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***Sico***

I open the door and stroll inside as if I didn’t just kill two guys on the front lawn. My ol’lady comes rushing down the stairs, Pokey and his ol’lady following after her. Dammit, every time our eyes meet something flares inside me, as if stroking hairs the wrong way and yet it feels so damn right.

I point to my ol’lady. “You and me, full lockdown, starting right the fuck now.”

Everleigh’s nose scrunches up while her head rears back, confusion spreading across her face. “What?”

“It’s done. You got what you asked for. I turned the heat fully on me. Pokey and Orianna are carefree. I took the blame and added some more along with it. That makes me the one with a target on his head and with that, so do you.” I turn around and face Zack, my Prez. “Any problem with how I handled it?”

Zack’s jaw ticks but I can see the appreciation in his eyes over what I just did. With ‘the Cape Town crew’ showing up at Everleigh’s doorstep just now, it gave me the perfect opportunity to swing things around. They came looking for Pokey’s ol’lady, Orianna, because they wanted to kill her. They think she’s got something to do with one of their gang members, Jack, disappearing. Jack is the younger brother of James Johnson, the head of the gang. 

This shit all started months ago when Orianna stepped off a plane and was pushed down the stairs and kicked half to death. She was fucking pregnant at the time and it was a damn miracle she and the kid survived. It was a damn gang initiation, just some random fucking fun for those punks. 

The gang wanted to clear up their mess when they realized Orianna was alive and might recognize those involved. That fucker Jack isn’t missing. Pokey killed him when he showed up at Orianna’s house when he was there to take her out.

Pokey and Orianna have a son that’s just a few months old, while I don’t have anyone except for my ol’lady. But it was also something Everleigh said right before that gang showed up on her front lawn that made me justify my actions just now. Something about wishing she could take over their problems because that young family with the newborn doesn’t need that shit. Seeing my ol’lady has a grade A safehouse...it was more than enough reason to take on all of this myself.

Standing on her front lawn with those punks facing us, stirring up problems for the whole town with their robberies, vandalism, gang initiations, throwing drugs on our streets, and not having a problem with attacking pregnant women and killing mothers...yeah, I was calm as shit when I pulled the trigger.

So, here we are...easy decision, easy kill. The heat is on, full fucking force and I know those fuckers will regroup and come after me now. I’ll be waiting, while in the meantime I have my ol’lady locked by my side. We need it. Because I might call her my ol’lady, and she damn well is...but we’re not really together. Not by a long shot. 

More like she hates my guts but I had to tie her to me because something deep inside me didn’t want her to be with anyone else. Yeah, I’m the kind of selfish asshole who goes head to head with her every chance I get. Don’t get me wrong, she gives back as good as she gets, making it hard as fuck for the both of us. But that’s a whole other fucked up situation that needs to be handled at another point in time.

“No problem, brother. You handled that well for all of us.” Zack, my Prez, nods.

Dams, my VP, stumbles into the living room. “I’ve got those two locked and loaded so I’m heading out to dump them. Tyler, you’re comin’ with me.” Tyler and Dams stroll out of the house and with that close the door behind them.

“Pokey, I want you out of here along with your ol’lady and your kid. Maybe spend a night at the clubhouse, or head on over to your sister’s for all I care, but you three need to disappear for a few days or for however long it takes for us to handle this shit. I’d expect it to be a couple of weeks, tops. Go to your sister, or better yet...take a damn vacation or something, hell...everyone knows you guys deserve it. Sico’s shifted the problem and him and his ol’lady have the perfect setting to deal with this,” Zack says and turns to Calix. “How many days before you have to work?”

“Bartending at the Purple Bean tonight, I have to check on my club tomorrow and I took a week vacation.” Calix rubs his fingers over his jawline, rubbing the hint of stubble. “Scratch that, I was put on a week leave since I’ve been working double shifts at the station. No detective work for a week because the captain ordered me to take some well-deserved rest before cases start to pile back up again. And to be honest, I need that time to think over a few things, so I’d be happy to do that here.”

“Good. I’ll get someone to cover your shift tonight seeing you’re going to be Sico’s backup this upcoming week. I’ll get a brother over here tomorrow night so you can check on your business, then your ass is right back here, yeah?” Zack orders Calix.

“Yeah, Prez. I’ll head on over to my house and pack some shit. I’ll be back in about half an hour.” Calix doesn’t wait for a reply and slips out of the house.

“Didn’t I fucking tell you to leave?” Zack growls at Pokey who nods and heads upstairs.

Everleigh is staring at me. It’s screwed up because I can’t get a read on her. She’s too fucking good sometimes with putting a mask on. She’s got so many sides to her and most of the time I can see right through her bullshit she puts in place to hide behind. I’ve been drawn to her from the start and effortlessly poke through the fake smiles and the lies she throws around. Yet now? No flames in her eyes, no mask, just...nothing. Empty as fuck.

“What?” I snap. I can’t fucking help it. Sometimes she really scratches the asshole in me that’s always available to flip over for her, ready for a good belly rub.

“You’re not staying here.” Her tiny fists are perched on those fine hips of hers. “Why don’t you get on that bike of yours and ride into the sunset, taking those gang punks with you? Good fucking riddance.”

“Then saddle up, baby. Because you’re my ol’lady so I ain’t going anywhere without you.” I plaster a smirk on my face that immediately flames up her eyes with annoyance. Or maybe it was my words, whatever.

I was a manwhore before I met her, and from what I had heard about her way back when...she was the female version of me. Oh, how wrong I fucking was about that. I’ve discovered something about her past, what she went through, what lies she told...making me aware she’s nothing like me at all. She’s not the slut she tries so hard to appear to the outside world. 

And fuck...I know for one hundred percent sure my cock has been inside her more times than the amount of men she’s fucked. And the times I’ve had her I can count on one damn hand. So, no, compared to me, she might as well be a broken virgin. 

Catch my drift here? Lies. Slut, whore, easy pussy...none of those words are her and yet she tries very hard to keep that mask in place. I claimed her before I fucking knew this shit was a mask. It was a spur of the moment thing. A jealousy wave ‘if I can’t have her no one will’ statement. We were both miserable because neither of us could fuck. Us hating each other’s ass, and with her being my ol’lady she wasn’t allowed to fuck others and neither was I. 

I did mention I’m an asshole, right? Yeah, well...what’s a guy to do when you stick your cock inside a woman and for the first fucking time in your life it’s surrounded with so much heat and tightness, you come the same moment you bury yourself balls deep with her coming right along with you. Hence my reason for claiming; if I can’t have her no one will. Because she’s mine whether her, or I for that matter, like it or not.

I turn my attention toward my Prez. “I need to head to the clubhouse and grab my shit. Everleigh will go with, she needs to be with me at all times, and if I’m not there, I want at least two brothers watching her, yeah? Oh, and that would be sometime tonight since I have a thing I need to take care of.”

“You got it.” Zack nods.

“And that thing you need to take care of is?” Everleigh snaps, making me give her my full attention.

“I think it’s time I paid a visit to your brother. Now is as good a time as any.” I grab my phone and shoot the fucker a message, getting one right back with a time to meet him later that night at his tattoo shop. Perfect.

Pokey and Orianna stroll into the living room. Orianna is holding her son and has a bag over her shoulder. Pokey is holding two bags in one hand, a cat carrier holding Fuzzbutt, their cat, in the other. 

“Okay, we’re all set. Thanks, man.” Pokey nods and his ol’lady’s eyes are spilling over with tears. Fucking emotional shit.

“I’m an egocentric ass, you know that. Now I get to be in full lockdown with my ol’lady keeping my cock warm. Couldn’t pass that shit up even if you forced my arm.” I give my brother a wink knowing very well I can’t fool him since he was the one who told me the truth about what happened to Everleigh.

Orianna is shooting daggers at me, nothing new there...all women think I’m an ass, and that right there suits me just fine. Well, all except for the one who is now hugging Orianna. Everleigh. My ol’lady. I need this time together to see if I can maybe turn things around between us. Fuck if I know how to be in a relationship, but the thought of having something like my other brothers have with their ol’ladies makes my chest tighten.

“I know just the thing to keep his cock warm, no worries. I’ll be sure to chop that cock right off and microwave that sucker a few times a day,” Everleigh quips making Orianna chuckle.

“Okay, folks, enough. Let’s head out and get shit done. These fuckers will regroup and we don’t know what they’ll do next. I need to get a hold of Ransom so he can call Casey and request intel. Last I heard Casey was leading the investigation against the Cape Town crew. Clearly, we can’t tell that fucker what went down just now, but we need to do some exchange of words because we need his FBI intel.” Zack rubs his eyes. “Fuck. I need to get out of here. Blue has a checkup later today and we’re going to find out what we’re having. Not that I care, two boys, two girls, one of each. Holy fuck, I still can’t believe I knocked her up with twins. Shit...as long as she pops them out healthy and stays fucking alive herself.”

“Women squeeze out kids every damn second all over the world, Prez.” I shake my head against his dramatic rant, he looks freaked out. “Come on, Simi. We’ll head to the clubhouse and stop to get some groceries on our way back so we can stock up,” I tell her and fuck...I love how her eyes always flare when I use the nickname I gave her. Simi, because her middle name is Simone. I like that a hell of a lot better since no one calls her that except me.

“Have you seen my pantry? I could skip the grocery store and live on that shit for over a year. Will you just leave so I can lock up behind you folks?” She gives me a motherfucking all telling smile.

Stepping into her personal space, I make sure to let my words tickle her ear. “That won’t be happening, Simi. Nothing will be able to keep me from getting close to you. I’m not talking about my cock taking that tight cunt of yours whenever either of us need it...I’m talking about getting underneath your skin...and every waking second I will grasp to get inside that head of yours.”

That’s it. That’s all the fair warning she gets from me. And when I step back confusion is written all over her face. Oh, yeah...she’s gotten used to my asshole ways and throws her bitch at me at every turn. 

A huge turn on but she will experience soon enough that her scheme has holes the size of Texas. The only whore between the both of us was me. Hence the ‘was’ because when she stumbled into my life that shit was over and done with. Now she only needs to realize it. 
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***Simi***

What an ass. Yes, those three words run through my mind as much as three other words; what the fuck. Because for real...I need those three words to keep sane when I’m around people. But the first three? Those are reserved for one person, and one person only. Sico. That self-absorbed, obnoxious, thickheaded piece of man meat. I can’t believe I ever saw something in him the first time he walked into the tattoo shop.  

The tattoo shop belongs to Brandlee, my brother, who co-owns it with Blue, Zack’s ol’lady. I work there and Sico made an appointment to get a tattoo by me. Okay, I admit it might have been the way his bulging muscles were straining underneath his shirt and the dirty talk that flowed from him while I was inking his skin. 

Ugh. But right now? He is rubbing me the wrong way yet again by taking decisions out of my hands. It’s never been his reputation that bugs me though, I couldn’t care less about that. Even when it’s being rubbed right in my face like now. 

I’m standing in the clubhouse waiting near the bar because Sico had to come back to the clubhouse to pick up a few things from his room. And it appears I’m not to be left alone until this threat with the Cape Town crew is handled. So here I am, watching three women hanging against the bar, ogle him openly. One finally has the guts to strut toward Sico. This’ll be fun. 

“Where are you going, lover? We’ve all been missing you and that big pierced cock you know how to use so damn well...any chance you want to pound my pussy before you leave?” The bitch in heat rubs her hand between her legs as if to open up her cunt through the shortest jeans shorts she’s wearing.

“Please hold my puke,” I mutter and roll my eyes.

Instead of giving the woman a blip of his time, Sico’s eyes find mine instead. I can’t explain it but he’s changed somehow the last few days. He’s different. Still an ass, don’t get me wrong, but the look in his eyes has shifted. I can’t put my finger on it.

“I guess we’ll just make it to go, right, lover?” The ho who was stroking herself between the legs now drops to her knees in front of Sico and reaches for his zipper.

I don’t have time to blink before his fingers are wrapped in her hair as he throws her back on her ass. “Don’t ever touch me or come near me again, Lulu. That goes for every whore in here. Understood?”

The woman, who I now know is called Lulu, scrambles to her feet and throws me an evil glare. “That means you too, bitch.” The way those words come out, dripping with a sneer of hatefulness should hurt my feelings. If I had any to worry about that is.

But no. I don’t feel anything. But when my gaze hits Sico’s I recognize a flash of hurt and regret before it flips to anger, making me doubt if it was even actually there in the first place. See? That’s what I was talking about, the slight change. The Sico from a few days ago wouldn’t even look at me before giving anyone hell or care what others said about or to me.

“No worries there, girlfriend. He’s not my ol’man by choice, so I have no problem ignoring his ass, or his cock for that matter,” I tell her on a wink. 

I’m totally indifferent about all of this and for real, she’s a person first and foremost. One who clearly likes to expand her sexuality and gets it when and where she can. Who am I to judge? 

“You’re such a condescending cunt. I don’t know why he picked you, out of all the whores in here.” She starts to sneer. Okay, she might be a person...but she’s a person who just jumped high up my shit list.

“She’s not a fucking whore. Don’t ever talk about her like that again or I will slice your fucking throat with a blunt knife,” Sico bellows into Lulu’s face. It looks like he’s not done yet but his mouth snaps shut. Spinning around, he grabs his bag and stalks toward me. He takes me by the elbow and guides me out of the clubhouse.

When I look at him I can tell anger is flowing off him in waves and I don’t freaking get it. “What’s your problem?” I question before I add, “It’s not like I don’t know you like to screw everything that has a warm hole to offer. Hell, you know I like to use my bun for any hotdog that fits the bill.”

My back hits the stone wall of the clubhouse and my breath leaves my body in a rush due to the impact. His fingers are wrapped around my throat. “Is that so, Simi? How many hotdogs have you had in that bun of yours, huh? Want to make it a contest? Tough fucking luck because I lost count a decade ago, but you, Simi,” His fingers leave my throat but turn into a fist that hits the wall behind me. “Fuck,” he bellows while dread fills my veins. 

His actions...his words...does he know? How does he know I’m lying about how many men I’ve had? That can’t be...

Sico shakes his hand, grabs the bag he must have thrown to the ground and tells me, “Hurry the fuck up, I ain’t got all day for this cunt vs cock shit. I need to be at your brother’s place later tonight and we still need to shop.” 

Thank fuck, the not caring, asshole Sico is back right, on cue. I’m imagining things. He doesn’t know anything about me. The discussion with the whore earlier just got to him, he’s riled up, that’s all it is. I plaster a smile in place. “You’re the one who’s stalling, don’t be blaming that shit on me.”

He just turns and throws the bag in my car. Yes, I made us take my car because I refuse to sit on the back of his bike. For these guys that means something special. I won’t ever plant my ass on the back of a bike again now that he’s labeled me his ol’lady. 

And you might think I have something to say about all of this but in reality...not so much. The friendships I’ve built here are all connected with this MC, meaning I have nowhere else to go. Also, I don’t want to because everybody accepts me for who I want to be so why throw it all away over this guy? A guy I get to annoy just as much as he does me. 

At first, he cock-blocked himself when he claimed me as his ol’lady. But seeing that only made the two of us horny, we settled on a compromise where we would both get our rocks off. Meaning no intimacy at all. Sico didn’t do that before so that was a given, but a quick, rough, anger fuck is really, really, really nice. 

Add that to the fact that I don’t want to sell my house and move yet again to another state, because I like the house I designed myself. I feel safe there, it’s designed to withstand an apocalypse...that safe. It’s not even completely ready yet. I have to finish the basement that I’m planning to turn into a game room. I even took a few weeks off to arrange it all, and now this shit with the Cape Town crew messing it all up.

The silence in the car is comfortable. Seeing neither of us have anything to say to one another and clearly don’t care if we make the other one uncomfortable with being silent, it works well for the both of us. Just like the ol’lady thing. First, I was furious, then the thought hit me that this cleared a lot of issues for me. 

Meaning I didn’t have to work for my slutty reputation. My fake reputation I based on one incident with people around to see to get the ball rolling. But Sico ended that by claiming me as his ol’lady after I had sex with him. Still...hence the clearing of issues for me. Now the only thing I have to deal with is this annoying, grumpy, asshole biker. 

Who’s insanely good with his cock. Sex with that guy is nothing like I’ve ever experienced. That right there was frustrating because I hated him for claiming me. He did it in front of everyone because I turned him down. He didn’t want me to have sex with anyone else...well, not that I wanted to, I needed to keep my fake appearance high, but I also have to admit that it was funny flirting in front of him with others to set him off.  

When he claimed me on the spot that meant neither of us had sex. Not with each other, and clearly not with others since for the biker world we were a couple. Now that...was frustrating to say the least, since he invoked a craving inside me. A need to have sex and for me that was new. But it had to be with him because the other experiences I had with sex were horrible. More reason I agreed with the fuck rule we set in place to deal with the both of us being horny; the come and be done fucking. But dammit, it’s been awhile.  

I glance to my left. His fingers are wrapped around the steering wheel. Muscled forearms, massive biceps and those shoulders...I’ve held on to those a time or two while his powerful body was dominating mine. The side of his head is shaved bald, the hair on the top of his head would fall to his shoulders if he didn’t have it tied up. So damn sexy and I love tugging it. Hence the reason my fingers snap that hair tie right off when he’s pounding inside me. 

I can’t help it. Those delicious grunts that leave his body, the wild hair I can let my fingers dig into. Then there’s this piercing...and I’m not talking about the septum piercing, nope...the one in his nose is nothing compared to the one he’s got in his cock. A thick ring that goes in under the tip and straight through his...

“I don’t have time to fuck right now, Everleigh.” Sico’s rumble of laughter flows through the car. “Get your eyes off my cock, it’s burning a hole in my fucking jeans. Why don’t you slide your fingers inside your pants and rub that clit all on your own, take the edge off so you’re all warmed up for me later on when I do have time. I don’t want to put in the effort to make you wet.” 

And that right there brings up yet again why I’d rather pass. “No thanks. I wasn’t thinking about a quick fuck. I was still thinking about the ‘don’t make it a contest’ statement you threw out. But I was calculating how many times I got an orgasm compared to you...since...you know...I can get off so many times in a row while you...you always need to take a while to fire that ol’ cock of yours back up.” 

His upper lip twitches in a look of disdain, fingers tightening again around the steering wheel. Good. Asshole. I hope his cock splits in half and shrivels up so that piercing will fall off. Being great with that part of his anatomy might bring euphoria, but when it comes with an attitude like that I’d rather starve myself from sex then put up with this guy right here.

The rest of our little trip to the store went by without a single word thrown back and forth. The only sound out of his mouth was when he tried to pay for the groceries. I elbowed him in his gut and ordered him to pack up, making the girl behind the counter laugh. Seems that only fueled his anger. Good. Because I was fuming on the inside too. This whole thing was a clusterfuck but then again...wasn’t everything in my life?

“Don’t fucking touch it, just go inside and let me get those bags,” Sico growls when I grab one of the bags out of the back of the car.

“I’m pretty sure this body can do more than just be a warm hole to fuck, so do yourself a favor and don’t start to act like a gentleman, it doesn’t suit you.” I sneer and grab another bag before I stalk toward the house.

Balancing one bag, I open the door but when I step inside, a body hits me from behind pushing me against the wall. Groceries crash down the same time as the front door slams shut. 

“I specifically said to leave the bags and let me get them. What the fuck is up with the degrading shit?” Sico’s voice is filled with fury and yet his body feels so damn good.

Shifting my ass against his pelvis I can feel he’s getting hard between us. I have no shame because this right here? Turns me on. Yes, I’m a slut because I’ve got so much anger coursing through my veins and yet I’m horny as hell and it’s all because of the man who’s caging me in.

His nose slides over the skin of my neck, his tongue trailing a path behind it. “Fuck. I love how your pulse picks up.” His hand glides over my breast, kneading it and with that creating more heat inside my body.

I need him inside me so damn bad that I’m practically shaking with need. Except, I won’t ask. I never ask or beg for that matter. Because I hate him. But I need him. And that’s just it, we’re the same. We don’t care, except when we’re in the moment, like now. Cold air hits the skin of my ass for one breath before I’m stretched to the max when he buries himself deep inside me with one stroke.

“Yessssssssss,” I wheeze while pushing my hips back in an attempt to get him to move.

It’s fucked up. When our bodies are connected, we have no problem with communicating normal. Civil. Neutral grounds surround us while we’re building a sweat at the sound of our bodies slapping. 

“Fuck, you feel good. We’re not waiting so long next time, beautiful. I can barely hold myself back. The way you’re hugging my cock...you want to come, don’t you, beautiful? Ask me. Ask me, dammit. And I’ll give it, make it so damn good.” Sico’s rapid breath of words comes out as a growl but it only heats my skin that’s too tight already.

“I need to...so close...please...will you...can you...make me come, stud.” I moan loud when his fingers slide over my clit as he keeps pounding inside me. “I know you’re good for it. Rotate...yes. Oh, fuck...yes, that...right there, again.”

“That’s the spot, huh, beautiful?” Grunts. Delicious grunts in my neck. One of his hands is digging into my hip where he keeps me pinned as the other is working magic on my clit.

With his piercing hitting the right spot inside me over and over again I’m brought to an intense orgasm that tears its way through my body. I scream his name while he keeps surging in and out of me before he buries himself deep, biting my shoulder where I hear a muted version of my name.

Shit. Hot pulses inside me. Cum. Cum means pregnancy. Even if I’m on the pill. I can’t. It’s...disgusting. Dirty. Vile. It can happen. Again. I can’t breathe.

“Get the fuck off me,” I growl and push back. “You did it again even though I told you to never forget, dammit. Learn to fucking wrap it up,” I seethe and move away from Sico and bend down to pick up my clothes.

“There wasn’t any fucking time and besides, you’re on the damn pill and we’re both clean. Fuck, Simi. Why the hell do you always freak out on me? It’s happened twice before, and again...you’re on the fucking pill, woman,” Sico throws back while he’s tucking himself back into his pants.

“It’s not one hundred percent safe, shit for brains. And even more, I don’t want your cum leaking out,” I growl.

“Why not?” Sico snickers. “That’s just a personal reminder that you’re mine, Simi. And here’s another reminder...you’re the only one that has had the honor of having my cum leaking out. Now...doesn’t that make you special that you’re the only woman I’ve only fucked bare? Because it fucking should,” the massive, disgusting asshole says with a proud grin on his face like he just pointed out I won some sort of grand finale.

“There’s nothing special about me, or you for that matter. But you know what? Thanks for the reminder...next time I’m horny I’ll use my fingers or my vibrator to save me from the chatty aftermath.” I turn on my heel and head for the shower.
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Chapter 03
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***Sico***

“That...was very entertaining,” Calix’s voice rumbles, making my head swing to the right.

The idiot is sitting on the couch with his arms spread out over the back, one leg resting at the ankle on his knee.

“Enjoy the show, did you? Fucker. Wasn’t it rather tame compared to the kinky fucking you have openly displayed in that club of yours? Bet it’s been awhile since you fucked one on one without tying her down or using clamps and shit.” I snicker.

Calix owns Ares, a BDSM club. Busy man with being a detective and working two nights a week as a bartender in the Purple Bean, a bar that the club owns. That’s just how this man functions, I guess. Always busy, and yet always the fucking outside appearance of pure serenity. That shit mirrors in the damn white suits he always wears.

But I’ve been around this guy long enough to know he can flip his shit and swears like anyone else. The difference is...he keeps it to himself, either inside his head or takes it out when he’s fighting. That’s how he blows off steam. Usually in the gym but that fucker used to participate in underground fighting. Calix is not how he seems. He’s a fucking wildcard.

“The hate fucking I just witnessed?” He slowly shakes his head. “I wish. I’m curious.” Placing his shoe on the floor, some high-class brand since the fucker lives and breathes old money, he leans forward as he places his forearms on his knees. “Is that the only time you guys are actually nice to each other? That’s primal, you know. I’ve always wondered what that would be like, the hate fucking I mean. Not one woman I’ve had the pleasure of playing with has spiked such a reaction. The two of you have a special brand of fireworks. I think I envy you on that level.”

Just what I fucking need. “You’re here for backup, Calix. Rein in the fucking psychological shit. Save it for the members of your club but not in this house and especially not when it concerns me and my ol’lady.”

He throws both hands up in defense. “Hey, point taken. But I’m just sayin’.”

“Don’t need to hear it,” I growl and stalk out of the house to get the other grocery bags that are still in the car.

Great, just fucking great. To complicate shit even more I now have Calix analyzing everything. That fucker is always taking people apart to see how they function. He’s a good judge of character, don’t get me wrong, and that’s what he needs in his line of work. A damn detective that closes almost every case he sets his teeth into. Oh, and that fucking club of his, let’s not forget that kinky part. He likes to observe, hence the reason he’s a bartender. 

That fucker sees everything. Not to mention no one notices him, he’s like a fly on the wall. Just like he was dead silent as I was fucking Simi, never knowing someone was there in the room with us. Great. With that reminder my cock swells, lighting up the craving to have her again. Like always, I can never get enough of her.

Is that the only time you guys are actually nice to each other? Calix’s words slam through me again. That’s fucking reality and until now, I never even realized the fact that we are actually nice to each other when we fuck. Seems that it comes natural considering the fact that she feels so damn right in my arms. Everything falls into place and I just relish in the moment where it’s just the two of us. My all-time fucking happy place; inside her.

Great. Now I’m sporting a damn boner again, one I just solved by fucking Simi and seeing the last time we fucked was days ago and the fact that she’s mad as shit at me again for not wearing a damn rubber...yeah, next angry fuck will be days away. Even when I just told her we shouldn’t wait that long. If only I used a condom; she seemed less ticked when I do and even schedules the next fuck the same day or the day after.

Yes. I said schedule. As in a text. She picks the day and time and when we meet...damn Calix with pointing it out because now I realize she comes in angry, melts when I’ve got her in my arms and grows cold right after. Meaning she gets dressed and walks away without looking back. Except when I fuck up with the condom, then she gives me hell straight after.

I’ve put all the groceries away when Calix strolls into the kitchen. “You okay with me cookin’?”

“Fuck, yeah. Knock yourself out,” I tell the man. For the sake of all our bellies, this guy needs to make us dinner.

He doesn’t offer or do it often but when he takes off his jacket and gets into the kitchen at the clubhouse? Not a crumb of food is left, no matter what he whips up. That fucker has so many skills it’s a fucking miracle he’s still single. But that’s none of my business.

Heading upstairs with my bags, I barge into Simi’s bedroom. She’s lying on the bed, well...not for long seeing she dashed up the second I stepped inside. The book she was holding flies to the floor. 

“What the hell?” she spits out. Narrowing her eyes, she continues. “Get out, spawn of Satan. Take one of the rooms further down the hall, I’ve got enough spare bedrooms.” 

Simi reaches for her book; her hair is still damp from the shower she took. With the tight yoga pants she’s wearing it’s a visual my hands cannot skip. Dropping the bags, I replace them with her magnificent ass, grinding her against my cock to create friction that might ease the throbbing somewhat. 

“What are you doing?” She groans in an effort to reject me but it sounds like a needy moan in my ears.

She might hate me for a few days, like she always does after I’ve fucked her bare, but I’m done with walking away and ignoring her. I’m dead set on prolonging the nice attitude between us, and if that means fucking most of the time? So. Be. It.

Leaning over her, I place my lips next to her ear and murmur, “Get on the bed, beautiful. I need to eat that sweet cunt.” 

I can hear her sharp intake of breath, shocked at my offer. 

“You heard me. I need it. Are you going to deny me?” I challenge, because, fuck...me eating pussy? Putting my mouth on a woman, or giving her an orgasm for that matter? That shit wasn’t something I’d do for any woman. Not until this one I’m holding right here.

She’s still frozen in place when she asks, “What’s the catch?”

See? Even my ol’lady knows something’s up because I haven’t offered that shit until now. “Get naked and put that ass on the bed, legs spread wide and cunt on show.”


I’m deliberately ignoring her question. Lucky for the both of us she’s selfish enough to step toward the bed and throw her clothes to the floor, getting herself ready to be devoured by my mouth.

She’s got ink on most places of her body and it just makes her more beautiful in my eyes. I’ve heard Simi got most over the last few months, her brother inking the designs she made herself. Mostly floral art with shades and fine lines. Every inch of her skin is delicious, pierced or not, inked or not, curvy where my hands need it. A fucking wet dream this woman of mine.

I keep my clothes on and pin her with a stare. “This,” I point at her sweet slit glistening and ready for me, “is going to happen every night from now on. Your only choice in this will be my covered-up cock afterwards,” I reach for my bag and pull out one motherfucking huge box of condoms and throw it on the bedside table before I finish, “or leave it with just one orgasm by my tongue. In return I will sleep in this bed right next to you where we will have one normal conversation a day.”

Her eyes narrow and I can see she’s ready to throw me out of her room. Not fucking happening.

“Don’t mistake my statement as a fucking question or some shit we need to discuss. This is going to happen because we’re stuck in this, in the house and tied to one another. You’re mine and I made that very clear so we’re going to fucking work on enjoying each other some more. Unless you think my tongue can’t give you pleasure each day. Or fuck,” and here’s a fucking olive branch that might as well be my cock for that matter, “you’ve got the power to allow me to get off or that it’s just you who’s getting all the action between the both of us.”

Yeah. Her whole fucking face lights up. Beautiful. Hence the reason I damn well call her that when I’m balls deep because she’s just that...absolutely breathtaking.

“It’s a deal, if,” Her tongue sneaks over her bottom lip.

“If what?” I ask huskily, putting one knee on the bed.

Her gaze shifts to my mouth. “If you throw in a kiss at least once a day.”

And the fucking knee is off the bed. Fuck. I guess that’s it, huh? She sees me as clear as I see her. I shrug a hand over my face and trail it up over my head, ripping away the hair tie so it all tumbled down. I know how much she likes it when I do that because she always rips it out whenever she gets a chance during fucking.


“Tough one, huh? Yeah, thought so, stud. Well, how about you owe me a kiss only on the days you get your cock wet? To...you know, even the score.” Her hand slides down between her inked-up legs as she starts to rub her clit. “And...I’ll throw in a little bonus,” she cuts off her words when one of her fingers slides inside her tight heat.

Aw, fuck. Reaching out, I grab her wrist and push her hand away from her cunt. “That’s mine to play with. Now tell me what the fucking bonus entails.”

“If I get to the point where you’ve given me three kisses, I’ll give you one in return.” If it wasn’t for her eyes sliding down to the bulge that’s hiding in my jeans, while biting her damn bottom lip, I would have thought she was fucking with me.

“Just so we’re clear on the bonus. If I give you three kisses, that will earn me a blowjob.” I’ve momentarily stopped breathing while I wait for her to answer me.

“Clarification,” she throws me a glare as an extra warning, “a kiss means with tongue, passionately. Not a damn split second one, or a peck on the cheek for that matter.”

The corner of my mouth twitches. Smart little girl that’s lying in front of me with her cunt on show. “Deal.”

I think we’re getting along quite nicely already if you ask me. Inching closer, I hover above my very own slice of heaven and inhale her sweet scent. Moving both my arms underneath her ass, I dive my tongue deep inside. 

And fuck. I know damn well the reason I never put my mouth on any cunt, top or bottom, is because it’s too personal and I never let anyone get close. I simply don’t know how but mostly I just don’t care. But with her...I’m getting high on her taste alone. That’s the whole reason I told her I’m fine with not fucking her and only eating her pussy every night.

You could say I’m a little rusty but that shit doesn’t fly. The only contact in the past concerning my mouth and a cunt was my spit hitting it to lube it up for my condom covered cock. This? What I’m doing right now? I’m damn well making love with my woman’s sweet pussy. Yeah, totally switched from cunt to pussy in my head. The way she’s purring underneath my touch, there’s just no denying; she’s the only female alive who deserves my respect and so much more.

“I could do this for hours,” I mumble my words against her slick skin, more to myself than to her. “I just can’t get enough. Maybe I’ll go for a damn record or something. Start with one orgasm and keep adding one a day. Would day twenty mean I get to keep doing this all night or will you light up with every lick of my tongue sliding over your clit? What do you think, beautiful?”

“Whatever. Just keep...yes...that...oh, damn...keep doing that.” She’s got both hands fisted in my long hair and is grinding that delicious pussy against my face. 

The only thing I can fucking do is work my tongue in the limited space I have until her screams fill the bedroom and her taste explodes in my mouth. But I don’t stop there. It’s empowering to know I’m the one who brought her the pleasure that consumed her for a moment in time, but the aftermath is like dessert.

Her fingers slide from my hair as she slumps on the bed. I take my time tracing every single inch of her skin with my tongue, relishing in the fact that she spasms as soon as I slide over that bundle of nerves. So fucking sensitive. I shake my head against her pussy so my beard tickles her one final time before I sit back.

I don’t even bother to wipe my mouth. I’m surrounded by her scent and like I mentioned earlier; I’m high on her taste. My gaze is still locked on that glistening treasure I just devoured when I hear her groan. 

“Stop looking at me like that. I don’t think I have any more energy in me. I need food first before I can so much as squeeze your cock.” She throws her arm over her eyes and releases a dramatic sigh, making me chuckle.

I pat her thigh. “No worries, beautiful. I’m going to take a quick shower. Calix is fixing dinner so you being hungry is a good thing because that fucker can cook...damn. Let’s hope we can get him to fix us dinner every day. You comin’? Shower I mean?”

Her hand slides away from her face and one well-groomed, pierced eyebrow raises. Yeah, I damn well know I’m still calling her beautiful, even though my cock isn’t on the verge of getting some action. I don’t know if I can keep from running my mouth when others are near but I’m going to damn well make an effort to talk to my woman the way she deserves. I’m bound to fuck up, no illusions about that, like I said...I’m making an effort.

“You think about it, see if you can get that sweet pussy moving toward the shower. I can’t even remember a time I showered with a woman.” The corner of my mouth twitches when I see both her eyebrows shoot to the ceiling.

“I’m...I...I’m going to dye my hair, see?” She points to the product that’s on a desk in the corner. 

Flaming burgundy. Damn. That’s going to be hot. I nod in appreciation. Okay, time for my ass to get moving, seems like I’m overdoing it or some shit. With her taste still on my tongue...I’ve got a shower that’s calling my name and a cock to squeeze because I’m still hard as fuck.
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***Simi***

I watch as Sico comes strolling down the stairs. His hair is tied back up again and he’s wearing dark blue jeans and a hoodie underneath his cut. Looks like he’s going out. I’m in the kitchen with Calix. Yes, I hightailed out of my bedroom as soon as Sico disappeared into the bathroom. To be honest...it’s weird, the way he’s been acting and the words that tumble from his normally rude mouth. The last few days he seemed different, but now? Weird doesn’t cut it anymore, it’s freaking me out.

“Keep an eye on my ol’lady, I’m going over to Brandlee’s. I got a text telling me he’s got time now.” Sico winces when he looks at the kitchen table.

Sico wasn’t kidding, Calix is one damn fine cook. The food that’s on the table looks amazing and the way it smells? I’m already drooling.

“Save me some?” Sico looks from me to Calix.

“You’re aware Zack probably doesn’t want you heading out alone, huh?” Calix replies.

Sico shrugs. “Blue is working and I’m heading over there. It’s almost closing time so he’ll be there to pick her up. I’ll be fine.”

“In that case, I’ll save you some. If your woman doesn’t eat everything.” Calix’s chuckle is one that makes my breath halt.

It’s a rich sound and that’s probably because of this guy’s chest size. He’s very attractive, don’t get me wrong...but there’s this vibe radiating off him that I would gladly back away from. Besides...if Sico wasn’t such an asshole I would be...no. My mind will never go there. This thing between us is what it is; a shield for me to hide behind from the outside world. People judge either way, everyone in the club doesn’t look at me different, even if they’d ever see the video that’s...

Sico steps closer to me and wraps a hand into my hair. Tilting my head back, he slams his mouth over mine and...holy shit. He’s kissing me. Like really, tongue swirling around like he’s exploring grounds he’s never been to. And he hasn’t. My hands fly up to grab his cut and hold on, because that’s all I can do...hold on. I have no other choice. 

Pulling back, he places his forehead against mine. “That was a onetime free sample for my own pleasure. Expect three more when I get back. I’m just firing up that mouth of yours so it’s ready to suck me off when I get back.”

He’s already left the kitchen before I can punch him in the nuts. “Asshole,” I bellow after him. He just freaking waves without turning around, letting the front door slam shut behind him.

“Well, that’s a first,” Calix states, making my head turn in his direction.

“What? Him passing up your food?” I question.

Calix slowly shakes his head and reaches inside his pocket. Placing cufflinks on the kitchen table, he takes his time to roll down his sleeves and put them back in. I should laugh but to be honest...I’m afraid to because this man here looks like he can snap my neck with one hand. But those cufflinks? Superman’s logo. Ego much?

When my eyes meet his, there isn’t a hint of challenge in there when he throws out, “I’m also wearing matching blue underwear, wanna see?”

Okay, now I do laugh, except, “You’re fucking with me, I won’t walk into that trap. Besides...I’ve got my eyes wide open, you’ve got white pants, genius...I would have noticed.” 

“Checking out my ass there, pet?” Yikes, his voice. “I’ll be sure to mention that to Sico when he returns.”

All the humor leaves my body the next instant. The way he said those words just now, sheer dominance that doesn’t leave room for question. Anyone would bow to this man, that’s for sure.

“Very good response. Now, what I meant was, his mouth on you. That’s a first. Sico rarely puts his mouth near a female. What happened between the fucking against the wall and when you walked into the kitchen just now?” He doesn’t wait for my answer but spins around and starts to set the table.

“He told you that?” I whisper, more to myself than to him, then suddenly realize he must have been already inside the house. “You saw us,” I gasp and swallow back some curses to myself about being stupid and not aware of my surroundings. 

Ugh, I can’t believe we gave him a show. On the other hand...the man owns a BDSM club, compared to this we might have bored the shit out of him. Thinking over Calix’s words, I slap a hand over my mouth, my eyes staring at the table because...why all of a sudden did he change?

“Spill.” That word out of Calix’s mouth is a hard snap that makes our gazes collide. “What’s going on in that head of yours?”

A shiver runs through my body, my eyes hit the floor. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Calix releases a deep sigh. “Listen,” his voice now laces with a kind tone compared to earlier, “I’m a detective. Folks new to the club rarely slip by me.”

Oh, no. No, no, no. I swallow hard because I know what’s coming next.

“Yes, I know. Stop with running around in that head of yours. And relax because I’m not done yet. Sico? I’m betting my left nut he knows what went down too. I’ve known since a few hours after I heard the news you were going to work at your brother’s tattoo shop. Sico? I’m guessing he either found out yesterday or at least before he shot those fuckers in your front lawn. He’s not running, is he?”

I slowly shake my head. Although Sico rushed out of the house, that wasn’t to get as far away from me as he could. On the contrary, he made quite the statement about cashing in something I promised.

“He’s fixing and holding on to the ties that bind the two of you, Everleigh. Even a blind fucker can see the two of you are carved from the same tree. Though you had a screwed-up incident in life that spiraled into a make-believe bubble you wrap around you for protection. Sico’s the selfish, asshole bastard he grew up to be for a reason. Practically no upbringing and what’s left of his family rotting in prison would do that to a guy. He’s never met his mother and I’m not even sure he knows who she is to begin with. Probably one of the women they kept around and when she popped him out, she dumped him in his father’s lap. That fucker was part of an MC that was filled with lowlife scum that had a chain of human trafficking. Sico was raised to take what suited him. To take what he liked, from women and anyone else for that matter. He just doesn’t care, and why should he? No one cared for him. In the end it doesn’t matter what your background is, it’s how you place your foot in front of the other in this fucked up world. The two of you do that every day. Difference is...Sico seems to have shifted some of his chips off his shoulder. You’re the reason he did that, he seems to think you’re worth a shot. And you? Are you going to let that asshole in?”

Placing my elbows on the kitchen table, I rub my temples. Shit. That was a lot to take in. No wonder Sico never opens up or even talks about himself. He’s living in the ‘now’ constantly and taking what life has to offer. Gonna let that asshole in? Calix’s question flows through my head again. Yet I have no answer. 

This whole ol’lady thing didn’t give me much of a choice, though every time my mind tells me it’s perfect to hide behind. A safety net. But to truly open up and maybe have a shot of a future with this man? It’s not that I would have to worry about his family finding out about what happened in my past. 

“Can we eat now?” I sigh, deflecting his question since I have no clue how to answer it and I’ve got a headache already building as it is.

Calix doesn’t say another word but fills his plate and starts eating. The way he’s eating? Like he’s in the fanciest restaurant ever instead of in my kitchen. Now that for me raises questions.

“What’s your story? I’ve heard you own a BDSM club, are a detective, a bartender, a biker...yet the way you eat makes me think you’re a king during a royal buffet. What’s up with that?” I question while I keep my gaze locked on him.

He doesn’t answer or make it known that he’s heard me, nope...he just finishes his plate and when he does, he grabs a napkin and touches his mouth before he sits back and stares at me. By this point I’m returning the favor, ignoring his ass while relishing the fact that this man can really cook. Damn, my belly is doing a happy dance with all that goodness I just devoured.

“Old money. That’s where I come from. What some might see as the perfect dream was in reality a daily struggle to live through. Meaning I had manners whipped into me from the first day I could walk. The elite demands everything to be done a certain way. Let’s just keep it to the fact that I was even taught how to breath correctly, so I don’t have to show you my back where the scars of a belt buckle are etched in there. Someone’s life might seem roses and sunshine but no one other than yourself gets to walk in your shoes. Appearances are just that, Everleigh...outer visual. It’s not what defines you nor are the people who judge and haunt you. The shit I endured growing up turned me into the fucker I am now. Except nothing defines me. I take what I want out of life and give what I think should be freely given. There’s a balance. My personal balance I’ve created inside my head that helps me cope with everything that involves living. It’s the reason I like to sit back and watch. Either from behind the bar, in my own club, a case that needs to be solved, I like ripping people...their personality or lives...apart. It’s what makes me tick. And I can tell you, Everleigh. Everybody’s got skeletons in their backyard, buried deep or burned to ash that’s dusting their life. But it’s all about the way people live their life and carry it with them. Hence the reason not one soul is alike in this fucked up world.”

“Are your parents still alive?” Yes, that’s my only reply, crap. I might sound like an idiot avoiding all the heavy stuff he threw out just now.

His rich chuckle rings out before he answers my question. “Yes. Very much. They’ve moved to London, retired and are living in their own high-status world where I am demanded to be present at least four times a year during one of their organized charity events. Being the heir and all, anything for outer appearances. Yet, I indulge them because that’s the only time I get to see my mother. She wasn’t all that bad.”

“Wow.” The corner of my mouth twitches. “I guess you’re right about everyone having their own skeletons...guess yours are dipped in gold, huh?”


I can tell he’s having a hard time trying not to laugh. “Something like that,” he replies and then he takes off the cufflinks again to roll up his sleeves.

“I don’t mind doing the dishes, you’ve cooked, I’ll clean up. And hey...you never wear jeans or just a shirt? Always the suit? Even when you ride? Doesn’t a biker need to wear his leather cut?” 

“I have leathers and wear them.” That’s all he says as he gets up and leaves the kitchen.

That man is a loaded package. Seriously, with the stuff he just threw out...the little hint about his background? That’s barely scratching the surface. Talk about your millionaire, Dom, biker, hot detective, barman. That right there would freak me out, that’s just way too much for a woman to handle. I’ll take my asshole biker any day over that guy. Wait, what? Shit. I guess his little talk did make more of an impact than I thought. Shaking my head to clear it, I start with the dishes and enjoy the silence of this mundane task.

It’s late at night when Sico stumbles into my bedroom. The room is wrapped in darkness but I’m wide awake. Sico however looks like he’s drunk off his ass. He stumbles toward the bathroom and it takes everything in me not to burst out in laughter. The shirt he just pulled up is stuck over his head and is blocking his eyesight, making him run straight into the wall right next to the bathroom door.

His curses flow through the air as he lands on his ass. Groaning, he wiggles like a snake, still down on the floor while he undresses. That’s when I notice the bandages on both of his forearms. He’s got fresh ink. That’s why he went over to my brother? What the hell did he get? And why does my chest hurt with an unexpected emotion...why didn’t he ask me to ink him? I have my gear right here too. Asshole. I snuggle deeper into my pillow and close my eyes. Fuck him.
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***Sico***

My fucking head hurts, and my mouth feels like I swallowed the Mojave Desert. Not to mention the fact that both of my forearms are burning. Damn. I shouldn’t have knocked back that bottle of Jack Daniels Brandlee put in front of me. Though we both needed it. I booked his time to get a cover-up tattoo for the words I had inked on my forearm. Since I’ve got myself an ol’lady now it’s kinda degrading to keep the words ‘I love hos’ inked on my body, right? 

I never regretted it before but over the last few days it felt like I was carrying around a lie. So, I decided to get rid of it. But when Brandlee started talking and fucking sketching we ended up doing both my forearms. While talking about Simi all fucking night. Hence the reason that fucker gave me the booze. Here we were, both of us pussy-fucking-footing around the subject to see what the other knew about Simi’s background. The video.

The video where her ex blindfolded her when she was tied naked to the bed. Her ex told her he wanted to try something new and she agreed, not knowing what was to come. Then he let his buddies in the room, and she panicked when she heard other voices. When she told him she didn't want to, they didn't stop. They videotaped the whole thing and they cut out parts where she was screaming for them to stop.

I had to hear this shit from Pokey before I did some digging around with a little help from my VP’s ol’lady, Nerd, who had the rest of the info and pulled most of the videos from the internet. It’s bad enough Simi went through this, for her to think that she’s now forever labeled as a whore. Her whole reason to put up a scheme to fit the shoe that was forced on her. Because in her eyes this video could come back to haunt her at any point in time.

Meaning no boyfriend would want that shit. A ticking time bomb she can’t keep hidden when someone might stumble on to the video and tell her boyfriend or his family about it. Well tough fucking luck because she’s mine and I couldn’t care less about her past. Shit. That’s not true because I’m dead set on doing something she didn’t. Revenge. Oh, fuck, yes. Bitter-fucking-sweet. But all in good time.

The most gut-wrenching in all of this is what Nerd told me. Simi thinks it wasn’t rape because she orgasmed. And because she said yes to getting tied up and being blindfolded by her ex. Yeah, fuck that. Everything about this is twisted up. But she’s so fucking strong, my woman. 

She didn’t let this shit knock her down, but she fucking fought. She even showed the damn video to her own brother, telling Brandlee about it with a smile on her face like she was proud. Yeah, that’s how she put shit in place, a wall of protection. Label yourself a whore and own it like a bat out of hell so no one can shove you back in that fire pit.

Back to last night...me and Brandlee and our little talk? Turns out...we both know exactly what the fuck happened. I’ve got an ally who wanted in. Better yet, Brandlee wanted to have a huge part in it because he couldn’t go after those fuckers because he was the only one Simi had in her life who gave a fuck about her. If he went after her ex, Brandlee would have been the one thrown in prison. 

So instead he chose to be there for Simi. He even got her to move into the town Brandlee was living in to get her away from there and close to him. And thank fuck he did or I would never have met her. Thus, we started planning our revenge and I have to have a little talk with Calix because I came up with a brilliant idea.

I groan again due to the pain that’s shooting through my skull. I need a fucking shower. Then it hits me. I fucked up. First time sleeping in my woman’s bed and, idiot that I am, I got drunk as fuck. Shit. Sitting upright, I glance next to me although I already am aware I’m in bed alone.

Dragging my ugly ass out of bed, I take a quick shower and throw on some sweatpants before I stroll into the living room. Calix is sitting on the couch, same pose he was in yesterday when he caught a show of me fucking Simi. Except right now he’s got his gaze on the TV, watching some series or something.

I swing my head around to see where Simi is. She’s right there, sitting at a long table with a sketchpad and all different kinds of pencils in front of her. She’s got her earplugs in and her gaze is fully invested in what she’s drawing. First thing I notice is that she didn’t dye her hair like she told me she wanted to do yesterday.

“You, brother, fucked up.” Calix chuckles. “She’s pissed.”

I narrow my eyes at the fucker. “Just because I came home drunk?”

Calix shakes his head slowly. “Ignorant I tell ya.” He’s clearly muttering to himself before he swings his head back, checking to see if Simi was still focused on what she’s doing in front of her. “No. You cheated on her, dumbass.”

Cheated? What the hell? “I didn’t touch another cunt and you damn well know it.”

Calix stands up and stalks toward me, grabbing me by my forearm that’s fucking burning with my new ink. “Your ol’lady is a tattoo artist, still think you didn’t cheat on her?” 

What the actual fuck? “It was her fucking brother who inked me,” I grumble.

“Yeah, not me you have to plead the fifth with, friend. I’m just giving you fair warning how the female mind works. You deal with that, I did my part.” Calix chuckles and grabs a book from the table as he settles back down onto the couch. 

Heading in the direction of Simi, I hear Calix mutter, “Nice ink, though. That will surely smooth things over...that color, though? Yeah...good luck.”


“Fucker,” I grumble and grab the chair next to Simi to pull it back and plant my ass on there.

The minute I place my forearm on the table, I curse myself. Fuck. That kinda sucks when your skin is burning and you want to casually lean on a damn table. Simi is still ignoring my ass, so I reach over and rip out one of her earbuds.

“Why the fuck didn’t you dye your hair?” Why is that the first thing I throw at her? Off to a nice fucking start already.

Simi taps on her phone and pulls out her other earbud and glares at me. “I don’t owe you an explanation. Now piss off, I’m working.”

Calix clears his throat and snaps out two words. “Be civil.”   

I rub a hand over my face and slide it over my hair, finding the hair tie and take it out, making my hair fall down in wet strands. Simi’s eyes watch my movement and shit...that hint of lust that flares up is what I was after.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper. And hope to fuck Calix...shit, the fucker snorts, he heard it. Dammit, I was hoping the fucker didn’t catch me apologizing. Oh, well, I might as well go on. “This is the reason why I asked,” I tell Simi and show her the cover up tattoo I had done.

Her eyes widen as she reaches out turning my arm back and forth. “Damn. That’s awesome. Did Lee use...never mind, you wouldn’t know. That’s...wait.” Her eyes pierce mine. “That’s me,” she squeaks.

“Yeah, beautiful. That’s you. Well, if you would have dyed your hair it would be a perfect match, but still.” 

“You crazy ass, idiot. Why did you do that?” Her hand leaves my arm and is now covering her mouth.

“What? Why did I cover up the ‘I love hos’ and replace it with your face? Well, your hair since your face is on the other side. I kinda thought with me doing this it was perfectly clear why, but it seems I need to tell you again that you’re mine. My ol’lady. So why the fuck should I have those words that have now become a lie inked on my skin when I clearly don’t love a ho?”

She swallows and points to my other arm. “Can I see what my brother inked on there?”

I hold up my arm while she checks out the fresh ink.

“Is that...” Simi gasps. “Did that fucker ink my tree on your arm? The one I could see from our childhood bedroom window? Damn, full moon...did he sketch it first, or?”

“That fucker drank half a bottle of Jack Daniels and sketched it straight on my arm, after I asked if he had any objections if I’d marry you. He told me you always dreamed about a midnight wedding with a full moon...then he did that.” I wave at my new ink.

Simi just stares at it until every emotion just slides off her face, replacing it with a hard, condescending look. “You shouldn’t have done that. I don’t need a pity fuck from you every now and then and for sure don’t want you to marry me for the reasons your fucked-up mind thought up. Broken, whore status, match made in fucking heaven. Yeah, right. And for your information...I’m not capable of loving a man. And that has nothing to do with my ex tying me up to have a fuck party with his buddies at my expense but everything to do with the fact that all men are assholes.” She stands up and pokes me in the chest. “When this shit is cleared up with that gang, I want you to get the fuck out of my house and life. Oh, and no fucking way will you be in my bed again. Get your things and move into one of the guest rooms. Make no mistake, I would kick your ass out the door right now, but I don’t want any of my friends to get hurt by that gang. But you? You could die for all,”

Flashing up, I grab the chair I was sitting on and fling it across the room before she can tell me she wouldn’t care less if I died, while I snarl, “Fuck you, you condescending cunt.”

“Be. Civil,” Calix snaps in a hard voice, making the both of us look his way.

He’s standing, holding on to the chair he seems to have caught mid swing.

“Now,” Calix sets the chair aside and points at me. “Apologize right now for calling your ol’lady a cunt.”

My upper lip rises and I fight the urge to whine, asking why she doesn’t get a damn reprimand. “Fine. I’m fucking sorry, okay? I should have said condescending bitch, whatever.”

Calix shrugs out of his jacket. Fuck. He takes out his cufflinks and places them on top of his jacket that he placed over the back of the couch. Now he’s fucking rolling up his sleeves in a serene way. I should have fucking known better.

“Head or gut? You get two, so you can also pick both.” That’s all he says.

And again, I should have fucking known better because this is what Calix does when he’s pissed off. He turns into this serene asshole that gives away up front what he’s going to do and the amount to go with it. Oh, and not to mention he gives you two fucking choices but fuck...no one has a choice because his way is the law that will be expelled.

“Gut,” I grumble. Because for real, that fucker can hit like dynamite with a short fuse, fucking instantaneous explosion.

Seeing I train my abs daily I can flex and take some of the impact.

“Don’t you dare touch him,” Simi growls coming to stand in between us.

“Step away, Everleigh. I will talk to you when I’m done with Sico.” Calix’s voice is hard. “And why are you defending him?”


“I’m not defending him,” Simi snaps and turns around to bury her tiny fist in my fucking eye. “I just don’t need you to butt in. I can handle my own shit.”

Calix growls and I only have a split second to grab Simi’s waist and pull her behind me. “She’s mine to deal with, brother. I get we were disrespectful to one another. You’ve made your point. Give me the two blows and we’ll be done with it.”


“No. She wasn’t civil either. I’ve warned you both two times and neither of you listened. So, no, you can’t take both punishments, she needs to take her own.” Calix’s voice is like steel, unbreakable.

Simi is holding onto my waist, her fingers digging into my skin when I hear her soft voice from behind me. “I’m sorry, Calix. I’m sorry I reacted the way I did. I’m just not used to all of this. Him being nice and doing something like that...all of it directed and revolving around me. I’m not worth,”

I spin around and cup her gorgeous face that’s got bloodshot eyes, tears threatening to fall. “Don’t fucking say it. Don’t fucking say you ain’t worth shit when you’re the only goddamned woman that’s ever reached my heart. A heart I never fucking knew existed. You damn well think again because you’re life changing. Someone worth living for. Because before you? I didn’t care if I took another breath or if the one leaving my body was the last. So, please, beautiful...” I can’t stand looking into her eyes where tears now freely fall down her cheeks, so I close mine and brush my lips over hers before I whisper, “Please don’t fucking say it.”

“That’s some sappy shit right there,” Calix mutters making the both of us turn his way.

“Be civil,” we snap in sync.

Calix narrows his eyes but doesn’t say a thing.

The doorbell rings and we all check the TV screen that gives a visual of who’s at the door. Zack, Dams, and Ransom. Simi moves away to open the door. I watch how she strolls a bit out of sight when a sharp fucking pain explodes in my gut, immediately followed by another one. 

“That’s two. You’re done and don’t fuck up again or I’ll start doubling the count,” Calix grunts while he rolls his sleeves back down. “And that one there?” He points in the direction Simi went. “Smack her ass hard when you fuck her next time because my mind needs to know that her punishment is handled. Got me?”

I give the fucker a tight nod, because for real...between the two of us, I might be a class A asshole...but he’s the decent, twisted fucker that’s for damn sure.
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***Simi***

Zack, Dams, and Ransom stroll inside and I close the door behind them. Before I can ask what they are doing here, Zack starts to talk to Sico. “Sorry to say this, man...but your bike is toast.”

“What?” Sico roars.

“You left it at the tattoo shop right next to Brandlee’s bike, both are burned to a crisp, totally destroyed. We watched the security tape but it doesn’t show shit. It shows a shadowed figure spraying accelerant and after that a sea of flames,” Ransom adds. “I should have brought them to the clubhouse or called Nerd to get the flat back over to pick them up. Sorry, man.”

“Not your fault.” Sico’s voice is flat. “It is what it is. Any chance it was connected to the Cape Town crew?”

Ransom shrugs. “Dunno, man. Casey told me that some other cars and bikes have been set on fire over the past few weeks. Some might be connected to that shitass gang, but we might just have a troubled kid or a pyromaniac running lose in town.”

“Great. Fucking great,” Sico mutters and rubs his neck.

A strange feeling burns in the pit of my stomach. I want to go to him, slide my arms around his waist and snuggle close. But on the other hand, I want to throat punch him. He’s such an asshole and his mood is like a freaking coin, flipping heads to tails with a nudge of your thumb.

So, I steer clear of all of this and make my way into the kitchen to make some coffee. I can still hear them talking when I’m staring at a full pot of coffee. Dammit. I’m actually hiding in my own freaking house, how weird is that?

“I’m heading out.” Calix’s voice pulls me out of my staring match with the coffeepot.

“Okay.” I shrug, not meeting his eyes.

“Ransom will take my place and I’ll be here tomorrow to relieve him. But, Everleigh?” Calix waits for me to meet his gaze before he continues. “Ransom likes to nag people. He’s going to try to stir some trouble between you and Sico, purely for his own entertainment.”

I shrug off his statement again and reach for a cup to get myself some coffee.

“In life you can choose to walk away, do nothing, or grab it by the balls. Open your damn eyes and grab life by the balls, Everleigh. You’re allowed to do that, even if it means you have to lay your trust in someone to stand up for you as well. But you have to do just that first, darling...stand up for yourself and don’t be afraid of the risks.” Calix sighs.

My heart is pounding in my ears, fury laced with fear flows through me in waves, making me nauseous. “The last time I did that? Take a risk? I let my ex blindfold me and we all know how well that worked out, right? Thanks for the brilliant advice, you can leave now.”

“Fuck,” Calix snaps. 

And that’s actually the first time I’ve heard that word fall out of his mouth. Either he’s careful with throwing curses around or he feels he doesn’t need them to give his vocabulary some strength. What do I care? He’s too complicated for me to figure out.

“It all comes down to fucked up moments in our past, huh? The pebble that’s in your shoe you can’t seem to remove.” Calix’s voice sounds like a caress. “Remember what I told you about me? That my past doesn’t define me? Come on, darling...open your eyes and look past the thick wall you built. The world is filled with assholes but even in that amount there are some fuckers you can polish up so they can shine some.”

“What the hell does that mean?” I can’t help but chuckle at his last statement.

Calix takes a step closer to me. “You know that saying ‘get on his dick, not his nerves’? You’re not an easy one and neither is Sico. You two bump heads like magnets that push each other away and yet when they flip...yeah, I might need to remind him about the saying ‘a way to a woman’s heart is to make her pussy wet and not her eyes’ but I don’t think that would do any good. What I’m trying to say is that Sico might be an asshole, but he’s your asshole. The fucker inked over his own life’s motto and replaced it with a face that is clearly it for him. The day he claimed you? He did so because he didn’t want anyone else touching you. And that fucker shares every pussy he bumped into in his life. He’s never cared for one nor did he even give one another glance. Yet you? You’ve been his since the day you two met. Instant lust, or a spark of something more. Like I said...open your eyes, then you’ll see he’s all yours and what that idiot has to give. I can tell you there’s more to him than the asshole side you know. But that’s something for you to find out...but if you won’t...cut him loose, Everleigh. The both of you will be the only two who will get hurt in the end. Hate fucking only goes so far until there’s nothing left. You’re a strong woman. One who crawled out of a dirty pit, but darling? It’s time to brush the dirt off yourself too. You’re allowed, you know? Oh, and if you’re all ‘I don’t know where to start’...go dye your hair. That’s a nice first step.”

Calix spins around but right before he leaves the kitchen, I tell him, “Thanks. Appreciate it.”

With his back still to me I can tell he nods, smacks his flat hand against the wall and walks out of the kitchen. Well, shit. 

Grabbing my cup of coffee, I stroll into the living room. “Anyone want some coffee?”

“Sure, no need to add sugar to it if you’re the one serving me,” Ransom quips. 

Okay, I’m seriously thinking about throwing my cup at this guy, coffee included. “I’m Sico’s ol’lady, not yours. You can either get it yourself or let your throat turn to sandpaper for all I care, because I won’t ever be serving you.”

There. That was good, right? Taking some of Calix’s advice...calling myself Sico’s ol’lady should score points, right? Shit. Except when the asshole isn’t even in the room to hear me voice the words. Where did he go?

Everyone is still silent when Sico stalks back into the living room. He comes to a stop and looks at everyone. “What?” he questions.

“Your ol’lady doesn’t want to get me coffee the way I like it. She practically said she only serves you,” Ransom tells Sico with a smug smile on his face.

“Never mind. All of you can go out and get your own coffee. I’m not sharing mine,” I mutter and head back into the kitchen. 

Shit like that always happen to me. Offer an olive branch and someone will rip it out of your hands and smack you in the face with it.

I can only manage two steps inside the kitchen when Sico grabs my coffee from my hands and sets it on the counter before dragging me into his arms. “Can we stay like this for a while? I’m afraid to open my damn mouth because everything always comes out wrong.”

That makes me snort. “Well, we could try to have a normal conversation later tonight. You did mention something about one normal conversation a day, right?”

“Yeah, beautiful,” he croaks, sliding his fingers up to my jaw where he tilts my head back and covers my mouth with his.

I’ve really missed being kissed, although I don’t think I can compare Sico’s kisses to one I’ve ever experienced. He puts a lot of attention into it and it’s even hard to catch up. Not to mention his hands that roam my body, the rumble low in his throat making it clear he’s enjoying every microsecond. 

A throat clears behind us. “Dude...you’re supposed to grab a cup of coffee, not drink it straight from your ol’lady.”

Sico’s lips leave mine but everything else stays the same when he growls out his words, “Fuck off, Ransom.” 

Sico’s green eyes are captivating. He’s looking at me with such fierceness, all I want to do is jump in and let myself drown in them. Calix is right. It’s the both of us who bump heads in this relationship and unless we do something...until the both of us let everything go and make an effort together, it will never work.

“You heard my ol’man, Ransom. Fuck off,” I say and manage to whisper out my next words. “Now finish that kiss.”

His left eyebrow raises. That’s right. I said finish the kiss. I’m not asking for another because the devilish man would count it as two. Meaning one more and he’ll be able to ask for a blow job. I’m all for the give a little get a little...but I have my limits here.

He doesn’t complain but crashes his mouth to mine with a hunger that makes my fingers dig into his skin to draw him closer. The moan that leaves my throat is swallowed hungrily as he lifts me up and puts me on the counter.

Slowing the kiss down, he mumbles his words against my mouth, “I want to fuck you so bad right now. But I don’t have a rubber in my damn wallet.”

“Then no fucking,” I croak with regret. “We’ll just have to make due with kissing.” I trail my tongue over his bottom lip before I bite down and give it a slight pull.

A growl rumbles through his chest. “My damn wallet isn’t giving me any options since there isn’t a damn condom in there. I think the only thing in there right now is a meager ten bucks. But I’ll give you that ten bucks if you suck me off.”

“Asshole.” I chuckle into his mouth. “I don’t care about the ten bucks. I’d suck you off just for my own pleasure...if you reach the three kisses. There’s only been one so far today so...tough luck, stud.” 

Sico’s about to say something when Zack says, “Can you two come out here for a minute?”

The regretful sigh that Sico releases kinda warms my chest. “Come on,” I tell him. “Let’s go see what he has to say.”

When we get to the living room, we see Dams pacing back and forth with his phone glued to his ear.

“We just heard that Jean was attacked. He’s in the hospital,” Zack tells us.

Jean is a...well, I should say a ‘guy’ but the truth is, he’s such a sweet person he just radiates enough personality to be all human and does not fit the category of male nor female. Meaning he could wear high heels and make up one day with his long hair styled to make any cover girl jealous. While the next his hair could be tied up, sneakers, lose jeans as he tries to work on his car. He’s in the comic business along with Ridley, Tyler’s ol’lady.

Dams hangs up. “Tyler is with Ridley at the hospital. C.Rash and Nerd went with those two when Ridley got the call, she’s listed as next of kin that’s why they contacted her. C.Rash doesn’t have any information yet about Jean. Other than he’s in surgery. But he wasn’t fucking conscious when they brought him in.”

“What the fuck happened?” Sico growls. “Was that around the same time as the bikes lighting up? Is there any connection or was it random? Their comic store is across from the damn tattoo shop.”

“Too soon to tell. We don’t have any other information except what we just discussed. We need for Jean to pull through and tell us what happened if he’s capable. Then we need to know if Casey could gather more intel about the bikes. Until then I’m going to double up every fucking member and those attached to it. No damn solo flights, got me?” Zack’s voice is fierce. “Now, Everleigh...can we use your living room for a moment? I need to talk some things through.”

Well then. That’s a nice way to say ‘get the hell out of your own living room’. Sico’s chest rumbles and when I look at him it’s clear as day he took it the same way I did. Choosing to ignore Zack, I step toward Sico and try something different. Actually doing something I’ve seen the other ol’ladies do...going for a normal relationship.

“I’m going upstairs. I need to do my hair. Talk later?” I murmur against his lips but the flare of his nostrils while his eyes dilate is all telling.  

His hands fly up and cup my face before he’s crashing his mouth against mine. There’s an intense passion to this kiss where I feel like my body is floating. His tongue strokes mine while he’s tainting my body with overloaded lust. Groaning, I dig my fingers into his leather cut and try to freaking crawl inside him, anything to get closer.

He chuckles against my lips before he pulls back. “I want nothing more than to get lost in you but I have to talk to my brothers and you...you need to do your hair, beautiful. We’ll pick this up later, yeah?”

“Yeah,” I answer, and dammit...I have a freaking swooning tone.

“And that’s a count of two kisses.” Again, with the chuckle before he steps back and strolls past me, smacking me on the ass. Hard. 

“Asshole,” I grumble and rush out of the room.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 07

[image: image]


***Sico***

It’s taken over three hours before my brothers are finally out the door. Good thing Zack wanted to talk some things through because I had a little thing to discuss too. Well, not so much discuss, more like tell him to give a little heads-up. It’s something Brandlee and I discussed. I need a little payback. Revenge for Simi, what those fuckers did, to ease some of the fury inside of me.

Luckily my brothers always have my back so I’m ready to set my plan into motion. But that’s something to dive into sometime tomorrow when Calix is back, I need his help. Well, advice and a recommendation, whatever...he’s just the guy I need, let’s keep it at that.

Walking into the bedroom, my gaze hits the bed and see a brilliant sea of burgundy hair. Damn. That’s a fucking perfect resemblance of the ink I have on my forearm. She doesn’t notice I’ve stepped inside the room because it appears she’s wearing earbuds. Her attention is fixed on her phone, typing a message or something. The bed is covered with all kind of magazines and the blueprint of the basement.

Ah, she’s finalizing the game room. She’s been planning that last part of the house for a while now. Everything is done already except for that room. But it seems like she made the choices she needed. A smile spreads my face when I see a page right in front of her with my handwriting. Fuck. That right there tightens my chest. She looked over my notes.

When I heard about the only room not being decorated was the game room, my attention was instantly spiked. I asked for the blueprints...not that she was happy I did so, but she showed them to me anyway. That’s when I sketched a setup along with some of my thoughts and a few of my contacts I knew sold some high-class shit.

Stalking to the bed, I bend forward and take out one of her earbuds. “Hey. Are you ordering stuff?”

She gives me a smile that shoots an electric current through my heart, hotwiring that fucker and bringing it back to life. Hell, I can’t even remember a day where I used that organ for anything more than pumping blood through my body. I swallow against the dryness in my throat because everything during the last few days just hits me full force. The woman in front of me got under my skin, her essence mixing with mine up to the point where I now come to realize that she’s the first woman that walks the earth who’s holding my heart in her hands.

And that right there scares the piss out of me. Enough to make the asshole inside me roar. I want to pull back and sneer at her, push her buttons so she throws anger back at me. That’s what I know to do well; rile her up...how to be an asshole. How to be a...what? A fucking boyfriend? I’m a damn biker who doesn’t do emotions. 

In my past I haven’t so much as felt a twitch when I ended someone’s life. Or when my father kicked me around, or when they all got thrown into jail for human trafficking. The only thing I’ve had in all my life is the MC I belong to...my brothers who I consider, and treat as, equals. 

My fingers go to the hair tie that’s keeping my hair pulled up. Ripping it out I let it fall in front of my face. It’s just above my shoulders and I don’t know if this action is to take a moment to gather myself or that I try to throw her off. Because I know how her pussy drips when she’s able to slide her fingers through my hair. See? That’s what I can fucking handle. Cunts. While to me she’s pussy. Fuck. It’s confusing.

“I can’t fucking do this,” I growl, angry at myself. Or this fucking situation, whatever.

“Do what? Be non-asshole? Stop thinking, might lessen the slice of asshole in you and the bitch inside me.” Simi snorts and shrugs as if she steps over my frustrations, or better yet...the complications between the both of us. 

“Come sit.” She grabs some of the magazines to make some space. “Let’s talk about this right here...with the setup in this corner, I don’t think the pool table would have much room. Right?”

“Yeah, but you can’t fuck with the video game section of the room. You’d want that big screen against this wall... couches in front, two by two, tables in between. That would be awesome. Here, I’ve saved a picture I saw online.” I grab my phone and look up the shot I saved holding it out, she takes it and gives me a fucking wink. 

Dammit. She’s right. Stop thinking. That’s why we get along when we fuck since we’re riding on pure lust then.

“I want carpet, thick carpet. One where I can sink my toes in,” I rasp.

She sinks her damn teeth into her lip before she tilts her head and gives me a smirk. “You want that, huh?”

“Damn right. You and I will be spending a lot of time there.” I can already imagine stripping her naked and spreading her out on that soft carpet.

“Should I open up and connect the new stuff I bought to see if you can beat me at either one of the video games I own, because I think you’re underestimating me?” Simi chuckles.

“You know how many brothers I have right? Shitload of time to kill too sometimes, so be careful, beautiful. When I play, I play to win.” Reaching out, I grab her by the neck and pull her forward, taking her mouth against mine.

I can truly admit the fact that I have not kissed a woman that many times in one day. And fuck...it’s not even that much and yet I crave it. Hell, it’s turning into something natural because there’s fire running through my veins when I kiss her that vibrates my body to life.

“Okay,” Simi groans into my mouth. “I’m convinced. And you can pick out the carpet, but I need to order it today because the rest of the stuff will be here late next week.”

How the fuck can we be talking with our mouths a whisper away? Aw, fuck. Who cares. “Fine, but we’re getting naked right after.”

“Deal.” Simi grabs my head and plants a damn hard kiss on my lips before she grabs her iPad and taps away.

When she’s found a website, we glance through some of the options until my eyes land on a thick white one where I can really see my feet snuggle into. “That one. Come here, I’ll order it.”

“No way.” She rips the iPad from my hand and starts to fill in the form.

“Is there a problem with me wanting to pay?” I snarl. 

“No, asshole.” She pushes against my shoulder. “Suck in the attitude. I just want everything listed on my bank account in order. I have serious OCD about working off a list where I keep everything neat and tidy so I can check back when something is wrong. You picking up this bill and making it out under your name will screw things up. This house has been a project of mine I got to finalize over the last few months. I’ve had the blueprints for years and finally had the nerve to solidify them when Brandlee called me to come live here. Just don’t screw with my planning. Oh, and I’ll gladly have you pay for it. Not that I need cash or anything. You’ve seen my house and probably know how much I’m worth, but if you’re offering...hell no, I’d never pass that shit up.” 

“I know how much you’re worth,” I can’t help but tell her in a husky tone because with what she just said. “Damn, we really are a pair, huh? Kinda glad we’re both fucking up and searching to find our way in this.”

“Oh, yeah.” She gives me a smile that yet again punches me in the chest.

It’s a smile that I haven’t gotten from her yet. An honest one. Open and all directed at me in appreciation. One that reaches her eyes and makes a damn dimple pop on her cheek. And why the hell am I noticing this shit now since I’ve had her body naked against me several times?

Reaching out, I brush my thumb over her cheek. “You have a dimple.”

Red. Fucking. Cheeks.

She clears her throat and shoves the iPad in my hands. “Can you double check to see if I filled it out correctly?”

Having no other option but to check what’s in my hands, I do a quick scan and see everything is perfect. “It is. Hit send so we can,”

“Go downstairs and paint the game room?” She jumps up from the bed, ready to go.

“What?” I ask confused. Because in my head I had already stripped her naked with my cock ready to enter her.

“We need to paint the walls today. I already did the ceiling but the walls need to be done and I ordered the carpet and it said with the special delivery and extra bonus, it would be delivered tomorrow.” She claps her damn hands and adds, “Chop, chop. You’re helping. With this being our game room and all.”

Our game room. That’s what she said.

“Fine,” I sigh. “But we’re going to fuck after, no matter how tired we are.” 

“Deal. Now come on, we need to hurry because I’m just as anxious as you to get some action between my legs.” 

Dammit. This is going to be one hard task. No fucking pun intended.

It literally takes over half the night to paint all the walls of the basement. But you know what? Small talk and stealing glances over our shoulders at each other is actually the very thing that’s been building something very different between us. Not just the lust to have one another but...I don’t know, anticipation? Actually being civil, doing something together.

“I can’t feel my arms,” Simi complains when we stumble into the bathroom together.

“Same here, I think I used up all of my last energy with yanking all my clothes off. I won’t be able to wash my damn face,” I complain right along with her.

“Come here.” She reaches out and rubs her fingers over my face. “There. No more paint splatter. You need to wash your hair though. I don’t want any paint on my clean sheets.”

I just want to crawl into bed and sleep, dammit. Instead, I grab the shampoo and wash up with lightning speed. Simi does the same and when she shuts off the water and hands me the towel it finally hits me that we showered together. Without touching or anything. Just...showered. As a damn couple.

Now it seems we’re going to bed as one. You know, the kind who have been married for eighty years because I’m too damn tired and my body isn’t damn capable of fucking.

“Can we like...get in position so we can have sex when we wake up? I really want to but I’m so damn tired right now.” The pained look on her face is damn adorable.

“Same here, beautiful. I wouldn’t even have the energy to give you ten bucks if you sucked me off.” I sigh and crash down on the bed.

She pokes me in the side, making me grunt.

“Funny asswipe. Very funny. I’m going to earn that ten bucks you have in your wallet tomorrow, and then you’ll have nothing left.” She smirks at me right before she plunges the room into darkness.

That right there gives me the power to pull her close and whisper into her hair, “Even with an empty wallet, I’d still have you.”

She doesn’t give a reply but releases a deep sigh and cuddles closer.

Thinking back about how we made a deal about me being in her bed and having one normal discussion every day...with her cuddled close and relaxed, I take my chance and pop the question I’m dying to know the answer to. “Why do you always freak out on me when we forget about the condom? And I’m not trying to reason you into fucking bare. To be honest...I only fuck up with you. I have never failed to cover up before, you’re the only one who drives me nuts and makes everything else fall away except for the need to bury myself deep.”

She froze up against me when I popped the condom question and seems to just ignore me now. The thing is? I’m actually too tired to press her to give me an answer, so instead I close my eyes. Stroking my hand slowly up and down her back, the movement soothing the both of us.

I’ve almost dozed off when I hear her hesitant voice. “I’ve been on birth control ever since I was sixteen. My ex used condoms the few times we had sex. Except on that day with his friends. None of them did. Cum was leaking out everywhere when they untied me and left me to go to the living room and had a party. I got dressed, grabbed a few things and went out the window straight to a hotel where I spent half the night in the shower, trying to get clean.”

I’m afraid to take a goddamn breath. This is the first time she shares something about that shit on her own and dammit, I don’t even know what to say or how to react.

I don’t have to because she continues. “After it happened I got tested. Everything came out clean but when I didn’t get my period,” I feel her swallow against my chest and fuck, I’m the one who’s frozen now while she continues, “I took a home pregnancy test. I couldn’t believe it so I did two more...I didn’t even know who the father was. Well, one of those guys or hell, maybe my ex, who knows. Except...nobody knows. I didn’t know how to deal with the pregnancy. Turns out...I didn’t have to make a choice. I miscarried a few days after I took those tests.” She pushes herself up and with the darkness that surrounds us and runs deep within...I now see her more than ever. “That’s why. I don’t trust birth control any more than I trust myself. I can’t...I’m not cut out to be a mom. Shit. It’s even clear that I’m not cut out for this whole relationship thing.”

My fingers dig into her hair and I pull her back against my chest. “We just started, beautiful. We didn’t make an effort like we’re doing now. And even if I didn’t think it through when I claimed you that day...I knew one thing for sure; no man was allowed to have you because you’re meant to be mine. And that ‘not cut out to be a mom’ shit? I’ve seen you with Pokey’s kid. You’re a damn natural mommy, Simi. Don’t ever fucking doubt that. And fuck...I...we...maybe,”

Fuck. That’s some heavy future stuff, but in this moment...I’m damn well willing to give her everything.

Her cheek rubs against my naked chest where she feels my heart beating like crazy. “Thank you,” she mutters and adds on a yawn, “I think it’s time we get some sleep.”

“Yeah,” I croak and kiss the top of her head. “Night, beautiful.”

“Night, stud.”

Comforting. Surrounded by this woman and yet not crowded or overwhelming. I feel like we climbed a fucking mountain, though our problems might be stacked just as high. And shit. Even my body feels the impact and that’s satisfying. Even if it’s due to painting we did together. Because we actually did it...together.

Her breathing evens out and I gladly follow her into a peaceful sleep. Or hell, in this moment? I’d follow her till the end of the world.
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Chapter 08
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***Simi***

I glance over my shoulder and see Sico still sleeping in my bed. Very carefully I close the door behind me and make my way downstairs where I can smell fresh brewed coffee. Ransom is sitting at the kitchen table, his phone in front of him, seems he’s watching some kind of video stream or something.

“Good morning,” I mumble and grab myself some coffee.

“Mornin’.” Ransom tucks his phone away.

I take a seat across the table from him. “The video feed show anything threatening?”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “Nosey one, aren’t you? It wasn’t a feed involving the house or anything related to the shit we’ve got going on. It’s a feed of my house actually.”

“You have a house?” I wonder out loud. “I thought a nomad went from club to club and didn’t have a house. Okay, that sounds weird. Sorry, I don’t know very much about things MC related, only stuff I’ve seen or heard.”

Ransom chuckles. “It’s not a big secret or some shit, it’s just that not very many people know I own the house, I inherited it actually. I only go there every once in a while, to clean it up or when I need some peace and quiet. The last time was around Christmas. I actually got to meet my new neighbor, gave her a key to pick up my mail and such.”

His face lights up and dots connect in my head. “Is she pretty?”

Ransom stands up and grabs his cup, heads for the counter to pour himself some more coffee. With his back still facing me, he tells me, “She ain’t like any other bitch I’ve had. And that’s all I’m willing to say about the matter so your nosey ass stops right there with this discussion.”

Okay, then. I would say ‘good luck with that’ but I don’t think he’d appreciate my sneer because he’s got some serious issues. Those few words he said clearly states he fucked his neighbor. He’s a little peeping Tom so that would have meant more than losing his cum.

“You two paint the basement?” Ransom’s voice rips me out of my thought.

“Yeah.” I take a sip from my coffee and spit that diesel right back into my cup. “What the hell?”

Ransom’s laughter fills the kitchen as I wash it all down the drain and start making some new coffee. “Christ, how can you even stomach that stuff? You’re not normal.” 

“That shit makes the hair on my chest grow.” His husky chuckle annoys me somehow.

“Weirdo.” I shiver. “Even the thoughts of that coffee, or your chest hair, makes me wanna vomit some more.”

“There was a point in life where,” Ransom starts, but I cut him right off.

Stepping closer, I poke my finger into his pecs. “No. Just, no. If I ever flirted with you, it was to annoy the guy I truly wanted.” 

A strong arm grabs me from behind, Sico’s beard tickling the skin on my neck as he murmurs his words on a hot whisper in my ear, “Morning, beautiful.”

I let myself melt against him.

“What the hell?” Ransom shakes his head. “Who are you two and who have you been fucking? Each other? That little fluid exchange you two got going even the war you guys had? It’s like what? A handful of days and the two of you went from that ‘War of the Roses’ movie to some kind of fluffy romance shit. I repeat...what the actual hell?”

“Fuck off, Ransom,” Sico growls from behind me, then feathers some more kisses against my neckline before he steps away. “Any coffee left?”

“I made a new pot, sit and I’ll grab one for the both of us.” I make myself busy with grabbing a new cup and place both filled cups on the table before I sit down next to Sico.

“Any news?” Sico asks.

Ransom shakes his head. “Nah, man. Jean pulled through surgery but they won’t let anyone in. Well, except for Ridley, she was allowed to pop in for a few minutes but he’s not conscious. They fucked him up real bad.”

“Anything about the Cape Town crew?” Sico urges and I hold my breath, hoping something has changed.

“No, seems like they’ve retreated and shifted their attention. They’re back to petty shit like robbing gas stations and causing uproar here and there across town. Or they’re trying to throw us off. Fuckers. But we’ve got a close eye on them and so does Casey.” Ransom’s voice is fierce. 

The doorbell rings and automatically Sico stands up and leaves the kitchen. Ransom is still eying me. 

“What?” I snap, irritated to be under his stare.

“Nothing. Except for my admiration. I mean, it’s not dog shit to put your faith in that guy.” Fury builds inside me as Ransom’s hands go up. “Hey, I mean that in a good way. To the both of you...not that he’s dog shit, or you for that matter for putting your faith in him. But he’s got a reputation you’re very aware of and no woman alive, up till now, wanted to touch that man more than a few spare minutes of fucking.”

His words sink deep in my stomach as an ache settles in my chest. My guy hasn’t been one who has felt what it is to be...in a relationship, to belong, to...to be cared for. Shit.

“Yeah, well...all those bitches never saw who he really is.” I keep my eyes on Ransom and don’t say anything else.

Eventually he gives me a nod. “That’s exactly it, clever girl. You’ll do just fine. If you or your ol’man ever need anything, lemme know.”  

Sico strolls into the kitchen with Calix right behind him. Before either of them can throw out one word, the doorbell rings again. 

“What the hell? Who can that be?” Ransom wonders out loud.

“Carpet,” Sico and I both say in sync.

Sico disappears again while I let the two other bikers know. “We ordered carpet yesterday for the game room. That’s why we painted it until late last night. I’ve also ordered a lot of other stuff that will be delivered over the next few days after this weekend.”

“Game room? So that’s finally happening in the basement, huh? Nice...we can come over any time and enjoy that too, right?” Ransom quips.

“No. You can’t. And if my ol’lady and I decide to invite people over down there, you’d need to take your shoes off,” Sico snaps as he walks back into the kitchen, his eyes narrow. “Come to think of it...no. We won’t allow others down there. That carpet is fucking perfect and mine.”

Laughter escapes me when Sico talks this fiercely and possessively about the carpet. I know how he had this dreamily look when he picked it out...something about his bare feet and the feel of it. The words Ransom said come back to me, how no one gave him the time of day. Even his brothers he lets in to a certain level of friendship.

Things inside me settle even more as I walk to Sico and rub a hand over his tight abs. “That’s right. He put in the effort and paid for it too. It’s safe to say it’s all his.”

Sico wraps an arm around my waist and whispers in my ear, “Like you, all mine.”

I’m swooning inside and yet I turn and twist his nipple, making him growl. “Put on a shirt and make sure everything goes well downstairs because you’re in charge of the carpet. I’m going to make breakfast because I’m hungry.”

I’m about to step away and yet I’m spun around finding Sico’s mouth crashing against mine in an open-mouthed kiss that lasts three heartbeats. He spins me around again and smacks my ass twice. Hard.

“That’s a count of two. See, Calix? She got them. Now you can relax.” Sico chuckles and leaves the kitchen.

“What the hell?” I mutter. Stunned.

“About time, dammit. He should have done that yesterday.” Calix’s voice sounds strained. 

Ransom’s laughter rumbles through the kitchen. “What the fuck did you do to deserve punishment, girl? Everyone around him knows not to screw up when that man is near.”

Calix glares at Ransom and dammit, it’s not funny. “Something about not being civil. Never mind. Lesson learned.”


“Oh, yeah. No one does shit twice around that guy.” Ransom points at Calix. “And how was your club? You went there last night, right?”

Calix grabs the cup of coffee he poured for himself and sits down at the table. “I’m thinking of selling. It’s not giving me what I need anymore.”

“Woah, there, mister detective. That’s some heavy shit. Have you thought it through?” Ransom is just as surprised as I am.

“I thought you liked it...when you talked about it, I thought...did anything change? Why do you want to sell? Can’t you step back for a while instead of selling?” I question.

“Maybe it was the two of you, how you guys go head to head and interact. Or all the other brothers and their ol’ladies. I’ve been trying to work it out for a while, like a puzzle. The stuff I see at the club can be between two total strangers, or life partners. There’s always some hint of a connection or a bond, a mutual like no matter how long it lasts. I like watching, observing and fixing problems people don’t even know they have.” Calix rubs his fingers over his jaw. “I don’t want to own the club and call every damn shot. I like bartending for the time being so I’ll still do that and maybe hand it over, or switch to silent partner and give my buddy half or something like that. I just think it’s time for a change. The long detective hours are putting pressure on everything too. I might have said I was on vacation but the truth is...I turned in my badge. I’m going to take a week or two and think things through.” 

“If you need to talk, I’m right here you know,” I tell him and pat his hand from across the table.

Ransom snorts. “No one matches his thinking, pretty girl. Calix is one who has the world divided into fragments and those fragments are shattered into other fragments and other and other...for real, that man handles heavy shit and still manages to keep his suit wrinkle free. Why do you think he needs to know you got your punishment that he ordered? Riiiiiight. Because it keeps crawling in his head, a fragment that’s escaped its box. See? Let him clear out some of that shit inside his head, he’s a tough fucker. Hey, maybe you need to get back into underground fighting, release some good ol’ steam. That would make some of the static in your brain evaporate for sure.”

Calix eyes him for a moment before he says, “I’ll let you know.”

Okay, then. Geez, these guys are weirdos. “I’ll leave you two to bond some more. I’m going to grab my stuff because I might have a few weeks off I scheduled to do my game room, but I still need to make some sketches for the appointments I have set up after that.”

Walking into the living room, I grab all my stuff and pick up the paper where I started working on the anaconda sketch that is about to wrap itself around a crocodile. I only have to work out the lines so I can show the client. I’ll add the color and shading when I’ve put the lines on his skin. I grab my earplugs and put on some music and start to work.

I don’t know how long I’ve been sketching when my left earbud is ripped out. “Hey, beautiful, wanna come check out the basement? They just left and it’s fucking perfect.”

Dropping my pencil, I follow Sico down to the basement. Just before he opens the door, he looks back and tells me, “Take off your socks. No shoes or socks allowed, only bare fucking feet in this room, okay?”

“Those bikers are all a bunch of weirdos I tell you,” I mutter to myself but take off my socks anyway. 

I’m absolutely taken back once I step inside the basement. It’s gorgeous and perfect. One wide open space with only soft, fluffy carpet. 

“That’s where the big flat screen will be. The seats go right here, then we’ll put the pool table right there. Did you order a fridge? We need a fridge in here. Right?” Sico’s face shows worry and it takes everything in me not to laugh.

“We’ll pick one out later, okay?” I soothe him because I haven’t seen him this excited.

This game room I saved for last. I enjoy some huge chunk of my time playing video games and wanted a place where I could separate myself from the world. I don’t know why I even left Sico in charge of decorating. Well, not so much, but he stashed a note in my blueprints with directions, a setup he drew along with some links to stores for me to check out.

“Stop looking at me like that,” he growls. “Or would you like to earn ten bucks?”

Asshole. But I hold out my hand anyway. “Give it up,” I tell him and with that his eyes flare, both knowing what’s going to happen next.
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Chapter 09
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***Sico***

Her knees hit the carpet as she stashes the ten bucks I just gave her in her pocket. Hot. Fucking. Damn. My hand rubs my boner through the fabric of my jeans, trying to relieve some of the pressure.

“Take off your shirt, beautiful. I want those tits naked in front of me,” I croak.

She tugs on the hem of her shirt and pulls it over her head, throwing it down onto the carpet, her bra following after that. It’s mesmerizing. She might have more ink than me but fuck, she’s damn gorgeous. It’s all black lines along with shading. Most are roses flowing into each other.

Her burgundy hair matches her damn lipstick, making her full lips seem the most perfect fuckable lips. Lips that are going to swallow my cock any damn minute. She’s done it before so I know how good she is, intoxicating, that’s what it is.

“Now,” I curl that word and load it with lust, making her gaze hit mine. “Open your mouth, beautiful.”

Her lips part, that damn devilish tongue sliding over her bottom lip as I release my cock and palm it. With my other hand I push my pants down to the floor and kick them to the side. Slowly I let the head of my pierced cock spread pre-cum over her willing lips.

My fingers dig into her hair so I can guide her head. “I’m going to show you how much I own you. Starting with your mouth and, beautiful? I won’t rest until I’ve rimmed your ass as I watch the flames rise in your eyes, begging me to take you there too. Are you ready for that, Simi? All of the words and hurt I’ve caused you was because of my own lack of control. My lack of ability to treat you right. That’s all going to change. Right fucking now. But fair warning...I’m not going to hold back when we’re fucking. That’s when you’ll get all of me, okay?”

I throw that little part out as a question but it isn’t. And I’m not allowing her to give me an answer either because one thrust forward and she’s got her mouth filled with my cock, driving it back until I’m unable to slide in more. She fucking swallows around the head and I’m close to coming already.

“That turns you on, huh? Fuck yeah.” Thrusting myself into her mouth, it’s a kick to feel her hum of arousal, the vibrations flowing through me.

Her eyes are closed and the way my cock is coming out and sliding right back all slick between those burgundy thick lips that match her hair? Mag-fucking-nificent. I’m struggling with the thought of coming down her throat or pulling out and jacking off all over her face or fuck...her tits. So many fucking options and yet it doesn’t matter where or when because it’s her. It’s all of her.

My body takes the ability of choice away from me when my balls draw up and cum starts to flow down her throat. Her fingers dig into my thighs as she vigorously starts to swallow and moan around my cock.

Taking a step back, my cock falls from her mouth but it’s still leaking cum, making it spread over her chin and falling down her tits. Fuck. Palming my cock, I’m able to prolong my orgasm and coat her skin some more. 

“That’s a vision,” I croak.

I trail my thumb over her chin and force my digit into her mouth. She willingly swirls her tongue around it as if her hunger isn’t stilled yet. Cupping her face, I lean down and give her a slow kiss, tasting myself on her tongue.

Pulling back, I raise her to her feet and rest my forehead against hers. “Game on.” I chuckle. “Let me catch my breath so we can do a rematch.”

Her arms circle my neck and she pulls me into her embrace. Feels damn weird and yet oh so fucking right. We just stand there, holding each other, my wet cock pressing against her belly. Nothing sexual but instead it’s intimate. I’ve never opened up or cared enough to think about a woman’s perspective, in all things of life, and yet here I am, holding on to the one person who gives me the answers to all the questions I ever had. 

It’s her. I damn well knew when I first saw her, thank fuck I claimed her when I did. Even though our road started out with construction at every mile, I don’t think either of us could have made it this far without it. My phone gives a buzz in my pocket, making me groan in annoyance to be pulled out of this moment. 

“Go on,” she says those words on a smile before she steps back. “Pick it up, it could be important.”

I regretfully reach for my pants and grab my phone out of my pocket. It’s a text from Calix telling me we’re all set. I look back and contemplate telling her. Then again, I don’t want to ruin the moment. With what we’ve built up so far...it can easily by tainted with shit from her past. Besides...it’s personal for me; I need to do this.

“I need to head out for a bit. I’m taking Calix with me and Brandlee wanted to come too. I’ve got shit to handle. Okay?” I ask her as I put on my jeans.


She reaches for her clothes and starts to dress. “Sure.”

In the past I didn’t even look at a cunt’s face; I didn’t care enough to do so. I wanted something, I needed something, always I, I, I. Always thinking about myself and never the other person giving me something. And why should I because it’s my life. Except...I don’t live in that world anymore. I thought it would be hard to change but it’s like I’ve been wearing blinders all my life and she’s the one that ripped them off, allowing me to see the bigger picture. The future and what might be.

That also allows me to see the hurt in her eyes making me put my palm against her cheek and slide my thumb across her bottom lip. “I’m going to hurry back, yeah?”

There, a fucking smile and that damn dimple.

“Fuck. You’re my undoing when you give me that, you know?” I croak while confusion spreads across her face. “That dimple, that smile. Fucking beautiful.” I kiss her hard and tell her, “Wait up for me,” before I’m out the door.

Brandlee is standing next to his truck and in front of it is a row of bikes. Zack, Dams, Pokey, C.Rash, and Calix are standing in front of their bikes. 

C.Rash walks up to me and holds out his keys. “Take good care of her, and I’ll return the favor...although I won’t touch yours,” he adds on a chuckle.

I take his keys and punch his shoulder. “You better not, brother...that woman inside is all mine.”

He nods and goes inside. Thank fuck I don’t have to ride with Brandlee in his truck. When I set this up I asked for a brother or two to go with but I didn’t expect four, including my Prez and VP to be here.

Stepping closer, Zack puts his hand on my shoulder. “This is it, you ready?” I give him a sharp nod. “No damn way any of us were going to miss this. If this shit gets out, and I fucking guarantee it will with what I heard you were planning, I want to look my ol’lady in the eye and know I had my part in it, yeah?”

My fucking throat clogs up, fuck. This is it. My brothers. My family. Standing right beside me and ready to retaliate.

“Let’s ride,” I growl, making all my brothers roar in sync.

It takes over four hours to drive to the other state. Good thing Calix set things up already or it would have taken us more time to get ready. We walk into the empty warehouse where two brothers are standing from the Chicago chapter. I’ve met them many times but damn, it’s a long time since I’ve seen either one. Rhett is the Prez of the Chicago Areion Fury MC chapter, and Deckard is his VP. 

“Brothers, thanks for your help on this short notice,” Zack says and shakes Rhett’s hand.

“Always, brother,” Rhett replies. “Glad to help. Although we were a bit disappointed there when we weren’t allowed to kick ass. Knowing what those fuckwads did.”

“Don’t worry, we’ve got a plan for those fuckers. One you’re allowed to watch if you like,” I quip, making them both look my way, a smile spreading both faces.

“Brandlee, you’re up. Grab the gear and let’s get this shit moving,” Dams bellows as we all jump into action.

We’ve managed to set up a corner of the warehouse as part of a bedroom. There are a few BDSM elements that Calix arranged from somewhere we needed to hold two guys. Saint Andrew's Cross, that’s what Calix called them. We’ve also bought two sets of latex outfits. One for Brandlee, don’t ask...and one for that ex fucker who’s about to have some motherfucking payback.

The other two buddies Simi’s ex brought in to play? Yeah...we’ve brought them in to play too. They’re each strapped to a Saint Andrew's Cross, legs spread, arms up, a damn suffocation mask on their heads. That’s right, we’re going to have a little fun, with the camera rolling that is. Three porn stars in the making. Except Simi’s ex won’t be the star in all of this. His role will be played out the moment the video is going to hit all his employees.

“No sound, right?” Pokey raises his eyebrow at Deckard.

“Nah, man. It’s just the image we’re streaming, that’s it. You’re free to talk...like this, looking sharp there, Brandlee. Shake that tight latex covered ass my way, I wanna spank that shit.” Deckard roars with laughter when Brandlee flips him off.

Yes. Like I mentioned, Brandlee is wearing an all-black latex damn fucking tight suit. He’s even got one of those masks on and he looks like the transvestite version of cat woman. But it’s all for one reason and one reason only. He’s going to beat the shit out of the other two guys who Simi’s ex brought in to rape her. We’re not going to touch Simi’s ex. At. All. He’s going to get a whole special brand of payback.

If I wasn’t seeing this shit with my own eyes, I wouldn’t believe it. And fuck...it’s damn twisted to have Calix standing there talking calm as shit to Brandlee and giving instructions that Simi’s brother is following up to a tee.

“Now insert it into the urethra and spread it wide,” Calix says and fuck...I think all the brothers around us grab their junk and wince.

Brandlee on the other hand? He doesn’t appear to have any problem with shoving tiny spreading arms into a guy’s slit and open that sucker up wide. Oh, and repeating the action with the other dude. That’s exactly why he wanted in and why I told him in the first place.

I couldn’t just kill these fuckers. I mean, I could and no one would ever find them again, but how is that payback for the shit Simi went through? I had something in mind and asked Calix about it and fuck...that man is full of very sick and twisted ideas but this? Yeah. Way better than the easy kill. I mean... urethral stretchers for starters.

Brandlee goes on for over three hours and fuck...I don’t think the two dudes, who are each spread wide on the Saint Andrew's Cross, are even alive anymore. I mean, yeah...that was the whole point, kill those fuckers in a fucked-up snuff film and make it seem as Simi’s ex did it. Hence the two latex outfits since Brandlee has the same body type as that idiot so it seems like it’s the ex on the video killing his buddies. Or fucking his buddies to death that is. Sex play gone wrong...that’s how this is going into the books, with Simi’s ex as a prime suspect, evidence on a loop.

During the video, Brandlee acted kinda stoned out of his mind, showing the camera what he took. We needed that because we’ll have Simi’s ex take some shit too so it’s in his bloodstream, everything to put him on the scene, fingerprints everywhere...Air. Fucking. Tight.

“That’s it folks. Brandlee, you can step away for a moment so that dick can stumble into view. Yeah, like that...perfect, guys. Now, enough of this shit, it’s time to lock and load and rat out to some cops.” Calix chuckles.

Damn. I thought it never ended. Dams grabs the laptop that was attached to the camera and brings it to Brandlee’s truck. He pulls open the back door and says, “Here you go, love. Do your magic.”

What the actual fuck? Okay, Brandlee has tinted windows you can’t see shit through but...seriously. “You brought your ol’lady?”

“Hey,” Nerd snaps. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world. And you, mister...you totally rock. Thank you. I misjudged you and I’m sure all of us did at some point. But damn...did you pull through now. Everleigh is damn lucky to have you in her life.” She fucking beams at me.

“You better not say shit.” I glare back at the woman.

“Nope, she won’t hear it from me. But I won’t guarantee this video won’t ever play out in front of her because I’m going to shoot this to every employee in his company and after that leak it on to the World Wide Web. There, done.” Nerd looks at her ol’man. “Now that he knows I’m here, is it okay I ride back with you?”

“Fuck, yeah,” Dams growls and gives his woman a kiss.

My chest aches with the longing to be with my own woman. But first we need to get everything wrapped up and leave it all clean enough for the cops to find this fucker in the middle of burying his two friends that he accidentally killed during their fucked-up sex games. 

Oh, yeah...not just kill two and blame Simi’s ex...nope, we’re going to strip their dignity and ruin their fucked-up status along with it. And that fucker is going to rot in jail if he ever gets that far. Because we’ve got friends in all places who will gladly give him one final message. Or maybe he’ll get a little surprise himself when he gets into a cell, I’m kinda counting on that. 
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Chapter 10

[image: image]


***Simi***

The rumble of bikes makes me run to the door. Opening up, I see the guys getting off while my brother parks his truck and gets out. Sico steps toward me and holds out his arms. Not even thinking, I rush forward and launch myself at him. He grunts but doesn’t so much as step back to balance himself. That’s my man, solid muscle.

“I missed you. Dammit. Gone all day with everybody. Why wasn’t I allowed to go with you, huh?” I grumble somewhat frustrated and yet I don’t want to complain because here he is...holding me. He held out his damn arms for me to jump in.

“Sorry, beautiful. From now on you’ll be right there with me, whatever and whenever, okay?” he promises me.

“Hey, you two, can I hug my sister for a moment? I need to head out because I have an early day at the shop tomorrow. Blue and I need to work because we don’t have a game room to decorate, you know?” Brandlee chuckles.

Sico kisses my temple and lets me slide out of his arms. Brandlee doesn’t wait but wraps me in a bear hug while taking advantage to whisper in my ear. “He’s a good guy, sis. Grab that sucker by the balls and don’t let go.”

“Jesus, Lee,” I choke.

“No joke, Everleigh. I gave him my blessing so take his ring when he asks. I assure you he’s more man than anyone. I admire that fucker...no shit, sis...that fucker will raise hell for you and will come out dragging the devil himself behind him. I can’t think of any man that would be more worthy.”

I pull back and look into my brother’s eyes. “Why the fuck are you getting all sentimental and weird on me? Did ya’ll go on some kind of team building survival shit or something?”

“Or something.” My brother chuckles.

“Well, next time I’m coming too so we can skip this weirdness.” I fake glare at my brother but he just hugs me tight again before giving me a kiss on the top of my head.

“See ya later, sis.” My brother punches Sico in the shoulder who slaps him on his. “Later, dude.”

“Night, Lee.” I give Brandlee one final wave before his truck disappears around the corner.

I watch how everyone says goodnight, C.Rash coming out of the house and getting his keys from Sico before he too leaves. Calix, me, and Sico stroll back into the house. 

Ransom is watching TV when Calix taps him on the shoulder. “Can you stay up? I’m beat and would like to get a few hours of shuteye.”

“Sure, I’m good. Take the whole night. If something’s up I’ll wake ya, ‘kay?” Ransom waits for Calix’s nod before the TV gets his full attention again.

Sico laces his fingers with mine and pulls me toward the stairs. “Come on. I need a shower and you’re keeping me company.”

Okay then, no point in arguing with that. I let him take lead and after a long, and extremely hot shower and by this I’m not talking about the temperature of the water, we finally make it into bed. Snuggling close, we both revel in the comfort we’re giving each other while drifting off to sleep.

Loud knocking draws me out of my sleep. I hear Sico groan just before the bedroom door barges open, Calix is standing there with a hard look on his face. “Both of you get dressed and ready to go within five minutes.” He spins around and closes the door behind him.

Sico jumps out of bed and starts to get dressed. My mind is still trying to play catch-up when Sico urges, “Come on, Simi, get dressed, now. Something is going down, come on. Calix never messes around. Never. Whatever it is, it won’t be good.”

Sico grabs his gun and straps a knife to his ankle. His words make me jump out of bed and grab clothes, dressing with lightning speed. I’m rushing down the stairs right behind Sico but when we get to the living room and see the look on Ransom’s face, fear hits me hard. Pity. He’s looking as if he’s feeling so damn sorry for me. Why?

“What is it?” I whisper.

“Can you please sit down first, Everleigh?” Calix says in a soothing tone.

“No,” I snap. “Tell me, dammit. What the hell is going on?”

“I’m sorry, Everleigh. So, fucking sorry to tell you that your brother died a little over an hour ago.” Calix’s words enter my ears, flow through my brain, and yet don’t make any sense.

“No,” I tell him. “You’re full of bullshit. He’s at work, I just saw him yesterday, he’s at fucking work. He has to be, he is.”

Sico puts his arms around me but I shove him away. “Don’t touch me,” I seethe and turn my attention back to Calix while I grab my phone from the table. “I’ll call him and then your sick and twisted story will backfire because he always answers.”

I punch speed dial and wait for my brother to pick up. I wait and wait till it goes straight to voicemail. I hit redial and wait...he’s not answering. “That doesn’t mean shit,” I growl at the faces who are all looking at me with guarded expressions.

“What happened?” Sico asks Calix.

“We’re guessing the Cape Town crew threw a grenade similar to what they used on Pokey’s house. Remember how it trashed the living room but didn’t do extensive damage? Yeah...Blue and,”

I gasp. Oh God, Blue...she’s pregnant with twins...oh God.

Calix clears his throat. “And someone threw the grenade inside when Brandlee just opened the shop. Blue was in the back along with Brandlee. Blue didn’t know what was happening until Brandlee lunged for her and brought them to the ground. He threw himself over her and that right there saved Blue...but...there was a piece that sliced through his jugular. Other shit lodged in his back. If it wasn’t for him...Blue, hell, even the fucking unborn twins would have died.”

Calix looks right at me when he says, “He’s had my respect for years. A fucking good guy. I’m proud to have known the man. Your brother died a damn hero, Everleigh.”

Again, his words reach me and yet they don’t process. Total numbness takes over as I drag myself toward a chair and fall into it, staring at the ceiling while my thoughts show me a picture of my brother...my brother who I’ve just been told isn’t alive anymore. I’m trying to get a grasp on the situation, on my feelings, but I can’t. 

Time seems to merge together, numbing me. I’m being guided out of the house in a truck. As I’m looking out the window at the blur of colors that flash by, everything is meaningless. I feel like my lungs have shrunk, I can’t seem to get enough air inside me. 

It’s unrealistic and yet here I am, about an hour after I’ve been told. I’m staring down at his body. Sico is behind me with his arms wrapped around me, and in this moment, I lean on his strength to pull me through.

I should blame him, should think it’s his fault for pulling the Cape Town crew’s attention on to us, except the reality is that he was already connected with Areion Fury. And besides, why should the blame be placed on someone who didn’t pull the pin from the grenade? Someone who didn’t throw the grenade, or didn’t order this, didn’t want this in any way.

In the end? Nothing matters, because I’m here staring at my brother’s lifeless body. Nothing will ever change that. I want to cry so bad and yet my eyes and cheeks are dry. I feel empty and lost. No family left, it’s just me now. Brandlee has always been there for me, even when I closed myself off after what happened to me because of my ex, I pushed him away but he wouldn’t let me. He even dragged me back to him, to move and work at his tattoo shop. Work...his store...everything is lost. Like me.

“Come on, sweetheart, let’s go.” Sico’s soft voice flows through the cold room as he starts to guide me out.

I don’t want to leave. If I leave, then it’s final. I will never see him again and yet I know he won’t ever be there for me to talk to, to laugh, to punch his shoulder if he’s being an idiot. My brother...He’s gone. He’s... 

“Noooooo,” I scream. 

Sico’s arms tighten around me as I fight with all that I have. 
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Chapter 11
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***Sico***

It’s been a hard week filled with grief, and the funeral was just a few days ago. Casey had the whole thing tightly secured. Screwed up to have FBI protection during a funeral but fuck...Zack practically demanded it or we would have brought in every Areion Fury MC chapter in the surrounding states. Casey really didn’t have a choice. Not that he sits on his ass in all of this.

There was a note delivered the same day Brandlee was killed. It basically said ‘A brother for a brother’. Those fuckers took pride in killing Brandlee. We showed Casey the note, telling him they blamed us for killing their brother, who Casey knew was still missing. His eyes showed he knew damn well we killed that fucker and that he wasn’t missing at all, but he didn’t say shit.

Casey’s loyalty is with the FBI but there’s an underlying tone that leaves a little gray area between the black and white. So he didn’t speak about it, but instead raided all the houses of every gang member on his list. The only issue was the FBI was only able to arrest two of them. One they caught on tape throwing the grenade and the other one they found had a huge stash of drugs. But the main player? James? In the fucking wind.

The woman sitting across from me at the kitchen table is a shadow of the strong and feisty woman I’ve come to know. She’s been in a world of hurt ever since she heard what happened with her brother. Not only is there nothing left of her family, she also doesn’t have a place to work. 

I contacted all the companies she placed orders with for items for the game room and had the deliveries postponed for three weeks. Shit is going to come later then she had planned but I don’t want her to worry about that right now. She needs to take the time to process this loss. We all do. 

“Here. Eat.” Calix shoves a plate in front of her and sits down beside her while giving me a look.

I know damn well she needs to eat. She’s been neglecting herself for days and it’s starting to show. Dark smudges underneath her eyes from the lack of sleep. Dammit. I’m just thankful she lets me hold her at night to give her some comfort and a touch of humanity. But that’s it. She doesn’t do or say much other than an occasional grunt.

She still doesn’t touch her food. Calix raises his eyebrow and I know what he’s silently asking. We talked about it last night and I think it’s a bad fucking idea. Not to mention it’s morbid and so fucking wrong.

Calix slaps his flat hand on the table and mutters, “Fuck it.” Reaching down, he takes a newspaper out of his bag and smacks it in front of Simi.

Still she doesn’t respond. Well, other than shove her plate away and stand up, ready to sit in a damn chair like she’s been doing for the past few days. Okay, now I see where Calix is coming from. He wants her shocked and back to the land of the living. Fuck. Bad choice of words.

Standing up, I grab the newspaper and smack it on the table again. This causes her to look at me instead of the damn paper, so I tap my damn finger on the article I want her eyes to hit. Her gaze travels down and I can see the moment the headline registers.

Simi snatches up the paper and brings it close, rapidly reading the article that states how a wealthy businessman was arrested and is now locked up facing double murder charges. Yeah, we’ve been keeping that newspaper from her because I didn’t want it to hit her, bad fucking timing and I hoped she never knew about it.

Let the past be the damn past but for my conscience I needed it handled. Except now we’ve come to a point where this might actually give her a push to draw her out from the loss of her brother. The silence in the room is deafening until Simi’s head tips back as laughter rips from her throat.

She needs to fucking brace herself on the kitchen table to keep from laughing her ass off. What the actual fuck? Ransom, who’s sitting across from Calix, makes a damn twirling motion next to his head, as if my woman’s lost her damn head. Fucker. I growl and his hand drops. Smart move.

Simi notices my growl and puts the paper back on the table. The corner of her mouth twitches. “That’s the best damn news I’ve gotten in days.” She sighs and stalks out of the kitchen.

Following her up the stairs, she now heads for the bathroom. Looking over her shoulder she asks in a seductive tone, “Wanna join me for some shower action?”

Yeah. My cock is jumping in my damn jeans but no way am I going to do this. “I would join but I promise, no fucking.”

Her nose scrunches up. “Your loss. Then there’s no need to join me. Go on downstairs.”

What the fuck?

I want to snap ‘fine’ and head downstairs but instead I lean against the wall and watch her undress. I can see the annoyance flashing on her face. She’s highly aware that I rejected her invitation for sex and yet also disregarding being sent out of the room. If she thinks she can push me away, she’s sadly mistaken.

What’s a man to do? I stand there and openly appreciate her tits and ass which she’s now starting to soap up. Yeah. My cock sure likes to have a peek and is trying to wrestle with my damn zipper. Painful as shit but that’s just the way it is.

“Turning into a peeping Tom?” She’s got a full glare going on while she adds, “Why don’t you palm that cock and whack off?

“Don’t be brash, beautiful. I just like to enjoy looking at what’s mine. Wash those tits for me and be sure to knead them in the process. See? That’s how I’m enjoying this. I ain’t into the pity fuck business. I like to fuck my woman but all in good time.”

I just barely manage to dodge the shampoo bottle that hit the tiled wall behind me. 

“That most certainly won’t get me in the mood, sweetheart.” I chuckle and now she’s actually growling at me.

She shuts off the water and grabs a towel. She tries to pass me and deliberately knocks against my shoulder. 

Grabbing her arm, I twist her around and bury my fist in her hair. “Now that’s just plain rude,” I tell her before I crash my mouth against hers.

Simi melts against me and it’s like she hasn’t seen me in weeks. That’s how fierce she’s kissing me and fuck...it might be that she’s trying to drown in lust or she really missed being this intimate all these days.

I should pull away. I was going to but I’ve got a tongue down my throat, a bare ass cheek in my hand and one very hard cock. Her back hits the wall and I feel her tiny fingers ripping open my jeans and shoving them down so I can step out of them and kick them away. Fucking hell she’s squeezing my length in her tiny fingers with my next breath.

My head falls onto her shoulder where I bite down, taking a piece of skin into my mouth to suck on. Simi wraps her legs around me and wiggles her hips, grinding until I feel the head of my cock nudge her damn entrance.

She’s going to flip the fuck out anyway going straight back to angry fucking. Going nuts when I fuck her bare and now that I know the damn reason why she freaks out when we fuck without a condom? Yeah, I need to be the one with the functional brain here.

“Condom,” I croak.

“No,” her voice is fierce, “I want to feel you. All of you, Sico.”

Damn. Every time my bare cock is near her she’s called me stud, or moans shit...now? She’s right here with me, brain fully functioning and calling me by my damn name, wanting me, all of me. 

“Anything for you, beautiful, anything.” My damn voice cracks and my heart spills over. 

Surging forward I’m buried to the hilt. Her pussy ripples around me from the intrusion while she moans in pleasure. Where I’ve fucked her raw and hard against the wall every damn time in the past, I now choose to slide out with utter patience. Sliding back in with the same lazy effort heightens the moment. 

It’s as if there’s a shift between us, foreheads resting against each other while our gaze is locked. It’s fucking intense. My cock is lodged deep inside her and it feels like our bodies are completely connected. This is what it must feel like to love someone. Because I damn well never experienced anything like this.

Her pussy starts to squeeze around my cock and the way her breathing is spinning out of control, I just fucking know she’s close. Her eyes are flaming and filled with so much emotion, I can clearly see what’s going on in her mind without her actually voicing shit.

That right there gives me the strength to reach for her heart within this moment because I need for her to know she’s my whole reason for living. “You, beautiful. It’s you who holds all the love I have to give. Sweet love, you’re fucking it.”

She tumbles straight into an orgasm where she screams my name and takes me right along with her. I’m trying like crazy to draw air into my lungs, multitasking here because I’m holding the person who means the most to me in my damn arms. And I’ve just told her so.

Holy. Fuck. I’ve told a woman, a person, my woman...that I love her.

Her head falls on my shoulder as she murmurs, “I love you too.”

Holy...fuck, again...holy, fuck. She loves me too. 

Great. Instead of her freaking out, I’m freaking the hell out. But shit...she loves me even though I’m freaking the hell out.

“You’ve got to get your breathing under control or you’re going to pass out, stud. Seeing you’re still holding me up and me not liking the prospect of hitting the ground...you’d better listen to what I’m saying, okay?” She pats my fucking back while I’m still reeling.

“I heard what you said alright...I’ve said it too. You...me...” Shit, black spots enter my vision and I gently slide Simi down so I can brace myself on my knees.

Her adorable laughter rips me out of the dizziness that was hitting me, making me glance up while I’m swaying on my damn feet.

“Okay, tough guy. Time to man up or I’m going to call Calix in here and show him you’re being a pussy who can’t handle his feelings.” She smirks.

A growl rips from my chest and the turmoil of emotions that caused havoc inside my body falls away. She doesn’t expect my sudden attack when I put my shoulder against her belly and throw her over my shoulder before stalking across the room to throw her on the bed.

I watch as she bounces a few times before I cover her body with mine. Naked. Skin to skin, full contact. My cock is already thickening when it presses against her belly and yet the main urge that runs through me isn’t to take her again.

Cupping her face, I take my time to stare into her eyes. “So fucking beautiful. All mine now. You’d better say yes when I drag you to the altar somewhere in the next few months.”

Dammit. As soon as the words are voiced I regret them because...

“He gave you his blessing,” she croaks.

I swallow hard and only manage to nod.

“We’d better pick a date then, huh?” she says to me with a smile that’s tiny and yet it radiates the kind of brightness that could light up the planet.

“Guess so,” I mutter and feather a kiss against her lips.

Her stomach growls, making the both of us chuckle.

“Let’s go grab some food, okay?” I tell her and get to my feet, dragging her along with me.

Instead of grabbing my jeans off the floor, I grab a pair of sweats and tug them on. Simi choses to wear yoga pants and steals one of my shirts. I think she looks even more sexy wearing that than a tank top that would spill some of her amazing tits. I like seeing her dressed in my clothes. It might be the caveman inside me but with two of my brothers inside it’s damn awesome to have her parading around in my shit. Who the fuck knew I’d ever get to this point?

Making our way downstairs, we see Calix sitting on the sofa with a bunch of papers in his hands and some spread out next to him. He doesn’t even give us a glance but seems wrapped up in his own world. Ransom on the other hand is still sitting at the kitchen table while staring at his phone. 

Simi strolls past him and her eyes narrow when she looks at his phone. “You know...it’s stalker level when you keep doing that, right?”


Ransom jumps into action and puts away his phone and stands up. “It’s my own goddamn house I’m checking,” he mutters and strolls out of the kitchen.

“That was damn weird,” I say to no one particular.

Simi snorts. “I think he’s got a thing for his neighbor.”

My eyes go wide. “For real?”

“Uh huh, he said something before while he was checking his security feed and he’s watching right now too. There was a girl zoomed in who was doing her flowers in the front lawn. No doubt he was watching her.” Simi reaches for something in the freezer and looks back at me. “You hungry too?”

“Starved. You wore me out,” I answer and shit...there’s that satisfying smile on her face again. One I hope to put on her face a lot more.
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Chapter 12
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***Simi***

We’re all staring at the TV watching a movie. Glancing around, I see Calix owning the chair he’s sitting in. Feet planted firmly on the ground, knees spread, his arm leaning at the elbow over the back of his chair...yeah, he doesn’t just sit in a chair, he owns it.

My gaze shifts to Ransom who’s sitting on another chair. He’s got one leg crossing the other, ankle resting on the knee and although he’s doing it to hide the fact that he’s secretly staring at his phone. He might be a tough biker but the way I’ve come to know him over the last few weeks, I realize the man has a soft heart. Or at least he does for the woman he’s spying on.

Finally, my gaze hits Sico, and shit. His eyes lock on mine, making my cheeks flush because I feel like he caught me spying on the others. The man chuckles and pulls me close, planting a kiss on my hair.

I realize in this moment that the guys sitting here with me in this living room, along with my friends, Blue, Ridley, Nerd, Orianna, and even Zack’s sister, Lips, and all the other bikers of Areion Fury MC have become my family. Although not blood, it’s a given that these people have my back and that I’m not alone.

My thoughts go to my brother and although sadness hits me hard, it’s also the hard truth that he was one hell of a guy who would never want me to stop living. In fact, he was the one that pulled me out of my dark spiral when our parents died. He kept telling me how I needed to remember their smiles, their wishes to fulfil my life goals and enjoy the moment because everything can be taken away within a blink of an eye.

A tear runs down my cheek. Sico brushes it away, his voice laced with concern when he asks, “You alright, beautiful?”

“No,” I tell him honestly. “But I think I’m getting there...with a little help from you and your weirdo friends.”

“Hey,” Calix snaps. “I resent that.” I receive a glare before he adds, “We’re your weirdo friends too.”

“Yeah.” My voice wobbles because my throat is clogging up.

That reminds me. “Where’s that newspaper you shoved under my nose?”

Calix tilts his head. “I put it back in my bag, why?”

“I’d like to read it again. It said something about there being video evidence and I’d like to know more,” I say and watch how Calix is now staring at Sico.

Glancing around I see Ransom has lost all interest in his phone and is staring just as hard at Sico.

“What’s going on?” I question and look at Sico who’s got a guarded look on his face. “What the hell is going on? Tell me,” I urge.

Why is there fear in his eyes? Shit. “What did you do?” I whisper and stand up, heading for my desk where my laptop is.

Sico rushes past me and places his hand on the laptop, already knowing what I’m about to do. “No,” he pleads with a firm voice. “Don’t.”

“That’s a little too late now, don’t you think? Because if not now, I’ll for damn sure will run my ex’s name through a search engine in the very near future.” I glare. “You might as well tell me why all of you are acting strange.”

“Maybe that’s just because we’re weirdos?” Ransom tries earning a glare from me all on his own.

Sico releases a deep sigh. “There is indeed a video. One that shows your ex doing BDSM shit to his two buddies eventually leading to their deaths while the fucker is clearly under the influence of something. He was caught red handed with the two dead bodies. He was trying to bury them while he had all the weird stuff in garbage bags in his car, including a laptop with the video of his act.” His eyes go down and he mumbles, “Not very smart that ex of yours.”

“You’re full of shit,” I snap. “He would never touch anything. That’s beneath his standards, drugs that is. So, try again, and now add the part where you guys played a part in it because I remember very clearly that ya’ll left for almost a day and all of a sudden this happens the day after? Because I for sure am not stupid, and can damn well remember a freaking date and time, especially when it’s a day where I said goodbye to my own brother and hugged him last. Now freaking tell me already.”

“Fine. We all had our hand in it, okay?” Sico eyes me as if I’m a frightened deer stuck in headlights and will either get hit or dash away any freaking moment.

“Thank you,” I sigh, satisfied with his honesty. “Now can I watch it?” Yes. I’m totally not right in the head for asking that but I’m kinda bouncing to see a little payback.

Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought that would be possible. That the day would come where someone actually stepped up for me. Not that Brandlee didn’t do anything, I didn’t want him to, I couldn’t bear to lose him, or have him end up in jail because of me...but I eventually lost him now anyway. I try to push down the sadness that hits me. Focusing on what happened to me, what my ex did.

All this time I thought I was the one who brought this upon myself. That I said yes to my ex blindfolding me and tying me up. Even if I didn’t know what he was going to do. No way I would have wanted to have sex with more than one man. And it wasn’t until my friends told me over and over that what happened to me was rape, because I thought it wasn’t...that I had only myself to blame.

Calix stands up and grabs his laptop from his bag. “Sit, then we’ll show you the full version.”

I slowly stroll back to the couch and feel it dip beside me when Sico sits down next to me. I grab his hand and lace my fingers with his, needing his strength for what’s about to come.

Calix punches some keys and the screen turns from black into something that looks like a corner of a living room. I don’t recognize any of it. Not even the two guys who are each strapped to what seems like some sort of cross. Not even their heads are clear. 

Inching closer, I ask, “Is it really them?”

“Oh, yeah. No doubt. We needed a twist in kink to make sure they went out being tortured for the sake of sexual play, so the choking element was performed this way.

“Oh. My. God. What is my ex doing there and why is he doing this? Did he do this?” Leaning forward, I see the guy wearing all black along with a mask, put some kind of a torturer device on a guy’s cock. Then I see it.

“Jesus, Christ, and everything else that’s holy and pure. Please tell me that isn’t my brother doing that.” I gasp in shock.

“Ah.” Calix smirks. “you noticed his tick, right? The slight twinge of his wrist where he lets the joint snap. He does that when he gets...icky, yes?”

I’m actually smiling at Calix because that’s it. He used to do that a lot growing up. I always had so much fun teasing him with stuff that would make him freak out. Our mom would always tell him to quit or it would ruin his joints but he never stopped...and clearly our mother didn’t like the sound because his joint never bothered him.

“Yeah, icky is the right word for it.” Pointing my finger at the screen, I ask, “Brandlee killed those two who,” I swallow and brace myself to actually say it out loud and stand by my own words for the first time, believing them, knowing what they did wasn’t my fault. “Those who raped me?”

“Yes, sweetheart.” Sico squeezes my fingers gently. “He wanted to. That was his condition when I told him about my plan, that he would be the one who would get to kill them.” 

“But how? How did he know? I told him it was me, that I did it, my idea and that I wanted it...I showed him the video...said it was my experience to have three guys at once.” I sob and shake my head, remembering the disappointment in his eyes and yet he didn’t say anything.

“It wasn’t hard to find the full video, Everleigh. Nerd had it with a few clicks, and your brother...”

Sico cuts Calix off and continues, “He knew you would never want that out of the blue, Simi. The night he inked my forearms we danced around the topic until we both realized we were trying to see what the other guy knew about it. So, I asked him straight to his face and he confessed that he searched online all night and found the full video. He went nuts and confronted your ex but he knew damn well if he killed or assaulted the fucker he would go to jail and you’d have no one left. When I told him about my plan, he wanted in. Or better yet...he wanted to be the one. Who was I to take it from him?”

Leaning closer to Sico, I place a kiss on his cheek and whisper, “Thank you.”

He’s taken aback by my reaction so I simply smile at all of them.

“Weirdos.” I chuckle. “You guys set up this whole...crap, is Brandlee shoving a, holy hell that’s large, how does that...oh, that looks painful.” I cringe at the fact that I’m watching the video where my brother inserts a very large butt plug into a guy’s ass without adding lube. Or I missed that part. Ugh, yikes. “Okay, you can turn that off now.” I cringe again and shake my head in an effort to shake the screwed up visual.

Sico leans in next to my ear. “You should have seen some of my brother’s faces when Brandlee handled those two fuckers. Dams might have gone a little green while Zack turned white as a sheet. The only one unaffected and talking Brandlee through it was Calix here. Man, I seriously don’t ever want to be inside that man’s brain, that’s for damn sure.”

“Believe me. You can’t handle being in there.” The smile Calix gives is kinda frightening. 

I sigh and think back how my brother did that for me. 

“Your brother was a very strong fucker. He chose to be there for you, you know. Backed you up when you made your decision, never judged or confronted you. He was right not to pursue those guys back then. Your ex had a strong position in his father’s business, the one he took over. A lot of people would rather believe a high-status person than the words of a tattoo artist.” Ransom’s words warm my heart because that’s it...that’s how Brandlee was, always smart, always there for me.

“I’m lucky to have you weirdos around me.” I give everyone a small smile because through all the sadness with losing my brother I’m now aware that he didn’t leave me all alone. He damn near ordered me to come work for him and move here.

Here where he built up a friendship with this MC knowing they’d let me in, mask in place and all. Hell, this man next to me even managed to strip me of all the walls I built high and even loves me. Yeah. From that point in life I do feel lucky to have these weirdos around me. Weirdos my brother made sure I had around me.
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Chapter 13
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***Sico***

“Still no damn news then?” Another two weeks of silence. 

It’s getting overly frustrating that there hasn’t been any change over the last few weeks. We’re at a standstill. When I pulled the bullseye on myself with the Cape Town crew, I hoped to drive them either to the point where they would run off and scatter, or that they would attack with their head in their ass.

But no such luck. First intel we got was that these were a bunch of no good punks but we either underestimated them or they have been on a lucky streak because the hits we took were pretty drastic. Their retaliation; a brother for a brother. The loss of Brandlee still hurts my chest and I can clearly see the grief still visible, haunting, in my ol’lady’s eyes.

Casey has managed to connect the hit on Jean to when our bikes were set on fire. Jean witnessed the incident so they beat him up and left him for dead. Another fucking victim because of all this shit. That’s how petty they are; go after the ones who are connected and yet on the outside. Easy targets. Fucking lowlife scum to attack this way.

“No, but Casey is working hard, man. I don’t think he’s slept more than eight hours this week, cut the guy some slack. Hey, you got more stuff coming in?” Ransom says as he points to the screen that shows a van pulling up at the side of the house.

I frown, thinking what wasn’t delivered yet. “I don’t know, maybe a thing or two, but the bigger shit came yesterday and the day before already.”

Standing up, I stalk to my woman and pull out her earbud. “Hey, beautiful, there’s a van pulling up, did you expect a delivery today?”

She scrunches up her nose. “I ordered two lamps but I thought they were going to deliver them tomorrow. Oh.” Simi swallows and her eyes turn sad before she adds, “Brandlee and I ordered some equipment overseas that was supposed to arrive this week. I forgot about that. Maybe that’s it.”

Calix is sitting on the couch going over something that’s on his iPad. He doesn’t even look up when Ransom strolls to the door. 

“I’ll get it, but I ain’t carrying shit down the stairs again,” Ransom grumbles as he checks the video feed. It shows a guy holding a piece of paper and checking it. As he does, Ransom opens the door before the guy even has a chance to ring the doorbell.

I’m staring at the feed as I see the guy draw a gun out of his waistband. Ransom acts fast but bullets start to fly as the van bursts open and four more guys jump out. “Calix!” I bellow in a warning. “Simi, get the fuck down.” 

I reach for my gun while grabbing the knife from my ankle strap. Four guys are already firing their guns and I feel heat licking my arm but that doesn’t stop me from squeezing the trigger. One kid. A fucking kid with a gun drops to the floor as I see James lunge toward me.

The impact causes my gun to drop and I have to let fucking go of my knife too because the fucker’s got a knife pressing down my throat. I’m trying to get a grip on his forearm but the fucker is squirming. I barely manage to create some space between us. More gunshots ring out before it’s only grunts and curses. I’m struggling to keep James off me. He’s still holding the knife but I finally manage to get a good grip on his arm.

Pulling him away, I rip the knife out of his hand and plunge it into his side, over and over until his knees buckle. It’s not enough. I twist him around and grab the fucker’s neck before the knife digs deep into his back. Once, twice, before I leave it in and kick him to the floor.

My eyes scan the room and I see Ransom’s upper body is drenched with blood. His face is a raging mask of fury as he keeps pounding his fists into a guy’s face. On the other side is Calix who’s got one guy with his neck at an odd angle at his feet while another one is standing at a distance, two knives in each hand, sizing Calix up and getting ready to lunge at him at any time. Calix on the other hand is just standing there. As if he’s waiting on a fucking bus or something. 

Knowing he’s got this, I scan around for Simi but come up empty. James’ lifeless body is lying in front of me on the floor as I step over him to check behind the desk where Simi was before those guys came in. Nothing. Panic hits my chest as I roar her name. Nothing.

Movement on the video feed draws my attention as I watch a guy that’s carrying Simi over his shoulder heading for the van. He throws her in the back, closes the doors and gets in. Fuck no.

“He’s got her, fuck,” I throw at Calix who meets my eyes and then checks the screen.

He steps forward and with one smooth move breaks the guy’s neck who was still trying to attack him with two knives. Calix runs off in front of me and grabs his keys out of his pocket. “My car, come on man, move.”

Running to Calix’s silver Aston Martin DB9, we get in and Calix steps on the gas to chase the van that’s speeding off. 

“He needs to slow the fuck down. Simi’s in the back. Fuck. She’s being thrown around, what if...fuck,” I growl as my fingers dig in my thighs.

I don’t ever think I’ve felt this scared in all my life. The van races around the corner, almost going frontal with an upcoming car. He takes another right and heads for the highway.

There’s a dial tone going through the car before a grouchy voice answers, “What’s up Calix, I’m kinda busy here.”

Calix’s voice is flat when he says, “In pursuit, Casey. Suspect is about to head for I-80. Civilian hostage.”

“He’s got my ol’lady in the back of his fucking van. White one,” I rattle off all the details and fuck. “Casey, send an ambulance to Simi’s house. Ransom might need one.”

Casey starts to bark out orders to others but stays on the phone with us until Calix says, “Gotta go now, man. Talk later.”

He presses a button and swirls his head toward me. “Two choices. We keep behind him and wait for Casey to block the highway and let him handle it...or I try to cut off the van but it might tip over.”

Fuuuuuuck.

“Think, Sico. Make a damn choice because the window of opportunity here is getting smaller by the second.”

I don’t fucking know. I don’t fucking know how to make a choice. What if it’s one that involves life and death? She’s in the back...no damn seat belt. 

“The van is going too fast,” I croak.

“He’s got to lessen speed with the upcoming turn, Sico. I can cut him off, but we need to act fast and also jump out and kill the fucker if the van doesn’t flip over but stops... get me?”

“What would you fucking do?” I bellow through the tiny space of the car. “She’s my every-fucking-thing, Calix. The only damn thing in the world that means everything to me is in the back of that van right there. I love her. I can’t fucking lose her.”

“Good. Then we’ll do it ourselves instead of leaving it to others, yeah?” Calix’s voice is hard and determined.

I give him a sharp nod as he revved the engine. Blasting us forward, Calix maneuvers us in one smooth move in front of the van. The man mutters, “This one better be worth hurting my baby.” Swinging his head to me he says, “Hold the fuck on, this is going to be rocky,” before he hits the brakes a few times swinging my body forward while it’s being grabbed tight by the seat belt.

He’s pumping us slowly to a stop and forcing the van to lessen its speed. But the fucker does that two more times before the van rams us, making Calix curse and hit the brakes hard. The force of the van hitting us makes the car spin to the side. Calix grabs a gun from underneath his arm and shoots straight through the side window of his own car, shattering the front window of the van and flying straight into the fucker’s skull.

It takes a moment for me to realize that we’ve come to a stop. I unbuckle the seat belt and jump out of the car, heading for the back of the van. Opening it, I have to swallow hard. It seems like the Cape Town crew stole the van that was filled with deliveries. Due to the high-speed chase all the boxes are scattered around and on top of Simi. I can only see her goddamned feet and she’s not moving.

Jumping in, I start to throw out the boxes in an effort to dig her out. I hear sirens coming closer, hoping Casey also called a damn ambulance. “Simi, sweetheart, please.”

Her face is all busted up and she’s not responding. My fingers go to her neck as panic strikes me hard. It takes a moment to find her pulse. It’s weak but it’s there, she’s still alive. I hear car sounds and look over my shoulder. Thank fuck. A police car and a damn ambulance pull up.

“Help her dammit, come on. Ambulance, now, please,” I bellow but fuck...I get two cops with their guns drawn in my face.

“Hands in the air,” one guy says.

“Put those away,” Casey rumbles from behind them. “The perp is dead and in the driver’s seat. Medic, we need the medics to get in there,” Casey urges.

With regret, I step away because they need to help Simi. It’s so fucking hard because all I want to do is hold her but I can’t do shit for her so I get out of the van.

“Aw, fuck. That’s going to take a while to get you all shiny again.” Calix’s voice is filled with distaste.

I glance around the van and see that his car is absolutely totaled due to the impact with the van. Yeah, I think he’d be better off buying a new one, but like hell I’m going to be the one that mentions that shit to him.

“Thanks man.” I slap his shoulder. “You don’t know how much I appreciate what you did.”

“Always. You know that,” Calix states but keeps his eyes on his car.

“Fuck.” Casey stalks toward us. “Calix. Can you...dammit. I want to go myself but I have to deal with this shit here. Ransom was just transferred to the hospital, he’s critical. Can you get there and let me know? I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“On my way, brother,” Calix says and takes the keys Casey’s holding out, running off toward Casey’s SUV.

Casey isn’t a biker but he’s close to one. He loves his job as an FBI agent and doesn’t want to risk that wearing a cut, so he won’t. I know Ransom and he are like brothers and Casey has been there more than a few times for the club.

I grab his shoulder and squeeze it. “He’s going to pull through man, you’ll see. He’s not a man who would slide his way out of life without bugging you some more.” 

“Yeah.” Casey nods warily. “Let’s go check on your woman and get shit going so I can get the fuck out of here too.”

We watch as they load Simi into the ambulance. She’s still not conscious as we arrive at the hospital and I have to wait in the waiting room for almost an hour before a nurse comes out to tell me she’s regained consciousness but they need to run a few more tests before I’m allowed to see her.

When I finally do, I have to swallow back so many emotions because right now all that matters is that she’s alive and lying in a bed before me. Although her face is all bruised, she’s still beautiful as fuck. They are keeping her overnight because she got banged up pretty bad. Not just from the blows to the head when the guy knocked her unconscious and took her, but also from being inside the van with all the heavy boxes throwing her around and then the van crashing. Fuck. I’m just thankful she’s alive.

“Hey,” she croaks and I reach for the cup of water with a straw that the nurse brought in for her.

“Hey yourself, beautiful,” I tell her and she takes a few sips before I place the cup back on the table.

“Are you okay?” she asks.

“Fuck. Am I okay? You’re the one all banged up.” I chuckle. “But yeah, I’m okay as long as you keep living and stick with me.”

Her eyes droop and it must be from the painkillers they gave her earlier. “You’re stuck with me, stud.” 

“Try and catch some sleep while you can. I’m going to spring you out of this joint early tomorrow morning so I can pamper the hell out of you in our own bed, yeah?” I tell her with a fierce voice.

“Okay.” Her eyes close as she mutters, “But I want to be hand fed chocolate ice cream, or caramel, whatever.”

“You’ll get both, sweetheart, you’ll get both,” I whisper and place a soft kiss on her lips but she’s already fast asleep.

I sit back in my chair and settle in for the night because I ain’t going anywhere and I’m not going to sleep. I’m going to stare at the most beautiful thing life gave me and will make damn sure I get to live long enough to treasure her each and every day.
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Chapter 14
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***Simi***

“Ha! See? I told you I’d kick your ass,” I beam and place the controller on the tiny table beside my chair.

Standing up, I curl my toes into the soft carpet while I enjoy watching Sico sulk because I just beat his ass at a racing game.

“It’s this damn controller. It doesn’t work at all when I press this, it’s just fucked up,” he growls, stands up and throws the controller in his chair.

“Meh, you’re just a bad loser. I won, fair and square. And...I told you I would kick your ass before we started working on this game room, didn’t I?” Yes, still beaming, rubbing it in, whatever.

It’s been almost three weeks since I spent the night in the hospital. I needed about a week for my body not to feel the impact of everything that happened. Some bruises took longer to fade but I’m finally feeling like my old self.

My mind drifts off to Ransom. “When is Casey picking Ransom up?”

He’s been through a lot. For a moment doctors didn’t think he’d pull through but they considered him lucky and were able to save his arm. Shit. Save his arm. He’s been in and out of the hospital because a bullet went into his leg too and tore some muscle. But that’s not as bad as the bullet and knife wounds that messed up his arm.

“One o’clock. Ransom wanted to go home. Casey is having a hard time because he already arranged for two months off so he could stay with Ransom but the man doesn’t want him around. Ransom said he could handle himself and wants to be left alone,” Sico says in concern.

“Maybe we need to talk to his neighbor, ask if she can keep an eye on him,” I offer, making Sico smile at me.

“That’s brilliant. Come on, we’ll head out right now so the fucker won’t know we did that shit. Because then it will all backfire...he’s got an ego the size of a mountain and wouldn’t allow anyone to see him wounded and not capable. That’s the whole fucking reason he’s pushing Casey away and that’s practically his brother.” 

I shake my head. “I don’t think we can sneak past it. I mean, if he’s still got that camera and the live stream on his phone...”

“He’s got better things to do, believe me, he’s in the middle of his therapy session. No one’s allowed to have their phone present during that so we’re all good. Come on.” Sico dashes up the stairs and I follow him up to the bedroom where we get dressed.

We were still in our PJs because we’re being lazy. I still need to figure out what to do with work. Blue and I hired a construction company to repair all the damage that was done. They promised everything would be done later next week. That’s going to be a hard decision. And yet it’s Brandlee’s passion...the store. I have to admit, I love working there and sketching. Blue too, although she’s going to take it slow, with her being pregnant with twins.

“What are you thinking?” Sico asks as he pulls on his boots.

I zip up my hoodie and tell him honestly. “I don’t know what I should do with Brandlee’s shop. I mean I’d like to continue to ink from time to time...but with Blue being close to delivering...and for real, twins. Would she be able to work?”

“Talk to her. Go over your concerns and decide together. You can always rent the place out or hire one or two ink artists and just come in from time to time yourself. There are many options, Simi. You don’t have to decide today but you can easily talk things through with Blue and I think she’d be fine with whatever the two of you decide.” He places a kiss on my temple. “Are we going to take my new bike for a spin or are we taking your car?”

“My car,” I beam. “It’s been awhile since I got to take William out for a spin.”

“Woman, it freaks me the fuck out you address your damn car as if it was a dude.”

Oh, yeah. I totally do. Address my baby as a dude that is. I’ve got a 1958 black Porsche 365 speedster I call William. Well, if it acts up...and it does from time to time, being an old-timer and all, I call it Willy. But normally it drives sooooo freaking sweet. 

And right now, the weather is perfect, so yeah. “We’re taking William, so hush. You don’t want to insult the car because we’ve got a long drive ahead of us.”

Sico groans in discomfort and it makes me chuckle. “Here.” I throw him the keys. “You drive, okay?”

“Drive a stick, a fucking car with a dude’s name, and I get to ride it. Fucking nice,” he mutters as we head out, making me laugh out loud.

The drive goes smoothly and I take my time watching Sico who’s got both hands on the wheel. He’s wearing his cut along with a white T-shirt that stretches over his biceps. My gaze travels over his ink. The ink my brother gave him.

“I want another one,” Sico says, making my eyes snap to his. He nods toward his forearms. “A new piece. I want new ink on my thigh. I fucking love your legs with all those pieces you put on there. I want a big one too.”

I already know how much he likes the ink on my legs. He’s told me so a million times and most of those times we’re in bed while he’s stroking them. “Yeah? Did you have something in mind yet, what you want inked on there?”

“Roses. Roses and an hourglass.” He winks at me before shifting his gaze back on the road in front of us.

Most of the ink on my body are roses and other floral designs. Black and white with shading. “Why roses and an hourglass?” 

“The roses are you. The beauty in them, the silk touch of their petals like your skin. The fierce burgundy that resembles the roses I bought for you the day I brought you home from the hospital...and then the hourglass. The passage of time. You’ve made such an impact on my life...you make me want to enjoy every grain of sand I’ve got left in this life to spend it with you.” His eyes stay on the road but he reaches for my hand that’s lying on my lap.

He laces our fingers together and places our entwined hands on his thigh. I don’t have anything other to say than, “Okay. I’ll start the design when I get home.”

“Perfect,” he whispers and lifts my hand to place a kiss on it before settling back on his thigh.

We drive for two hours before we arrive at Ransom’s house. I’ve texted Casey to ask for the address, making sure to tell him what I was planning and he was actually happy and on board with our little plan. I hope his neighbor is home so we can have a chat. Oh, and that she’d be willing to keep an eye on Ransom for us.

We park in Ransom’s driveway and I can see movement from within the house next to Ransom. Good. She’s home. Strolling over, we wait after hitting the doorbell. It doesn’t take too long before a tiny woman opens the door.

“Hi, can I help you?” She’s got dark hair that’s pulled up into a messy bun and her bright green eyes go from me to Sico until she stares at his chest. Following her gaze, I can tell she’s seeing the Areion Fury MC patch on his leather cut.

“Uhm, you’re one of Ransom’s friends? He lives next door but I haven’t seen him since Christmas and that was a few months ago, so...sorry. I can’t help you.” She’s ready to slam the door on us, what the hell?

“No wait.” Her gaze goes to me but her hand goes to her belly and it’s then I see what I’m guessing with her movement; a little baby bump. “Oh, shit. It’s his? Does he know? That’s why he’s been watching you, huh?”

“He’s been watching me?” Her eyes go wide.

Ooops. “Yeah, not really. He’s got this camera setup that he checks on his phone. I saw him watching you do some gardening stuff, that’s it.” Yeah, way to talk down stalker behavior. 

“I never told him. He’s never here. I don’t have his phone number, really...he only gave me a key to his house to keep an eye out in case something happened. He was supposed to come back later the next day but he never came back.” Her head goes down.

“Motherfucker,” Sico growls.

Making my head swing back I say, “Save it. You call Casey and let him know but make sure he doesn’t tell Ransom anything when he brings him here, okay?” I now give my attention to the tiny pregnant woman in front of me. “Can we come in? I’d like to tell you something.”

She opens the door wider and lets me in. Sico is on the phone so he stays out there for a bit and I follow her into the living room. It’s a nice and cozy house. “I love your interior,” I tell her sincerely. “I’m Everleigh, by the way, my soon-to-be husband that’s standing out there calls me Simi. He’s a part of Areion Fury MC, where Ransom stays every now and then, but since he’s a nomad he also travels a lot. Well, not so much now since...okay, we really need to sit down for this.”

She sits down in a chair while I plant my ass on the couch. “I’m Hedwig. Oh, and I need to mention that I don’t know Ransom at all. It was one night really. Although I didn’t expect to be left with a late Christmas present a few weeks after.” The tiny smile she gives me makes me really think that this tiny woman is a real sweetheart.

“It’s going to be just fine. I’ve come to realize myself only recently that this MC will always welcome and be there for anyone connected to the club. And you sweetheart, with that little bun in the oven right there and Ransom eying you on his phone, are as connected as a person can be. But something happened to Ransom a few weeks ago and he might have been a weirdo back then...but he’s one grouchy bastard right now.” I cringe thinking back at the outbursts he’s had whenever we visit.

Concern washes over Hedwig’s face. “Oh, no. What happened?”

“To make a long story short...someone attacked him. He put up a good fight but a bullet damaged his leg so he’s recovering from the muscle injury and his arm was messed up pretty bad too. He needs to learn how to use it again and the doctors don’t know if he’ll ever regain full ability. And that, for a biker it’s...”

“He lives for his bike. If he can’t use his arm he can’t ride!” Hedwig chokes and slaps a hand over her mouth.

“Yeah. So, he’s really hard to handle these days. But he doesn’t want any help either. He’s been systematically pushing people away. Even Casey, one he considers his brother, they have a solid background...he doesn’t want him to move in for a few months to get him on his feet. Ransom really just wants to slam the door on everything and sulk in silence.” I hang my head because this gets to me. Ransom was there when we needed him and he fought for me...for us. 

“Well, he’s going to be sorry for choosing to do that right next to my house,” Hedwig says, her chin high as Sico strolls into the living room.

“That’s fucking music to my ears.” Sico chuckles. “They should be here within the hour.”

“Did you say anything to him? About me? About you guys being here to tell me?” Hedwig asks.

Sico shakes his head slowly. “No. I’ve only told Casey that we were here and that you were home, so he should drop Ransom off and leave because we would talk you into keeping an eye on him. That’s it.” 

“Good. You guys should leave now too, just in case they’re early. And no. No need to worry because I’m getting a little payback and will make sure he will be back to himself and on that bike in no time at all,” Hedwig vows and shit...the way she says that, standing up from her chair with those tiny fists on her hips? I don’t know if this is such a great idea after all.

I look back at Sico who’s got a huge grin on his face. “Don’t worry, beautiful. If we manage to grow into where we are now...these two can have a shot without killing each other.”

Hedwig gasps. “I would never kill someone. And surely not the father of my child. Even if he doesn’t know...but...I didn’t have a chance to tell him, so. Ugh. I’ll wear a large sweater when I bug him the first few times. Don’t worry. I’ll keep an eye on him. But...” 

“But what? Anything we can do to help,” I press.

“Can you leave a number where I can reach you? In case I need to call someone to punch his nose if he does act like an idiot? That would be nice.” She chuckles.

“Do you have your phone or a piece of paper?” Sico questions.

She grabs her phone as Sico rattles off our number and even gives Casey’s and tells her she can call either of us, day or night. Although I don’t even know her, I step closer and hug her, promising I’ll stay in contact. We rush out of there to make sure we don’t run into Ransom and Casey.

The long drive home fills me with contentment as everything seems to fall into place. With Ransom taken care of and a wedding to plan, it seems like I finally get to set my eyes on a future. One I get to share with a man who loves me. Even if he’s still an asshole every now and then...but he’s my asshole.
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Epilogue
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Twelve years later

***Sico***

“Asshole! Where is he?” 

I nod to a nurse, keeping a smile in place, while I cringe internally. That’s my ol’lady’s voice blasting out of the delivery room. A delivery room she threw me out of mere minutes ago. Do I need to add the fact that she threw me out already three times before that? Oh, yeah...she’s one hell of an angry pregnant woman when she’s on the verge of giving birth.

“Daddy? Is my little brother here yet?” my daughter, Lyla asks. 

Looking down at my precious four-year-old, I scoop her up in my arms and place a kiss on her cheek. “Not yet, sweetie. Why don’t you go back to Aunty Blue and the rest?”

“Lee is stupid,” Lyla grumbles. “Can’t mommy poop out a girl? Why do I get another brother?”

Poop out? “Who have you been talking too, Lyla? About pooping out a baby?”

“Aunty Blue said pop it out, but I really think she means poop because popping is with gum and she doesn’t have gum but something in her belly and when you eat something and it goes through your belly, you have to poop.”

“Siccccoooooo,” Simi bellows from inside the room.

“Mommy is really mad she can’t go potty, huh?” 

“Blue,” I snap. 

From across the room I see the waiting area where some of my brothers are waiting patiently. My oldest son is sitting next to Zack, he’s copying his whole pose. Eight years old and he’s mimicking my Prez because he’s already asked when he’s going to get his own real bike.

Of course, I bought him a dirt bike when he was four and he’s been racing ever since. I know, I’ve created a monster. We named our firstborn Lee after Simi’s brother Brandlee. Now everyone is bracing themselves for the birth of our third. Another boy. 

Poor Lyla here really wanted a little sister but when we heard it was going to be a boy she tried to find comfort in the fact that she was older so she might get to have some control over him. Simi and I really had a good laugh over that statement. After Lyla left the room of course because we didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but shit...I really hope she’s right because all kids are a handful at some point, so I’d gladly accept the help.

With my background? Yeah, raising kids wasn’t ever in my future, or so I thought. Hell, I’m sure I couldn’t even do it without Simi. And yet here I am, holding a perfect lady in my arms who’s the spitting image of her mother. It’s a rough ride and yet I love every bump in the road.

“Sico, get your ass in here noooooooowwwwww.” I hear my lovely wife growl animalistic.

“Better go to mommy,” Lyla whispers.

I set her down and she runs toward Blue, raising her arms so she’s being lifted up and onto Blue’s lap. Spinning on my heels, I make my way into the room and give Simi a dashing smile. Earning me a deadly glare that washes the smile right off.

Even if she looks murderous, she’s still the woman I would do anything for. And fuck, she’s in the middle of popping out our kid. The corner of my mouth twitches. I lean closer, right next to her ear. There’s a nurse next to me who mutters something that sounds like ‘brave man’.

“Your daughter overheard Blue, who mentioned you were popping out a kid. Then Lyla decided popping wasn’t the right word so she told me you were pooping out one instead.” I’m grabbed by my shoulder while Simi groans in pain, but I continue, “Her reason was popping is with gum and you clearly have something in your belly and when you have something in your belly...yeah, pooping it is.” Simi falls back and breathes heavily but with a damn smile on her face.

“Ma’am, one more push, that’s it...push, push, push,” the obstetrician says in a calm and soothing voice.

Simi grips my hand and throws her chin on her chest, closes her eyes and grunts. She might just squeeze the life right out of my hand but what do I care, she’s about to bring a tiny person into this world.

I hear the doc, nurses, whoever, talk but I’ve only got eyes for the most beautiful person alive; Simi. Even when her face is edged with exhaustion, she’s so damn perfect.

Her eyes are set between her legs and they flare up with so much emotion before they go wide and she chokes, “Oh, God. He looks like you.”

Everyone in the delivery room laughs but I can’t stop staring at my strong wife who doesn’t look as tired as she seemed a moment ago. It’s like she got jolted with a surge of energy due to something she’s staring at.

“Here you go,” someone says and our kid is placed on my woman’s bare chest.

Fuck. Look at that. No wonder Simi has that look on her face. A tiny baby all covered with goo and shit and still it’s magnificent. Except for the sirens, nothing wrong with his vocal cords that’s for fucking sure.

“He’s damn perfect,” I croak.

“Do we have a name for this handsome fella?” a nurse asks.

Simi’s eyes meet mine as the both of us reply at the same time, “Briggs.”

Fuck. We had two names and couldn’t decide but it seems we needed the little man to make a choice and damn...saying the same name at once? Simi’s got the biggest of grins on her face and probably shares my thoughts about how special the little man’s name is and how we both wanted that one.

“Congratulations on your beautiful son.” More of the same congratulations ring out but they all fade into the background.

My woman, my youngest son, our other two kids, and our friends in the waiting room outside. Damn, within this moment, life couldn’t be more perfect. New life in our midst, a future ahead, many challenges we get to face together. For the good, and the fucking worst, we’ll face everything head on. Because when you’ve grown overtime from a struggle into easy sailing, you’ve got the experience to keep your head high and your heart full. 

Yeah, that’s right...a heart that’s filled with love. Attitude, words, demeanor, every damn aspect that makes you the person who has the ability to be an asshole, or to be a person who can embrace something that will enrich a life. 

For me, Simi made all the difference. The day I met her was the day my life truly started. Thank fuck she was special...special enough to endure the asshole I was before I woke the fuck up and truly realized how damn beautiful she was inside and out.

“I fucking love you both,” I murmur before I kiss my wife and my newborn son, earning a look back from my wife where her eyes burn with the same intensity, radiating the love that mirrors mine.

I can’t stop staring at the both of them, branding yet another memory I will treasure because I damn well intend to make a truckload more of those, every single day. 

Turn the page to read the first chapter of 

“Calix” Areion Fury book #6

Chapter 01

***Calix***

Leaning back, I cross my arms in front of my bare chest and glance around the dimly lit room. It’s busy for a Thursday night but it’s the third Thursday of the month and that’s the day members are allowed to bring a non-member. Kinda like an introduction night but with rules set in place. They have to be familiar with the BDSM scene or otherwise they need to take the training class first.

There are sounds of pleasure flowing through the air along with slaps, skin on skin action, growls, and sharp commands. Everyone around is busy with their own scene, leaving the bar empty. Hence the reason I can take a moment to relax. This place used to give me some kind of comfort. Watching, teaching, doing the occasional scene on stage, yet nothing about this appeals to me anymore.

Glancing down, I debate putting my cut back on. I stashed it on a shelf underneath the bar when Otis asked me to show off my abs. Normally I wouldn’t even give anyone a moment of consideration if they’d asked me that question, but I was feeling generous and Otis wanted to teach the sub he picked for the night a lesson. Openly gawking at another Dom isn’t a smart move for a sub. Therefore he needed to educate her; she won’t be making that mistake again any time soon.

Besides...Otis is a good friend of mine who I’ve only recently made a partner. I deliberately made myself a silent partner so I can step away from the club for as long as I want or need to for that matter. This will be my last night in here for a while. I need it. Time for myself to figure out what I want to do. I’ve had too many damn jobs; next to owning and running this club, I was a police detective and a bartender at the Purple Bean a few nights per week. 

The Purple Bean is a bar owned by the Areion Fury MC. Oh yeah, I’m also a biker if the mention of my leather cut didn’t make it clear yet. Though I only wear my cut inside the club. Outside? Detectives need to dress the part and wearing suits was something I always did. With a preference to serene white ones in particular. Except I recently turned in my badge. 

Everything’s lost its appeal for some fucked up reason and I feel like I’ve lost my grip on things. Hence the reason I’ve stepped back from everything. My brain is always working, nothing new there, that’s why I have...or had, so many jobs. I also have the personal obligation to visit my parents next week, so my ass will be on a plane for a mini vacation in London. After that? The hell if I know what I’ll do.

The door connected to the hallway opens. Behind it exists a small entry room where people have to sign in to get inside the club. Esmee, the one who staffs the desk on Thursdays and Fridays, strolls inside and behind her follow two women. All I can make out is that one’s a brunette and the other one is a blonde.

Esmee looks back at the women. “Please sit down, I’ll be right back.” She turns her attention to me. “Sir, could you please get them something to drink? I have to search for Master Mike to double check something.”

“Very well, Esmee.” I push myself off the counter I was leaning against and stroll over as Esmee dashes away from the bar, heading for the dungeon in search of Mike.

“Ladies, there’s a one drink rule so if you intend to play you can have one now or after. Otherwise it’s bottled water, tea, or coffee,” I tell the two women whose faces I haven’t seen yet and the both of them are simply ignoring me.

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into bringing you along with me,” the brunette whispers to the blonde.

The blonde leans forward. “It’s not like I have a choice. My dad said this was our only shot so,”

“Ladies,” I snap. “It’s rude to ignore someone who’s speaking to you and offering you a drink.”

The blonde slowly turns and when our eyes connect it feels like I’m touching a live wire. Damn. Where everything in life was dull and plain a moment ago, suddenly something spectacular rises within my reach. It’s rare for my body to react in such a way, even more when it’s because of a woman. 

Even with the dim light I can easily see the tiny scar on her chin. I can’t tell what shade her eyes are and that somehow nags me, and yet they are striking no matter the color they would be. It seems like she has syrup sweet lips, and I make a mental note to find out soon. High cheekbones, strong jaw, she’s elegant, yet...bubbly? I don’t think I’ve ever described a woman as bubbly.

Damn that long neck, leading to a stunning bosom that is strapped tight in a leather corset. I’m feeling so off my game for a moment that my fingers are digging into the wood of the bar. I haven’t done a scene in here in a while, not to mention I haven’t had sex in a very long time...but I want it all, and I want it right fucking now. But all of this aside? I’m the one being rude now, and that never fucking happens. I’m still openly gawking at this beauty in front of me.

The woman is about to say something when the door to the hallway bursts open and two guys step inside. They are both wearing Areion Fury MC cuts but I don’t recognize either of them. Glancing down I notice the Ohio patch on one of their pecs. The big one looks somewhat familiar now that I take a second look and yet I can’t remember why or how.

I’m glad Esmee wasn’t in her seat because I doubt she could have stopped these two from getting inside the club. Otis stalks toward them. “Gentlemen. Can I help you?”

“No. Ah, there she is. This will only take a moment, then we’ll be gone.” The big one steps around Otis and gets in the face of the blonde. “Did you really think you could find some kind of miracle worker in here? One who would stand a chance against me? Stupid cunt. Don’t you realize that there’s nothing you can do? Your father will blow out his last breath soon and then,”

The blonde punches the fucker straight in the eye and makes him stumble back, not expecting her outburst. I’ve seen enough. Why can’t people ever be civil? I grab my cut, pull it on and jump over the bar. I’m just in time to intervene with the idiot who wants to lay a hand on a woman.

Grabbing his fist midair, I snap, “You don’t have any authority to do business here. Obviously, you are no longer welcome. I suggest you take your brother along with you and leave.” 

The big one eyes my cut and suddenly, standing this close, I can place the fucker. Dane Gilton. I fought this one a few times in underground fighting matches over a decade ago. He always lost but never gave up and kept challenging me. I hope he wants to have another fight because my hands itch to get a few punches in. I’ve been craving a chance to blow off some steam.

“Well, well, well. Who do we have here? Calix. Man, I thought you fell of the face of the earth ten years ago but it seems you’ve just been hiding in this stinkhole, huh?” Dane chuckles.

I have to take a deep breath because I’m anything but calm right now and I never lose my shit. I’ve been brought up learning to control my temper, and I’m not going to start losing it right now in the middle of my own damn club, and we’re drawing a crowd as it is.

“Leave,” I snap.

“Not without Tenley,” he barks back.

Tenley? “Who?” 

There’s a hand sliding over my shoulder as I feel a hot breath stroking my ear. “You’re the Calix?” 

She emphasizes ‘the’ as if I’ve got a reputation. If she knows this idiot in front of me, she might know I’ve done my fair share of underground fighting where I had a reputation that made a lot of people envy me. I don’t look back but keep my gaze on the threat, Dane, and give her a grunt as an answer instead.

“Big Oaks is asking for a favor. He said if anyone could help me, it would be you.” Her whispered words might mean nothing to anyone but for me? Fuck.

Big Oaks, President of Areion Fury MC, Ohio Chapter, and also a man I felt was more a father to me than my own ever was. Big Oaks was my trainer when I started underground fighting. The week I would have become his VP, I got transferred with a job offer as a detective I couldn’t pass up. Big Oaks understood and wanted me to take the opportunity and called in a favor Zack owed him. That’s how I ended up here, with Zack as my president.

“You know damn sure there’s no other way around this, Tenley. Hiding behind Calix here won’t do any good either. He’s not a part of our chapter.” Dane sneers.

“Last and final warning before I call it in. I’m sure my Prez would love to hear a biker from another chapter is pissing on his turf.” My voice is matter-of-fact. On the inside I’m fuming and ready to punch this guy’s lights out like I did so many times in the past.

He eyes me and realizes his mistake. Tenley gets a deadly glare before he seethes, “This ain’t over VP.” He’s out the door, taking his brother with him.

I double check my pecs and although I know damn well I’m not wearing a VP badge, but that would mean...no, that’s not possible. Spinning around, I lock eyes with Tenley, the fucking gorgeous woman. “You’re his VP?” I ask. Stunned because, “Fucking A. Ohio’s got a woman as a VP? How’s that even possible?”

Her delicate finger with a long nail that’s all shiny with lilac nail polish pokes into my leather cut. “Yes. I’m the VP. Do you have the same mindset as those bozos who just left? Think I’m incapable of my tasks because I don’t have a cock between my legs? Because I can tell you right now, I do have the balls.” Her hands cup her damn bosom and give them a squeeze.

Shit. I think my cock just jumped a few inches inside my leathers, cheering for the size of her balls. Again, my insides don’t match my outside when I calmly say, “That’s a count of ten for mouthing off.”

Her well-groomed eyebrow raises. “A count of...what?” she squeaks.


“Tenley, what the hell did I tell you before we got here? Shut up and put your head down. He’s a Dom, you’re in his BDSM club. Quit while you’re ahead, girl,” the brunette mutters to her friend.

All the while she’s still glaring at me so now I’m the one raising an eyebrow, and fuck...this is the first time in months I actually love the fact that I’m a Dom and have a very nice sub standing in front of me that is due a count of ten by my hand.

“I don’t belong to you or to this club, I just came in to find you.” Her eyebrows go down, clearly not understanding what she’s in for.

“Well, congratulations, you found me,” I tell her and grab her upper arm to spin her around and head for one of the private chambers. “Otis, Take over bar duty.” 

I don’t even hear my friend’s reply and to be honest, I don’t care. Taking the first available room on the right, I guide her in and close the door behind me, activating the red lightbulb next to the door on the outside to make others aware the room is occupied.

She turns around to face me and starts, “Listen.”

“No,” I snap. “You listen. I’m going to ask you three questions. Depending on the answers, I will decide what happens next. There’s only one other option...and that’s throwing you out on your delicate ass right now. You got me?”

She doesn’t say anything but that upper lip of hers is twitching with anger and those brilliant eyes I now notice are blue flames with a healthy dose of temperament. Dammit. Why did I bring her here to have a talk when this room is designed for a scene, one I’m sure would create fireworks between us?

“First question. How do you know Big Oaks?”

Her features soften a bit before I can see her putting a hard mask in place. “He’s my Prez.”

I get the sense she’s not telling me everything but I can tell she answered truthfully. “Second, why does he think I could help you?”

“Because he said the only one who could beat Dane Gilton at his own game was you.” Her hands clench, making those lilac fingernails press into her skin as she places her tiny fists on those damn lush hips of hers.

“Third. And remember, be civil. It’s just a question.” I wait for her to give me a nod before I ask, “How come you’re the VP of the Ohio chapter? A woman isn’t allowed that kind of title. Hell, a woman isn’t even allowed in church.” 

“It might be unheard of but times change. And besides, I worked hard for it. I took the same road everyone else took and earned it. But it’s also my right,” she tells me in a defensive tone before her voice tinges with a hint of worry. “And with that, it should also be my birthright to become Prez when my father dies. If I was a guy, there would be no question about it. Except Dane Gilton thought if I was his ol’lady, he would become Prez automatically. Not to mention the fact that he would like to help my dad draw his last breath so he can claim me by force and take that gavel himself.” 

“I see.” Leaning back against the wall, I let all of this work over in my head.

“That’s all you’ve got to say?” she practically snarls.

“Didn’t I tell you to be civil?” I raise my eyebrow and yet she doesn’t even back down or anything. Nope, she narrows her eyes at me.

I don’t think I’ve had a chick stand up to me like this, and fuck...that does fuel the lust that’s burning inside me already.

“Did you sign the papers at the front door? The ones Esmee gave you?” And I might just feel my heart pause to wait for her reply.

“Yes,” she snaps, all damn innocent as to why I’m asking that pesky little detail.

“Good.” Fuck yeah. My heart kicks back in and my hands start to itch. “See that bench over there? That’s called a spanking bench. That’s where I want you. That tight black, latex skirt you’re wearing needs to be tugged up over your hips. Present me that ass so you can take your punishment.”

Her eyes go wide and she begins to sputter. 

“Relax. You owe me a count of fifteen. That’s how many times my hand will touch your ass. Nothing more, nothing less. You’ve signed an agreement to follow the rules of the club, you’ve misbehaved twice. And if there’s anything you want my help for, I would advise you to settle this between us first.” I’ve not moved one muscle and yet her breathing is rapid and so is her eye movement.

She’s bouncing her gaze between the spanking bench and me. “You can’t...it’s not...I’ve not done anything like this.”


“Ah, your first time, well...normally I would advise you to take the training class, but it’s a little late for that.” I can’t help but smirk. “You’re lucky, you know...this was my last night here at the club.”

“Jeezzz, yeah, lucky me for getting my ass spanked by the only one who can save my club. Now that sounds promising,” the woman mutters.

“Hey,” I make sure to harden my voice, “I haven’t decided if I would help you...yet. But presenting that ass of yours and taking your punishment would make a good start.”

I only have time to blink once before she launches herself at me. I manage to dodge her fist, grab that wrist and spin her around so her back is pressing against my front. I’ve got both her hands in one of mine and with my free hand I grab her by that thick, long blonde hair and now realize that underneath, near her scalp, it’s lilac. Fuck, that’s fitting to her fierce yet bubbly attitude.

“You want my help?” I growl.

“Yes,” she growls right back at me.

“I have two conditions. Non-negotiable ones,” I state and tug the blonde and lilac silk that’s running through my fingers.

Her damn eyes dilate as her gaze slides to my lips. “Deal,” she breathes, not even questioning what the two conditions are.

“Good answer,” I tell her before I slam my mouth down over hers.

Areion Fury will continue with Calix’s story!
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