
 
    “Fuck,” Bones yelled. “I’m her fucking sponsor, too. I brought her into the club. This is all on me.” 
 
    “She’s the one who decided to fuck us over. Not you. Stay here,” Joker said to Bones. 
 
    Bones nodded and dropped his head into his hands. Gabe pushed back his chair and stood, walking with Joker out of the room. Joker headed towards King’s office. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” Gabe said. 
 
    “I know it hurts, but you have to keep your chin up. Stay strong.” 
 
    Gabe nodded, drawing in a deep breath. When they reached King’s office, Joker knocked on the door. It was King who opened it. Joker stepped back and said, “I need a word.” 
 
    King nodded and turned to say something to Rooster before he stepped out, closing the door after himself. 
 
    “What have you got?” King asked. 
 
    “Bones thinks it’s Maya. They’re fucking around and he’s shitty at pillow talk. He said he’s told her about the stash and Sean,” Joker said. 
 
    “Unfortunately, it makes sense.” King turned his gaze on Gabe and then back on Joker. “I want you two to tail her. I’ll tell Auggie to do whatever it is he does.” 
 
    “Bones is in the church room,” Gabe said and handed King Bones’ phone and gun. 
 
    They went back to the clubhouse where Joker grabbed a pair of car keys. 
 
    “Do you know where she’s supposed to be right now or do we need to ask Bones?” Joker asked Gabe. 
 
    Gabe shook his head and said, “She’s supposed to be at work.” 
 
    “Good. Let’s go, then.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    They were on the second floor in the Gallery by the harbor. Gabe was leaning against a banister, his back turned to Maya so Joker could watch her over his shoulder. It didn’t feel right to spy on her, but there was a pretty big chance that she was a traitor, so he didn’t care. 
 
    “Auggie’s hacking her phone company to get her call record and text transcripts but he says it’ll take time,” Joker said, looking down at his phone. 
 
    “There’s gotta be an easier way to do it,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him. “Maybe if we had a warrant. You see any of those hanging around?” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Gabe said with an eye-roll. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder. Maya was window shopping in front of some expensive-looking clothes store. They’d been following her for over an hour. She hadn’t been at work and her boss had told them she’d called in sick. Then they’d gone to her apartment and they were lucky enough to get there just as she was leaving. She’d done some grocery shopping before heading to the shopping mall. 
 
    “That’s quite an expensive purse she’s got. I certainly haven’t seen it before,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Maybe she doesn’t bring it to the club,” Joker suggested but he sounded like he didn’t believe his own words. 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “I’ve been with her outside of the club plenty of times. I’ve been at her place, too. She’s got all her purses on display. She’s got a lot of them, but I don’t remember that one.” 
 
    “You remember all her purses?” 
 
    Gabe felt a smile tug at his lips. “Maybe.” 
 
    He glanced back at Maya, an idea forming in his head. 
 
    “Stay here,” Gabe said and walked off before Joker could object. He pulled out his phone and turned it off. He walked right up to Maya, plastering on a smile when she noticed him. 
 
    “Maya,” he said. 
 
    “Gabe. Hi.” 
 
    “Please tell me you have your phone on you,” he said and gave her his best version of puppy eyes. “Mine just died in the middle of a call from my dad. It sounded important. You mind if I borrow yours? I’ll just be a minute.” 
 
    He showed her the black screen of his phone, just to give his story some merit. 
 
    “Uh, sure,” Maya said. She dug her phone out of her purse and gave it to him. 
 
    “Thank you. I’ll just find somewhere quieter to call him. Don’t go anywhere.” 
 
    He walked a bit away and made sure she couldn’t see him from where she was standing. He threw a last glance her way and went through her latest calls. There was only one number that wasn’t in her contacts. She’d called it the day before and as he scrolled further down, he found she’d also called it the day before Sean had asked for a meeting. He checked her messages but there weren’t any from that number. 
 
    He turned on his own phone and hurried to send the number to Auggie. He put his own phone into his back pocket and called his father from Maya’s phone. King picked up almost immediately. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Pops,” Gabe said. “Just bear with me. I’ll call you back from my own phone in a minute.” 
 
    He hung up before King could say anything. He had to leave some kind of evidence of the call. He just hoped Maya wouldn’t look closely enough to see that it’d only lasted a few seconds. 
 
    He walked back to Maya and handed her the phone. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. 
 
    “Anytime, Gabe. What’s going on? Something wrong?” 
 
    Gabe hesitated for a second, considering his options on what to tell her. He leaned closer, lowering his voice. 
 
    “The Henchmen almost got Sean this morning. He barely escaped before they arrived.” 
 
    Maya’s eyes went wide. “Are you serious? What the hell?” 
 
    “I know, right?” Gabe shook his head. “Anyway. I’ve gotta go. Pops wants me back at the clubhouse.” 
 
    “Of course,” Maya said. 
 
    Gabe gave her shoulder a squeeze before hurrying off towards Joker. He glanced over his shoulder to see Maya walk in the opposite direction, her phone against her ear. When he reached Joker, the furious look on his face made him cringe. He held up his hands. 
 
    “Before you blow a gasket, please hear me out,” Gabe said. 
 
    “You’d better talk quickly,” Joker said through clenched teeth. 
 
    Gabe nodded. “I just got a number from her phone and I told her King just called to say Sean barely escaped the Henchmen. That way, they hopefully won’t suspect that they were set up or that she was burned.” 
 
    Joker cocked his head to the side, his eyes narrowing on Gabe, making him shift nervously while he tapped his fingers against his thigh. 
 
    “You’re kinda brilliant. You took a stupid risk, but you were smart about it.” 
 
    Gabe stared at Joker, stammering out, “You’re not mad?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m mad, and you’re gonna have to make it up to me. Later,” Joker said with a wicked smile. “But, right now, we should get that number to Auggie.” 
 
    “I already did. Though, now I have to call my dad back,” Gabe said and pulled a face. 
 
    Joker let out a chuckle. “Good luck with that.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE WAS sitting in King’s office, watching King walk back and forth. Gabe was standing behind Joker, resting his hands on Joker’s chair. When Gabe had told King what they’d learned, he’d ordered them back to the clubhouse. When they arrived, it was to find King and Auggie waiting for them in King’s office. The number Gabe had gotten was from a burner phone but Auggie had sent it to Ares who’d immediately confirmed that it belonged to Ronin. They were still trying to figure out what their next move was. Or rather, King was trying to decide what to do and how much he was willing to put his people through. 
 
    “King?” Joker asked, getting the man’s attention. “Talk to me.” 
 
    King let out a heavy sigh. “Fucking hell, Joker. This is some fucked up shit, is what it is.” 
 
    Joker couldn’t agree more, and he told King as much. King pulled out his desk chair and sat down, putting his elbows on the tabletop and resting his head in his hands. He sat like that for a while and they let him be, knowing King needed to think. 
 
    King let his hands fall down and straightened in his seat. “We only have two options here. We either throw Maya out on her ass or we use her. Thanks to Gabe, she and the Henchmen, hopefully, think they were close to getting Sean this morning,” King said and turned his gaze on Gabe. “It sounds strange to say, but I’m glad Joker decided to involve you in this. It’s rather comforting.” 
 
    “Thank you, Pops.” 
 
    Joker leaned forward. “I say we use her.” 
 
    King met Joker’s gaze and said, “You realize, if we do that, then we all have to pretend not to know she’s a fucking traitor. Including Bones.” 
 
    “That’s what’s making you hesitate, isn’t it?” Joker asked King. 
 
    King nodded. “I don’t want to put that on him. It’s bad enough that his girl has been using him, and then we’re asking him to pretend everything is fine?” 
 
    “Why don’t we ask Bones what he wants to do?” Gabe suggested. 
 
    “Let’s go ask him. He’s still here, right?” 
 
    When King nodded, Joker stood. He motioned for Gabe to follow and, together, they walked out of King’s office and across the courtyard to the clubhouse. They found Bones at the bar with Scar and Juno. Neither of them had left after they were finished getting questioned. He was sure they were all still very much affected by the information they’d gotten. 
 
    “Bones,” Joker said as they neared. “A moment?” 
 
    Joker led the way up the stairs and into one of the rooms. Gabe walked in last and closed the door after himself. Joker turned to face Bones, but Bones cut him off before he could say anything. 
 
    “It’s her, isn’t it?” Bones asked. 
 
    Joker nodded and said, “It is.” 
 
    “All right. What’s the plan, then?” 
 
    Joker shared a quick glance with Gabe before answering. 
 
    “We can use her, but that would mean you’d have to pretend not to know what she is,” Joker said. 
 
    Bones didn’t look surprised. He’d probably considered something along those lines himself. He had a determined look on his face as he nodded. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    “You sure?” Gabe asked Bones. 
 
    “Hell, yeah, I’m sure. The bitch’s been playing me. It’s only fair I get to fuck her over, too.” 
 
    “All right. Go see King, then,” Joker said. 
 
    Bones nodded and took off towards the door. Joker watched him for a moment before turning his attention on Gabe. 
 
    “Why don’t we head home? I don’t like leaving Sean alone for this long,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe’s face lit up with a bright smile, making Joker frown at him curiously. 
 
    “Sure,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Please tell me you don’t actually want to see Sean.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head and took a step closer, putting himself mere inches from Joker. He grabbed a hold of Joker’s vest and tilted his head back to meet Joker’s gaze. 
 
    “You said home,” Gabe said and pushed up on his toes to kiss Joker. 
 
    It was a quick brush of their lips, then Gabe pulled back. Joker blinked at him, his brain still not having caught up with the meaning of Gabe’s words. 
 
    Gabe stepped around him to open the door. 
 
    “You coming?” 
 
    Joker turned, finding Gabe standing in the doorway with a brow raised at him. Joker cleared his throat and nodded. He followed Gabe out of the room. He hadn’t even realized he’d said home. He meant it, though. The place wouldn’t be home without Gabe. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    Joker unlocked their front door, holding it so Gabe could walk in first. Gabe pulled his cut off and hung it on the coat rack, then he sat down on the small bench in the hallway to take his boots off. He followed Joker into the living room, fully expecting Sean to be there, but he couldn’t see him anywhere. 
 
    “Sean?” Gabe called out. 
 
    There was no answer. No sign of Sean. But on further inspection, they found a note under a mug on the coffee table. Joker lifted the mug to grab the note. 
 
    “What does it say?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker cleared his throat, then read aloud, “Joker. Gabe. Thank you for the hospitality and the entertainment. I really enjoyed the latter. But it’s time I get my shit together. I’ve got a business to run, after all. Don’t worry, once I’ve got everything set up, I’ll be in contact. I’ll miss watching your… make-out sessions. Sean.” 
 
    “I’m not sure if I should be worried or elated,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker snorted, then said, “Elated. Definitely elated.” 
 
    Gabe rolled his eyes and couldn’t hold back his laughter. Joker narrowed his eyes at him and walked up to him. There was something devious about his smile. 
 
    “We’ve got the apartment to ourselves now,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe glanced around quickly, then met Joker’s gaze. “We do.” 
 
    He’d barely spoken before Joker was on him, bringing their lips together in a deep and desperate kiss. Gabe pushed his fingers into Joker’s hair, holding on tightly as Joker walked him backwards. His back hit a wall, forcing a gasp from his lips. Joker grabbed Gabe’s ass with both hands and thrust his hips, rubbing his erection against Gabe’s. Heat surged through Gabe, racing south. 
 
    Gabe reached for Joker’s shirt, shoving it up so he could get his hands on Joker’s skin. He ran his fingers across Joker’s lower back, muscles contracting under his fingertips. 
 
    Joker pulled back, his voice breathy as he said, “I need you. Now.” 
 
    Gabe whimpered. Fuck. He pushed Joker back a step and grabbed his hand to pull him towards the bedroom. He stopped by the edge of the bed and turned around. He reached for Joker’s belt, opening and then tugging it free. Joker watched him with heated eyes. He held Joker’s gaze as he pushed Joker’s pants down to his ankles. Joker stepped out of them and reached for the hem of Gabe’s shirt. He raised his arms to let Joker pull it over his head. Next to go was his pants. When they were both naked, Gabe got onto the bed. He laid down facing Joker and took his hard cock in hand. Joker’s eyes got darker with lust, but he didn’t move, he just stood there and watched Gabe for a while. Gabe bit down on his lip as he stroked himself. He put his feet on the bed and spread his legs to give Joker a better view. 
 
    Joker watched him for a bit, his gaze heated, and his lips parted. Gabe moaned Joker’s name as he thrust into his fist, making Joker curse him. 
 
    Joker went to his closet and when he returned, he was holding a pair of leather handcuffs. Gabe ran his eyes over them, his pulse speeding up. He let go of his cock, moving his hands to his sides and grabbing the sheet. Joker crawled onto the bed, getting between Gabe’s legs. He put the cuffs down on the bed and ran his fingers along Gabe’s jaw, making him look up at Joker. 
 
    “You okay with that?” Joker asked. 
 
    Gabe nodded, swallowing hard. Joker grinned and leaned down to press a kiss to Gabe’s lips. Gabe’s eyes fell shut and he groaned into Joker’s mouth. 
 
    “I wanna try something,” Joker said in a low, husky voice, his lips right next to Gabe’s ear. He pulled Gabe’s earlobe between his teeth. 
 
    “What’s that?” Gabe asked in a breathy voice. 
 
    He felt Joker move back. 
 
    “I want you inside me,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes snapped open and he stared up at Joker. Gabe cleared his throat before saying, “I haven’t…” 
 
    “I know,” Joker said and rubbed his thumb across Gabe’s bottom lip. “It’s been a while for me.” 
 
    “Okay,” Gabe said. 
 
    He laid back, his eyes on Joker as he leaned over Gabe to grab his arms and pull them above his head. A thrill went through him when Joker wrapped the cuff around one of his wrists and buckled it. Joker wrapped the chain around a post in the iron headboard and put the other cuff around Gabe’s wrist. The cuffs felt strange but not uncomfortable. He tugged on them to see how much leeway he had. It was more than he’d thought. 
 
    “You all right?” Joker asked and when Gabe nodded, he said, “Words, Baby. I need to hear it.” 
 
    “Yes,” Gabe said, his voice sounding rough. “Yes, I’m all right.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Joker lowered his head and took Gabe’s mouth in a hard kiss. When Joker leaned back, they were both panting, their cocks hard and leaking. Gabe ran his eyes down Joker’s chest. He wanted to touch. Wanted to feel those muscles under his fingertips. He tried to move his hands but was pulled back by the cuffs. He let out a whimper. A wicked smile spread on Joker’s lips and Gabe feared he might come right then and there. 
 
    Joker moved down the bed and straddled Gabe’s thighs. He slid his hands over Gabe’s stomach and up his chest, his touch leaving a trail of pleasure. Joker tweaked one of Gabe’s nipples, making him jump. He groaned, wishing he could slide his fingers onto Joker’s hair and hold on, but at the same time, he was glad for the cuffs. He was certain he was getting more of the real Joker right now than he ever had before. He knew Joker had been holding back. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe said on a gasp. “Please.” 
 
    “Please, what?” 
 
    Gabe squirmed under Joker, a whimper escaping him. Joker put his fingers to Gabe’s lips. 
 
    “Open,” Joker ordered. 
 
    Gabe didn’t hesitate to suck two of Joker’s fingers into his mouth. Joker watched him with his lip between his teeth. Gabe swirled his tongue around Joker’s fingers, getting them good and wet. Joker pulled back and held Gabe’s gaze as he reached behind himself. Gabe couldn’t see what he was doing, but his imagination didn’t have a problem filling in the blanks. Joker’s lips parted on a gasp, his eyes falling shut as he threw his head back. 
 
    Holy shit. That was a sight he never thought he’d see. A sight that threatened to send him over the edge way too soon. He clenched his hands into fists, working to calm his breathing, though it was almost impossible. 
 
    “Like what you see?” Joker asked with a glint in his eyes. 
 
    “Fuck. Yes. You drive me fucking crazy, Joker.” 
 
    Joker gave him a heated look and got off the bed. He walked to the nightstand and pulled out the drawer. When Joker crawled back onto the bed, he was holding a condom. Gabe’s pulse skyrocketed. He’d never been inside someone before. He’d had plenty of sex, but he’d never topped. Not that he didn’t want to but one guy he’d been with had refused to even entertain the idea and he’d been with the other during high school and the furthest they’d come to anal was a finger or two during a blowjob. Getting to do it with Joker was like a dream come true. 
 
    Joker tore open the packet and rolled the condom down Gabe’s rock-hard length. Gabe grabbed onto the chain between the cuffs, needing to hold something as he fought to calm himself down. Joker got back on top of Gabe and poured lube over his fingers. He wrapped a hand around Gabe’s cock, stroking it to spread out the lube. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed as he watched Joker get himself ready. 
 
    Joker didn’t take long. He grabbed Gabe’s cock to guide it inside, hissing when the head stretched out his hole. Joker sank onto Gabe’s cock so very slowly. The heat and tightness were overwhelming. He felt like he was about to burst. All he really wanted was to thrust, but he fought to keep still. 
 
    “Joker. Please.” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    Gabe met Joker’s gaze. He wore a teasing smile as he rolled his hips. Fuck. 
 
    “Please what, Gabe?” 
 
    Words. How did they work, again? Gabe hissed, tugging on the restraints as he fought to find words. The heat, the tightness around his cock short-circuited his brain. 
 
    “Kerrigan,” he gasped. 
 
    Joker groaned and leaned down, his breath skirting across Gabe’s lips as he said, “I love when you say my name.” 
 
    Gabe made a sound in the back of his throat and tried to close the gap between their mouths, but Joker pulled back, just out of reach. 
 
    “Tell me what you want, Baby,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe stared up into Joker’s steel-blue gaze. 
 
    “You. I want you.” 
 
    The smile that spread on Joker’s face was downright sinful. He took Gabe’s mouth in a rough, desperate kiss, pushing his tongue past Gabe’s lips. Their tongues dueled, fighting for control, even though Gabe knew without a doubt that Joker was very much in charge. 
 
    Joker leaned back, his lip between his teeth as he lifted almost all the way off of Gabe’s length. Then he sank back down, hard, forcing a strangled noise out of Gabe. 
 
    “Mm, that’s it, Baby,” Joker said. 
 
    He watched Joker pleasure himself. He damned near came when he realized Joker—Joker, the VP of the Kings and his longtime crush—was riding him. Joker’s movements increased, his ass clenching around Gabe. 
 
    “Fuck. You’re gonna make me come,” Gabe gasped. 
 
    Joker leaned down, taking Gabe’s mouth in a deep kiss, his tongue sliding against Gabe’s. Joker ran his hands up Gabe’s chest, all the way to the back of his head where he fisted Gabe’s hair. 
 
    “Fuck me like I know you want to,” Joker said against his lips. 
 
    Gabe didn’t have to be told twice. He bent his legs, putting his feet on the bed and thrust up into Joker. Joker groaned into his mouth, then gasped when Gabe drove into him hard. 
 
    Joker moved back, his eyes on Gabe’s as he tweaked one of his nipples. Gabe cursed, tugging on his restraints. He wanted to do that. Wanted to touch. But at the same time, he was glad he couldn’t. He wouldn’t have gotten to see and experience this part of Joker otherwise. 
 
    Joker wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking at the same fast pace Gabe was fucking into him with.  
 
    “You feel so fucking good,” Gabe mumbled, his words barely understandable. 
 
    He slammed up into Joker, his gaze caught on the man’s face. His head was thrown back, his lips parted on a gasp. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with their moans and labored breaths. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck,” Joker gasped, jerking himself faster as he spurted all over Gabe’s chest. 
 
    Gabe stilled when Joker put a hand on his thigh. Joker pulled off of him and moved down the bed to get between Gabe’s legs. Joker removed the condom and took Gabe deep into his mouth. His hands slid up Gabe’s thighs. He bobbed his head a few times, then pulled off to meet Gabe’s gaze. 
 
    “Fuck my mouth, Baby.” 
 
    A whimper escaped Gabe as he dropped his head back onto the bed. He surged up into Joker’s mouth, not holding back, knowing Joker could take it. He pumped his hips a few times, then gasped as pleasure burst through his body. He came in Joker’s mouth and Joker swallowed down every drop. 
 
    Gabe collapsed back onto the bed, his eyes falling shut as he gasped for breath. Joker had ruined him for anyone else. Not that he wanted anyone but Joker. Never wanted anyone else. Only Joker. 
 
    Joker disappeared into the bathroom for a bit and came back with a wet rag to dry Gabe off with. When he was done, he threw the rag on the floor and crawled further up the bed to take the cuffs off of Gabe’s wrists. 
 
    His shoulders were a bit stiff and the cuffs had left small red marks. Nothing anyone would notice he was sure, but he’d know, and he loved that. He sat up and rubbed his wrists, the feeling a bit odd. Joker grabbed his hands, lifting one to place a kiss to the inside of Gabe’s wrist. He did the same with the other, then leaned in to put his lips on Gabe’s. 
 
    Gabe pulled back with a smile on his face and got under the blanket. Joker slid in behind him, wrapping an arm around Gabe’s middle. 
 
    “Thank you,” Joker said, his lips feathering across Gabe’s shoulder. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “The cuffs. Not everyone would be willing to do that.” 
 
    Gabe pulled out of Joker’s arms to turn around. Facing Joker, he laid his palm against Joker’s cheek. 
 
    “Baby, you can tie me up anytime,” Gabe said. 
 
    A wicked smile spread on Joker’s lips. 
 
    “Careful. I might take you up on that,” Joker said, running a finger down Gabe’s chest. 
 
    “Please do.” 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He woke with a start, gasping for breath. He could taste the damned sand, feel it burning in his lungs. He knew it wasn’t real. Knew he wasn’t really there. But that didn’t make it any less frightening. It didn’t make it go away. 
 
    Gabe sat up and reached for him, but he shrugged him off and pulled back the blanket. He stood and with clenched fists, he walked out of the room. He went into the kitchen where he put his elbows on the countertop and rested his head in his hands. He felt Gabe walk up behind him, but he didn’t move. 
 
    “Let me help,” Gabe begged in a soft voice. 
 
    Joker shook his head. Even if he wanted Gabe’s help, he wouldn’t know what to ask of him. He pushed away from the counter and pulled out the drawer he kept his cigarettes in. He grabbed a pack and went out on the balcony. He pulled one out of the pack, putting it between his lips. He realized he hadn’t brought a lighter and turned to walk back inside for one. Gabe was standing in the doorway, a concerned look on his face. He stepped out onto the balcony and handed Joker a lighter. Joker held his gaze for a moment before lighting his cigarette. 
 
    Gabe didn’t say anything as Joker smoked, he just sat down in one of the chairs and waited. For what, he didn’t know. When the nicotine began to work its magic, Joker pulled out a chair and dropped into it. 
 
    “Are you all right? You need anything?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker shook his head and sighed. “I just need a moment.” 
 
    Gabe nodded and pushed his chair back. As he was about to walk past Joker, he reached out to grab Gabe’s arm. Gabe’s eyes shot up to meet Joker’s gaze. 
 
    “I didn’t mean you needed to leave.” 
 
    Gabe blinked at him, red tinting his cheeks. He sat back down. Joker slid his fingers down to Gabe’s wrist, rubbing over the slight red mark there. He loved seeing the marks he’d put on Gabe, but Gabe would have to hide them. Not that he minded that. He did like to keep his private life private. Or his sex life, as it were. 
 
    When he was done smoking, he stubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray on the table. 
 
    “I get it now,” Gabe said, making Joker glance up. “You need to feel in control—complete control—before you can let go.” 
 
    Joker sat back, not saying anything. 
 
    “Is it because of the army?” 
 
    “No. The army just made it worse,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe nodded thoughtfully before asking, “Foster care?” 
 
    Joker gave him a curt nod. This was the last fucking thing he wanted to talk about. Especially with Gabe. He didn’t want any pity. Didn’t want Gabe to think of him like that. To look at him as if he was broken like so many others had. 
 
    Gabe reached across the small table to put a hand over Joker’s. 
 
    “I want you to know that I’ll never judge you. You can trust me, and you don’t have to pretend with me. Nothing you do or have done will ever make me think less of you,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker stared at Gabe. What had he ever done to deserve someone like Gabe in his life? The answer was nothing. But he was going to be more selfish than he ever had before where Gabe was concerned because he didn’t want to let him go. He was going to enjoy Gabe for as long as he could keep him. 
 
    He stood and held out a hand to Gabe who took it without a second thought. He pulled Gabe to his feet and cupped his face in his hands. He placed a sweet kiss to Gabe’s lips, then led him back inside. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE SAT down in the chair in front of King’s desk, a shiver of trepidation rushing through his body. When King had told him to come see him, he hadn’t thought anything about it until King had mentioned that it was about Gabe. The whole ride to the clubhouse he’d run through endless amounts of scenarios in his head. Did King know about them? Did he suspect something? Maybe someone had seen them together and told King. 
 
    “Joker,” King said with an easy smile. “Thanks for coming in.” 
 
    “Sure. What’s this about?” 
 
    “I wanted to ask you about Gabe. He’s been doing good since Washington, right?” 
 
    Joker nodded and said, “He’s worked hard.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought.” 
 
    Joker tensed, unsure what King meant. 
 
    “He’s begun to prove himself. I’m very happy to see that,” King said. 
 
    Joker cocked his head to the side. “You want to know if I think he’s ready.” 
 
    It wasn’t a question, he knew that was what King wanted. King had always valued his opinion and with Joker being King’s VP, he often leaned on Joker and ran his decisions by him. 
 
    “I do,” King said. 
 
    Joker leaned back in his seat. What the hell was he supposed to say? He couldn’t exactly claim to be partial where Gabe was concerned. Did he want Gabe to become a full-patched member? Hell, yeah. Did he think he was ready? He had no idea. He wasn’t seeing Gabe as a prospect or even as King’s son anymore. He saw him as the sexy man sharing his bed each night. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Joker said and hesitated. “It’s… I don’t know. Difficult?” 
 
    “Yeah, tell me about it,” King said with a huff of laughter. He shook his head, a smile playing on his lips. “I never really thought I’d be in this position when I founded the club, but here we are. It’s not that I don’t try to treat him like everyone else, but he’s my son. He’ll never be just another prospect to me.” 
 
    Joker bit his tongue before he could agree with King.  
 
    King put his elbows on the desk, leaning forward. “What do you suppose we do?” 
 
    “Ask Stiletto to vet him,” Joker said. 
 
    Stiletto was a safe bet. If he wasn’t ready, she wouldn’t try to sugarcoat it. 
 
    King nodded. “That sounds like a good idea.” King put his elbows on the desk and leaned forward. “Now, to the real talk.” 
 
    Joker held his breath as he waited for King to speak. 
 
    “How is Gabe? Really? We don’t see him much now that he’s moved out,” King said. 
 
    “He seems fine to me,” Joker said. 
 
    “Polly’s worried he doesn’t know what he wants to do and will decide on something on a whim.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’ll just choose whatever seems easiest. Whatever he sets his sights on doing, I’m sure he’ll succeed at and even if he gets knocked down, he’ll just pull himself right up again. He’s a Wolff after all,” Joker said with a smile on his lips. 
 
    King let out what sounded like a sigh of relief, a smile widening on his face. 
 
    “Thanks, Joker. It’s good to know I can always count on you.” 
 
    Joker gave King a sharp nod and stood. As he walked out of King’s office, he felt like shit for keeping his relationship with Gabe from King. He was under no illusion of how King would react if he found out, but not being straight with his president didn’t sit right with him. But he knew if he wanted to keep Gabe, it needed to remain a secret. At least until Gabe was patched in. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He knocked on the door and took a step back. It wasn’t long before it was pulled open by a disheveled and sleepy-looking Nash. When he saw Gabe, a bright smile found Nash’s lips. 
 
    “Gabe,” Nash exclaimed. He waved Gabe inside where he took off his boots before following Nash into the living room. Nash and Saint’s new place was pretty sweet. There were big windows along one wall in the open kitchen, living, and dining room. The kitchen had an island with room for three barstools. There were two bedrooms and a large bathroom on the second floor. Most of the furniture was Nash’s because Zayne had left his in the apartment. The place was much bigger than Nash’s old one, so they’d had to buy a lot of new furniture which they’d, of course, roped him and Joker into helping with. Joker had been a grump until they’d put up their new sixty-five inch TV and watched a game. 
 
    “What brings you by?” Nash asked as he sat down on the couch. 
 
    Gabe took a seat in an armchair and said, “I heard you were off today, so I figured I’d just invite myself over.” 
 
    Nash let out a laugh, shaking his head at Gabe. 
 
    “Well, I did tell you that you were always welcome,” Nash said, amusement in his eyes. His smile dimmed as he got serious. “You’re not just here to annoy me on my day off, are you?” 
 
    “No,” Gabe said on a sigh. 
 
    “Joker,” Nash guessed. 
 
    Gabe snorted. “What else could it be?” 
 
    Nash arched a brow at Gabe. 
 
    “He had a nightmare last night,” Gabe said. “I don’t want to break his confidence, but I… I’m just not sure what the hell I’m doing.” 
 
    Nash nodded slowly. “You think it’s PTSD.” 
 
    “That, too. I mean, no one returns from war unscathed, no matter what they claim.” 
 
    “True that,” Nash said. 
 
    “He finally opened up a bit. Let me see more of who he really is.” 
 
    “That’s a good thing, right?” Nash arched a brow at Gabe who nodded in response. 
 
    “It is. But it only confuses me more.” 
 
    Nash leaned forward, putting his elbows on his knees. “Because he still claims it’s just sex between you when it’s pretty damned obvious it’s a hell of a lot more than that.” 
 
    Gabe huffed, crossing his arms. “You really think so?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. The way he looks at you? I mean, of course, there’s lust involved, but that’s definitely not all there is. I’m sorry to say it but if you were just a lay, he wouldn’t give a shit about you. But he does. He’s protective of you.” 
 
    “He’s always been like that.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Nash said. “But I’d wager the kind of protectiveness he feels over you has changed since you started screwing around. Either that, or he’s been into you since you were a teenager.” 
 
    Gabe couldn’t help his eye-roll. Joker hadn’t been interested in him when he was a rangy teenager. No way. Hell, he’d called Gabe a kid for far longer than necessary. 
 
    “If it makes you this confused, maybe you should just ask him,” Nash said. 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “He’ll just think I’m getting clingy and then he’ll end it.” 
 
    “Then confront him. Ask him why he’s kissing you for no reason. Ask him why he’s acting like you’re in a relationship and then says you aren’t.” 
 
    “Easier said than done,” Gabe mumbled. 
 
    “Well, it’s obvious you need to do something. Otherwise, you’re definitely gonna get hurt.” 
 
    Gabe didn’t know what to say. Didn’t know what to do. Talking to Nash certainly helped him see he wasn’t crazy and just imagining things. 
 
    “All right. Enough of that.” Nash cocked his head to the side and narrowed his eyes at Gabe. “What are you gonna do with work?” 
 
    He’d told Nash he was undecided on what to do. He didn’t know what he wanted and there was only enough work at the auto shop for a few days a week. He couldn’t really live off of that. 
 
    “I have absolutely no idea,” he admitted. 
 
    “What’s your dream job?” 
 
    Gabe thought about it for a second before shrugging. “I wanted to race when I was younger, but I don’t know about that anymore.” 
 
    “But you’ve got a bachelor in motorcycle mechanics, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Isn’t there something you can build onto that education? A course or something?” 
 
    “Probably. I just don’t know what I want to do with it,” Gabe said. 
 
    “But you knew when you first started at college. What happened to that?” 
 
    Gabe shrugged and said, “Reality kicked in.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. Don’t sell yourself short. Whatever you want to do, I know you’ll succeed at.” 
 
    Gabe huffed. “I appreciate the confidence you have in me, but I’m not so sure.” 
 
    Silence fell over the room for a few long minutes. Gabe was watching the hands he was wringing in his lap as he thought about everything Nash had said. Confronting Joker scared the shit out of him. If he did that, he was certain to lose Joker.  He couldn’t risk it. As if that wasn’t enough to deal with, he also needed to find a way to pay his share of the bills. All while trying and failing miserably to become a patched member of the Kings. 
 
    “Is this about the club?” 
 
    Gabe jerked his head up to meet Nash’s questioning gaze. 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    Nash shrugged and said, “I just put two and two together. You know, being a member of the club shouldn’t stop you from pursuing your dreams.” 
 
    “That’s the thing, though.” Gabe sighed, turning his gaze down. “Being in the club is kinda my dream. I just don’t know if that’ll ever happen. Yeah, I’ve been included more the past two weeks but how long will that last?” 
 
    “If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s that if there’s something you want, you’ve gotta grab it while you can and give it your all,” Nash said. 
 
    “Are we talking about the club or Joker?” Gabe asked with a cocked brow. 
 
    Nash shrugged, a smile widening on his face. “I guess it can apply to both.” 
 
    “Just promise me you won’t let a chance of being happy with Joker slip through your fingers because you’re uncertain of what the future holds. No one really knows, anyway.” 
 
    Gabe breathed in deeply and nodded. “I promise.” 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He took a sip of his drink and ran his gaze over the room. It was just a regular Friday night at the club. Some drinking, playing, and watching the game on TV. Only half of his brothers and sisters were there, but that was to be expected. Some were out on runs and others were home with their families. 
 
    Maya wasn’t there, though he knew she’d show up eventually thanks to Bones. King had instructed Bones on what information to give Maya. It was important that he didn’t just suddenly start pouring out club secrets to her, or she might sense something was off. It would be tough on the guy and right then, he didn’t look like he was enjoying himself. He was sitting on the couch, nursing a beer while Juno tried to get him in a better mood. 
 
    “I think we should make a rule about members not dating prospects,” King said. 
 
    Joker nearly choked on his drink. He cleared his throat and turned to King who, unfortunately, looked very serious. 
 
    “You sure that’s a good idea?” Joker asked tentatively. 
 
    King raised a puzzled brow at him. “You saying you think it isn’t? I mean, look at what’s happened. I don’t want a repeat.” 
 
    “Hopefully, this is a one-off.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not. I’d rather take my precautions. We still don’t know why Maya’s working with Ronin. The prospects are easier targets and when Ronin kidnapped Nash, he was counting on Saint betraying us.” 
 
    Joker didn’t say anything for a long while, mulling over King’s words. He raised his glass to his lips and took a sip of his beer. 
 
    “What do you want out of keeping Maya around?” Joker asked. 
 
    King glanced over his shoulder before resting an elbow on the bar, leaning closer to Joker. 
 
    “I’m gonna wait for a chance to use her against Ronin. But it’ll have to wait. Ares called. He’s found the stolen weapons and some other things.” 
 
    “You got a plan?” 
 
    King grinned. “Of course, I do.” 
 
    “You gonna tell me what it is?” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” King said with a nod. “I’m calling the other officers in at nine tomorrow morning.” 
 
    King gave Joker’s shoulder a clap before wandering off. Joker turned his attention back on Bones. There was a smile on his lips now, though it was small. Whatever Juno was doing or saying, it seemed to be working. 
 
    Joker pushed away from the bar, heading for one of the couches. He dropped down next to Stiletto who was leaned back, her boots on the coffee table. She grunted in acknowledgment of his presence but kept her eyes on the TV. Joker put his glass on the table, his gaze catching on the half-empty bottle of wine next to Stiletto’s feet. 
 
    “You should probably lay off of that,” Joker said, getting Stiletto’s attention. “King want us here at nine am tomorrow.” 
 
    Stiletto groaned loudly. “Fucking hell. Are you serious?” 
 
    “When am I not serious?” he asked with a deadpan expression. 
 
    “Right,” Stiletto drawled. “I forgot you’re usually an uptight asshole.” 
 
    Joker snorted. “How the hell did you forget that?” 
 
    A playful smile spread on Stiletto’s lips and Joker began to fear her answer. 
 
    “You’ve been less uptight lately. Almost like you’re enjoying life for once. Or maybe you’re just getting laid on the regular.” 
 
    He fought to keep his expression blank but from the twinkle in her eyes, she already knew more than she should. Not that that was really surprising. As if it wasn’t bad already, Gabe came walking up to them, a smile widening his lips as he sat down in the armchair next to Joker. 
 
    “Hey,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker grunted an answer, not wanting Stiletto to read anything into their interaction. Stiletto leaned forward, lifting her legs down onto the ground. 
 
    “Hey, kiddo.” 
 
    “Hey.” Gabe glanced around quickly before asking in a low voice, “How’s Bones doing?” 
 
    “He’s hanging in there,” Stiletto answered. 
 
    Joker huffed. “King wants to forbid members and prospects dating.” 
 
    Gabe’s mouth fell open as he stared at Joker. He opened his mouth, then shut it and shook his head, looking away from Joker. 
 
    “He’d better take that up with me,” Stiletto said. 
 
    Joker reached for his beer, taking a big sip. He’d barely put the glass back onto the table before Gabe grabbed it. Joker glared at him as he drank what was left. 
 
    “Since when do you share your beer?” Stiletto asked Joker with a cocked brow. 
 
    “Since I don’t want to go to the bar and get my own,” Gabe answered with a teasing smile. 
 
    Joker crossed his arms and sank down in the couch. They way Stiletto was eyeing them, he had a feeling she was close to figuring them out. 
 
    “Prospect,” Joker said, his gaze on Gabe. “Go get me a beer.” 
 
    Gabe batted his eyelashes at Joker and thrust his lip out in a pout. 
 
    “But I just sat down.” 
 
    Joker grunted. “Shouldn’t have drunk my beer, then.” 
 
    Gabe let out a loud sigh and pushed out of his chair. Joker heard him mumble a few curses under his breath as he walked around the couch to head to the bar. Joker kept his eyes on Gabe until Stiletto made a snort-like sound. He glanced at her, finding her watching him with a smug smile. 
 
    “He’s the reason you’re less grumpy. Isn’t he?” 
 
    Joker’s mouth fell open and he found himself unable to form words. 
 
    “I’m glad you finally let him in,” Stiletto said and stood. “I’ll see if I can make King change his mind about the prospect and members thing.” 
 
    She walked off, leaving him sitting there with his mouth still hanging open. He stared after her. From what she just said, it didn’t sound like she was going to tell anyone but if she figured it out, who else had? 
 
    “One Guinness for you and one for me,” Gabe said and put the glass down in front of Joker. 
 
    Gabe sat down next to him. He turned his gaze on Joker and frowned. “You okay?” 
 
    Joker cleared his throat and reached for his beer. 
 
    “Just peachy.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He was holding back on the drinking because Joker was. Joker needed to watch Maya, so he was staying somewhat sober. Gabe didn’t want to get drunk, at least not too drunk, because he wanted to drag Joker home and into bed later. 
 
    He stood from the couch, throwing a glance at Joker who was talking to Zayne before leaving. He went outside to smoke and found Auggie sitting on the tailgate of one of the pickup trucks, a bottle of alcohol next to him. Gabe lit a cigarette and walked to stand next to Auggie. 
 
    “What’cha doing?” 
 
    Auggie startled, jumping and letting out a high-pitched sound. He slapped a hand over his heart and made an outraged face at Gabe. 
 
    “Jesus. Are you trying to give me a heart attack?” 
 
    Gabe chuckled and pulled himself onto the tailgate. 
 
    “Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you.” 
 
    Auggie grumbled under his breath and took a swig of what turned out to be gin of all things. Auggie made a face, then drank some more. 
 
    “Something wrong?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Auggie sighed. “Remember the past I haven’t told anyone about?” 
 
    When Gabe nodded, Auggie said, “I was just reminded that there’s no running from it. No matter what, it’ll always come back to bite you.” 
 
    “Are you gonna be all right? Do you need protection or…?” 
 
    Auggie shook his head. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, the bottle of gin hanging from between his fingers. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I know when to ask for help. I’ve learned that lesson.” 
 
    Gabe laid a hand on Auggie’s shoulder and said, “I’m here if you need me.” 
 
    “Thanks, Gabe.” 
 
    Gabe nodded and let his hand fall down. They stayed silent from then on, Auggie drinking and Gabe smoking. When he was done smoking, he gave Auggie’s shoulder a squeeze before sliding off the tailgate and heading inside. 
 
    He walked through the door, the loud music hitting him like a wall. He shook his head and glanced around the room. When his eyes landed on Joker, his whole body tensed. One of the club bunnies was in Joker’s lap. Joker didn’t look the least bit annoyed by it. He wasn’t exactly smiling, but he rarely did anyway. He did, however, have his hands on the woman’s ass. Gabe fought against the urge to run over there, grab the bitch by her extensions, and pull her the fuck off his man. The problem with that was that Joker wasn’t his. Not really. 
 
    Joker was bisexual and Gabe had seen him with a woman a time or two before, but this time was much different. Joker was supposed to be his. Obviously, Nash had been wrong about Joker feeling more for him. 
 
    He tore his gaze away, his jaw clenched and his nails digging into his palms. 
 
    “Gabe.” Nash came walking towards him, a smile on his face. “How are…” 
 
    Nash trailed off as he glanced over Gabe’s shoulder. His eyes went wide, and his mouth did the fish thing before he returned his gaze to Gabe. 
 
    “What the hell? Did something happen?” 
 
    Gabe glanced down, shaking his head. “Not as far as I know.” 
 
    “Then what the hell is he doing?” 
 
    “Whatever he wants. Guess you were wrong about there being more between us,” Gabe said. He could hear the pain in his own voice. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Gabe,” Nash said. 
 
    Gabe shook his head, then glanced over his shoulder to see the woman still in Joker’s lap, laughing at something he’d probably said. He hated feeling like this. He hated the flare of jealousy rushing through him. He hadn’t expected something like this from Joker but maybe he should’ve been prepared for it. He’d been a damned idiot thinking Joker might feel more for him than he let on. 
 
    “Excuse me,” Gabe said and pushed past Nash, ignoring the man’s attempt to stop him. 
 
    He made his way up the stairs and walked to Grizz’s room. He knew the door would be unlocked so he opened it and stepped inside. He went to the nightstand and pulled open the drawer. He reached inside, running his fingers along the top of the drawer. He found what he was looking for and pulled it out. A weak smile graced his lips as he looked at the cigarette pack. For as long as he could remember, there’d been one hidden there. Grizz had grabbed it once after he’d gotten into a fight with his old lady many years ago while he was watching Gabe. He’d sworn Gabe to secrecy because he was supposed to have quit, and he didn’t want to get in more trouble with Nancy. Gabe hadn’t told a soul. Though he had stolen a few cigarettes in the past year. Last time, he’d put a new pack in for Grizz and opening it now, he found only three left. 
 
    He pulled one out along with the lighter inside. He lit the cigarette, taking a long drag as he opened the window and lifted himself up onto the windowsill. There were only two rooms in the clubhouse that had a wide enough windowsill to sit in. He’d used both since he was a kid. He turned, putting his back against the wall and lifted his feet up. 
 
    He smoked while he tried to figure out what the hell to do. With his life and with Joker. He’d seen Joker with a club bunny before but now that they were whatever the hell they were, it hurt a lot more. He knew he didn’t have any right to feel the way he did. He also knew he couldn’t be with Joker like this. He’d been a fool to think otherwise. He’d thought if he could have half of Joker, then he’d be alright with them not actually being together. But he wasn’t. Not in the least. 
 
    He leaned his head back, closing his eyes. His heart was trying to tell him not to give up on Joker and he could feel tears filling his eyes. He needed to talk to Joker, tell him how he felt, even if that drove Joker away. He couldn’t keep this up. Couldn’t pretend he wasn’t in love with Joker anymore. 
 
    He stayed in Grizz’s room for half an hour, ending up smoking two cigarettes before leaving. He walked down the stairs, heading for the front door. He only made it halfway before his gaze met Joker’s. He was standing next to Saint, a frown on his forehead as he started towards Gabe. Seeing Joker made the pain almost unbearable. He turned, walking towards the backdoor. 
 
    He walked out into the backyard and almost by the gate to the courtyard when a hand wrapped around his arm, pulling him to a halt. 
 
    “Hey,” Joker exclaimed. “What’s up with you?” 
 
    Gabe gritted his teeth and turned on his heels to push Joker away. Joker looked at him with surprise as he let go. 
 
    “What the hell do you think?” Gabe snapped. 
 
    “I don’t fucking know. That’s why I’m asking.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “Are you serious? You don’t have a clue?” 
 
    Joker’s brows snapped together, and he looked at Gabe with a confused expression. 
 
    “You had a bunny in your lap the whole night.” 
 
    “So? It’s not like I fucked her,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe froze, his heart skipping a painful beat. 
 
    “Have you? Fucked her? Or anyone else while we’ve been together?” 
 
    Joker scoffed. “Honestly? That’s none of your business. But no, I haven’t, even though we’re not together.” 
 
    Gabe nodded slowly. “Yeah, I kinda got that tonight.” 
 
    “Come on, Gabe. I thought you said you could handle it.” 
 
    “Guess I was wrong,” Gabe said and pushed open the gate. 
 
    “Gabe.” Joker reached for him, but Gabe shook him off. 
 
    “God damn it. Gabe.” 
 
    “What?” Gabe hissed and whirled around. 
 
    “What the fuck is with you?” 
 
    “What’s with me? What’s with you?” Gabe threw his hands up and made a frustrated sound. “You say it’s just sex but then you kiss me at other times. For no reason. You got jealous when Sean showed me some attention. What the hell did you think I was going to take from that? How many of your sexual partners do you share your past with?” 
 
    Joker looked like he might kill him. Joker stepped forward and through gritted teeth, he said, “Of all the things you could choose, you throw that in my face?” 
 
    “That’s not what I—” Gabe shook his head. “You know what? Forget it. It looks like I’ve got my answer.” 
 
    “Answer to what?” Joker hissed. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes were burning with unshed tears and his voice came out hoarse. “To whether I should stay here or go.” 
 
    Joker didn’t say a word to that, which only cemented Gabe’s choice. He let his eyes roam over Joker’s face for a moment, mapping his features, before he walked away. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE STARED at the empty room. The furniture was all still there, but the clothes and knickknacks were gone. So was everything that made the room Gabe’s. He was just… gone. He’d left the same night, gone straight home and packed up his stuff. He hadn’t left a note or anything. It was as if he’d never even been there to begin with. Joker had no idea what to do with this, with how it made him feel. Hell, he wasn’t even sure what he felt. 
 
    He’d gotten home late the night before and he’d just fallen into bed thinking Gabe was still pissed and sleeping in his own bed. When he’d woken up at around seven, he’d knocked on Gabe’s door but there’d been no answer, so he’d walked inside. He knew right away that Gabe was gone. He didn’t know where Gabe was. No one at the club did. He’d called and asked several people. He’d even called King who’d gone completely silent on him for the longest ten seconds of his life. When King had asked why Gabe had left, Joker told him he didn’t know. Lying to King was the least of his concerns. He hated doing it, but he needed to concentrate on finding Gabe. 
 
    Nash hadn’t been surprised to get a call from Joker. He even called Joker a thing or two before answering that he hadn’t seen Gabe and didn’t know where he was. Nash thought he was an idiot and that he’d been leading Gabe on, which he didn’t agree with. He’d been clear from the start, but he didn’t want to hurt Gabe. Hell, that was probably the last thing he wanted. 
 
    A sigh fell from his lips and he ran his gaze across Gabe’s room once more before walking to the front door. He had to get going if he was to make King’s meeting in time. He pulled his cut off the hook and froze, staring at Gabe’s cut hanging there. He hadn’t even thought to check if Gabe had taken it. He’d just assumed he had. He swallowed hard against the lump forming in his throat. 
 
    He cursed under his breath and walked out the door. He couldn’t even enjoy the ride because his brain kept replaying his and Gabe’s last conversation. At the time, he hadn’t known what Gabe meant. Hadn’t known he would just up and leave. When he reached the clubhouse, he stopped in front of the gate. It swung open and for a second, he hesitated, not wanting to face King knowing he was the reason Gabe was gone. 
 
    He clenched his jaw and drove inside. He parked his bike next to Zayne’s and got off. He made his way to King’s office knowing he wouldn’t be holding the meeting in the clubhouse because, after last night, there was bound to be people sleeping in all kinds of crazy places in there. 
 
    He was almost at King’s door when Auggie walked out of his own office. Auggie’s blue eyes narrowed at Joker and he crossed his arms. King must’ve told him about Gabe. 
 
    “You did something to drive him away, didn’t you?” 
 
    Joker threw a glance at King’s closed door before he stepped closer to Auggie. 
 
    “What do you know?” 
 
    Auggie gave him a condescending look-over and huffed. “What’s it to you?” 
 
    “Auggie,” Joker growled. 
 
    “King had me track Gabe’s phone,” Auggie blurted. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I’m not telling you more than that.” 
 
    “Are you fucking serious right now?” Joker took a step closer, his hands balled into fists. “Fuck. Auggie. He left his cut.” 
 
    Auggie’s eyes went wide and then he blinked at Joker a few times. 
 
    “Well, that was unexpected,” Auggie said in a soft voice. 
 
    Joker took a deep breath to calm himself down. 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    Auggie shook his head and said, “King ordered me not to tell anyone.” 
 
    “Why the hell would he do that?” 
 
    It made no sense. Why would King keep that from him? He was his second in command. He should know where the damned prospects were. Especially the one he was sponsoring. 
 
    “Because Gabe is somewhere he’s not supposed to be.” 
 
    A hundred scenarios of where that might be ran through Joker’s head and he opened his mouth but before he could say anything, Auggie cut him off. 
 
    “He’s safe. That’s all I can tell you.” 
 
    Joker shook his head almost without realizing he was doing it. He found he absolutely hated not knowing where Gabe was, who he was with, and if he was in danger. He knew if Auggie thought Gabe was safe then he probably was, but as long as he was a King, he’d never be truly safe. 
 
    Joker didn’t say another word to Auggie, he just turned on his heels and walked to King’s door, pushing it open without bothering to knock. Zayne, Stiletto, and King were already there so they were only missing Rooster. 
 
    King looked up and when Auggie walked in, closing the door behind him, King said, “Rooster isn’t coming. He and Len are at a hospital appointment with Jonah.” 
 
    “All right, then,” Joker said. “What’s your damned plan?” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He turned over with a groan, pulling the blanket between his legs. The bed dipped next to him. He rubbed his eyes before slowly opening them. 
 
    “Fuck,” he grumbled, his voice hoarse. “You snore.” 
 
    “I don’t snore, you ass.” 
 
    Gabe chuckled, earning himself a slap to his arm. Emery was sitting up in bed, glaring down at him, though there was a teasing gleam in her eyes. 
 
    He pushed into a seated position and rubbed his arm. He was sure he had several bruises all over his body. Em was a fucking monster when she slept. She kicked and tried to take over both the bed and blankets. 
 
    “Why the hell did we decide to sleep in the same bed?” 
 
    Emery snorted and said, “Because you needed someone to hold you while you cried yourself to sleep.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he said with laughter in his voice. 
 
    She winked at him and moved to get out of bed. When he’d gotten home from the club the night before, he hadn’t felt like he could stay there any longer, so he’d packed up his things and gotten on his bike. He hadn’t known where he was going at first, only that he needed to get away. Once he’d hit the freeway, he’d realized that what he needed was his best friend. Normally, he wouldn’t have gone because of Em’s work, but he’d left his cut behind, not feeling like he deserved it. Once he’d gotten to Em’s place, it’d been late and they’d stayed up for hours just talking and yeah, there might’ve been a few tears involved. When they decided to go to bed, neither wanted to bother with making the bed in Em’s guest bedroom, so he’d just crawled into bed with her. 
 
    “Do you have work today?” he asked as he followed Emery into the kitchen. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder, a brow raised. “If I had, I’d be three hours late already.” 
 
    He blinked at her, then turned his gaze on the wall clock hanging in the kitchen. He cringed. It was almost eleven am. 
 
    Emery lifted herself up onto the kitchen counter and started the coffee machine before grabbing two mugs from the cabinet next to her. Gabe leaned back against the counter opposite Emery. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He’d told Emery everything last night. He hadn’t given her specifics about Sean. Not that she’d want them anyway. Plausible deniability and all. 
 
    Emery wasn’t just his friend, she’d known Joker for a hell of a lot longer than he had. She knew things about Joker no one else except maybe her brother knew. Gabe needed that understanding of Joker that she had because he didn’t know what the hell to do with the man. 
 
    When the coffee was done and they’d both poured a bowl of cereal, they moved into the living room. He sat down next to Emery on the couch and took a sip of his coffee. Emery lifted her legs up under her and turned so she faced Gabe. 
 
    “Did you get any sleep at all?” she asked. 
 
    Gabe nodded. “A bit. Sorry for showing up outta nowhere.” 
 
    Emery smiled and said, “Don’t worry about it. You’re always welcome. I just wish we could see each other more.” 
 
    “Me, too. I really miss you, Em.” 
 
    A sad expression fell over Emery’s face and he reached out to grab her hand. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Emery nodded and sniffed, squeezing her eyes shut as if trying to hold back tears. 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I was just reminded of how much I’m missing out on,” she said. 
 
    “Hey.” Gabe scooted closer to wrap his arms around her. Emery rested her head against his shoulder. “I’ll always be here. All you’ve gotta do is call. Or show up.” 
 
    Emery snorted. “I know. I just… I left so much behind. So many people.” 
 
    “The mystery boyfriend?” 
 
    Emery pulled back and shoved at Gabe’s chest, shushing him. 
 
    “No talking about my mystery man. You promised.” 
 
    He had promised not to bring up the subject just before she moved. The fact that she hadn’t told anyone who he was, not even Gabe, and that she’d left him behind when she moved indicated he was a patched member of the Kings or maybe even some other club. 
 
    Gabe placed a kiss to Emery’s cheek and said, “I love you and if you ever decide to move back home, all you’ve gotta do is call and I’ll be here two hours later with a van.” 
 
    Emery gave him a sweet smile and squeezed his hand. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    They went back to eating and when they were done, Emery took their bowls to the kitchen while Gabe went to grab his bag and carry it to Emery’s guest bedroom. He emptied it on the pull-out bed. Two duffle bags was all he’d needed for his clothes and belongings. He’d dropped one bag off at his parents’ house in the garage where he knew they wouldn’t find it for some time. He spread out his things on the bed. He’d brought enough clothes for a few days because he hadn’t known how long he’d be gone. 
 
    His eyes landed on a pair of riding gloves. He swallowed hard and let out a shaky breath before reaching for them. It was the pair he’d stolen from Joker years ago. He hadn’t even realized he’d packed them. 
 
    He sat down on the bed, squeezing the gloves tight in his hands. The memory of him telling Joker about it flashed through his head, quickly followed by what Joker had told him after. How could a man who’d beaten up someone for treating Gabe badly turn around and do the same? 
 
    He heard a faint buzzing and searched the room until he found his jeans from the day before. He pulled his phone out of the back pocket. His father’s name flashed across the screen and with a sigh, he picked up. 
 
    “Hi, Pops.” 
 
     “Gabe,” King said on a relieved sigh. “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m fine. I’m sorry I worried you. That wasn’t my intention.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you’re alright. But next time, answer your damned phone. And why the hell are you with Emery?” 
 
    Gabe dropped his head back with a frustrated sound. Of course, his father had told Auggie to track his phone. He should’ve expected as much. 
 
    “I said I was sorry.” 
 
    “I heard you. What I didn’t hear is an explanation of why you’re with Emery.” 
 
    Gabe sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “I just needed my best friend.” 
 
    “You’ve got plenty of friends at home. Emery doesn’t need any of us showing up at her front door.” 
 
    King sounded as much angry as concerned. It only served to piss off Gabe. 
 
    “Do I, though?” Gabe retorted. “Yeah, I’ve got a few college friends, but they don’t want to get near the club and at the club, I don’t have anyone. Not really. There, I’m just the president’s ungrateful brat. Maya was a friend, but she turned out to be a fucking traitor. Who the hell am I supposed to talk to?” 
 
    King had gotten quiet on the other end of the line. Gabe squeezed the gloves still in his hand and sat down on the bed. 
 
    “I didn’t know you felt that way,” King mumbled. 
 
    “For years I’ve wanted to be a part of the club and when I could finally prospect, I was thrilled. I thought this was it, it was finally real. But it wasn’t. I’m still just your son. I’m not a real prospect and you’ll never consider me ready to wear the club colors. I know I’ve been acting like a spoiled kid. But I don’t think you know how frustrating and hard it is to live in your shadow.” 
 
    “Gabe, I—” 
 
    He cut King off, saying, “I don’t want to be you. I don’t want to be the next president. I just want to be a part of the club. A real part of the brotherhood. But you won't let me. You and Joker.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry, Pops, but I need to figure out what I want to do. If you need me back home, I’ll come.” 
 
    He said goodbye and hung up. He sat on the bed, his phone in one hand and the gloves in the other. He was there long enough to have Emery come to check on him. She stopped in the doorway, leaning her shoulder against the doorframe. 
 
    “Wanna talk about it?” 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “One problem at a time.” 
 
    Emery walked into the room and moved some of Gabe’s things on the bed to sit down next to him. Of course, Emery noticed the gloves. She gently tugged them out of Gabe’s hand. She looked them over for a while. 
 
    “These are his, aren’t they?” 
 
    Gabe squeezed his eyes shut and nodded. 
 
    “Sweetie…” 
 
    Gabe sighed loudly and put his phone next to him on the bed. He pushed to his feet and began to pace the small room. He ran his fingers through his hair, frustration burning through his body. 
 
    “I don’t know what the fuck to do, Em.” 
 
    “Have you told him how you feel?” 
 
    He stopped long enough to glare at her before going back to pacing. He’d almost said the words a time or two, but he’d known it wouldn’t have ended well. Joker wasn’t ready for it. 
 
    “I don’t think he’s ready to be loved,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Unfortunately, I think you might be right.” Emery reached for Gabe, grabbing his hand. “Did he ever tell you about when he and Zayne became friends?” 
 
    Emery tugged on his hand, making him sit back down. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know, yet he felt like he needed to hear it. 
 
    A sappy smile spread on Emery’s lips. “They were in high school. Sophomore year. Joker kept to himself and he looked as frightening back then as he does now so you can imagine the rumors surrounding him. It didn’t help that he was in foster care, either. Zayne had it rough that year and I think he recognized the same pain in Joker. He tried for weeks to make friends with Joker, but he just ignored all his attempts. Joker didn’t want anything to do with anyone.” 
 
    “How did they become best friends, then?” 
 
    A chuckle escaped Emery and she was grinning as she said, “He literally had to beat the shit out of him before he started to respect Zayne.” 
 
    Gabe stared at her, his mouth hanging open. 
 
    “Yeah, I know. How do you go from wanting to be friends with someone to beating them up and then becoming their best friend? Joker’s relationship with love and affection is fucked up. He doesn’t think he deserves it because that’s what he was taught in foster care. He had some shitty foster parents. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard it before about him, but he doesn’t respect people who can’t kick his ass. It’s not entirely true, but it’s not wrong either.” 
 
    Gabe couldn’t help asking, “You’ve kicked his ass?” 
 
    “Hell, no,” Emery said, shaking her head. “I was just a persistent ass who wouldn’t take no for an answer. If you’re a pushover, then he doesn’t respect you. I’m sorry to say this, but Joker needs it hard.” 
 
    Gabe snorted, shaking his head as he chuckled. Emery rolled her eyes and shoved Gabe. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant. Also, I don’t want to know anything about that.” 
 
    Gabe’s lips twitched and he glanced down for a moment. He could easily imagine what Joker had been like in high school. Pigheaded, stubborn, and reckless. He could see why he and Zayne had become such great friends. Zayne was the calm to Joker’s storm.  
 
    “What happened next?” 
 
    “After Zayne kicked Joker’s ass, Joker didn’t turn away from him when he approached him. From then on, Joker was stuck with Zayne, and I guess he just grew on Joker. They quickly became inseparable. You should’ve seen them. Those two idiots getting in trouble and riding around town on their shitty bikes.” 
 
    Gabe was smiling as he said, “Let me guess. You were right there with them.” 
 
    “Hell yeah, I was.” 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    Zayne grunted next to him, making Joker throw a glance his way. 
 
    “You’re unfocused,” Zayne said with a pointed glare. 
 
    Joker huffed. “Like hell I am.” 
 
    “I mean, it makes sense.” Zayne shrugged. “Seeing as you’ve chased Gabe away to god knows where.” 
 
    Joker felt his hands clench into fists before he could stop himself. He wanted to deck his best friend even if the bastard was telling the truth. He didn’t know what the hell to do with himself. If he should scare Auggie into giving him Gabe’s location and go after him, or if he should just let him go. Obviously, one of those choices was easier than the other. 
 
    “He’s somewhere safe,” Joker said. 
 
    “Really? That’s all you’ve got? He’s somewhere safe?” 
 
    Joker glared at Zayne but that didn’t stop the man from talking. 
 
    “Why the hell did you start a relationship with him if you were just gonna screw around?” 
 
    “I would never do that,” Joker said with a groan. 
 
    Zayne arched a brow at him and asked, “Were you not the one with a club bunny in his lap last night?” 
 
    “That was nothing.” 
 
    “You were grabbing her ass.” 
 
    “I was trying to get her off of me without hurting her. Or me. That woman had crazy strong thigh muscles.” 
 
    Zayne watched him for a long moment before he said, “You didn’t by any chance tell Gabe that, did you?” 
 
    Joker grumbled under his breath and crossed his arms. 
 
    “No. He completely overreacted, and, as I told him, we’re not in a relationship, so it’s not actually any of his business what I do,” Joker said. 
 
    “Did you seriously think he wouldn’t react badly to seeing some woman in your lap?” Zayne asked with an incredulous look on his face. 
 
    “Why would he?” 
 
    “Because he’s in love with you,” Zayne said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. 
 
    Joker tensed. What the hell was he supposed to do with that? He didn’t want to know that. Didn’t want to believe it, even though, if he was honest with himself, he’d known it for quite a while now. 
 
    Joker couldn’t meet Zayne’s eyes and he kept his mouth shut, turning his gaze back on the red brick house they were supposed to be watching. He did need to concentrate. There was no room for mistakes. Ares had gotten them the location of the weapons the Henchmen had stolen from the military. He’d warned them about the surveillance and security there, but they weren’t planning on the Henchmen finding out they’d been robbed by the Kings. Ares knew, of course, but he would try to steer Ronin away from suspecting them. They didn’t want an all-out war if they could avoid it. 
 
    Hawk and Reaper were with them, Hawk was doing a last round of recon while Reaper was setting up his sniper’s nest. Reaper was a former SEAL sniper with over eighty confirmed kills. He wasn’t a man you wanted to get on the bad side of. 
 
    Joker and Zayne stayed quiet until Hawk showed up. 
 
    “Two of the four have gone for what I assume is lunch,” Hawk said. “The time is now.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Joker said. 
 
    “I’ll let Reaper know,” Zayne said and pulled out his phone. 
 
    While Zayne talked to Reaper, Joker and Hawk pulled on the black ballistic vests and ski masks Hawk had procured for them. They were dressed in black, head to toe. They wouldn’t be riding their bikes or wear anything with the club’s colors on it. No part of them would be recognizable. 
 
    Once Zayne was ready and wearing his own mask, they made their way to the house. They’d gone over the plan several times and Auggie had gotten them the floorplan, making it much easier for them to prepare. There were one hostile outside and one inside. Reaper was ready to take out anyone who posed a threat to them, but Joker hoped they wouldn’t have to kill anyone. They couldn’t know if any of the men there was with Ares. 
 
    Viper was standing by less than half a mile from them with a van they could transport the weapons in. They didn’t have much time. They had no idea when the other two would get back and they had to do it now because the only reason Ares knew where the weapons were was because Ronin was planning on moving them as soon as it got dark. It was beginning to become clear that Ronin wasn’t trusting Ares anymore. Having Ares stay on the inside was getting more dangerous by the day. The fact that he was also recruiting people from the club only made it worse. Joker had told King how he felt about the whole situation and his advise to King was to pull out Ares and keep Maya in play. 
 
    Before they reached the front yard, Hawk split from them, taking the other way around the house. Joker pulled out his gun, Zayne following suit. The guard was sitting on a chair on the front porch, half asleep. They were twenty feet from him before he noticed them. He jumped up, pulling his gun and aiming it right at Joker’s head. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he yelled. 
 
    Joker cocked his head to the side with a snort. He had two guns on him and yet he somehow thought he was the one in control? What an idiot. 
 
    “Put your gun down,” Joker said in a calm, low voice. 
 
    The guy took a step back, his gaze moving between Joker and Zayne. The dumbass never saw Hawk coming. It only took a few seconds before he was on the ground, unconscious. Hawk signaled for Joker and Zayne to continue and pulled out zip ties to secure the man. Joker led the way to the door and with a glance at Zayne, he opened it for him to walk in first. He followed closely after Zayne, scanning every room they passed. They reached the biggest of the rooms where they’d suspected the crates would be. They were there and so was the last guard. 
 
    A younger man, probably in his early to mid-twenties was sitting on one of the crates, one leg under him and the other hanging over the edge. He didn’t see them walk into the room, his attention on his phone. He let out a sigh and without taking his eyes off of his phone, he turned and slid down the crate. He glanced up, doing a double take as his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Hands up,” Zayne barked. 
 
    “Whoa. Easy.” The man threw his hands up, nearly dropping his phone, and took a step back. “Take whatever you want.” 
 
    Zayne went to check the rest of the room to ensure that they had the only person who was there while Joker stayed with his gun aimed at the young man. 
 
    “Put the phone on the ground. Slowly.” 
 
    The kid did as he was told and when he straightened, his eyes met Joker’s. “You’re with Ares, right?” 
 
    Joker froze. He couldn’t answer that. He had no way of knowing if he was with Ares or not, and if he wasn’t, he would tell Ronin, putting Ares’ life in danger. 
 
    “It’s all right. There aren’t any cameras in here and I’m the one who told Ares. I know he wants to go against Ronin. All the two of them do is fight because Ronin is a paranoid bastard who doesn’t like to share information. Though it is newer that he doesn’t want to share anything with Ares.” 
 
    Listening to the guy’s ramble was costing them precious time. They needed to get a move on. There weren’t as many crates as they’d thought there’d be, but that wasn’t really a good thing. It meant Ronin had already sold off a good portion. 
 
    “We’ll be taking these now,” Joker said. He took one hand off his gun to pull the zip ties he had in his pants pocket out. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m turning.” 
 
    Once he had his back to Joker, he put his gun away and walked the few steps towards him. He grabbed one of his hands and slid the tie on. 
 
     “You’re not just going to sell them, are you?” 
 
    Joker bit his tongue to keep from answering. 
 
    “I hope not. They’re weapons of mass destruction. Ronin and whoever he’s selling to are the last people I want to see them in the hands of.” 
 
    Joker tightened the zip ties and turned the man around. The big brown eyes meeting his gaze made him think of Gabe. He really didn’t need that right then. 
 
    “I’m gonna put you in the chair over there,” Joker said and motioned towards a chair in the closest corner. “Don’t move or say a word.” 
 
    The kid nodded and said, “Okay. Uh, before you go, would you mind hitting me? Just so Ronin doesn’t get suspicious.” 
 
    Joker ran his gaze over him. He was wearing a tank top, allowing Joker to see his arms and shoulders and it looked like he had enough bruises as it was. He had a kind of innocence to him that reminded him of Gabe. It was something they shared. At that moment, he was fucking elated Gabe was with them and not the Henchmen. He didn’t know what he’d do if he saw a bruise on Gabe—one that wasn’t put there with Gabe’s consent—and it frankly scared the shit out of him. He looked over the man in front of him again, a lump forming in his throat. Gabe might not be with the Henchmen, but right then, he wasn’t a King either. He wasn’t Joker’s. He was gonna have to do something about that and soon. 
 
    Joker knew he would never be able to hurt the kid simply because he reminded him of Gabe so instead, he said, “If we have time, I’ll ask one of the others to knock you out.” 
 
    He walked the man to the chair, and he sat down without needing to be told to. Joker left him there, certain he wouldn’t cause any trouble. Hawk and Zayne were already busy carrying the crates out to the van. Viper came walking into the room and he threw a glance the kid’s way, but Joker knew Viper trusted his judgment and he wasn’t surprised when Viper simply walked to the nearest crate and with Joker’s help, they carried it outside. 
 
    There still wasn’t a sign of the two other men when they’d loaded the last crate. Joker closed the door and gave Viper a nod to let him know he could take off. Then he turned to Hawk and said, “Go knock the kid out.” 
 
    Hawk didn’t question the order, he just turned on his heels and made his way back into the house. Zayne, on the other hand, looked curious. Even with a mask on, Joker could easily read his best friend. 
 
    “I’ll tell you later,” Joker said and started back towards where they’d parked the cage, they’d driven there in. “I’ve got somewhere I need to be.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HE STARED at his phone. No calls. No messages. No contact from Joker. Hell, Joker might’ve not even realized he’d left last night. After all, he hadn’t even been gone twenty-four hours. He hadn’t left to get a reaction from Joker, though he had hoped for one. Was that too much to ask for? Joker had to know he’d hurt him. Even if he didn’t consider them to be in a relationship. 
 
    He’d been trying to rationalize why Joker had let that woman so close. It wasn’t like him. He didn’t like PDA’s and someone gyrating in your lap certainly counted as one. Maybe Joker had been trying to throw someone off their scent. But if that was the case, he would’ve just said so, wouldn’t he? 
 
    Gabe let out a groan and dropped his head back on his shoulders. He was making himself crazy with all the what if’s. With making excuses for Joker. He knew he needed to stop. If Joker wanted to be with him, he’d apologize and explain himself. Hell, even if he just wanted to remain friends, he should at least reach out to Gabe. But he hadn’t and probably wouldn’t. 
 
    He startled when his phone rang in his hand. He groaned when he saw who was calling but picked up anyway. 
 
    “Hi, Pops.” 
 
    “Hey, Kiddo. I hate to ask you this, but you’re already there,” King said. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “There’s a factory Washington. Ares just sent us the address, but he doesn’t know what Ronin’s keeping there. We need to find out. I need your help.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head, unsure if he’d heard right. “You want me to do it?” 
 
    “You can say no. You can always say no, Gabe.” 
 
    He was already shaking his head, though his father obviously couldn’t see it. 
 
    “No. I’ll do it. Send me the address.” 
 
    “All right. Thank you. Be careful.” 
 
    “I will,” Gabe said and hung up. 
 
    He put his phone in his back pocket and looked up to find Emery standing in the doorway, an excited look on her face. 
 
    “Did we just a secret mission?” 
 
    Gabe blinked at her. “You’re not coming with.” 
 
    Emery crossed her arms and gave him her best you-can’t-tell-me-what-to-do glare. 
 
    “Like hell, I’m not. You need me. I know the city and I work in security.” 
 
    “Cybersecurity,” Gabe drawled. 
 
    She shrugged. “It’s still security.” 
 
    “If we get caught…” Gabe trailed off. 
 
    “Let’s make sure we don’t. Besides, I doubt anyone there is going to call the cops on us.” 
 
    She had a point. He also knew she was good to have as backup. He sighed and gave her a nod. Emery gave a little squeal. 
 
    “Let’s load up, then,” she said and turned on her heels. 
 
    Gabe frowned as he followed her into the living room. Emery walked to the wooden chest by the couch and opened the lid. When he stepped up next to her, he looked down into it. 
 
    “Is that a gun safe?” 
 
    “Yep.” Emery pulled a handgun out and looked up at Gabe. “I take it you know how to use this?” 
 
    He took the gun and stared at her. 
 
    “Why do you have guns in your apartment?” 
 
    Emery pulled another gun out of the safe before shutting it. She stood and arched a brow at Gabe. 
 
    “As I said; I work in security. I’m an obvious target. I’m also the sister of an outlaw biker. Shit could go down. But, for your information, I own these legally.” 
 
    “Let’s hope we don’t have to use them, then.” He pulled a face. “How are we even supposed to get there? Don’t say take a cab ‘cause in that case, I am gonna go alone.” 
 
    Emery didn’t have a vehicle and he didn’t have a pillion seat on his bike. 
 
    Emery tsked at him and said, “Don’t be silly. We’ll just borrow my neighbor's car.” 
 
    “Borrow or steal?” 
 
    “Hey, I’ve left those days behind me.” 
 
    Gabe snorted in disbelief. Emery’s mouth dropped open on an outraged gasp. 
 
    “You don’t believe me? You ass.” 
 
    A chuckle escaped Gabe and he shook his head at Emery. She’d been on the straight and narrow for years, though he knew she’d been a bit of a troublemaker when she was a teenager. They’d done a few illegal things together back when she lived in Baltimore. He kinda missed those days. 
 
    Emery gave him a light push all the while laughing with him. When they’d first met, despite her being four years older than him, they’d gone on like a house on fire. They’d gotten into trouble a lot and mostly it was Emery’s fault. She was the one who’d come up with all the crazy ideas. He’d just happily followed along. 
 
    “I’ll go get the car keys. There are holsters in the bottom of the guest room closet if you want one,” Emery said. 
 
    Gabe went to grab a holster, finding three different ones. He carried them all to the dining room where he laid them on the table. There was a small one that looked like it went around the thigh and it was more likely for a knife than a gun. There was one shoulder holster and one hip holster. He shrugged into the shoulder holster, figuring Emery would probably want the other one. He adjusted it to fit him and then he holstered the gun. 
 
    He heard the front door open and close and then Emery walked into the room. He handed her the hip holster, saying, “I thought you might prefer that one.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said and gave him a smile. 
 
    They got ready and Gabe watched Emery with raised brows as she packed enough ammunition to take out a small country. She pushed the bag she’d packed it in into Gabe’s arms. He carried it down to the car which turned out to be an old beat up, once white, Toyota Corolla. At least no one would really notice them in that. 
 
    He opened the trunk and put the bag in, then walked around to the passenger side. He got in and buckled his seatbelt, surprised the car wasn’t too old to have them. Emery drove out of the parking lot. 
 
    “Do you have a carry and conceal permit?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Emery glanced at him for a second before returning her gaze to the road. “No. But I’ve got boobs.” 
 
    Gabe snorted, shaking his head as he chuckled. 
 
    “I don’t think that actually works nowadays.” 
 
    “If mine doesn’t work, surely, yours will,” Emery said. 
 
    “My boobs?” Gabe asked with a cocked brow. 
 
    “Your charm, darlin’.” 
 
    “Yeah, I wouldn’t count on that.” 
 
    Emery pulled up at a red light and turned to look at Gabe. 
 
    “Guess we’ll have to be prepared to run from the cops, then,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. 
 
    Emery was ever the thrill seeker and he knew she had a penchant for trouble. She was quick on her toes, though. There wasn’t one thing she hadn’t been able to either talk her way out of or gotten away from. He wasn’t entirely unhappy about having her at his side in this. 
 
    “How come you’re armed to the gills but doesn’t have a single bulletproof vest?” 
 
    Emery huffed and said, “This is America, sweetheart. We believe shooting back is the only way to protect ourselves.” She pressed her lips together, but one glance at Gabe and she burst into laughter. “I have one at home. I just like to live life on the edge. Besides, it wouldn’t have been fair to wear it when I don’t have one for you.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head at her, a smile teasing his lips. 
 
    Emery parked at the curb a few houses from the address. She grabbed the bag from the trunk and then they made their way towards the factory. At first, Gabe didn’t see anyone around which wasn’t all that weird seeing as it was a Saturday. But then a truck arrived fifteen minutes after they had. It backed into the lot and the driver jumped out to open the back doors. Two other men came from inside the factory to help transport whatever was in the truck. 
 
    Emery shoved the bag into Gabe’s arms, saying, “Hold that.” 
 
    She pulled out a pair of binoculars which Gabe didn’t even know she had. He waited, trying to see what they were transporting but they were too far away for him to get a good look. 
 
    “I can’t see what’s inside,” Emery said with a huff and handed Gabe the binoculars. 
 
    A black car drove into the lot, parking next to the truck and when Gabe looked through the binoculars, he could see the driver and passenger get out. A chill went down his spine when he recognized Wade. 
 
    “Shit,” he mumbled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He gave her back the binoculars and said, “See the guy in the dark blue suit? That’s Wade. He’s bad news. Works with the Henchmen. He tried to kill the club’s forger and take over his deal with us. All for Ronin.” 
 
    He knew Zayne had warned Emery about the Henchmen and Ronin, so he didn’t think he was really breaking any rules telling her. 
 
    “That’s fucked up,” Emery said. 
 
    Gabe nodded. “Yeah, I know.” 
 
    They waited to see what was going to happen, but it wasn’t long before Wade walked back out and got in his car. He and the guy with him drove off and then the truck driver came out and got behind the wheel. As soon as the truck was on the road, Emery stood. 
 
    “Let’s go see what they were transporting,” she said. 
 
    “No way.” Gabe shook his head at her. “If anyone’s going in there, it’s gonna be me.” 
 
    “I’m not letting you go alone.” 
 
    Before Gabe could really argue his case, two other men walked out of the factory and closed the door before taking off, too. 
 
    “How likely do you think it is that they were the last ones here?” Emery asked with a raised brow. 
 
    “Enough that I’ll take the chance.” Gabe glanced at Emery and sighed. “Let’s go.” 
 
    They made their way to the factory, making sure to stay where they’d be most hidden from view. There was a door on the side of the building and after glancing around, he tried to open it but as he’d expected, it was locked. 
 
    He started to turn while saying, “Do you have—” 
 
    “Move,” Emery said, pushing past Gabe to kneel down in front of the door. 
 
    Gabe held back a chuckle. “It never gets old to see you pick a lock. I take it you didn’t put that particular skill on your resume when you applied for your job?” 
 
    Emery snorted, shaking her head. “That would’ve gone over really well.” 
 
    Gabe heard a click and then Emery stood, turning to look at him with a smirk on her face as she pushed down the handle. The door opened with a loud, creaking sound, making them both grimace. 
 
    “Now I really hope there isn’t anyone here,” Gabe said. 
 
    “They would definitely know we’re here now,” Emery said and pulled out her gun. Gabe followed her example and led the way inside the building. 
 
    They walked into a little hallway with a door on each side and one in the other end. They checked the two doors on either side and found a bathroom and a kitchen. Both were empty. Then they walked to the last door, stopping in front of it. They shared a glance before Emery pulled the door open. Gabe walked through, his gun raised and his eyes searching the room for any movement. There were around two dozen crates of different sizes in the huge room. 
 
    Gabe made his way around the crates which were all in the middle, acutely aware of Emery’s presence behind him. He was in no way a pro at this. In fact, Emery probably had more experience with this sort of thing than he did. After they’d cleared the room, Gabe drew in a deep breath before sliding his gun into the holster. He walked to the crates and seeing that three of them had already been opened, he went to them. He didn’t want to be opening anything so Wade would know someone had been there. 
 
    Emery stepped up next to him and grabbed what looked like a large picture frame, hauling it out of the crate. Gabe helped her lay it on top of the crate and then they both stared at it. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” Emery asked, astonishment in her voice. 
 
    “It looks like an expensive painting.” Gabe bent down to take a closer look. “Aren’t they supposed to put their signature on it?” 
 
    Emery shook her head. “Not when they’re as old as I think this one is.” 
 
    Gabe straightened and went to look in one of the other open crates. Whatever was in it was covered in foam, so he pulled the first layer off. It was some sort of mask, made out of ivory if he was to make a guess. He was frowning as he went to look in the last crate. He found a Ming Vase in that one. 
 
    Emery was sliding the painting back into the crate when he walked back to her. She glanced up at him. 
 
    “I think I know what this is,” Gabe said and when he had Emery’s full attention, he said, “It’s Sean’s stuff. It’s his forgeries.” 
 
    Emery’s eyes looked like they might fall right out of their sockets. 
 
    “All of this is fake? Seriously? He knows how to forge all these different things?” 
 
    Gabe nodded. Joker had said Sean was talented. To think that Sean even wanted to bother with making fake ID’s for the club was kinda crazy. It had to mean something to him. 
 
    “I’m gonna call him and let him know where all this is,” Gabe said, pulling out his phone. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here first,” Emery said. 
 
    Gabe nodded and followed her back the way they’d come. Once they were in the car, Gabe pulled up Sean’s number. He’d bought Sean a burner phone while he’d stayed with him and Joker and he’d, fortunately, coded the number into his phone. 
 
    “Wait,” Emery said. She pulled out some sort of device from her pocket. “Scrambler. It’s very powerful and I didn’t want to take any chances that they had cameras.” 
 
    Gabe stared at her in awe. “You have a scrambler?” 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that. I work in cybersecurity. Of course, I’ve got a damned scrambler.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head at her. He shouldn’t have been surprised. She wasn’t some newbie like him. 
 
    He pressed the call button and put his phone to his ear. When he’d called Sean, he was going to call his father and tell him what they’d found. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He pulled his bag higher onto his shoulder. He knocked on the door and leaned a hand against the doorframe. He heard footsteps and then the door was pulled open. The fact that Emery didn’t look the least bit surprised to see him ensured him he was in the right place. 
 
    “You’re a damned idiot,” Emery said and crossed her arms. 
 
    “I know. Is he here?” 
 
    Emery narrowed her eyes at him, running her gaze over his face. Whatever she saw, it made her sigh and step aside to let him in. He walked inside the apartment and turned to face Emery when she didn’t close the door. 
 
    “I’mma leave you two to it,” she said and gave him a pointed glare. “But if you hurt him, or I should say, if you hurt him more than you already have, then I will cut off your balls and shove them down your throat.” 
 
    Joker snorted out a low laugh. “Weird fetish you’ve got there, Em.” 
 
    Emery’s eyebrows shot up to her hairline as she watched him with curious eyes. 
 
    “He’s good for you. Don’t you dare throw that away,” she said before turning and walking off. 
 
    Joker closed the door. He started to walk down the hallway but stopped to take a deep breath. As he drew nearer to the kitchen, he could hear Gabe puttering around. He stopped in the doorway, the sight of Gabe making his heart skip a beat. Gabe turned around and froze. His lips parted on a surprised gasp and he stared at Joker with wide eyes. Then anger took over. 
 
    “What the hell do you want?” Gabe snapped. 
 
    Joker swallowed hard. He’d never heard Gabe like that before. 
 
    “Gabe,” Joker tried, stepping closer. 
 
    Gabe held a hand up to stop Joker. “Don’t. Just say whatever you came here to say and leave.” 
 
    Gabe didn’t know it yet, but Joker wasn’t leaving without him. Not a fucking chance. He moved his bag in front of himself and opened it to pull out Gabe’s cut. 
 
    “You forgot something,” Joker said. He put the bag on the floor and threw the vest to Gabe. 
 
    Gabe caught it, still glaring at Joker for a second before he turned his gaze on the leather in his hands. A few different emotions flashed across Gabe’s face. Among them were surprise, regret, and sorrow. 
 
    Gabe didn’t look up as he said in a soft voice, “I don’t want it.” 
 
    Joker had to hold himself back from yelling and charging across the room to shake some sense into Gabe. 
 
    “Too bad,” Joker said through clenched teeth. 
 
    Gabe’s head shot up, his eyes finding Joker’s gaze. “Why? I’m stuck being a prospect for however long I stay at the club. So what’s the fucking point? No one will ever see me as a brother.” 
 
    Gabe threw the vest back at Joker who caught it with one hand. His jaw ticked as his temper flared. He breathed through his nose as he fought to calm himself down. 
 
    “Before you ran off, your father asked me if I thought you were ready for your colors,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes went wide as he stared at Joker. 
 
    “What?” Gabe asked breathlessly. 
 
    “We agreed to leave it up to Stiletto because we both thought we were too close to make that decision.” Joker walked up to Gabe and pushed the vest back into his hands. “Be glad I didn’t tell her you left your damned cut when you left, or she might’ve changed her mind.” 
 
    Gabe frowned, then glanced down at the vest. He slowly unfolded it. Joker heard the breath whoosh out of Gabe as he realized what he was holding. Gabe’s gaze jerked up to meet Joker’s and he opened his mouth, but nothing came out. 
 
    “That’s my old cut. King got me a new one when he made me VP, but I saved this one. I had no idea I’d one day be giving it to you,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe seemed completely dumbfounded and Joker wasn’t surprised at his reaction. This wasn’t exactly how they normally did it, but the second he’d found out Gabe was getting his colors, he’d known there was only one cut that would do. 
 
    “All you need is a road name,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe closed his eyes, his fingers squeezing the leather tight and making it squeak. 
 
    “You’re making this so much harder,” Gabe whispered. 
 
    “Making what harder?” 
 
    He was pretty sure he’d already made it clear that the cut was Gabe’s whether he wanted it or not. 
 
    Gabe laid the vest on the kitchen counter and turned his gaze to the floor as he spoke. 
 
    “I can’t do this with you. You can’t do this to me. Not anymore,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Do what?” Joker asked, taking a step closer. 
 
    Gabe looked up at him with so much despair in his brown eyes that it took Joker’s breath away. 
 
    “You can’t act like nothing’s ever happened between us one second then go and give me your old cut the next. I can’t do it anymore. I know I said I could handle it, but I can’t. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Joker was already shaking his head before Gabe had finished. He reached for Gabe, cupping his cheeks in his hands. 
 
    “I came here to get you back.” 
 
    Gabe laid his hands over Joker’s, pulling them off. “I know. Thank you for the cut. I need some time to think about it.” 
 
    Joker shook his head. “No.” 
 
    One of Gabe’s brows shot up, surprise written all over his face. 
 
    “No, Gabe. I came here for you.” 
 
    The frown forming on Gabe’s forehead made Joker groan before saying, “I’m an idiot and I sure as shit don’t deserve you. That doesn’t stop me from wanting—from needing—you. I don’t care if I’m being selfish, and if you’ll let me, I want to be yours. I want you to be mine. More than anything in the world.” 
 
    Gabe stared at him with big vulnerable eyes. He shook his head and said, “If you’re only saying that to get me to go home—” 
 
    Joker cut him off by slamming his mouth over Gabe’s. There was no hesitation on Gabe’s part. He wrapped his arms around Joker, holding on tightly as he welcomed Joker’s tongue into his mouth. He cupped the back of Gabe’s head while he explored his mouth. It hadn’t been that long since he’d last touched Gabe, but it might as well have been an eternity. He pulled back, breathing heavily. 
 
    “Fuck. I’ve missed you,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe grinned at him. “I’ve barely been gone.” 
 
    “You’ve been gone long enough,” Joker growled and claimed Gabe’s lips again. 
 
    He turned Gabe so his back was to the counter and ran his hands down Gabe’s arm. He reached around to grab Gabe’s sexy ass. Gabe groaned into his mouth, his hips rocking against Joker. 
 
    “Shit. Sorry.” 
 
    Joker broke the kiss to move back an inch and look to his right. Emery was standing in the doorway, a hand over her eyes. Gabe’s laughter brought a wide smile to Joker’s lips. 
 
    “You can look, Em,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Oh, thank god,” Emery exclaimed and dropped her hand. She gave Joker an apologetic look. “Sorry. I know. I have terrible timing.” 
 
    Joker snorted and said, “That, you do.” 
 
    He shared a smile with Gabe, loving what he was in those gorgeous brown eyes. Loved that he’d put it there. 
 
    Gabe grabbed his vest from the counter, and he didn’t even have to unfold it before Emery gave him a wide-eyed stare. She stepped into the room. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” she asked. 
 
    Gabe nodded, pride shining from him. 
 
    Joker cleared his throat. “That’s not actually yours yet.” 
 
    Gabe gave him an indignant glare. “What?” 
 
    “Uh.” Joker shifted, his bottom lip between his teeth. “We kinda need to vote on it first.” 
 
    Gabe slapped Joker’s chest. 
 
    “Are you serious? You came here with your old cut, to give it to me, and you don’t even know if I’ll get to keep it yet?” 
 
    Emery made a strangled noise. “That’s your old cut?” 
 
    Joker knew that look on her face and couldn’t help the groan pushing through his lips. He dropped his head into his hands when Emery let out a squeal. She was not a squealy kind of girl. He heard Gabe laughing and looked up to see Emery holding Gabe’s hands while she jumped in excitement. 
 
    “I have no idea why we’re doing this,” Gabe said, laughter in his voice. 
 
    Joker shook his head with a huff and crossed his arms. Emery let go of Gabe to wrap Joker up in a hug. 
 
    “My big, growly bear is finally showing some humanity,” Emery teased. 
 
    Joker grumbled under his breath but wrapped his arms around her smaller body. He squeezed her tight and lifted her off of the ground, making her laugh. He put her back down and let her go. She was smiling up at him though he was sure he spotted some tears in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m so proud of you,” she said. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    Emery smacked her fist against his arm. 
 
    “Ouch. What the hell, Em?” 
 
    “It’s not that hard to say, is it?” 
 
    Joker glared at her, then turned his gaze on Gabe who was staring at the ground. Em was a bitch. He pushed Emery away to step closer to Gabe. He grabbed Gabe’s hand, making the man look up at him. 
 
    “Can we please go home now? Preferably before I get more bruises.” 
 
    Happiness shone from Gabe’s eyes as he nodded. 
 
    “I’ll go grab my stuff,” Gabe said and hurried out of the kitchen. 
 
    Joker’s eyes followed him until he could no longer see him. A squealing sound made him glare at Emery. 
 
    “You’re so cute,” she said with a wide smile. 
 
    “Fuck off.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He pulled the cut on and looked into the mirror. He saw the joyous smile on his face and felt an absurd amount of pride and happiness surge through him. He turned so he could look over his shoulder to see the back of the cut. It might not be his yet, at least not officially, but he already loved everything about it. 
 
    “It looks good on you,” Joker said from the doorway. 
 
    Gabe turned towards Joker, glancing down as he felt heat spread in his cheeks. Why was he always blushing around Joker? He didn’t hear Joker walk into the room but there he was, right in front of Gabe. He cupped Gabe’s face in his hands, forcing Gabe to meet his gaze. 
 
    “I mean it,” Joker said. 
 
    “I know,” Gabe mumbled, his eyes dropping to Joker’s lips. 
 
    Joker lowered his head and brushed his mouth over Gabe’s. He licked along Gabe’s lips. Gabe slid his fingers into Joker’s hair and tilted his head. He opened for Joker, moaning into his mouth. Their tongues tangled languidly. Gabe nipped at Joker’s bottom lip. 
 
    “Fuck,” Joker gasped, pulling back. “We’re leaving. Now.” 
 
    Gabe was one big grin as Joker tugged him into the hallway. He grabbed up his bag on the way and when they reached the front door, Emery was already there waiting for them. She gave Gabe a knowing smirk. 
 
    “I figured you guys wouldn’t be staying much longer,” she said. 
 
    She walked up to Gabe and pulled him into a hug. Gabe let his bag fall to the floor and wrapped his arms around her. He held her tightly, wishing he could just take her with them. Emery leaned back in his arms. 
 
    “I love you and if you need me, I’ll be there,” she said. 
 
    “I know, Em. That goes both ways.” 
 
    She nodded, blinking her eyes against what he believed was tears. She turned her attention on Joker who was waiting impatiently. 
 
    “You, too. You damned buffoon,” Emery told Joker. 
 
    Joker rolled his eyes and said, “Yeah, I can feel the love, Em.” 
 
    “Shut up, you ass, and come hug me.” 
 
    Joker happily wrapped Emery up in his arms. She planted a kiss on Joker’s cheek before pulling away. She aimed a stern gaze on Gabe then turned it on Joker. 
 
    “You two stay safe and no more running from each other,” she said. 
 
    Gabe met Joker’s eyes, a smile pulling at his lips. No more running. Joker walked the few steps to Gabe and bent down to grab Gabe’s bag. He slung it over a shoulder and then slid his hand into Gabe’s. Gabe’s heart gave a little skip. 
 
    They walked down the stairs and out to the parking lot. Just before they reached their bikes, Joker stopped and turned to put them face to face. 
 
    “I don’t know if we should—” 
 
    “Tell anyone?” Gabe guessed. 
 
    Joker nodded, looking a bit embarrassed. 
 
    “I think we should just keep it between us, at least until I’ve actually earned these colors,” Gabe said and motioned to his cut. 
 
    “You’re okay with that?” 
 
    Gabe took a step closer, putting them almost right up against each other. He laid a hand on Joker’s chest, right over his heart. “As long as we’re together, I’m more than okay with it. Besides, if Pops really wants to implement that no dating between prospects and members rule, then by telling everyone, we’d just be adding more fuel to the fire.” 
 
    The relieved look on Joker’s face made Gabe's lips twitch at the corners. Joker grabbed Gabe by his vest, pulling him all the way against him to get his lips on Gabe’s. His tongue slid against Gabe’s, sending sparks of heat through his body. 
 
    Gabe pulled back reluctantly. “You’re right. We really need to get going.” 
 
    Joker chuckled and pulled Gabe the rest of the way to their bikes. He didn’t even get to ask for his bag before Joker had put it in his own saddlebag. Gabe shook his head, smiling to himself as he grabbed his helmet. He reached into his back pocket, pulling out Joker’s old leather gloves. With a glance at Joker, he put them on. Joker noticed and the look he gave Gabe was downright sinful. 
 
    With his helmet on, he swung a leg over his bike and when Joker started his bike, Gabe followed suit. As they drove off, he was certain he’d never been that happy before. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE STOOD in the doorway, watching Gabe lying on the bed, wrapped up in the blanket. Two weeks he’d had him back. Those had been two wonderfully dirty weeks. He’d never imagined his life could be like this. So full of happiness and joy. 
 
    He glanced at his watch. Gabe needed to get up if he was going to get to work on time. Gabe wasn’t a morning person. Not unless there was an orgasm involved. Gabe turned over, grumbling something unintelligible. Joker walked into the room. He put a knee on the bed and leaned over Gabe. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    Gabe blinked up at him, looking mussed and sleepy. 
 
    “I said, you’re creepy,” Gabe mumbled. 
 
    Joker couldn’t help his burst of laughter. Gabe made a face at him and lifted a hand to push Joker away. It didn’t move him an inch. Joker lowered his head to press a kiss to Gabe’s cheek. 
 
    “Get up or you’re gonna be late for work.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” Gabe asked, batting his lashes at Joker. 
 
    “Baby. I’m not your boss. Len is, and she’ll rightfully give you an earful if you’re late. Again.” 
 
    Gabe huffed and pushed himself into a seated position. “Last time was your fault. Actually, every time I’ve been late, it’s been your fault.” 
 
    Joker found himself grinning at Gabe because he was absolutely right. 
 
    When they’d gotten home from D.C. Gabe hadn’t moved back into his old room. He’d walked straight into Joker’s bedroom, dropping his bag on the floor and hadn’t moved it since. Joker hadn’t asked him to, either. He liked Gabe in his bed. Wanted him there every night. 
 
    Joker moved back and stood to let Gabe get out of bed. Gabe walked around it to stand in front of Joker. When Gabe leaned in for a kiss, Joker leaned back. 
 
    “Morning breath,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe gave him the stink eye and said, “You didn’t mind yesterday.” 
 
    “I had morning breath then, too.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head at him and pushed him a step back. Joker chuckled and grabbed Gabe by his shirt, pulling him close to press a kiss to his lips. Gabe pushed his body against Joker and smiled into the kiss. Joker kept it short, knowing if he didn’t, they’d just get right back into bed. 
 
    He led Gabe into the kitchen where they both poured cereal into their respective bowls. They ate, each leaning against opposite counters. Gabe scarfed down his food, barely registering anything. Joker finished first and put his bowl in the sink. 
 
    “No,” Gabe said between mouthfuls. 
 
    Joker glanced at him, frowning for a moment until Gabe pointed at the sink with his spoon. Joker sighed and rinsed off his bowl and spoon, then put them in the dishwasher. He wasn’t entirely sure he liked the whole domesticated thing. Though he had to admit he did like it a lot more than he’d ever thought he could. But he was pretty sure that had everything to do with Gabe. 
 
    He went to check his phone while Gabe took a shower. He found a missed call from an unknown number. No voicemail and no texts. He redialed but no one picked up, so he sent the number to Auggie and asked him to check it out. People weren’t usually calling him for shits and giggles so it could be something important. 
 
    Gabe and he were both working at the auto shop that day because Sully and Jack were home sick for the second day in a row. He wasn’t looking forward to eight hours of trying not to stare at Gabe while he got dirty and sweaty. 
 
    He was looking at his phone as he walked into the hallway, but the bathroom door opening had him glancing up and stopping. Gabe had a towel slung around his waist, drops of water running down his mouthwatering chest. Gabe’s eyes lit up when they met Joker’s gaze and he walked toward Joker. He stopped inches from Joker and tilted his head back. 
 
    “No more morning breath,” Gabe teased, running his hands up Joker’s chest. 
 
    Joker groaned and took a step back. “Not fair. Go away.”  
 
    Gabe chuckled and followed Joker. 
 
    “Gabe,” Joker growled. “We can’t both be late.” 
 
    Gabe cocked his head to the side and said, “We do live together. I doubt they’d think anything of it.” 
 
    “No. Nope. Not happening.” 
 
    Joker shook his head and pulled Gabe’s hands off of him. The bastard was smirking, enjoying himself way too much. Joker leaned close, putting his mouth next to Gabe’s ear. 
 
    “I’m gonna tie you up later and then I’m gonna fuck you so hard, so good, you’ll forget your own name.” 
 
    A shiver went through Gabe’s body and he let out a whimper. 
 
    “And you said I wasn’t being fair,” Gabe grumbled. 
 
    Gabe shook his head and left Joker in the hallway, walking into their bedroom to get dressed. Joker stayed where he was, trying to convince his dick to calm the fuck down because all he’d just succeeded at was turning himself on. 
 
    Once Gabe was dressed and they were both ready, they rode their bikes to the auto shop. When they drove up to the garage they found Zayne and Nash standing outside, busy trying to taste each other’s tonsils. 
 
    Gabe pulled up next to Joker as they parked their bikes. They shared an amused look before getting off and walking to Zayne and Nash. 
 
    “You know you’re gonna see him in a few hours, right?” Joker asked Zayne. 
 
    Zayne and Nash pulled apart and Zayne raised a brow at Joker. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Joker snorted, shaking his head. He couldn’t exactly fault his friend for it, seeing as he had to fight every second of the day not to touch Gabe. Not that Gabe made it any easier on him. Pretty much anything the man did was a turn on for him. He definitely wasn’t looking forward to another day of only looking and no touching. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He was taking a water break when he felt someone walk up behind him. He glanced over his shoulder to see Len standing there holding a box. 
 
    “Hey, Len. What’s up?” 
 
    “Would you mind doing a delivery for me? Cal just called and asked if we had some spare parts he needs for a customer.” 
 
    Cal was Rooster’s cousin who owned an auto repair shop just out of town. Len had worked for him many years ago, which was how she and Rooster had met. 
 
    Gabe dried his hands off on his pants and took the box from Len. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Len said. She pulled a pair of car keys out of her pocket and gave them to him. 
 
    With the box under his arm, he walked outside. Len’s pickup truck was parked just off to the side of the garage. He got behind the wheel and tossed his phone onto the passenger seat. He turned on the radio and drove out onto the road. 
 
    It was about a thirty-minute drive to Towson, but he barely made it to ten minutes before he noticed someone following him. A dark SUV who made the same lane changes and turns as him. He wasn’t entirely sure it was following him, so he made a sharp turn at a yellow light to see what they’d do. His heart was in his throat as the SUV made the turn. 
 
    He tried to find a way to lose them, but just as he managed to get some distance between them, the SUV blew across a red light and sped up. Gabe’s pulse hit the roof as they caught up with him, looking intent on ramming into him. He jerked the car to the left, but the SUV still hit the back of the pickup, sending it spinning. He was thrown forward when the car came to an abrupt halt. The airbag deployed, pushing him back in his seat. He groaned at the pain shooting through his body, blinking his eyes to not fall asleep. He knew that wouldn’t be good and neither were the black dots dancing in front of his eyes. The seatbelt held him in place, and he knew he had a burn across his chest from it. He felt something trickle down the side of his head. 
 
    There was shouting and then the unmistakable pops of gunshots. He jerked and ducked his head as much as he could for the airbag. His phone was miraculously still on the passenger seat. He tried to reach for it but found he couldn’t move much. He lifted his arm only to let out a yelp of pain. It was probably broken which wasn’t good. How was he supposed to fight someone off if he couldn’t use his arm? Or even just get out of the damned car? 
 
    The sound of someone trying to open his door made him try for the phone again. There were voices. Someone yelling. But all he could concentrate on was the blinding pain. The last thing he heard before everything went black was the sound of sirens. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He was standing in the alley behind the shop, taking a break and just enjoying some quiet time when the door opened. Nash walked out and when he saw Joker, he narrowed his eyes. Joker sighed and leaned back against the wall. 
 
    “Joker,” Nash said as he walked up to him. 
 
    “Nash.” Joker arched a brow. “Something I can do for you?” 
 
    Nash crossed his arms and said, “You can tell me if you’re really serious about yours and Gabe’s relationship.” 
 
    “Why would I tell you anything?” Joker asked with a huff. 
 
    “Because Gabe’s my friend and I care about both your happiness.” 
 
    That surprised Joker and from the way Nash was looking at him, it showed. 
 
    “Come on, Joker. Of course, I care about you, too. You’re a dickhead on a good day, but you’re loyal and honest. You’re also Zayne’s best friend. I know you wouldn’t be unless Zayne saw something good in you,” Nash said. 
 
    “I know you hate talking about your feelings,” Nash started and before he could continue, Joker cut him off. 
 
    “I don’t. Not really. I just don’t like talking about it with people I don’t trust.” 
 
    “Which is me?” Nash asked with a raised brow. 
 
    “I’m a very private person, Nash. I’ve been told I’m near impossible to get close to and I know you’ve been trying hard.” 
 
    “Then let me the hell in,” Nash exclaimed. 
 
    Joker snorted out a laugh. He shook his head, a smile gracing his lips. 
 
    “I’ve realized that you’re it for Zayne. He’d never give you up.” He let out a sigh. “Gabe has helped me see that… that I have more to offer. I would like to be your friend, Nash.” 
 
    Nash lit up in a bright smile. Joker couldn’t do anything when Nash took him by surprise and wrapped him up in a hug. He stood there, his body stiff as a board, while Nash squeezed him tight. 
 
    “Just let it happen,” Nash said. 
 
    Joker breathed in deep and exhaled. He began to relax and let Nash hold him. He patted Nash on his back and the man finally let go of him. 
 
    Nash grinned at him and said, “Don’t worry. I won’t do that often. I just thought you had a major breakthrough there.” 
 
    He probably wasn’t wrong about that. Not that he’d ever admit it. 
 
    “So?” Nash prompted. 
 
    Joker frowned at him. “So, what?” 
 
    “Answer my question.” 
 
    “Yes. I’m very serious. I like him. A lot.” 
 
    Nash smirked at him. “You can say it.” 
 
    “Say what?” Joker grumbled. 
 
    “Love, Joker. Love.” 
 
    Joker rolled his eyes. “I’m not sure I’d call it that.” 
 
    Nash opened his mouth, most likely to argue, but he was interrupted by Joker’s phone ringing. He dug it out of his pocket and seeing the number from that morning, he picked it up. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    It was quiet on the other end for a few seconds before he heard some rustling and then Sean’s voice. 
 
    “Joker,” Sean said, sounding breathless as if he was running. 
 
    “Sean. What’s going on?” 
 
    “You guys are in danger.” 
 
    Every hair at the back of Joker’s neck stood up. 
 
    “What do you mean we’re in danger?” 
 
    Nash’s eyes went wide and when he opened his mouth, Joker pointed at the door. Whatever this was, it was club business. Nash didn’t look happy about it, but he went inside. 
 
    They were always somewhat in danger, but he had a pretty good feeling that that wasn’t what Sean meant. It sounded much worse. 
 
    “He’s coming for you. Wade.” 
 
    “What?” Joker barked. “How the hell do you know that?” 
 
    “Funny story, that,” Sean said and cleared his throat. “I kinda went back to Washington. Letting Wade just walk all over me didn’t seem right.” 
 
    “Get to the point, Sean,” Joker said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Right. So as you know, I’m a bit paranoid, which means I’ve got cameras installed all over that warehouse. Apparently, Wade hasn’t found that out, so I was able to log onto the system from afar. The money is technically still mine so I’m planning on hiring someone to take out Wade, which is why I was looking through the footage. Then I found some from yesterday where Wade was talking with someone on the phone. He said yours and Gabe’s name several times and then he said he’d take care of it. As in take care of you. Permanently.” 
 
    “Yeah, I got that part,” Joker snapped. 
 
    He hung up on Sean, his only thought on making sure Gabe was safe. He knew Gabe was out running an errand for Len. He dialed Gabe’s number, cursing when it went straight to voicemail. Then he called King. 
 
    The second King picked up, he said, “Gabe’s in danger.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Sean just called and said Wade is coming for us,” Joker said and pulled the door open. 
 
    He ran down the hallway and into the garage where he looked for Len. King was talking in his ear, but he barely heard him. 
 
    “Lennox,” Joker yelled. 
 
    She popped up from behind a car, her expression one of confusion and surprise. 
 
    “Where did you send Gabe?” 
 
    “To Cal’s. Why?” 
 
    He didn’t waste any time giving her an answer as he ran to his bike. He grabbed his helmet and said to King, “I’m going after Gabe,” before hanging up. He pulled the helmet on and got on his bike, kicking it into gear. 
 
    The drive was hellish, the mere thought of something happening to Gabe made his heart clench painfully. He drove much faster than he should have, knowing exactly which way Gabe would’ve taken. 
 
    When he heard sirens, his whole body went taut. He saw two police cars and a fire truck, and an ambulance just pulling up. He got off his bike, barely having time enough to put it on the kickstand. He ran towards what looked like a multiple vehicles collision. His heart stopped beating when he saw Len’s pickup truck. He was still running when he saw one of the cops point the paramedics towards the car. 
 
    There were two men standing against one of the police cars, their hands cuffed behind their backs. He was almost at the car when one of the cops spotted him and yelled at him to stop. The only reason he did, was the gun pointed at him. He raised his hands and turned slowly towards the cop. The cop’s eyes shot down to Joker’s cut, his eyes widening comically as he grabbed his gun tighter. Joker fought hard to keep calm and not reach for his gun. 
 
    “Get on the ground,” the cop yelled. 
 
    Joker clenched his hands, his nails digging into his palms. 
 
    “I didn’t do this. My partner is in that car,” he ground out. 
 
    The cop looked confused, his gaze shifting between Joker and Gabe’s car. 
 
    “Fuck you. If I wasn’t wearing my cut, you would’ve already let me through.” 
 
    He turned his gaze on the pickup, his heart sinking as he saw the firefighters working to get the door off. One of the firefighters turned, her eyes landing on Joker. He’d only met Nash’s cousin twice, but he’d recognize her anywhere. He just hoped she remembered him, too. 
 
    “Harper,” he yelled as loud as he could. 
 
    Another cop had joined the first and they both had their guns aimed at Joker’s chest. Harper jogged toward them. She stopped a few feet from him. 
 
    “Joker, right?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded curtly, his eyes shooting towards the cops for a second before returning to Harper. 
 
    “How is he?” Joker choked out. 
 
    Harper pressed her lips together for a moment before saying, “We don’t know yet. He’s unconscious.” She turned to the cops. “I can guarantee you he didn’t have anything to do with this. He lives with the guy in the pickup.” 
 
    The first cop still looked uncertain but the second lowered his gun and put a hand on the others shoulder, saying something to him that sounded like, “He wasn’t here when it happened.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” he then said to Joker. 
 
    Joker gave him a thankful nod. 
 
    “Thank you, Ford,” Harper said before motioning for Joker to follow her. 
 
    They made it to the car just as the firefighters and paramedics were lifting Gabe onto a gurney. There was blood running down his face and he was unbelievably pale. He didn’t look good. 
 
    He went with the paramedics when they put Gabe into the ambulance. He sat down on a bench next to the paramedic and took Gabe’s hand. Everything felt so fucking surreal, he didn’t know what the hell to do or feel. 
 
    Gabe had a mask over his nose and mouth and the paramedic was monitoring his vitals. He looked so fragile as he laid there. But he knew he wasn’t. Gabe was strong. Stubborn as hell. He’d pull through. He had to believe that. 
 
    Gabe groaned, opening his eyes a tiny bit. Joker leaned forward so Gabe could see him. 
 
    “You’re okay, baby. You’re gonna be okay,” Joker said, as much to himself as to Gabe. 
 
    Gabe’s eyes softened when they landed on Joker and he squeezed Joker’s fingers before his eyes fluttered shut again. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Joker 
 
      
 
    HE PACED the waiting room, unable to remain still for even a second. When they’d made it to the hospital and the doctors had rolled Gabe away, he’d damned near broken down. When he’d calmed himself enough to think clearly, he’d called Zayne to tell him what happened and to ask him to go get his bike. He hadn’t even thought twice about leaving it there. Gabe was much more important. The bike could be replaced. Gabe couldn’t. 
 
    His call to King had been a short one. Polly had already been called by the hospital as they were Gabe’s emergency contacts and they were on their way. 
 
    Nash and Zayne walked into the room, both looking concerned. Close behind them was the cop from earlier. The one who’d let him go with Gabe. Zayne didn’t stop until he was right in front of Joker and then he just pulled him against himself. Joker wrapped his arms around Zayne and dropped his head onto Zayne’s shoulder. His breaths were ragged, and he held on tightly as he tried not to fall apart in his best friend’s arms. He pulled back and met Zayne’s gaze. 
 
    Nash laid a hand on Joker’s arm and said, “I know I said I wouldn’t do it again for a while, but fuck that.” 
 
    Nash wrapped him up in a hug. Joker welcomed Nash’s embrace, needing it as much as he was sure Nash did. The cop waited patiently for them to finish. Then he stepped forward, holding his hand out for Joker to shake. He did so reluctantly. 
 
    “I’m Officer Gerard Ford. We met earlier.” 
 
    “Joker.” 
 
    Ford nodded and threw a glance at Nash. “Nash told me a little bit, but I’d like to hear it from you.” 
 
    “You wanna know what I know about the accident.” 
 
    “It wasn’t an accident,” Ford said and eyed Joker. “But you already knew that.” 
 
    Joker crossed his arms. “It was hard to miss the two guys in cuffs.” 
 
    “I’m sure it was. Fortunately, I was there to see the whole thing. The two men were in an SUV and they rammed into Mr. Wolff’s car. Then they got out of their own with guns raised. I can almost guarantee you they were planning on finishing the job,” Ford said. 
 
    Joker clenched his jaw. “Those bastards better pray they don’t make bail.” 
 
    Ford cleared his throat and said, “I’m gonna pretend I didn’t hear that.” 
 
    “What happens now?” Zayne asked. 
 
    “There’ll be a detective assigned to the case, but they’re slammed at the moment, so it might be a while before one gets here.” Ford pulled out his phone and showed Joker a picture of one man then another. “Do you recognize these men?” 
 
    Joker shook his head. “No. They’re the ones who tried to kill Gabe, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Yes. Their names are Philip Border and Matthew Ardova. Do you have any idea why they would try to kill Gabe?” 
 
    “No. But we’re Kings. A lot of people would like to see us dead.” 
 
    “I figured as much,” Ford said. He put his phone away. “If you remember anything, Nash has my number.” 
 
    “Sure. Thank you, officer.” 
 
    Ford gave him a nod and turned a stern look Nash’s way. Nash pulled a face before following Ford out of the waiting room.  
 
    He glanced at Zayne and asked, “Is he gonna be all right?” 
 
    Zayne tore his gaze away from the now closed door Nash and Ford had walked out of. 
 
    “Nash or Gabe?” 
 
    Joker tilted his head to the side and arched a brow at Zayne. 
 
    Zayne sighed. “Nash will be fine. Ford’s a friend.” 
 
    Joker nodded and slid into a chair. Zayne sat down next to him, his presence the only thing that kept him calm. He didn’t know how long they sat there. It could’ve been seconds. It could’ve been hours. Time seemed to have stopped. It was like his world didn’t turn right when Gabe wasn’t with him. 
 
    Polly and King came walking through the door, heading directly for them. Joker pushed out of his chair, wholly unprepared for the hug Polly gave him. 
 
    “Have you heard anything?” she asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “Not yet.” 
 
    “Fucking Wade,” King grumbled. 
 
    “I should never have brought him to see Sean. This wouldn’t have happened. All because you lost your fucking temper,” Joker sneered at King. 
 
    “You’re not seriously blaming me for this, are you?” 
 
    “You put him in danger. You put him on Wade’s radar. Not once, but twice. You sent him in alone last time. No backup. You’re fucking lucky he had Emery with him and that they didn’t get caught.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” King snapped. “Don’t put this on me. You were supposed to protect him. Like you promised me you would.” 
 
    Polly got between them just as Joker took a step towards King, his hands balled into fists. 
 
    “Stop this nonsense. No more blaming each other. Can’t we just agree that this is on Wade? He’s the one who did this. Not one of you.” 
 
    “King’s the one who’s been sitting on his hands, hoping the whole thing would just magically go away,” Joker said. “Instead, Gabe’s the one who had to pay the fucking prize.” 
 
    “Go to hell, Joker. What the fuck does it even matter to you?” King yelled. 
 
    “It matters because I fucking love him.” 
 
    He knew he’d fucked up, then. The silence would’ve told him that if the deadly glare in King’s eyes didn’t. There was no mistaking the kind of love he meant. 
 
    “How long?” King asked, his voice deceptively calm. 
 
    “Since Washington.” 
 
    King took a step towards him but Polly’s hand around his arm held him back. 
 
    “You’ve been going behind my back? You’ve… My son, Joker. He’s my son. How could you?” 
 
    He never got to answer because a doctor walked through the door. He directed his attention to Polly and King. 
 
    “Mr. and Mrs. Wolff? Your son is conscious. He has a concussion and a few lacerations on his face and neck. He also had a dislocated shoulder which we’ve of course set. We’re going to keep him for observation. He got lucky. The seatbelt and airbag played a big role in that,” the doctor said. 
 
    “Can we see him?” Polly asked. 
 
    “Yes. I can take you now.” 
 
    Joker moved to follow but King stepped in his way. 
 
    “Family only,” King growled. 
 
    Joker stared at him, his stomach sinking at the implication. 
 
    Zayne stepped up next to Joker and said, “We’re all his family. Don’t you fucking forget that.” 
 
    “Family don’t lie to each other. They don’t keep secrets. Not like this,” King said and turned his gaze on Joker. “How many times have you lied to my face?” 
 
    He didn’t know how to answer that, so he didn’t. He took a step back, then turned on his heel and walked out of the room. He didn’t deserve to be there. 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    His head was pounding, and the light was killing him. His shoulder still hurt, though not as much as before. When they’d set it he might’ve yelled a bit. It’d hurt like a bitch. He was sitting up in his bed now, drinking some of the water a nurse had placed in a plastic cup on his table. When the door swung open, he glanced up, fully expecting to see Joker walk in. Instead, it was his parents. 
 
    Polly Wolff wasn’t prone to tears, but one was rolling down her cheek as she hurried to his bedside. She took his hand and squeezed gently. 
 
    “I’m okay, mom.” 
 
    “You’d better be so I can kick your ass later,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. 
 
    He felt a smile pull at his lips. He looked up at King and nearly winced when he saw the look in his eyes. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he croaked out. 
 
    “Joker,” King said. 
 
    “What?” Gabe cried out and tried to get out of bed, but his mom shushed him and with a gentle hand on his chest, she pushed him back down. 
 
    King cursed, turning his back on Gabe. Polly sighed, making Gabe look at her with confusion. 
 
    “Mom. What’s going on?” 
 
    Polly ran her gaze over his face. “We know about you and Joker.” 
 
    That was probably the last thing he’d expected to come out of her mouth. He glanced up at his father. 
 
    “Pops. I can explain.” 
 
    King whirled around, anger blazing in his eyes. “You can explain why the one person I trusted the most went behind my back and lied to me time and time again for you?” 
 
     “Stop making this about you,” Gabe yelled. 
 
    He groaned when the headache spiked and rubbed his eyes. If it hadn’t already been a shit show, this certainly would’ve made it one. 
 
    “Can you not do this right now,” Polly hissed at her husband. 
 
    King glared at them both before storming out of the room. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Will you please go find Joker? He’s gonna be feeling like shit and it’s all my fault. If I hadn’t pushed so much. If I hadn’t—” 
 
    “Stop it. Joker’s a grown man. He makes his own choices and you are one of them,” Polly said and stood. “I’ll find him.” 
 
    Gabe swallowed hard. “Thank you. He’s probably outside smoking.” 
 
    “Of course, baby. You just try to get some rest now.” 
 
    He refrained from nodding, having already learned that lesson and closed his eyes. It wasn’t long before he nodded off and then the sound of something scraping along the floor jerked him awake. He turned his head to see Joker sitting down in the chair next to his bed. 
 
    “Hi,” Gabe croaked. 
 
    Joker’s gaze shifted to Gabe’s and a tiny, relieved smile grazed his lips. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    Gabe lifted his hand and Joker didn’t hesitate to take it in his. 
 
    “You were in the ambulance with me, weren’t you?” 
 
    Joker nodded. “I was. I made it there right after.” 
 
    Gabe frowned and moved his head but stopped when he winced in pain. “How did you know?” 
 
    “Sean called.” 
 
    Gabe opened his mouth, but Joker cut him off, saying, “It doesn’t matter. I’ll tell you later. Just try to get some sleep.” 
 
    “You’ll have to wake me up every two hours,” Gabe said with a wry smile. 
 
    “I know. I already talked to a nurse.” 
 
    Gabe ran his eyes over Joker’s face for a moment. He didn’t look too good. Gabe pulled his hand out from under Joker’s and raised it to lay his palm against Joker’s cheek. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    Joker watched him skeptically but lowered his head to brush his lips over Gabe’s. The kiss was brief but sweet. 
 
    “I don’t care what Pops says or thinks. He’s not the boss of me,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker huffed and said, “Except he kinda is. He was so damned angry, Gabe. He feels betrayed by me. Not that I blame him.” 
 
    “Then let him feel betrayed. Let him lick his wounds and when he’s ready and has a clear enough head to see what you mean to me, we’ll take it from there.” 
 
    “Go to sleep.” 
 
    “Fine,” Gabe said with a loud sigh. 
 
    Joker rolled his eyes at Gabe, making him chuckle and then groan as pain flared behind his eyes. Joker took Gabe’s hand, entwining their fingers. He fell asleep feeling completely safe. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He watched Gabe sleep for a while. He had a few bruises on the left side of his face and neck and his arm was in a sling. He slid his hand free from Gabe’s and reached out to run his fingertips down the unscathed side of Gabe’s face before he stood. He took one more glance at Gabe before turning. He only made it one step. Polly standing in the doorway, watching them, made him come to a halt. 
 
    Polly moved her gaze from Gabe to Joker. “Where are you off to?” 
 
    Joker clenched his jaw, giving Polly an apologetic look. 
 
    Polly sighed, nodding as she said, “Right. You can’t tell me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    He stood completely still as Polly walked into the room. She stopped in front of him, her head tilted back so she could meet his eyes. 
 
    “You didn’t do this, Joker. I know you’d never hurt my son.” 
 
    Joker swallowed hard against the emotions clogging his throat. “How do you know that?” 
 
    “Easy. I see the way you look at him. Besides, you kinda blurted out the L-word,” Polly said with a teasing smile. 
 
    Joker felt a smile tug at his own lips and glanced down. “That was the first time I’ve said it.” 
 
    Polly nodded. “I figured as much.” 
 
    “I don’t know how—” He cut himself off, shaking his head. 
 
    “You’ll figure it out. Together.” Polly cupped Joker’s face in her smaller hands. “I know what kind of man you are, Joker, and I couldn’t wish for anyone better to love my son.” 
 
    He had no idea how to respond to that. The whole mothering thing was new to him, but she did succeed in making him feel more worthy of Gabe. 
 
    Polly pushed up on her toes to plant a kiss on Joker’s cheek. When she pulled back, she patted him on his chest and said, “Now, go get our boy some justice.” 
 
    Joker gave her a sharp nod and as she walked around him to take his place at Gabe’s bedside, he turned his gaze on Gabe, anger boiling up inside him at the damage and pain Wade had caused. He walked out of the room and made his way to the parking lot. He looked for his bike then cursed when he realized he’d left it at the crash site and Zayne had picked it up. 
 
    He dug his phone out of his pocket and dialed Zayne’s number. 
 
    “Hey. How is he?” Zayne asked. 
 
    Joker had to take a deep breath before he could answer. 
 
    “He’s sleeping right now, but he’s all right.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad to hear that,” Zayne said and then hesitated before asking, “How are things with King?” 
 
    Joker groaned and turned his gaze on the ground. “I think he might want to kill me. It’ll have to wait till after I’m done with Wade, though.” 
 
    “You’re going after him? Now?” 
 
    He scoffed and said, “Did you expect me not to?” 
 
    “No. I just thought you might want to fix things between you and King first.” 
 
    “King doesn’t want to talk to me, so he’ll have to wait,” Joker said. 
 
    Zayne cursed under his breath. “Fine. Let’s go then.” 
 
    “Zayne…” 
 
    “No. Don’t even try it. You would do it for me and this asshole needs to go down. I already sent Reaper and Scar your way so you can take their cage to the club.” 
 
    “I’ll see you there,” he said and hung up. 
 
    He didn’t have to wait long before a pickup truck pulled up in front of him. Reaper and Scar got out and walked up to Joker. He was glad Reaper was the one who was gonna be there to protect Gabe and Scar wouldn’t let Gabe do anything stupid. 
 
    “Joker,” Reaper said. “How’s he doing?” 
 
    “He’s still breathing.” 
 
    Reaper arched a brow at him, making him say, “The doctor said he’d be fine.” 
 
    “Good. We’ll keep him safe, Joker,” Reaper said. 
 
    “We won’t let anything happen to him,” Scar added. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He walked around the car and got behind the wheel. With a last glance up at the hospital building and a silent wish for Gabe’s safety and recovery, he drove off.  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HUSHED VOICES woke him up and he groaned when the headache hit him. He recognized his mom’s voice and when he managed to open his eyes, she was right there in front of him. 
 
    “How do you feel, sweetie?” 
 
    He tried to open his mouth but found it completely dry. Next thing he knew his mom was holding a cup with a straw in front of him. He took a careful sip, glad that it was juice that hit his tongue and not water. The taste in his mouth was awful. 
 
    When he’d finished the juice, he put his left arm behind himself to try and lift himself into a more upright position. He vaguely remembered being woken up several times doing the night. He didn’t know how long he’d slept or what time it was. 
 
    He glanced around carefully so as not to provoke the concussion. He saw his father standing by the door, his arms crossed and a displeased look covering his face. He turned his gaze back on his mom. 
 
    “Where’s Joker?” he asked, his voice sounding rough from sleep. 
 
    When she glanced over her shoulder at her husband instead of answering, Gabe’s whole body tensed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    King sighed loudly and stepped closer to Gabe’s bed. He didn’t look the least bit happy. 
 
    “Joker’s gone after Wade.” 
 
    Gabe stared at his father, sure he’d heard wrong. 
 
    “He’s gone after him alone?” Gabe exclaimed and pushed his blanket to the side. “Mom, get my clothes.” 
 
    Hands on his thighs stopped him and he glanced up at his mom. 
 
    “Sweetheart. You’re not going anywhere in your condition.” 
 
     “Like hell, I’m not. If he’s out there alone—” 
 
    “He’s with Saint,” King interjected. 
 
    Gabe glared at his father and sank back into the bed. “Well, fuck. Lead with that next time.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure there’ll be a next time.” 
 
    “What do you mean? They’ve gone after him for me. That’s what any brother or sister would do. No one fucks with the Kings,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Except that’s not why he’s doing it,” King said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Seriously? You’re pissed he’s doing it for me and not the club?” 
 
    King scoffed. “He should’ve stayed the fuck away from you.” 
 
    “Fuck. You. You said it yourself. He’s the one you trust the most. Why can’t you trust him with me?” 
 
    “Because he went behind my back,” King yelled. 
 
    “Of course we did. You would’ve torn us apart if we’d told you.” 
 
    “Boys,” Polly scolded, giving them both her best behave-or-I’ll-kick-your-asses look. 
 
    Gabe grunted and crossed his arms, glancing away from his father. How did he explain it so King understood there was no going back, no regrets, and absolutely no way he was giving up Joker? 
 
    “I love him,” he said in a soft voice. He turned his gaze on King. “I love him, Pops.” 
 
    “I don’t care. It’s over between you two. End it or Joker’s out of the club,” King said. 
 
    Before Gabe could yell or get out of his bed, Polly whirled around and slapped King. 
 
    “How dare you,” Polly snarled. She glared at her husband. “After everything we’ve been through. After all we’ve done to ensure Gabriel has a safe place to belong to. Where’s the man who fought tooth and nail to prove himself to my father? We kept our relationship a secret for over a year because of my father. Because we knew he’d try to destroy you. Don’t become him.” 
 
    King didn’t say a word, he just glanced down as if in shame. He mumbled something that sounded a lot like an apology though Gabe doubted it was for him. Without another word, King turned on his heels and left the room, the door closing after him with a soft click. Gabe stared after him for a while, certain they would be fighting about this for a long time. King would find out just how stubborn his son was. 
 
    Gabe glanced at him mom whose gaze was still on the door. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    She turned back to him. “The doctor said you could get discharged today.” 
 
    “Good. Then I can go after Joker.” 
 
    “No. You need rest and Joker don’t need you to worry about right now.” 
 
    The door opened and Scar popped her head inside, a warm smile on her face. 
 
    “Hey, brother. It’s good to see you up. I’m sorry to bother you, but there’s a detective here to see you.” 
 
    Gabe sighed. “Fine. Send him in.” 
 
    Might as well get it over with. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He was sitting at a table, looking down at the floorplans Sean had drawn for them. If he was to make a guess, he’d say Sean’s drawing was an exact replica of the real thing. He was a forger, after all, and the place was his. He knew where every nook and cranny were. 
 
    They’d been watching Wade and his men for five days now. Figuring out their routines. Finding the weaknesses in their defense. All while making a plan and getting ready. Unfortunately, Sean had decided he was going to help them. 
 
    “When are we doing this? My ass is getting sore from all this sitting and doing nothing,” Sean said. 
 
    Joker’s only answer was to glare at Sean. 
 
    “We should move tonight,” Zayne said. 
 
    Joker glanced at Zayne, not at all surprised that Zayne wanted to do it tonight. He’d figured the same thing. 
 
    “We should get ready, then,” Joker said. 
 
    Zayne nodded and disappeared into the only bedroom in the tiny apartment Sean had set them up in. When he came back, he was carrying a duffle bag. He placed it on the table, pulled out a chair and sat down. He unzipped the back and pulled out guns, magazines, and cartridges, laying them on the table. Then he began putting bullets into the magazines. Sean picked up one of the guns. He turned it in his hand, looking it over and then trying out different ways to hold it. Joker groaned and reached across the table to take the gun away from Sean. 
 
    “Hey. What the hell?” Sean blurted. 
 
    Joker put the gun back in front of Zayne as he said, “No firearms for you.” 
 
    “Why the hell not?” 
 
    “Because you don’t know how to use one and I’d rather avoid getting shot if I can.” 
 
    Sean crossed his arms and thrust his lip out in a pout. “I know how to handle a gun.” 
 
    Zayne snorted and stopped what he was doing to turn a disbelieving glance on Sean. “Sure, that’s why you normally have big guys with guns with you everywhere and hid from Wade in a warehouse. You can’t protect yourself.” 
 
    Joker pursed his lips. “He did make a bomb, though.” 
 
    Red tinted Sean’s cheeks and he averted his gaze as he said, “I didn’t make it. I just put it on the door and pressed the on-button.” 
 
    “Case in point,” Joker said, a bit of laughter in his voice. “You did also hook it up on the inside of the door. With yourself in the room.” 
 
    “All right. All right. I get it. No gun for me,” Sean said. 
 
    Zayne was busy with the guns and Sean quickly found some other way to entertain himself, so he pushed out of his chair. He grabbed his phone and walked out onto the balcony where he leaned against the brick wall between theirs and the next apartment. He pulled up his voicemails. He had seven saved. He pressed the button to play the first one and put his phone to his ear, holding his breath until Gabe’s voice came through. 
 
    “Hey. It’s me. I just wanted to… I don’t even know. Just be safe, okay? Call me. I love you, Kerrigan.” 
 
    He’d been replaying that voicemail over and over for days. Hearing Gabe say his real name affected him much more than he’d ever thought it could. It was something special between them. A name only Gabe got to call him. 
 
    He hadn’t called him back. He had no idea where he stood with King and the club. He didn’t want to bring Gabe into that shit. The decision had been his. He was the one who was going to face the consequences for it. He just had to make sure Gabe was safe before he did. 
 
    He played another voicemail, smiling when Gabe’s voice filled his ear. 
 
    “Hey. Me again. I just got home. With my parents, that is. They won’t leave me alone. Even Dara’s fussing over me. I’ve decided to let her. It’s rare she gets all loving, so I’m gonna enjoy every second of it. Anyway, I just wanted to let you know that I’m out of the hospital and safe.” There was a pause where he could hear Gabe taking a shaky breath before continuing. “I love you. Stay safe.” 
 
    He knew Zayne was standing in the doorway, watching him closely, but he didn’t turn towards him right away. He squeezed his eyes shut and put his phone in his front pocket. He breathed in deeply before meeting Zayne’s gaze. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Zayne shrugged. “You tell me.” 
 
    Joker crossed his arms over his chest and kept quiet. 
 
    “He’s worth fighting for,” Zayne said, taking a step closer. 
 
    Joker grunted. “I know.” 
 
    “Then man the fuck up and do it.” 
 
    He glared at Zayne, but his best friend was pretty much immune to his deadly glares. He let out a sigh and turned his gaze on the ground. 
 
    “I will. Once this is done.” 
 
    “At least tell him you love him.” 
 
    “That’s not exactly something you do over the phone when it’s the first time,” Joker said. 
 
    “Guess you’d better survive the night so you can go home and tell him.” 
 
    Joker rolled his eyes. “That’s been the plan from the start.” 
 
    “Good. I just wanted to make sure,” Zayne said. 
 
    They walked back inside, and the second Sean saw them he was out of his chair and walking towards them. 
 
    “So, I was thinking,” Sean said. 
 
    Both Zayne and Joker groaned. 
 
    Sean put his hands on his hips, saying, “Oh, fuck you.” 
 
    Zayne snorted and walked around Sean to go back to the table. Joker stayed, looking at Sean curiously. 
 
    “I’m gonna regret asking, but what were you thinking?” Joker asked. 
 
    “Well, seeing as I’m not allowed near the guns, I thought maybe I could drive the getaway car.” 
 
    Joker blinked at him for several long seconds. 
 
    “We won’t need a getaway car,” Joker drawled. 
 
    “But…” Sean trailed off, throwing his hands in the air. “Why the hell not?” 
 
    “We’ll be driving in and out on our bikes and there won’t be anyone left to run from,” Zayne said. 
 
    “What about the cops? I mean, gunshots will most certainly get noticed. Even out there.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Joker said. 
 
    Sean made a frustrated sound and said, “Well, now I’m fucking worried. I kinda like you guys alive.” 
 
    “Only because we’re doing the dirty work for you, so you don’t have to hire someone to do it,” Zayne said. 
 
    Sean mumbled something under his breath and pulled out his phone. Zayne was smiling as Sean pretended to ignore them. Joker shook his head at them and went into the bedroom. He sat down on the bed and pulled up a picture of Gabe on his phone. Gabe was smiling, a sparkle in his eyes. 
 
    “Soon, baby,” Joker said in a low voice. “I’ll be home with you, soon.” 
 
   


  
 

 Gabe 
 
      
 
    He stared at his phone, just waiting for Joker to call or text him. He’d been waiting for days now without success. He was angry, but mostly he was scared. Scared for Joker’s safety, scared he wouldn’t come home, or at least not come home to him. Losing Joker was pretty much his worst nightmare. 
 
    “You should put that away, sweetheart,” his mother said as she walked into the living room where he was sitting on the couch. 
 
    He glanced up at her, finding her watching him with worry in her eyes. 
 
    “You know the only one he calls when he’s on a run, is your father,” she said. 
 
    “Except he’s not on a run.” 
 
    Polly sat down next to him and took one of his hands in both of hers. 
 
    “Sweetie—” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Mom. You know they aren’t. If it was club sanctioned, they wouldn’t be there alone,” Gabe said. He shook his head. “They shouldn’t be doing it alone.” 
 
    “But they are, and you can’t change that. All you can do is hope and remember who he is. He can do it. He can make it home.” 
 
    “I hope so,” Gabe mumbled. 
 
    “If there’s one thing I know about Joker it is that he will do anything for the people he loves, and I know how much he loves you. He’ll come home to you,” Polly said. 
 
    Gabe nodded slowly, hoping his mother was right. For Joker to go up against King, he really had to want Gabe, want their relationship. He’d rarely ever seen Joker disagree with or oppose King. 
 
    The front door opened, and Polly sighed, standing from the couch. 
 
    “The monster is home,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. 
 
    She’d barely spoken before said monster cam running into the room. She jumped onto the couch, bouncing a few times before pulling Gabe into a hug. 
 
    “You’re still alive,” Dara said in mock wonder. 
 
    “Fuck you,” Gabe grumbled and wrapped his good arm around her. 
 
    He’d only had to wear the sling the first two days, but the doctor said it would take weeks before his shoulder was completely healed again. The worst part was that he wasn’t able to ride his bike, both because of the shoulder and the concussion. It’d be a while, which meant he was stuck at his parents’ place without much to do except worrying about Joker. 
 
    Dara leaned back, letting go of Gabe, and asked, “How’s the headache?” 
 
    “A little better,” Gabe said with a smile. 
 
    “I meant Joker,” she quipped, making him push her off of the couch. 
 
    She fell onto the floor, landing on her back with a laugh. He flipped her off and leaned back into the cushions. 
 
    “Be nice, you two,” Polly said. 
 
    “Nice isn’t in my repertoire,” they both said at the same time. 
 
    They glanced at each other and both burst into laughter. They’d been saying that since Dara could pronounce repertoire. 
 
    Polly sighed loudly and grumbled under her breath as she walked out of the room. Gabe chuckled and met Dara’s gaze. She was grinning up at him but the second their mother was gone, she got a serious expression on her face. She pulled herself up off the floor and sat down next to Gabe. 
 
    “I was kinda serious about Joker,” she said and cut him off when he opened his mouth. “I know he’s not a headache. I just mean… I don’t know. I’m just wondering if he’s worth the trouble? Do you really think he’ll fight for you?” 
 
    Gabe had to swallow against the emotions clogging his throat before he could say, “I hope so. I know he’s worth it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re sorta biased where he’s concerned. You’ve been in love with him for like five years.” 
 
    Gabe grunted. “Why do I ever tell you anything?” 
 
    “Because you love me and value my opinion.” 
 
    Gabe arched a brow at her and asked, “When did you get so grown up?” 
 
    “Way before you,” Dara said with a smug smile. 
 
    Gabe put a hand over her face and pushed her away. She pulled his hand off, chuckling. 
 
    “Seriously, though. You shouldn’t tolerate the way he’s been treating you the last few days.” 
 
    “I’m not going to,” Gabe said and meant it. 
 
    “Good. ‘Cause no one’s got the right to treat you like shit.” 
 
    Gabe blinked at her. “I told you that.” 
 
    Dara shrugged. “And now I’m reminding you.” 
 
    He shook his head, amazed by his little sister who was, in fact, more grown than he’d realized. Why she kept running off, though, was a mystery to him. But he knew she’d tell him when she was ready. 
 
    Dara patted him on the good shoulder and left him alone, probably headed for the kitchen to steal a snack, which would get her yelled at by their mom. 
 
    Gabe sat there for a while, just thinking about everything Dara had told him. There was no doubt in his mind that Joker was worth it and the fact he’d gone to make sure Gabe was safe—even though he was being a bit of an ass about it—just cemented that. But Dara was right; he shouldn’t just be tolerating Joker’s behavior and if he could, he would’ve gone after him. 
 
    He picked his phone up and dialed Joker’s number. It rang a few times then went to voicemail. He had no idea if Joker even listened to them, but he kept leaving them anyway. 
 
    “Hey. It’s me. I just wanted to tell you that you’d better come back to me. Otherwise, I’ll just go after you. I don’t care what it takes. I’ll find you, and when I do, I’m gonna kick your ass for leaving me in the dark like this. You’re an asshole, but I love you, Kerrigan. Stay safe.” 
 
    He hung up and stared at his phone for a while, wishing he could just reach through it to shake Joker and make him pick up. He put his phone down with a sigh and stood, making his way into the kitchen where he could hear his mother and sister laughing. He couldn’t make Joker do anything. All he could do was hope and pray that he’d find his way home. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    Gabe was calling him. He couldn’t tear his eyes off of his phone as Gabe’s picture filled the screen. He swallowed hard and pressed the decline button. A few seconds later, he got a message telling him he had a new voicemail. He took a deep breath before listening to it. 
 
    He was smiling through the whole thing, loving the strength and determination he heard in Gabe’s voice. As the message finished, he had no doubt in his mind that once he made it back home, he was gonna fight tooth and nail for his man. He wasn’t gonna let anything get between them. Not King. Not the club. Nothing. 
 
    Zayne knocked on the bedroom door before stepping inside. 
 
    “It’s time,” Zayne said. 
 
    Joker nodded and stood from the bed. He got ready, putting on his bulletproof vest, shoulder holster, and magazine belt. He secured his knife and just as they were leaving, he saw Zayne sending a text to Nash. His heart begged him to contact Gabe, but he ignored it. He couldn’t afford the distraction. 
 
    They walked outside and Joker put his helmet on before getting on his bike. He pulled his gloves on and started his bike. They took off with Zayne in the lead. Sean had picked the apartment because there was a less than five-minute drive to the warehouse. 
 
    They parked their bikes two warehouses from Wade’s. It was getting late, which meant the sun was going down, the workers had gone home, and Wade’s business was in full swing. Wade had at least seven guys around him at all times. Turned out, he was more paranoid than Sean. With good reason, though. He was doing business with the likes of Ronin and some people even worse. 
 
    Two against eight weren’t amazing odds, but he and Zayne had tried worse. Normally, he preferred not killing unless he absolutely had to but this time, he figured anyone who was heartless enough to work for a man like Wade had it coming. 
 
    They made their way to the warehouse, stopping in a place where they could see the two guards who were always stationed outside. He gave Zayne a nod and they split up to take one of the guards each. Neither of them was paying much attention, looking like they were bored to death. 
 
    Joker snuck up on his guy, grabbing him just as he was about to turn Joker’s way. He put his arm around the man’s throat, holding him in a blood choke until he passed out. He lowered him to the ground and pulled out a roll of duct tape. The two guards were the only ones he’d agreed with Zayne that they wouldn’t kill. They were both just boys, barely even eighteen. 
 
    With the kid wrapped up good and taped to a utility pole, he turned to walk towards Zayne who was busy taping the other boy to a stop sign. He reached Zayne just as he finished and, together, they made their way to the front door of the warehouse. Movement to their right had them both whirling around with their guns raised. 
 
    A man in a ballcap with a long, gray beard and worn clothes was standing thirty feet from them, his eyes wide. He was carrying a large backpack and it didn’t take Joker long to figure out he was homeless. 
 
    “Are ya’ll gonna get rid of those bastards in there?” he asked with a nod towards Wade’s warehouse. “I liked it better when it was Sean’s. He was nice. Always shared his food with me.” 
 
    Joker lowered his gun. The man didn’t seem scared and if he was to guess, he’d say he’d had a gun pointed at his face before. The way he held himself told Joker he might’ve been military. He was sure the washed-out letters on his cap once spelled out ‘veteran’. 
 
    “Walk away. Forget you saw us, and Sean will be back to share his lunch with you in no time,” Joker said. 
 
    “Saw who?” the man said with a grin before turning and walking away. 
 
    Joker kept his gaze on him for a while, then turned to share a look with Zayne. 
 
    “That was risky,” Zayne said. 
 
    Joker shrugged. “If he decides he wants money to keep quiet, he’ll have to take it up with Sean.” 
 
    Zayne grunted, shaking his head. Joker drew in a deep breath and then they continued to the door. Zayne grabbed the handle and opened the door for Joker to walk in first. The foyer they stepped into was empty. They were walking into the building from the opposite side of what he and Gabe had, hoping not to walk straight into all Wade’s men at once. 
 
    The warehouse had two big offices, several bathrooms, a lounge for the employees, and the big room they used for storage and shipping. They were going to leave the offices for last, knowing Wade was there with one of his men. One office was to their left while the hallway to the bathroom and the other office was on their right. They walked to the first bathroom, checking inside to find it empty, then they moved on to the next. 
 
    A toilet flushing had them both tensing. Joker holstered his gun and pulled out his knife. They weren’t going to fire their guns unless absolutely necessary. The nearest police station wasn’t far so if a gunshot was reported, they’d have to haul ass. 
 
    The door to the bathroom opened and a man walked out. It only took him a split second to notice Zayne. He opened his mouth, probably to yell, but Joker never gave him the chance. He stepped up behind him, clamped a hand over the man’s mouth and slit his throat. There was some gurgling and blood splatter, so Joker dragged the man back into the bathroom. He laid him down on the floor. The man was unconscious and would be dead within minutes, so he didn’t bother securing his weapons. 
 
    He closed the door and motioned for Zayne to continue. They walked back out of the hallway, into the foyer where Zayne stopped in front of the door to the warehouse. Joker pulled out his phone, checking the surveillance video Sean had linked to his phone. There was one man driving the forklift, one standing next to him, looking like they were talking. There was another man by the garage doors and one by the third row of shelves. He pulled up the feed from the lounge, finding one guy there with his head in the fridge. With the guy in the bathroom, they were only missing one apart from Wade. 
 
    There was no one by the row of shelves closest to the door so Joker gave Zayne the go signal. The moved into the room, walking carefully so as not to be heard. Some of the men were talking and the forklift was making noise. They stopped by the end of the first row. Joker glanced at his phone and seeing everyone still in the same place, he held up two fingers to let Zayne know there were two men around the corner. He put his phone away and tightened his hold on the knife. 
 
    Together, they moved fluently, Zayne going for the man in the forklift while Joker went for the man standing on the ground next to it. He saw Joker coming and threw a punch Joker ducked under. He slammed into the man, sending them both to the floor. He drove his knife in between the man’s ribs. His shout was cut short and Joker hoped it drowned in the noise from the forklift which was backing while Zayne and the driver fought. 
 
    Zayne managed to kill the man and stop the forklift just before it rammed straight into the shelves. Joker walked to Zayne whose chest was heaving as he stared down. 
 
    “You all right?” Joker asked. 
 
    Zayne nodded and said, “Bastard nearly got to his gun.” 
 
    Joker pulled out his phone while Zayne got down from the forklift. Joker checked the cameras, only seeing two people, one by the garage doors and one in the lounge room. The third seemed to have disappeared. He checked the other cameras but didn’t find him. Wade was still in his office, sitting behind his desk while the man with him was standing behind him, looking at Wade’s computer screen. 
 
    They both heard the nearing footsteps too late. Joker jerked his head up just in time to see a big man turn the corner. The moment he saw them, he pulled out his gun, but Joker grabbed it, forcing it upwards. Zayne kicked out the man’s leg and with a roar, he let go of the gun. Joker dropped it onto the ground and got an arm around the big man’s throat, but he managed to elbow Joker in the face, making him curse as he pulled back. The man turned, wrapping his hands around Joker’s throat. Before he could do anything, Zayne slammed his gun into the back of the man’s head, and he crumbled to the floor. Joker rubbed his jaw while Zayne stabbed the man in the heart. The squeaking of shoes made him whirl around. He threw his knife the second he laid eyes on the man. The knife was embedded in his stomach before he could raise his gun. The gun slid out of his hand, landing on the floor with a thud. Then the man took a step back and fell to his knees. Joker walked towards him with fast strides, grabbing the knife and twisting it before pulling it out. 
 
    “Five down. Three to go,” Zayne said as he walked past Joker. 
 
    Joker followed. They knew there wasn’t anyone else in the warehouse, so they made their way to the offices. How the last guy could’ve walked past two bodies without seeing them, he didn’t know. But hopefully, he had, because otherwise, Wade might be expecting them. When they reached the door, Joker checked the cameras one more time, still not seeing the last guy anywhere. Unless he was in the bathroom, he wasn’t in the building any longer. 
 
    They checked the bathrooms and the office next to them without luck. They shared a puzzled look, then went to Wade’s office. He knocked on the door and waited. There were muffled sounds from inside the room and then the door was pulled open and a man stepped out. It was the guy with the ponytail from when he and Gabe had first met Wade. His gun was holstered so Joker grabbed him by his shirt and kneed him in the balls. He pushed the guy to the floor and left him for Zayne to finish off. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” came from inside the room. 
 
    Joker walked inside, his gaze finding Wade who was standing in front of a desk, looking annoyed and about to yell at him until he realized who Joker was. He didn’t give Wade a chance to grab his gun. He aimed center mass and pulled the trigger. Wade fell to the ground with a yell. Joker walked across the room. He kicked Wade’s gun away. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have gone after Gabe,” Joker said and crouched down in front of Wade. “It’s the last fucking thing you’ll ever do.” 
 
    He put his gun against Wade’s forehead. 
 
    “Joker,” Zayne hissed, reminding him that they might still get something out of the man. 
 
    “What’s Ronin’s plan?” Joker asked. “Answer and I’ll make it quick. Otherwise, I’m gonna take my sweet time disemboweling you.” 
 
    Wade’s eyes shot from Joker to Zayne as if he couldn’t believe what was happening. 
 
    “No one’s coming to save you,” Zayne said to Wade. 
 
    “Fuck you,” Wade spat. 
 
    “You’re going to die, Wade. One way or the other. It’s up to you.” Joker noticed Zayne checking his watch. They wouldn’t have much time because of the gunshot. He glanced back at Wade. “Ronin wasn’t just selling you those guns, was he? What happened when you found out he couldn’t deliver?” 
 
    The blank expression on wade’s face made Joker whistle. 
 
    “Oh, boy. You don’t even know, do you?” Joker couldn’t help but laugh. “That son of a bitch. He had you hooked, thinking you were getting those weapons when in reality we stole them from him several weeks ago.” 
 
    Wade looked like he wanted to scream. Or maybe it was just because he was bleeding out. 
 
    “You’re lying,” Wade croaked out. 
 
    Joker shook his head. “Why would I? I don’t really care if you tell us anything. I’m just here to kill you.” 
 
    Wade must’ve realized Joker was telling the truth because he went paler than he already was and then he let out a slew of curses. All of them aimed at Ronin. 
 
    “I can tell you things. Things about Ronin’s plans. Just save me,” Wade pleaded. 
 
    Joker wasn’t surprised by Wade’s offer. The man had no loyalty. 
 
    “I told you. Your only options are whether you die fast or slow,” Joker said. 
 
    “I’ll get the video footage,” Zayne said and walked out of the room, leaving Joker alone with Wade. 
 
    Sean had told them how and where to get the footage so they could erase any evidence of them ever being there. 
 
    “Last chance,” Joker said and stood. 
 
    “I work for him,” Wade blurted. “I was supposed to get the guns in exchange for helping him. He told me where Sean was, where his stuff was, so I owed him. That’s why I sent someone after you. He told me to. Hell, he’s planning to eliminate your club.” 
 
    “Why? Because we took back what they’d stolen from us? The kidnapping wasn’t enough? It’s a bit excessive, don’t you think?” 
 
    Wade coughed, blood running down the corner of his mouth. “I don’t know. He said something about getting revenge.” 
 
    “That’s all you’ve got?” 
 
    “No. I know his plans. I can tell you, but not if I die,” Wade said. 
 
    Joker doubted a man like Ronin, a man who didn’t even involve his right-hand man, would tell someone like Wade. Wade was just a lackey to Ronin. 
 
    “I appreciate the offer, but I’ll have to decline,” Joker said. 
 
    He held Wade’s gaze as he pulled the trigger. The sound was loud in the room. Wade’s head jerked back with the force of the bullet. He’d never enjoyed the killing, despite what many thought, but he’d do it without flinching if he had to. Killing Wade, though, was more satisfying than he’d thought it’d be. 
 
    He pulled out a card and dropped it onto Wade’s body. They were lucky their business partner knew a lot of people. He’d gotten them information on Wade. Information on the crazy shit he was involved with. He’d found out the police was investigating him. They were doing the cops a favor by taking out the scumbag and they even left directions for them to find evidence against the people he’d worked with. Because, apparently, Wade kept records. 
 
    He heard Zayne stop in the doorway and glanced towards him. Joker took a last look at Wade, then followed Zayne out of the building. They cut the boys lose and told them to keep their traps shut and run like hell. They walked to their bikes and as they got on, they could hear the faint sound of sirens. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HE WAS leaning against the side of a car in the courtyard at the clubhouse, talking to Bones. He’d asked how things were going with Maya and if Bones knew what King had planned for her. Bones hadn’t answered yet. He’d made a lot of frustrated sounds, though. 
 
    “I don’t fucking…” Bones trailed off with a growl. He shook his head and walked to Gabe’s side. He leaned against the car and sighed heavily. “I don’t know what to do with myself.” 
 
    “Yeah. I get how you feel,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Sorry, bro. You’re going through your own shit.” 
 
    Gabe shrugged and said, “Don’t be. It’s mostly Joker’s shit I’m going through. And King’s.” 
 
    “That has to suck some serious balls.” 
 
    Gabe nodded. He’d told Bones about him and Joker the day before. Bones had snorted out a laugh, then slapped Gabe on the back and said it was about time Joker got his head out of his ass. Obviously, Gabe thought Joker’s head was still pretty much firmly lodged in that sexy ass of his. The dumbass hadn’t answered any of his calls or texts. The only updates he’d gotten had been through Nash who’d heard from Zayne several times every day. The second Joker got back, he was going to beat some normal sense into the asshole. He certainly wasn’t going to stand for being left like that again. 
 
    “Have you heard from Joker?” Bones asked. 
 
    Gabe let out a sigh. “No. How're things going with Maya?” 
 
    Bones gave him a dirty glare, but the man had already tried to avoid answering the same question once. Gabe wanted to know what to expect. Did Bones think she thought they were on to her or did she seem blissfully unaware? 
 
    “Fucking someone you hate can be fun, but it gets old quickly,” Bones grumbled. 
 
    Gabe pulled a face and said, “That’s gotta be awful.” 
 
    Bones shrugged. “I’ve chosen to see it as my own personal payback for what she’s done to us.” 
 
    “Just take care of yourself,” Gabe said with a hand on Bones’ shoulder. “Don’t let her hurt you more.” 
 
    The sound of motorcycles nearing made Gabe stick his fingers in his ears. The loud sounds were still too much for his poor head, but he’d recovered quicker than the doctors thought he would. He turned away from the noise until it disappeared. He put his hands down with a relieved sigh. He turned back and the second his eyes landed on Joker who was just getting off his bike, his heart skipped a beat. He stood frozen, staring at Joker, not knowing what to do. King hadn’t told anyone about them, and Gabe had only told Bones, though, obviously Nash and Zayne knew, too. But, really, it was up to Joker. 
 
    Nerves hit him as he watched Joker pull his helmet off. He hadn’t even considered that Joker might choose the club over him, which was fucking stupid. Joker lived for the club. He couldn’t exactly blame the man if that’s what he ended up doing. He’d hate it and he’d probably bawl like a baby, but he’d already made his choice and Joker knew it. Now it was Joker’s turn. 
 
    Joker turned around, his gaze clashing with Gabe’s. He couldn’t read Joker’s face, so the nerves only got worse as Joker made his way towards him. But Joker didn’t stop. His body damned near crashed into Gabe’s as he grabbed Gabe’s face in his hands and brought their lips together. He felt the relief coursing through his body as his limps loosened and he melted against Joker. 
 
    Their tongues tangled, tasting and savoring, and he held on tightly, clutching at Joker’s shoulders. When they separated in need of air, Gabe took a second to just look at Joker, taking in those gorgeous blue eyes staring at him lovingly. Then he put his hands on Joker’s chest and pushed him away. 
 
    “You’re an asshole,” Gabe snapped. “Why didn’t you answer my calls or at least text me to let me know you were all right?” 
 
    Joker didn’t look surprised at his outburst and he just grabbed Gabe by the arms and pulled him closer. 
 
    “Nash was keeping me updated on how you were and, frankly, I couldn’t afford the distraction. If there’s one thing that can distract me, it’s you,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe clenched his jaw, glaring at Joker for a while before he let out a breath. 
 
    “You’re still an asshole.” 
 
    A smile found Joker’s lips as he said, “I know.” 
 
    Gabe shook his head with a snort and put his mouth over Joker’s in a sweet kiss. Gabe pulled back, smiling as he met Joker’s gaze. Joker reached up to tuck a tuft of Gabe’s hair behind his ear. 
 
    “I love you,” Joker said, making Gabe’s heart soar. 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    Someone cursing made Gabe glance to his left. Bones and Zayne were both standing by the bikes, but their attention wasn’t on Gabe and Joker. Gabe followed their line of sight to the garage where his father was standing right outside the door, glaring their way. Gabe took a step back, detangling himself from Joker. 
 
    “Pops.” 
 
    King’s glare was centered on Joker and he didn’t seem to even notice Gabe as he stormed towards them. Joker had turned around and was facing King, so Gabe moved to stand next to him. 
 
    “Pops. Please try to—” 
 
    The second King reached them, he pulled back a fist and hit Joker square across the jaw, sending the man to his knees. 
 
    “Pops,” Gabe yelled. 
 
    He went to reach for Joker, but arms wrapped around him from behind, dragging him away. He fought back until he heard Zayne’s voice by his ear. 
 
    “Let them figure it out. If they need to fight, let them,” Zayne said. 
 
    Gabe reluctantly relaxed in Zayne’s arms. His eyes were on his father and Joker. Joker was on the ground, on all fours, when King kicked him in the stomach. Joker groaned loudly and rolled away. King walked towards Joker but got to close and got his legs cut out from under him. He landed hard on the ground, making Gabe wince. 
 
    Joker got to his feet, his gaze on King who was staring right back up at him. 
 
    “If you think I’m not gonna fight for him, you don’t know me very well,” Joker sneered. “I just took out Wade to ensure his safety.” 
 
    King made a sound from deep in his chest and pushed off the ground to swipe at Joker. Gabe’s heart was beating like crazy. He glanced around, seeing several people who’d swarmed outside at the sounds of the fight. They were all watching curiously but no one tried to stop them. 
 
    He tried to shut out the sound of fists hitting flesh, keeping his gaze averted. He remembered a time not so long ago when those relied on each other, and he hated that he was the thing that had come between them. Hated that they chose to fight it out instead of talking like normal people. 
 
    Gabe clenched his jaw and glanced up. It had gone on for too long now. They weren’t going to resolve their issues by beating on each other. 
 
    He ignored Zayne’s attempt to stop him and walked up to them. They were both on the ground, Joker on top of King. He didn’t even think about it, he just used his foot to push Joker off of King. With them both lying in the dirt on their backs and him standing above them, he put his hands on his hips and glared down at them. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Gabe said, his voice low but stern. “I’m done seeing you two hurt each other.” 
 
    He could feel how everyone else was holding their breaths for him, expecting King and Joker to get pissed at him. But he knew they wouldn’t. If they had only one thing in common, it was that they both loved him. 
 
    “You two need to get over yourselves and make up, ‘cause frankly, I’m done being fought over. I’m done feeling like a fucking princess. I’m not a goddamned princess. I’m also not choosing one over the other.” He crossed his arms over his chest and glared at King, then at Joker. 
 
    “Fix it,” Gabe said and walked off. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He stared after Gabe, a frustrated sound pushing past his lips. He got up and considered lending King a hand but the look on King’s face quickly made him think better of it. He glanced around at the people surrounding them. They all looked much too curious. 
 
    “What’cha looking at?” he yelled. “Fuck off.” 
 
    Everyone scampered back into the clubhouse, including Zayne. Joker ran his fingers through his hair with a curse, then turned to face King. 
 
    “We fucked that up good, didn’t we?” 
 
    King’s glare would have sent any other man running, but Joker wasn’t scared of King. He was, however, still pretty pissed at him. 
 
    “He’s my son. How the hell did you expect me to react?” 
 
    “I expected you not to give your son ultimatums,” Joker said. 
 
    In one of Gabe’s voicemails, he’d talked about how King had expected him to choose between Joker and letting Joker stay at the club. It was a shitty move. He knew Polly had slapped King for making it. 
 
    King grumbled something under his breath. 
 
    “What?” Joker snapped. 
 
    “I’m supposed to be able to trust you. I have trusted you. With my family. With everything.” King turned his gaze on the ground. “The worst part is that I never saw it coming. I’ve been fucking blind where Gabe’s concerned. My own damned wife had to tell me Gabe’s had a crush on you for years. That he’d talked to her about it many times. I should’ve seen it.” 
 
    “Why? So you could’ve put an end to it before it happened? You of all people should know better. So should I. There’s no stopping love.” 
 
    “This is fucked up,” King said. “I should have your patches ripped off. Go back to kicking your ass.” 
 
    Joker snorted and motioned at the shiner King was sporting. “I’m pretty sure I was doing most of the ass-kicking.” 
 
    King arched a brow and glared at Joker. 
 
    “I’m sorry I lied to you,” Joker said. “I never wanted to break your trust, but I knew how you’d react.” 
 
    King stared at him for a long time, then he rubbed his hands down his face. 
 
    “Fucking hell,” King mumbled. “At least I know you’ll protect him no matter what.” 
 
    “You’re damned right I will. I didn’t exactly count on falling for him. Hell, I tried my damnest to stay far away. But I was fucked the second he moved in with me. I know now that it was just a matter of time. It would’ve happened eventually. He is stubborn as all hell, after all.” 
 
    King grunted. “I still don’t like it.” 
 
    “You seriously think I want to be in love with my president’s son?” 
 
    King was silent for two seconds, then he snorted out a laugh. 
 
    “At least it’s not my daughter. Her I would have killed you for.” 
 
    “So you’re not throwing me out?” 
 
    King shook his head. “My ole’ lady would kill me if I did.” 
 
    Joker snorted. “I knew there was a reason I liked her.” 
 
    Joker held out his hand and King took it reluctantly. 
 
    “I’m still gonna be hating you for a while,” King said. 
 
    “As long as I get to be with Gabe, I’ll live with it.” 
 
    King gave him a nod and let go of his hand. King walked to his bike, so Joker went in search of Gabe. He’d gone through the gate to the backyard, so he started there. He found Gabe and Zayne sitting in lawn chairs, their backs to him. He heard Gabe mumble something about stubborn, old bastards which made Zayne laugh. Joker’s lips quirked as he walked around the chairs to stand in front of Gabe. 
 
    Gabe glanced up at him, hope and curiosity in his eyes. 
 
    “I think we managed to get on the same page,” Joker said. 
 
    A relieved smile spread on Gabe’s face. Gabe stood and walked the two steps separating them, tilting his head to meet Joker’s gaze. 
 
    “The jury is still out on whether he’ll try to kill me in my sleep or not,” Joker said. 
 
    “He’ll have to go through me,” Gabe said with a grin. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around Gabe, pulling him close. “He’ll have to go through the both of us, then.” 
 
    He was still smiling as he took Gabe’s mouth in a deep kiss. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Gabe 
 
      
 
    HE WAS standing in the backyard at the club, wringing his hands while Nash was sitting in a lawn chair a few feet from him, enjoying the warmth from the sun. He was a fucking wreck. The patched members of the club were voting on his patching-in. 
 
    “Relax. You can’t do anything before you know the verdict anyway,” Nash said. 
 
    Gabe turned a glare Nash’s way, but Nash had his eyes closed. 
 
    “You don’t get it.” 
 
    Nash quirked an eye open. “Nope. Never claimed I did.” 
 
    Gabe let out a frustrated groan. He began pacing, not knowing what to do with himself. Joker’s old cut had been hanging in the closet since they’d returned from Emery’s and seeing Joker take it out that morning had been like a shock. Like he hadn’t actually realized that today was the day. 
 
    With everything that had happened, even though Stiletto thought he was ready, King had put it off with Joker and Gabe’s approval. He hadn’t been able to ride for a while because of the concussion and he’d wanted things to settle down between Joker and his father. He hadn’t expected it would take over a month. But during that time, he’d been doing actual prospect stuff. He’d been asked to do pretty much anything, and he’d done it gladly. He wanted to be a part of the club, a part of the family. He was actually glad he’d had the time to prove that he was worthy, to the others but also to himself. 
 
    The door opened and he whirled around only to see his mom walk outside. She gave him a sympathetic look and walked up to him. 
 
    “Sweetheart. Take a deep breath. You look like you’re about to pass out,” she said. 
 
    “I think I might,” Gabe said. 
 
    “Christ, boy, get a grip.” 
 
    Gabe could do nothing but laugh. His mom certainly had a way with words. It worked, too. He’d already calmed down a bit. Polly pulled him into a hug and he happily leaned against her, needing her support. She held him tightly as she said, “I can’t believe this is already happening.” She leaned back, holding him at arm’s length. “When the hell did you grow up?” 
 
    “If he still comes home to get you to do his laundry, he isn’t grown up,” Nash quipped from his chair. 
 
    Gabe flipped him off, making Nash smile up at him. 
 
    “Fuck you. One time. One. Because of a smudge I didn’t know how to get off.” 
 
    “Next time you can just go to Nash. Ain’t that right, Nash?” Polly asked him, batting her lashes and giving him a wide smile. 
 
    Nash never got to answer because the door slammed open and Grizz came jogging towards Gabe, wrapping him up in a bearhug and lifting him off the ground. Gabe wheezed and patted Grizz on his back to get him to put him down. 
 
    “That’s it, kiddo. You did it. You’re in,” Grizz yelled. 
 
    Gabe’s mouth fell open and all he could do was stare at Grizz. He was in? He was a King? He didn’t know what to do with himself. Happiness flooded him, nearly making him cry in relief. He actually did it. 
 
    He turned to see more people walk out the door, his eyes ran over everyone until they landed on a steel-blue gaze. Joker was wearing a soft smile as he made his way towards Gabe. Joker wrapped his arms around Gabe, pulling him close. 
 
    “It was a unanimous ‘yay’,” Joker said into Gabe’s hair. 
 
    Gabe leaned back in Joker’s arms, a relieved but shocked smile finding his lips. 
 
    “You just need your road name,” Zayne said with a smirk. 
 
    Joker let go of him and he turned towards Zayne. It was a bit uncommon that he didn’t already have a road name. Usually, people prospected for over a year, leaving plenty of time for someone to come up with a stupid name that would just stick. But he’d been around the club his whole life and he’d always just been King’s kid to everyone. Gabe glanced around, his gaze landing on his father who looked like he was holding back a smile. 
 
    “We talked about just naming you ‘Kid’,” Jet said. 
 
    “No.” Gabe shook his head. “Fuck, no.” 
 
    Zayne burst into laughter and slapped Gabe on the back, saying, “He’s just messing with ya.” 
 
    “Scar suggested ‘Pretty Boy,” Reaper said. 
 
    Gabe turned a glare on her, but she just shrugged and said, “You are pretty.” 
 
    “That name’s already taken, anyway,” Zayne said and waggled his brows at Stiletto. “Ain’t that right?” 
 
    Stiletto flipped him off and Gabe had to laugh. She always went for the young and pretty and everyone knew Zayne was talking about Jordan. Now he was, in fact, pretty. He was also crushing on Stiletto hard and he didn’t do much to hide it. Gabe had bonded with him quite a bit as of late because Jordan was, more or less, going through the same thing with Stiletto as Gabe had with Joker. 
 
    “All right. Come on,” Gabe said. 
 
    King smiled and said, “Rex.” 
 
    He blinked at King, unsure of what to think. 
 
    “Joker suggested it,” King said. 
 
    Gabe turned to Joker who was smiling at him. 
 
    “Rex?” Gabe asked Joker with a raised brow. 
 
    “It means king, and you’ve always been one,” Joker said and turned to King who was holding a vest. King handed Joker it and when Joker turned back to Gabe, his gaze shot down to the vest. This was it. It was actually happening. He met Joker’s eyes and bit down on his lip. Joker put the vest on Gabe. He still hadn’t gotten over the fact that it was Joker’s old cut. It made him that much more proud of wearing it. With the cut in place, he turned around with a wide smile on his face. Some began cheering and yelling but all his focus was on the man in front of him. 
 
    “Thank you,” Gabe said in a low voice. 
 
    One of Joker’s eyebrows shot up. “For what?” 
 
    Gabe laid his hands on Joker’s chest and leaned closer. 
 
    “This never would’ve happened without you.” 
 
    “Don’t sell yourself short, Rex,” Joker said. 
 
    Gabe shook his head. “I’m not. I would’ve left. If you hadn’t trusted me and believed in me, I think I would’ve given up.” 
 
    “Like hell, you would. You never gave up on me and I gave you plenty of reasons to.” Joker shook his head. “You’re a fighter, baby. Through and through.” 
 
    Gabe felt a smile tease his lips. “It’s a good thing I didn’t give up on you.” 
 
    Joker’s answer to that was lowering his head and brushing his lips over Gabe’s. Gabe grinned into the kiss, then grabbed onto Joker when he pulled Gabe against his body. He was thrilled Joker felt comfortable enough to kiss him at the club. For someone who didn’t exactly like PDA’s, it was a pretty big deal. 
 
    He pulled back to catcalls and whistles. He felt heat fill his cheeks, but the embarrassment was short-lived because Joker took his hand and smiled at him. Gabe smiled back and then he was pulled away from Joker and into Nash’s arms. He chuckled as he hugged Nash. 
 
    “Congrats,” Nash said. “I’m so happy for you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He spent some time getting hugs, backslaps, and congratulations, but then King ordered everyone back inside so they could get the party started. As everyone filtered inside, Gabe told Joker to go ahead while he stayed with his parents.  
 
      
 
    King wrapped an arm around Polly, and they were both smiling at him. 
 
    “We’re so proud of you, sweetheart,” his mom said. 
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” 
 
    “We really are,” King said. “I’m sorry I made it so hard for you. It wasn’t my intention, but I see now where I went wrong and why. I was scared. Scared of letting you go, of having to share you with the club. Especially with Joker.” 
 
    Gabe’s lips quirked at the corners. He took a breath, turning serious. 
 
    “No one can ever replace you, Pops. You’re my father.” 
 
    King nodded. “I know. Forgive an old man for being insecure?” 
 
    Polly snorted and said, “You’re not old. Otherwise, I’m old, too.” 
 
    Gabe laughed when his mom wrinkled her nose. He met King’s gaze. 
 
    “I forgive you.” A smile teased his lips. “After all, if it wasn’t for you, Joker and I might’ve never—” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” King interjected, shaking his head wildly. “I don’t even wanna consider how I might’ve played into that.” 
 
    Gabe shared an amused look with his mom and they both burst into laughter. King glanced between them, crossing his arms and saying, “Assholes. Both of ya.” 
 
    Polly patted King’s chest. “You had it coming, Darlin’.” 
 
    “Whatever,” King huffed and turned his gaze on Gabe. “I’m proud of you. Proud that I get to call you my son and a King. But I don’t want to know anything about you and Joker. Though I’m getting to where I’ve accepted it.” 
 
    “Thank you, Pops,” Gabe said and wrapped his arms around him. 
 
    King grunted and complained, but he hugged Gabe back. He knew that with time, they’d be all right. So would King and Joker, if they worked through their problems, but he knew they were both committed. 
 
    Maya was still in the club, though King had sent Bones on what was now a month-long run out of town to give him some space from Maya. Bones certainly needed it, though he was committed to keeping up the ruse. 
 
    The two guys who’d tried to kill him were both dead. His father hadn’t admitted it, but Gabe was sure he’d pulled some strings to make it happen. Without them, there was no trial and he was all right with that. He still had some recovery to do but he was getting there, and with Joker at his side, he knew he’d be more than fine. 
 
   


  
 

 Joker 
 
      
 
    He clinked his bottle of Guinness with Zayne’s glass of whiskey. He took a big gulp then turned on his barstool, his eyes finding Gabe immediately. 
 
    “Did you ever think we’d get here?” Zayne asked. 
 
    Joker glanced at him with a raised brow. “Where?” 
 
    “Both settled down and living with someone we love.” 
 
    “I didn’t exactly plan on living with him,” Joker said with a pointed look. 
 
    “Gabe moved in with you way faster than Nash and I moved in together.” 
 
    Joker arched a brow at him and said, “He moved into the spare room, not in with me.” 
 
    Zayne shrugged. “Same thing. Besides, I doubt he stayed in my old room very long before he moved into your bed.” 
 
    Joker snapped his mouth shut. He wasn’t going to give Zayne more ammunition than he already had. He shook his head, a smile teasing his lips. He turned his eyes back on Gabe who immediately looked up, meeting Joker’s gaze. 
 
    Gabe and Nash walked up to them and Gabe was all smiles, the pride shining from him. Gabe stopped next to Joker, putting a hand on his thigh as he leaned over the bar to shout his order. Joker put a hand over Gabe’s to keep it there. He’d never been much for public displays of… anything, really, but if there was one thing he’d learned about himself the past month, it was that he loved those small touches and gestures between them. Kissing Gabe earlier had been more of a spur of the moment thing, though he couldn’t rule out that it would happen again. As long as King didn’t shoot him for it. 
 
    “How’s it feel, brother?” Zayne asked Gabe. 
 
    Gabe lit up in a bright smile. “Fucking fantastic.” 
 
    Jordan put Gabe’s bottle of beer on the bar top for him. Gabe thanked him and took a swig. Gabe turned and rested his arms on the bar, his gaze scanning across the people in the clubhouse. 
 
    “So when’s Hawk coming back? He’s been gone for over a month now,” Nash said. 
 
    “Don’t say you’re missing him,” Joker teased. 
 
    Zayne grunted. “Who the hell would miss his grumpy ass?” 
 
    Nash elbowed Zayne, making him yelp and curse him. 
 
    “He’s busy doing what he does best,” Joker said. 
 
    “Killing people?” Gabe suggested. 
 
    “Protecting them.” 
 
    “Don’t let him hear you say he protects people better than he kills them,” Zayne said. 
 
    Joker snorted and said, “I’ll take my chances,” making Gabe and Nash laugh. 
 
    They stayed by the bar, drinking and having fun for hours. He very much enjoyed seeing Gabe so happy and carefree. There were still a lot of unknowns in their lives but the one thing he knew with absolute certainty, was that Gabe was his and he was Gabe’s. 
 
    They were still looking for the guy who’d disappeared from the warehouse. They’d gotten a picture of his face from Sean’s security footage and Sean and Auggie were working together to find him. He wasn’t too worried, though. The guy was alone. Why would he come after them? Hell, he probably didn’t know who they were. Besides, everyone Wade had ever worked with was being investigated or arrested. No, he wasn’t worried. If the guy valued his life, he’d run and hide. 
 
    Gabe grabbed his hand and tugged him off of his stool, backing away from the bar. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Joker asked with a cocked brow. 
 
    A playful smile spread on Gabe’s lips. 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    Joker’s brows shot up and then he was the one pulling Gabe towards the door. He thought maybe they were getting away without anyone noticing but just before they reached the door, he heard a loud whistle. He groaned and turned to flip off Stiletto who was standing by one of the couches, wagging her brows at them. Gabe chuckled and towed Joker out of the door in the midst of catcalls from several of their brothers. 
 
    He followed Gabe to their bikes. Gabe grabbed Joker’s helmet and handed it to him. Joker stood with it in his hand as he watched Gabe get onto his bike. That was a sight he was looking forward to seeing every day. A confident Gabe wearing Joker’s old cut. He loved that it’d been his but now it was very much Gabe’s. Like it’d been made for him. 
 
    “You ready?” Gabe asked. 
 
    Joker nodded and pulled on his helmet. “I’m ready, Rex.” 
 
    Gabe snorted. “I’m gonna need some time to get used to that.” 
 
    “I know, but don’t worry, you’ll always be Gabe to me,” Joker said. 
 
    “As long as you don’t call me ‘kid’, I think I’ll be fine,” Gabe said with a chuckle. 
 
    Joker shook his head, a smile playing on his lips. He got on his bike and started it, driving out onto the road with Gabe right behind him. 
 
    The second they made it through the door of their apartment, Gabe’s mouth was on his. Joker cupped Gabe’s face and tried to get his boots off while kissing him. He stumbled, chuckling against Gabe’s lips, feeling Gabe smile into the kiss. He pulled back. Gabe shook his head at him, chuckling as he bent to pull his own boots off. 
 
    Once they were both sans boots, Gabe grabbed him by his vest and pulled him into a searing hot kiss. Gabe’s tongue licked along the seams of his lips and he opened for him with a groan. He slid his hands down Gabe’s back to grab his ass and jerk him closer. Gabe’s erection pressed against Joker’s thigh and Gabe thrust against him. 
 
    He pushed Gabe against the wall, taking his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled, fighting for control. Gabe might be pushy, but Joker knew he was always in control. Gabe had no problem letting him take the reins. Because of Gabe’s dislocated shoulder, they hadn’t been able to use any form of restraints, but he’d quickly found that he didn’t need them with Gabe. He trusted the man explicitly. He knew without a doubt that Gabe would never judge him or break his thrust. 
 
    Gabe got a hand between them, rubbing over Joker’s hard length through his jeans. Joker gasped into his mouth and pulled back, resting his hands on the wall on either side of Gabe’s head. He met Gabe’s heated gaze. Gabe sucked his bottom lip between his teeth and reached for Joker’s zipper. Joker stood still as Gabe opened his jeans and pushed them down his thighs along with his boxers. Gabe wrapped his fingers around Joker’s cock, squeezing just right as he stroked him. A shiver ran through Joker’s body, making him gasp and thrust into Gabe’s hand. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    The twinkle in Gabe’s eyes made him lower his head to take Gabe’s mouth in a rough kiss. 
 
    “Clothes off. Now,” Joker said and took a step back. 
 
    Gabe shrugged out of his cut and handed it to Joker. Heat burned through him as he looked down at the piece of leather. He glanced up, meeting Gabe’s gaze. 
 
    “One day I’m gonna fuck you only wearing this,” he said. 
 
    Gabe made a strangled sound and began pulling at his own clothes faster. Joker stepped out of his pants and hung up Gabe’s cut, then took his own off to hang it right next to Gabe’s. He reached behind his head to pull his shirt off and tossed it onto the floor. Hands wrapped around him from behind, lips brushing against the side of his neck. 
 
    “You feel so good,” Gabe mumbled against Joker’s skin. 
 
    He felt Gabe’s hard cock against his ass and when Gabe thrust leisurely against him, a gasp fell from his lips. He turned in Gabe’s arms and cupped his cheeks, bringing their mouths together. Gabe walked backwards and Joker followed until they reached their bedroom. 
 
    “On the bed,” Joker ordered. 
 
    Gabe licked his lips, lust burning in his dark eyes. Gabe crawled onto the bed while Joker grabbed their supplies. He stopped at the foot of the bed to just watch Gabe. He was nothing short of beautiful. How Gabe had fallen in love with a man like him was a mystery to him. He was done questioning it, though. 
 
    He got on the bed and put the lube and condoms down next to Gabe’s left side. Gabe looked up at him as he placed himself between Gabe’s legs. He leaned down, putting his elbows on the bed, and stole a quick kiss. 
 
    “What do you want, Baby?” he asked as he pulled back. 
 
    “You. I want to fuck you,” Gabe said without a shred of uncertainty or doubt in his voice. 
 
    Joker let out a groan. Gabe sat up and motioned for Joker to turn around. He did so, getting on his hands and knees. Gabe brushed his hands down Joker’s back to his ass. Gabe squeezed his ass in his hands. 
 
    “This is all mine,” Gabe said, his voice sounding husky. 
 
    “All yours,” Joker agreed. 
 
    Gabe pulled his cheeks apart and said, “I’mma take good care of you.” 
 
    Joker opened his mouth but whatever he’d been about to say turned into a throaty moan when Gabe circled his entrance with his tongue. Joker’s eyes rolled into the back of his head when Gabe pushed his tongue inside. Joker was quickly reduced to a shivering mess as Gabe made a meal out of his ass. Gabe pulled back only to return a few seconds later, first with his tongue and then with a finger. Joker groaned and pushed his ass back against him. 
 
    “Fuck, Kerrigan.” 
 
    He heard the snick of the lube cap opening. Gabe pushed two fingers inside him, the burn mixed with pleasure leaving him panting for breath. Gabe took his sweet time getting him ready and it wasn’t until Joker was fucking himself on Gabe’s fingers and begging, that Gabe replaced his fingers with his cock. 
 
    Joker cursed, then forgot how to breathe as Gabe pushed inside, stretching him and filling him up so good. Gabe bottomed out and then stilled, rubbing his hands over Joker’s sides in a caress. 
 
    “That’s it, Baby. Just breathe,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker groaned and moved forward, then rocked back onto Gabe’s cock, making both of them curse. He did it one more time, then Gabe grabbed him by the hips and started thrusting into him. He set a rough pace that had Joker making needy sounds in no time. 
 
    Gabe snapped his hips, the sound of skin slapping nearly drowning out their soft groans and gasps. Gabe pulled back until the head of his cock stretched the ring of muscle. Joker hissed, then cursed when Gabe pulled all the way out. He didn’t get to complain before Gabe pushed him. He fell to his side and then rolled to lay on his back. Gabe grabbed a pillow and shoved it under Joker’s hips, then he was back between his legs. 
 
    “Want to look at you when you come,” Gabe said. 
 
    Joker licked his lips and wrapped his legs around Gabe’s waist, forcing him to lean down over Joker. Gabe wore a wicked smile as he crushed his mouth over Joker’s. He licked into Joker’s mouth while his hand guided his cock to Joker’s entrance. Joker groaned into Gabe’s mouth as he filled him up. 
 
    Gabe grabbed the backs of Joker’s thighs, pushing his legs against his chest. Their kiss was a clash of tongues and teeth, like neither could get enough of the other. Joker dug his fingers into Gabe’s shoulders as Gabe pounded into his ass. Each thrust, each cry of pleasure, drove him closer to the edge but he never wanted it to end. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, Gabe let go of Joker’s legs and Joker wrapped them around Gabe’s hips, holding on tightly. Gabe snapped his hips, hitting Joker’s prostate. Unintelligible words fell from Joker’s lips and he arched his back trying to take Gabe deeper. He wrapped a hand around his cock, his strokes hard and fast. 
 
    “Joker,” Gabe breathed. 
 
    He jerked his eyes up to meet Gabe’s gaze. What he saw there made his heart do crazy things in his chest. 
 
    “I know, Baby. I know.” 
 
    “I love you,” Gabe said. 
 
    He knew he didn’t deserve Gabe’s love—at least not yet—but that didn’t stop him from wanting it, from needing to hear him say it. 
 
    “Again,” Joker begged. 
 
    “Fuck,” Gabe gasped. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you. I love you so god damned much,” Joker said. 
 
    Pleasure curled his toes, making him cry out. He came between them, spurting all over their chests. He threw his head back, a loud moan escaping him.  
 
    Gabe came almost right after him, his thrusts losing rhythm. He grunted Joker’s name as he snapped his hips one more time. Gabe collapsed on top of him and he just wrapped his arms around him. Their breaths were ragged, and it took a while before they were both breathing normally again. 
 
    Gabe put his hands on the bed and pushed his upper body off of Joker. Gabe glanced between them, a smile teasing his lips. 
 
    “You made quite a mess,” Gabe said and glanced up at Joker. 
 
    “You do that to me.” 
 
    Gabe grinned and ran a finger through the come on Joker’s chest, bringing it to his lips. Gabe sucked the finger into his mouth with a needy moan. Joker had Gabe on his back the next second, claiming his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. 
 
    He pulled back to stare into Gabe’s loving gaze. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    Gabe smiled up at him. “I love you, too, Kerrigan.” 
 
    One thing was for certain; he was never gonna tire of Gabe. He loved everything about him. Whatever it took, he was going to make damned sure he deserved Gabe. Gabe was his and he was never going to let him go again. 
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