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Dedication


This is for my betas. Ginny, Alex, Jana, and Kelly.   
You guys are awesome, thank you for your hard
work, and I love you!
Happy reading!






Author's Note



Welcome back to Abbs Valley! This is the fourth installment of the Abbs Valley series, and the final book in the All I Have duet. Hang around! We have drinks, and a lot of freaky shit happens! 




Warnings



Content and trigger warnings include: Mention of domestic abuse, loss of a parent, human trafficking, kidnapping, murder, assault, explicit sex scenes, group sex scenes, rough sex, edging, breath play, hair pulling, choking, spanking, pegging, dp, dvp, mm, mfm, mmf, mmfmm, mmm, mmmm, mmmfmm. (If that wasn’t clear enough for you, the guys fuck too. A lot.)   
If you are easily triggered by these, this book is not for you. Turn back now. 
PS: Yep, Mom. Still a no. 




Chapter 1







Evie


“Mateo. No,” I cry. “I love you.”      
I jerk awake, covered in sweat. It’s the same dream I’ve had for the past four weeks, ever since that day. If I wasn't dreaming of that, I was dreaming about the bullet piercing Aaron’s skull. Aaron was finally dead, but at what price?
Thinking about that day brought such a profound ache in my chest that it stole my breath. Not because of what happened to Aaron. I was glad he was dead; it was what happened after. 
It wasn’t long after I called Les that Ryder, Zane, Holden, Leo, and Gage came storming into the building since they were already in Concrete Row. 
Mateo was lifeless in my arms, blood pouring from the knife wound in his stomach. I was holding pressure like Les said, but there was just too much. Holden gently pulled me away, and I watched as Zane and Ryder tried to resuscitate Mateo while Gage held Leo as he silently cried at his brother’s side. 
I had a brief sense of relief when Micah, Evander, Hartley, and Gray ran into the building. Evander dropped to his brother’s side, begging him to wake up, Micah behind him, lending him strength with his arms around his waist. Gray and Hartley ran to me to make sure I was okay since my face and hands were covered in blood. 
Shaking my head from those thoughts, I climb out of bed. If I let my mind take me down that path, I will never get up. I can’t let myself spiral when I have other things to take care of, like taking care of my mom.
Two weeks ago, I got a call from my cousin, Trish, saying my mom had finally succumbed to her alcoholism and was placed in hospice. Trish said it wasn’t looking good, and Mom didn’t have long left, so I left Abbs Valley and came to Fairview. Somewhere I didn’t think I’d ever be again. 
Mom was mostly out of it, and she barely remembered me most days, but I felt I owed it to her to help her in her last days. No matter how much old shit it brought up about how she treated me growing up. 
I step into the shower to wash away the constant nightmares, and I can’t help but think about the guys’ faces when I told them I was leaving. 
After the ambulance arrived, Mateo was rushed to the closest hospital. He underwent extensive surgery to save his life from the stab wound and was placed in the intensive care unit. Nothing vital was hit; he just lost an insane amount of blood. I waited until I knew he would be okay, then told them I needed to leave to get my head back on straight. Too much had already happened in a short amount of time, and then, with my whirlwind romance with the guys, my head was fucked up. I just needed time. They said they understood, but I could see the hurt and anger on their faces. At this point, it didn’t even have anything to do with them being in the Mafia or assassins. It had to do with me. I wanted to make sure I could give them everything they deserved. And that included me being in the right headspace. They saved my life. Mateo almost gave his life for mine. I wanted to go back to them in one piece, not the scared woman they found hiding in Abbs Valley from her ex. I wanted to be able to stand by their sides, and for them to be proud to have me standing there.
I didn’t plan on being gone this long, but after I got the call about mom, it was just one more thing I needed to deal with. Les gave me daily updates, but I don’t think they knew that. She also made sure to update me on the fact that every single Bull that was in Concrete Row was dead. They took out ten that day, leaving the ones in Fairview. Les found Wraith with his throat split wide open, just like Mateo told Aaron.
Shutting off the shower, I wrap a towel around my body and wipe the condensation from the mirror to stare at myself. 
I missed the guys so damn badly, but I didn’t know what was real or not. So many years of being told you’re not good enough will eventually break you. It will make you believe that you aren’t. Mateo told me he loved me, but did he? Or was it from the high stress of the situation?
I quickly finish getting ready for the day and check on Mom. 
“Evie?” she whispers when I push her door open. 
“Yeah, Mama, it’s me,” I say, walking further into the room. 
Her once thick honey-brown hair is thin, her already skinny body is gaunt and yellow from jaundice, and her usual clear brown eyes are dull. It’s a hard thing to see. 
“Where’s Larry?” she asks.  
I swallow the lump in my throat and sit on the side of her bed. “Daddy’s not here, Mama.” 
Mom frowns. “Why not? Did he have to work?” 
“Not today,” I lie. I’ve told her Dad passed away several times, but she never remembers. “Are you hungry?” 
“No.” She tries to sit further up in bed, so I stuff some pillows behind her back to help her. Her eyes roll over me, and I brace myself. “Evie, honey, did you put on more weight?” She clicks her tongue. “Try to eat healthier. You’ll never catch a husband that way.” 
I sigh and stand up from the bed. I can’t tell her I’ve actually lost weight in the past month. Even that wouldn’t be good enough for her. “No, Mama, I haven’t put on more weight. I need to get your meds.” 
I excuse myself from the room, willing myself not to cry. I couldn’t even blame it on her confused state. This is how she always was. I have no clue why the hell I am even here. When I first came here, I thought that maybe we could fix things between us. That hope was lost when she first laid eyes on me. 
After I left the guys, I stayed with Bridget until I got things straightened out. It’s not like I could go back to my apartment since it was a pile of rubble. Les said my stuff was already out before it went up in flames but didn’t elaborate. I had a feeling the guys had something to do with that. 
I was a hot mess at Bridget’s, and all I did was cry. Bridget couldn’t understand if it hurt that badly why I didn’t just go back. I honestly didn’t have an answer for that anymore besides the fact that I’m a coward. 
Seeing Aaron brought up all the old memories that I never wanted to revisit. I was finally coming to terms with everything when I got the call about Mom. Now, I have to relive what I went through with her. It’s a never-ending cycle. 
While the guys have respected my wishes for doing this on my own, it doesn’t stop them from sending me things to remind me they are thinking of me. That in itself should tell me all I need to know. But it doesn’t erase the year in a toxic relationship with Aaron. It’s my damage; they shouldn’t have to deal with it now. 
I’m gathering up Mom’s meds when the doorbell rings. I make my way over, pull the front door open, and can’t stop the smile when I see a delivery driver standing there with a bouquet in his hands. 
“Evie Sinclair?”
“That’s me,” I reply, and take the flowers when he hands me the vase full of buttercups. I thank him, push the door shut, and carry them to the kitchen. Plucking the note out, my heart is already aching. 
We can be everything for you. Come home, buttercup.
Tears spring into my eyes, and I clutch the card close to my chest. Am I making a mistake by hiding away in my hometown? A place I don’t even want to be? Yes, I need to take care of mom, but can’t I ask them to come here? 
My phone pings with a message before that thought can fully develop.
Les: So, don’t hate me. 
Dread instantly fills my stomach. Les, Bridget, and I stayed friends even through everything, and even though neither of them understood why I left, they stayed by my side. They are actually the ones that helped me see past who the guys are. All I saw was the good in them, no matter how much bad shit I knew they’d done.
Evie: Why would I hate you?
Les: We’re in Fairview.
I almost drop my damn phone when I read her message.
Evie: Who is we? 
Les: Me and Bridget.
I don’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed that it’s just her and Bridget. But what did I really expect? The guys aren’t going to drop everything in their lives to come to me, and Mateo is still healing. 
Les: I know you said you needed space, but we didn’t want you to be alone. We’re friends, and this is what friends do.
Evie: It’s okay. Where are you at?
I smile at her message. As much as I want to be annoyed that they showed up unannounced, I wasn’t. I do need them right now. 
Les: Uh. Your driveway.
“How the hell?” I mutter aloud, wondering how they got my address; then, it hits me. I’m sure the Mafia can find whoever they want. 
I open the door with a smile when I see Les and Bridget step out of a blacked-out SUV. They both rush me for a hug at the same time, and I can’t help the laugh that escapes.
“So, you aren’t mad?” Bridget asks in a hopeful tone. 
“No,” I laugh. “I’m not mad. I missed you guys.” 
“We missed you, too,” Les says. She pulls back from the hug, and I can’t help the pang in my chest. I didn’t realize how much she looked like Micah. Those blue eyes that burned you up with one look are exactly like Les’.
“Come in.” I wave them into the house. “I was just getting Mom’s meds together.” 
“How’s she doing?” Les asks, kicking her shoes off. “Is there anything we can do?” 
I smile sadly. “No. Have a seat in the living room, and I’ll be back down in a second.” 
I grab everything from the counter, go upstairs, and push Mom’s door back open. “I brought you something to drink and your meds, Mama.”
“Who’s downstairs?” 
“Just some friends. Here.” I hand everything over to her. “Do you need anything else? Nadine should be here soon.”
“Friends?” Mom wrinkles her nose. “Since when do you have girlfriends? Where’s Hartley? He’s such a good boy.” 
There’s that damn ache again. I rub my chest where my heart is. “Hartley moved, remember?” His mom and dad still live beside Mom, but I am too big of a chickenshit to go over there. I never thought I’d ever cross that line with Hartley, but now that we have, everything changed. “I’m going to talk to them, okay?” 
“Aren’t you going to introduce me?” I didn’t plan on it. 
“Maybe later. You need to rest.” 
“I expect to meet them later, young lady,” Mom chastises, and I have to suppress an eye roll. 
“Yes, Mama,” I say and quickly make my escape. 
When I get downstairs, Les and Bridget are in the living room, heads bent together. I step around the corner, and they instantly stop talking. 
“That wasn’t suspicious,” I say dryly. 
Les looks sheepish. “Sorry, we were talking about…” She leaves that open-ended, and I nod, understanding they are talking about the guys. 
I flop down on the loveseat across from them. “How are they?”
Les and Bridget exchange a look. “You want the truth, or you want me to sugarcoat it?” Les asks. 
“The truth.” I regret that when a determined look flashes across Les’ face. 
“They aren’t good, Evie. They miss you. It took me two hours to convince them they couldn’t come with us.”
“I’m not there yet,” I say. “I need to take care of Mom, and I still haven’t figured…” 
“Okay,” Bridget says, sitting up. “I know you’re under a lot of pressure with your mom being sick. But those are just excuses. You have a phone, and every one of those guys would drop everything to be here for you. So, why are you running?” 
“Bridget!” Les exclaims. 
“No, it’s fine, Les.” I sigh. “I feel like it was all a fairy tale. We were all wrapped in a bubble and didn’t think about the future.” 
Bridget snorts. “You may not have been, but they were. OW!” Bridget rubs her leg where Les just hit her. “That hurt.” 
“Serves you right,” Les says to Bridget, then turns to me. “What she’s saying is, it wasn’t temporary for them. They were hurt when you left, Evie. I’m not pushing you, but maybe you ran away instead of facing what was really happening.” 
I think back to the flowers and gifts they’ve been sending, and I already know this lies entirely on me. “I’m just scared,” I whisper. 
“Scared of what, babe?” Bridget asks, getting up to sit beside me and taking my hand. 
“Things moved so fast with Aaron, and it moved even faster with the guys. What if the reality is nothing like the fantasy?”
“Look.” Les runs her fingers through her long black hair. “I can’t speak for all of them, but I can for Micah. He doesn’t do things half-ass. If he’s still fighting for you, there is a reason. You can’t hide behind fear, trust me.” Les tilts her head to the side, which is also eerily, just like Micah. “Are you sure this still isn’t about who they are?” 
I shake my head. “I know it’s something I will have to learn to accept, and there will be things I don’t agree with. But honestly, I can do it. It doesn’t matter to me.” 
“Then I think you have your answer, babe,” Bridget says, squeezing my hand. 
I knew the answer. I just don’t know if I am brave enough.
[image: image-placeholder]I went to bed with Les and Bridget’s words swirling through my head. Am I running? We never had any conversations about the future except for Mateo’s declaration of love. Les wouldn’t lie to me about how the guys feel. Can I go back to them and see where this goes? 
With a sigh, I sit on the couch with my coffee and flip the TV to the morning news, waiting for Les and Bridget to wake up. I zone out as the anchor drones on about stock markets but tune back in when I see breaking news flashing across the screen. Then I see the building in the background and suck in a breath, turning the volume up. 
“I’m reporting from downtown Fairview,” the reporter is saying. “We just got breaking news that the Compound owned by the Bulls gang leader, Aaron Rockford, is now a murder scene.” I sit my coffee cup down on the table with a shaky hand. “We’re getting reports that more than seven bodies were found inside the building. The Bulls are known for their….” 
Air whooshes through my ears like I’m going to pass out. Murder scene? What the hell? 
“We’ve just gotten a report that another known building of the Bulls was found the same way. Mary, what can you tell us?” I zone in on the TV when they switch to a new location. This one was the pool hall they all hung out at. “Thank you, Ashley. I’m bringing you breaking news from Bulls Billiards, where another six bodies have been found.” She turns to a gentleman in a Fairview City Police department uniform. “Lieutenant Michaels, what can you tell us?”
“Not much. This is an open investigation, and any information would be greatly appreciated at this time.” 
“Is it true that Aaron Rockford was reported dead?” The reporter asks. 
“I can’t answer that.” 
“Was he in that building?” The reporter pushes. No, he isn’t. He’s rotting somewhere in Abbs Valley. 
“I can’t answer that, either.” He looks at the building and takes off that way. 
Aaron had more enemies than I could count, so it doesn’t surprise me that they’re being taken down. I couldn’t even muster it in me to feel bad. 
“Morning, babe,” Bridget says, walking into the living room. She flops down on the couch beside me and squints at the TV. “What’s going on?” I recount what I just heard, and she shrugs. “Serves them right.”
She isn’t wrong about that. “Is Les still asleep?” 
Bridget shakes her head. “She was on the phone when I came downstairs. She should be down in a few. Did you think about what we talked about?”
“I did,” I answer. 
Now I just have to figure out how to execute it. 




Chapter 2







Mateo


“All clear,” Holden says through the comms device in my ear.     
“Let’s go,” Micah says, blending into the shadows and back to our SUV. Holden is wiping the cameras as we speak so we can slip away undetected. 
I slide into the front passenger seat beside Gray. “Are you good?” he asks, shifting into drive. 
“Yes,” I say evenly. “I promise I’m fine.” I pull up my shirt to make sure I didn’t bust any stitches. “Okay. For real, I’m fine.” The wound is directly under my belly button, and I am lucky it didn’t fuck up more shit than it did.
“You shouldn’t have come,” Van says, making me roll my eyes. “You’re still on restrictions.” 
“No way in hell I was sitting this out. If you assholes would have waited, we wouldn’t be having this argument.” 
“We didn’t plan it like this, Tay,” Micah says. “We got word they were there, and we reacted.” 
“I know, which is exactly why my ass is right here. I’m fine, so no harm done,” I argue. We had one hell of a blowout about me going. They only relented because they knew I would follow them anyway. “You good back there, Hart?” 
“Yeah,” Hartley answers. 
We all figured when Evie left, Hartley would too. And I have to admit; I’m damn glad he didn’t. I got used to the big, overbearing bastard being around, even if he is worse than Gray when he thought I was overdoing it.
 Gray pulls in front of the house we rented and grabs my arm when I go to get out. “What are you doing?” I ask. 
“Sit,” he grits out. Uh oh. I pissed off the hulk. “We’ll be a minute.” 
The rest of the guys slide out, and Hartley slaps me on the shoulder on his way out. “Good luck.” 
The doors shut, and Gray turns to face me. “You were careless back there, baby boy.” 
“Gray, I said I was fine, and I fucking meant it. You aren’t sidelining me…” 
Gray’s lips slam against mine to stop my argument. Not that I was complaining. Since I got hurt, he’s treated me like a fragile piece of glass, and it is starting to work on my nerves. 
I slide my hand up his chest, bunch his shirt in my fist, and drag him closer. When we pull back, we’re both breathless. 
“I almost lost you,” Gray says hoarsely. “I can’t go through that again.” 
“It’s not the same thing,” I reply softly. “I’m still here, Gray.” 
Ever since that day, he hasn’t let me out of his sight. The last thing I remember is Evie telling me she loved me and the absolute euphoric feeling that ran through me. I died that day, and from whatever stroke of fucking luck is still on my side, Zane and Ryder were able to bring me back. 
We slide out of the SUV and make our way to the small house. We are only here to take care of the rest of the Bulls, and then we will be on our way back to Abbs Valley. No matter how much all of us want to see Evie. She is less than five miles from us, but it feels more like a thousand. 
After Evie left, she went radio silent. Bridget and Les are the only reasons we know where she is and that she is safe. We knew her mom was sick and wanted to be there for her. We just want her. Between all of us, we’ve sent gifts, flowers, and letters, but we haven’t heard a word.
Gray pushes into the house, and Hartley is already setting up the laptop to find out the next target. Holden is back home, feeding us information. 
“Anything yet?” I ask, sitting carefully on the couch in the living room. I won’t admit it to these assholes, but I’m hurting. Going on a killing spree probably isn’t the best idea a month after getting stabbed. 
“No,” Hartley answers, tapping rapidly. “We’re watching all his locations. Nothing yet.” 
We’ve already hit the Compound and that pool hall. But we know there are more. 
“Have you heard from Les?” I ask Micah, hopefully. We are hoping Les can talk some sense into Evie to bring her back to us. 
“All she said was that Evie is fine and to leave her alone,” Micah chuckles. “Shithead.” 
Micah’s phone rings and he slides to answer.
“What’s up, man?” 
“Hey, we just got word there is supposed to be a Bulls meeting at a place called Goldmine. Tonight,” Ryder says. Micah thanks him for the tip and hangs up. 
For a month, we’ve leaned on anyone we could with a connection to Aaron. Eventually, with enough threats, they started spilling names and locations. There is also a pile of bodies stacking up in Abbs Valley because of it. 
“Goldmine is a strip club about two miles from the Compound,” Hartley relays, having looked it up online. 
“Cool. Let’s go,” I say. 
“Wait, damn it,” Micah says before I can stand. “This place is going to be full at this time of night. We don’t know who’s innocent or not.” 
“He’s right,” Van agrees. “We need more information.” 
“Recon?” Gray suggests, crossing his arms over his chest. “Hart, do you still have the pictures of the Bulls?” 
Holden went deep diving after Aaron died for anything he could find. He finally found a roster of every Bull there ever was, pictures included. 
“Yeah, hold on,” Hartley answers. He taps a few keys, and the pictures fill up the flat screen. We set everything up here, hoping the landlord didn’t stop by for a friendly visit. Micah rented it online under a fake name so that nothing could get traced back to us. We need it to stay that way. One by one, Hartley goes through the pictures and removes the ones we already took out, leaving a lot more to finish off. 
“We’ll have to be more careful with this one.” Hartley runs his fingers through his hair. “We don’t need collateral damage.”
I take a longer look at Hartley. He looks tired and stressed. For the past month, we have all grown closer. Even Micah isn’t a dick to him anymore. Hartley didn’t hesitate when we said we were taking down the Bulls. 
“You good, man?” I ask again. 
Hartley turns his tired green eyes on me. “I should be asking you that question.” 
“I’m not the one who just popped his murder spree cherry tonight,” I point out. “As for the wound, it’s fine.” 
“Let me see,” Hartley says, standing up and nodding his head to follow him.  
We get to the bathroom, and I pull my shirt up with a roll of my eyes. The gauze covering my stitches is completely spotless, proving my point. “See?” 
Hartley gently peels back the tape holding the gauze on to look closer. I grit my teeth to stop my reaction to him. I don’t know when it started, but I started looking at Hartley differently while he was helping to take care of me. Since he was the only one with official training, he took care of the wound. Along with anything else I needed. He runs his finger down beside the stitches, and I can’t help it when I suck in a breath. 
“Does that hurt?” he asks with concern. 
“No,” I grit out. 
Hartley runs his finger back up, watching my face closely. “You need to be more careful.” His hand slides across my stomach until he grasps my hip. “You could do a lot of damage if you rip these stitches,” Hartley says huskily. Is he affected by this, too? Why is he holding me like that? 
“I won’t rip them. It’s almost healed,” I reply, my voice just as gruff. 
Hartley’s eyes flash down to my lips, then slowly crawl back to my eyes. Our eyes latch onto each other, and it’s like all the air is sucked from the room. All I can focus on is his hand on my hip, his green eyes with pupils expanding rapidly, and his full lips. Move away, Mateo. I couldn’t, though. I’m trapped in some kind of trance. 
Hartley’s face is almost perfect, except for the crook in his nose. He always rocked that stubble on his jaw, and I wanted to feel it against me. 
“You feel it too, don’t you?” Hartley asks quietly. 
“Yes,” I say honestly. Hartley moves closer until his breath dusts across my lips. My breathing speeds up. 
“Come on!” Micah yells. “We have to go!” 
Hartley jerks back like he’s been shocked, shaking his head like he’s trying to shake off whatever the hell just happened. His hand squeezes my hip one last time before he leaves the bathroom. 
My breath leaves me in a whoosh. 
What the fuck?
[image: image-placeholder]“Over there,” I mutter, catching sight of one of the guys on the list. We came in as customers and took a table with the best vantage point. 
One of the dancers saunters our way. She’s a tall, leggy, blonde. And I couldn’t be any less interested, no matter how much of her is already showing. Her eyes lit up with dollar signs as soon as we walked in. We weren’t the usual clientele here and tried to blend in as much as possible. Apparently, it didn’t work. 
“Hey, baby,” she purrs in a husky tone. “Wanna dance?” she asks Hartley, and I have to stifle a laugh. 
“Not interested,” he replies, barely sparing her a glance. 
“Come on,” she says in a seductive tone, leaning down, so he gets a healthy dose of her cleavage. Not that he is looking. “I’ll make it worth your while.” It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that stripping isn’t the only thing going on here. There is a private door in the back where I’ve watched several dancers take guys. And it isn’t just for a private show. 
“Not. Interested,” Hartley says again, trying to keep his tone polite. 
Taking pity and wanting to fuck with him, I slide closer to him in the booth. I put my arm around his shoulder and let my hand rest on his pec. A shiver rolls through both of us at the contact, remembering what happened just before we left. 
“You’re barking up the wrong tree,” I inform her. Micah chokes on a laugh but covers it up by taking a sip of his beer. 
Her eyes widen. “Oh, so you’re, like, together?” 
“Yep.” And because I’m an asshole. “We all are.” 
Her eyes nearly bug out of her skull before beating a hasty retreat the other way. 
“Nice,” Micah laughs. “You know she’s telling everyone right now, right?” 
I shrug and scoot away from Hartley. “I don’t care. She needed to leave. They’re making a move.” 
We watch as our marks get up and go through another door in the back. That must be where the meeting is going to take place. We all exchange a glance. 
“What’s the plan?” Gray asks quietly. “Silencers?” 
The music is loud enough in here that it will hopefully drown out the rest of the noise. “It’s the best plan,” I answer. 
“We need to move fast,” Hartley says, glancing around the room. 
Micah nods. “Let’s go.” He lays money on the table for the drinks, and we slowly leave the club. 
We pile into the SUV and drive the short distance to hide from view. Gray throws it into park and turns to me. 
“No more stupid stunts like the last one,” he rumbles. 
I want to argue, but it was stupid. I charged in, letting anger guide me, and almost got a bullet to the brain. “I promise.” 
“Let’s suit up and move. We don’t know how long they’ll be there,” Van instructs. 
I put the comms piece in my ear. “Holden, you there?” 
“Yep. You guys on the move?”
“Getting ready now,” I reply, sliding out of the car with the rest of the guys. “You got the cameras?”
“Step ahead of you.” 
I should have known that. Holden is always a step ahead. We slide the coveralls on to cover our regular clothes, throw on the Kevlar-lined hoodies, grab our weapons, and slide our masks into place. 
Micah motions for us to follow, and we silently blend into the shadows. Goldmine comes into view, and we move around the back where we know this meeting is. 
My heart is thumping out of control, just like it always does before we do something like this. I don’t even feel bad for taking these assholes out. Holden’s digging brought up all kinds of shit these motherfuckers did. We are doing the world a favor. 
Micah holds up a hand to halt, letting Hartley and Gray slide into point. We move like a well-oiled machine like we’ve been doing this our whole lives together instead of just a day. 
I put the box on the door that overrides the codes we found on our gate the night Aaron attacked us. Holden modified it to our specifications, and it is a fantastic device. 
“Go,” I whisper. I hear Holden typing rapidly, and then the locks slide open. 
Gray counts down from three on his fingers and jerks the door open. We spill in, guns ready. We use our Glocks for these missions, making it more personal. Automatic rifles make it end too fast, and it’s too loud. We want them to see us before we end their miserable excuse for an existence. The automatics are still strapped to our backs, just in case, though.
“What the fuck?!” one of the guys exclaims, jumping from his chair. He doesn’t even get the chance to pull his weapon before a bullet slams into his forehead. I glance at the others and watch Micah lower his gun slightly. Nice fucking shot. 
“Anyone else have any more notions of grandeur?” Micah asks dryly, making me snort a laugh. 
“Who the fuck are you?” a big guy with a mohawk asks. 
“Who we are doesn’t matter,” Van answers. “What matters is why we’re here.” 
“You see,” I say. “Aaron hurt someone I love. So, in turn, we’ll end all you motherfuckers.” 
 “Aaron is dead.” This comes from the back. The guy is the size of Gray, if not bigger, and leaning casually against the wall like we aren’t holding Glocks on them, and Micah didn’t just shoot one of his buddies. “What do we have to do with this?” 
“Let me guess. You’re the new leader?” Hartley asks, coming to the same conclusion as the rest of us. 
The guy shrugs and pushes off the wall. “Answer my question.” 
“You don’t get to ask the fucking questions,” Gray growls. “Let’s end this.”
Fine by me. 
Before we can fire off a shot, the guys in the room start drawing their weapons. There are twelve of them and five of us. Easy peasy. 
I lift both Glocks and fire off in different directions, taking out my intended targets. I dive to avoid a bullet to the chest last second, making my stitches tug. Son of a bitch that hurt. Swallowing through the pain, I belly roll from my hiding spot and take out another. Bullets are whizzing left and right, causing us to take cover. Finally, the sounds stop, and I do a headcount of my guys. Breathing with relief when they’re all in one piece, I take a cautious peek over the table I’m behind. Bodies are littering the floor. 
We stand up and take it all in. “There’s only eleven,” Gray says, looking around the room. “Where’s the big guy?” 
“Shit!” Micah exclaims. “He must have slipped out. We need to go.” 
We take off toward the SUV, Holden wiping cameras as we go. We jump into the SUV and take off.
I jerk my mask off, thank Holden, disconnect the comms, and face the guys. “We need to find him.” 
“No shit,” Micah barks. I raise a brow, and he blows out a breath. “Sorry.” 
Van slides his hand onto Micah’s thigh and squeezes. “We’ll get him, mi rey.” 
“Any way he would know who we are and go after Evie?” Hartley asks from the back. The thought crossed my mind. It’s a long shot, but we won’t take any chances. 
Micah’s already tapping on his phone. “I just sent Les a message. She’ll be on high alert.” 
I know that’s not what he wanted to do. He wants to rush to her side, just like we all do. “How much longer are we going to let this go on?” I ask. They wouldn’t need to ask what I meant. 
“We need to give her space,” Gray answers. 
“A month, Gray. She’s shut us out for a month.” I swallow the lump in my throat. “What if she’s done and not coming back?” 
Gray surprises me by sliding his hand into mine. “She’s coming back.” 
I don’t know if I still believe that.




Chapter 3







Evie


“So, that’s it. You’re just leaving?” Micah asks with a resigned look on his face.     
“I just need time,” I say quietly. “After everything with Aaron…”
“No. I get it,” Micah interrupts. “Do what you need to do for yourself.” 
I look at Hartley, Gray, and Evander. They all have the same expression as Micah. 
“Just know you always have a place here, pequena reina.” With that, Evander gets up and goes into Mateo’s room in intensive care.
“Earth to Evie,” Bridget giggles, jerking me back to the present. “Where were you just now?” 
After the news report said there were three places, including a strip club called Goldmine, hit last night, I had to turn the TV off. 
“Thinking,” I answer. 
“Thinking about what?” Les asks, sitting beside me at the kitchen table.  
“The guys,” I admit. 
“Why don’t you call them, babe?” Les says, squeezing my hand. 
“What do I say? Sorry I left. I’m an idiot; please take me back?” 
Bridget shrugs. “That’s a good place to start. Or you could call and tell them you miss them.” 
“I agree. Any of them would be happy to hear from you,” Les adds. 
“I can’t.” I run my fingers through my hair. “I need to focus on Mom. And that’s not a conversation I want to have over the phone.” 
Les nods. She opens her mouth, and her phone starts ringing. Out of habit, I look down at it on the table and see Micah’s name flashing across the screen. 
Les smiles and slides to answer. “What’s up?” She listens to whatever he’s saying, gets up, and leaves the kitchen. 
“Must be business,” Bridget supplies. 
I felt like they were keeping something from me. Les didn’t seem all that surprised when we told her about Aaron’s places getting hit. 
Les comes back into the kitchen. “So, I just saw your mom’s nurse pull up. What do you say we go get our nails done? You need to get out of the house.” 
Bridget claps. “Yes! Girl’s day!” 
“I don’t know, guys…” 
“Come on. It’ll be fun. You’ll have your phone, and Les drives like a fucking maniac on the best of days. So she could have you back here like that.” Bridget snaps her fingers to emphasize her point, and Les laughs. 
“I don’t drive like a maniac,” Les argues. 
“Yes. You do. Pretty sure you hit a hundred more than once on the way here.” 
Les shrugs. “I can’t even argue.” Les turns to me. “Go get dressed.” 
“Les, I don’t even have any money for that.” 
“I didn’t ask.” Les grins. “Now, go get dressed.” She pulls me from my chair. “Chop, chop.”
“You’re just as bossy as Micah,” I grouch, moving toward the stairs. 
“Where do you think I got it from?” Les yells, making me giggle. 
I change into a pair of faded jeans and one of the yellow tops Mateo bought me. Packing all that up while they were at the hospital was harder than I ever thought it would be. Some things I had to leave behind, but I got what I needed. 
When I get back downstairs, Bridget and Les are already standing at the door with their shoes on. I slip mine on. “What’s the rush?” I ask. 
They exchange a look. “We didn’t want you to change your mind,” Bridget answers, hooking her arm through mine and practically dragging me from the house. “Les told Nadine to call if she needed us.” 
I climb into the backseat while Bridget sits in the passenger seat beside Les. “This car is pretty,” I comment, rubbing my hands on the soft leather seats. 
“It’s Gage’s,” Les laughs. “He was mad as hell when he realized I took his car.” 
Les reverses out of the driveway, and when she turns onto the main road, a black SUV pulls into Hartley’s mom and dad’s driveway. Les hits the gas when the passenger side door opens before I can see who it is. 
The trip to the nail salon is short but fun. We sang at the top of our lungs the whole way, laughing like crazy. I missed them so damn much. 
Les whips into the parking lot and turns to face me. “You’re getting the full treatment. No arguments.” She grins, pops her door open, and slides out. 
I grumble and climb out behind them. Bridget links her arm through mine with a laugh. “Don’t even think about arguing. I can see the look on your face.” 
“You guys don’t have to do this,” I argue anyway. 
Les opens the door and waves us to walk ahead of her. “I want to do this. You’ve had a hell of a month.” Les walks to the counter to put our names down while Bridget and I find chairs to wait. It doesn’t take long before they have us seated in the big massaging chairs with our feet in the water. 
Les’ phone rings again, and she brings it to her ear with a roll of her eyes. “What’s up, Ghost?” She listens to whatever he’s saying and nods. “Take someone with you and check it out. I know Micah’s not home either, but you don’t need my permission. I trust you.” Micah’s not home? Les keeps sneaking quick glances at me, and I start getting even more suspicious. What the hell aren't they telling me? “Yeah, that’s fine.” She disconnects the call but doesn't look at me again. 
“Les, what’s going on?” 
“Nothing. Just some dumbass kicking up dust back home. It’s not a big deal.” 
I nod and sit back in my chair. It obviously isn’t my business; I’m not a part of that life. She still isn’t telling me something, but I’m not going to push, no matter how much I want to know why Micah isn’t home. 
I would just have to find out myself. 
[image: image-placeholder]We had just climbed back into the SUV when I got the call from Nadine that I needed to get home now. Les rushed us there, breaking every speed limit. I had a sinking feeling in my gut that this was it. 
Les whips into the driveway, and we rush into the house. Nadine is standing in the kitchen with a sad look. “Is she…” I couldn’t finish that thought. 
Nadine shakes her head. “No, but she’s close. You should go see her.”
I rush for the stairs and push open Mom’s door. She looks so peaceful that I hesitate to disturb her. So many emotions come along with losing your mom when your relationship is rocky.
Nadine warned me she would probably have a couple of really good days, and then her body would give out. She also told me to talk to her, that Mom could still hear me. But I have no idea what to say except to tell her the truth about how I feel. I need to let it go for me. 
“Mama,” I whisper, taking her hand. It’s cold to the touch. “I wanted nothing more than for you to love me growing up. I never felt good enough. You made me feel so fucking bad about myself; I used to cry myself to sleep at night. You never would listen to me and always said I was being overdramatic.” Tears roll down my face like I hit a pressure release for my feelings. “I loved you so much. Why couldn’t you ever see that or see me? Some people might think it’s silly to get upset over something like that. But you shaped the way I saw myself. I never could find the good in myself. It took five amazing guys to help me find who I am, and I wish you could have met them. I’m not going to let your words or Aaron’s stop me from being the woman I know I can be, the woman they know I can be. I’m going to be the woman they deserve. I wish we would have had time to make it better, but alcohol was always more important to you. I guess I’m saying all this because I need to do something for myself.” I take a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I forgive you. I need to let all the hurt go so I can remember our good times and move on with my life.” 
I sit there for I don’t know how long, holding Mom’s hand, letting the tears fall freely down my face. It’s a cathartic release like I could finally let all the mean, hateful things she said to me go. I felt like everything she said to me growing up opened me up for Aaron to take advantage of me. But that part of my life is done. I need to move forward. 
I kiss Mom’s hand and lay it on the bed. When I try to let go, she tightens her grip. My eyes flash to hers; she has more life in them than I’ve seen in a long time. She looks lucid for the first time in weeks. Or maybe even years. 
“I’m sorry, Evie,” she croaks. “I wasn’t the mother to you that I should have been. You’re beautiful just the way you are. You have one of the kindest souls. Don’t ever lose that. I love you.” 
“Oh, Mama,” I cry, wrapping my arms around her. She wraps her frail arms around me and hugs me tight. I can’t remember the last time she hugged me. “I love you, too.” 
We hug until I feel her grip slackening, and I can feel in my gut that she’s slipping away from me. “Why couldn’t you have said that sooner?” I whisper. 
I hear the bedroom door open and shut. The bed dips beside me. 
“We’re here for you,” Les whispers. I sit up and grab her hand, then Mom’s. Bridget and Les sit silently beside me, reminding me I’m not alone. And it brings the reminder that I never will be.
I’ve spent so much of my life afraid to put myself out there, afraid of what people would think. Being with the guys, even for a short amount of time, showed me I didn’t have to be that way. They lifted me up and gave me the freedom to finally be me. I no longer care who they are, what they do, or any of that. 
I just want to go home. 




Chapter 4







Hartley


I’ve never been scared to walk into my parent’s house. Today is the exception because I am finally going to tell my dad why I quit the force and that I never wanted to be a cop. I am going to kill Mateo if this blows up in my face. Micah called Les and told her I was on my way over. I saw Gage’s Range Rover pulling out of Evie’s mom's driveway when we were pulling in and had to refrain from jumping in front of it to stop it. I knew Evie was that fucking close and couldn’t do shit about it.  
My thoughts regarding the guys have changed drastically. We all came together when Evie left, and they’ve never once made me feel like they didn’t want me there. I stepped into a security position with Gray, and it makes my life feel like it has meaning. 
Things with Mateo are weird. Yes, I’ve been with a guy before. That isn’t the issue. When we brought him home from the hospital, I took care of him. Rushing into that room and seeing him lying in a pool of blood wasn’t something I could ever erase from my mind. Or listening to them beg him to breathe when they gave him CPR. I could feel myself being drawn to him more and more every day, but I would never step over that line. I respected Gray way too much for that. 
“Mom! Dad!” I call out when I finally find my balls and push the front door open. 
“Hartley!” I hear my mom exclaim before she comes around the corner. I wrap my arms around her petite frame and hug her tight. “I’ve missed you! Why didn’t you tell us you were coming?” 
I kiss the top of Mom’s head. “I wanted to surprise you.” I don’t know what my real dad looks like because I look just like my mom—the same hair and eyes. 
“Well, consider me surprised,” Mom laughs. “Your dad is in the kitchen.” 
I follow her in, and he jerks me into a bear hug. “Missed you, son,” he says gruffly. He is about my height but not as broad. He didn’t let his health go when he got shot in the line of duty and had to retire, though. 
“Missed you guys, too.” 
We get seated around the table, and I have no idea how to bring this up. I am only here because Mateo wouldn’t leave me alone. Saying this is how I let go of the guilt.
“Who’s your friend outside?” Dad asks. I figured he wouldn’t miss that. 
“Mateo,” I answer and watch Dad’s face for any recognition. He just smiles. 
“He could have come in,” Mom says. 
I bark a laugh. “He’s fine.” No way my parents are ready to meet anyone like Mateo. Dad might not recognize the name, but the Perez’s faces are everywhere in California, including here. And it isn’t for anything good. 
“Is everything okay?” Mom asks, grabbing my hand. 
“I want to tell you why I quit the force.” 
Dad arches a brow. “Are you sure? You seemed upset the last time I asked.” 
“I’m sure.” I sigh and pull my hand back from Mom’s, folding my arms on the table. “Do you know who Alessa Poletti is?” 
Dad’s brows raise. “Yeah.” He knew exactly who she was. She is on watch lists everywhere.
I swallow the lump in my throat. “She got kidnapped some time back with one of my detectives, Zane. The culprit was Zane’s partner.”  
“Oh no,” Mom gasps. “Is she okay?” No thanks to me. 
“She got out with Zane.” 
“Oh, thank goodness.” 
“What does this have to do with you?” Dad asks, already picking up that I am hiding something. 
“I refused to investigate. After they got back, the department started getting anonymous tips that pointed a finger at Zane for the murder of Jay. What we didn’t know at the time was that’s who kidnapped Alessa and Zane. I had Zane arrested for murder shortly after he got back. We had a mole in the department who was working for Jay. It was all bullshit.” I could still see the pictures I got from Alessa. They were stills from a camera Jay recorded them with. The one that gutted me the most was the defeated look in her eyes when she was hanging by her arms in chains. 
Dad looks thoughtful for a minute. “So that’s why you resigned?” Not exactly. I was going to spare them the details of me turning over the mole to be slaughtered. 
“Yeah.” 
“I can’t say I wouldn’t have done the same in your position,” Dad says, surprising me. “Given who she is, it would have been hard to believe. You knew not to get involved with people like that.” 
I frown. “No matter what you think, she’s still a person. It was my duty, and I failed her.” 
Dad shakes his head. “They have their own code. If they were good people, they wouldn’t get themselves into messes like that.” 
That comment sets my teeth on edge. “No one deserves something like that.” 
“How could you say that?” Mom asks Dad. She is completely clueless about who we’re talking about. 
“She’s not a good person. Karma eventually bites you in the ass. It looks like it finally got hers.” 
“Carlos!” Mom gasps. 
I grind my teeth so hard to keep from snapping; I can actually hear it. “She’s actually not a bad person. How can you fucking sit there and say she deserved that? You didn’t see what that monster did to her. I did. But by then, it was too late.” 
“She’s a criminal,” Dad hisses. “She needs to go down along with that uncle of hers. We see the reports.” 
I slam my fist down on the table, making Mom jump. “You need to stop right there. They could have killed me for what I did, but they didn’t. I thought for sure you would be ashamed of me for doing that to her. You’re being close-minded about all this, and I should have known.” This is not going how I planned. I never thought in a million years Dad would talk down about Alessa, criminal or not. But the moment he brought up Micah, I started seeing fucking red. 
Mom still looks confused about who we are talking about, but she knows not to ask questions. People in crime families keep their identities a secret from the public eye. It’s not like I could tell her exactly who they are. 
“What is that supposed to mean?” Here goes nothing. 
“I never wanted to be a cop, and this is why.” 
Dad looks taken aback, and Mom gasps. “But that’s all you wanted growing up,” Mom says. 
“No.” I shake my head. “That’s all he wanted while I was growing up. I felt like that was the only decision I had.” I look at the man who raised me as his. “I appreciate everything you ever did for me. You didn’t have to take me in as your own, but you did. But growing up, I felt pressured to be the best of the best for you.” 
“Hartley,” Mom whispers, laying her hand on my arm. 
“Did you know I didn’t like baseball either? But I played for you? I never had a chance to be a kid. Every second was full of activities, schoolwork, practice, and whatever else you wanted me to do. And I did it because I felt like I owed you something.” 
“Why didn’t you ever say anything?” Mom asks with tears in her eyes. 
I smile sadly. “Because of you. I saw how happy you were, and I was always afraid if I said something, he would leave.” 
“Don’t blame that on me. I pushed you because I knew you could be better. You had a damn good life, Hartley.” 
I nod. “I did. Better than most.” I’ve picked up on bits and pieces of how Mateo, Evander, Micah, and Gray were raised. I sure as fuck had the better life, but that doesn’t mean I still don’t carry that resentment. “But that doesn’t make this any less valid.” I stand up before he can reply. “I’m going to go.”
“Hartley, please don’t leave like this,” Mom says quietly. 
I hug her. “I think I need to before I say something I can’t take back. I love you.”
I stride from the room, jerk the door open, and frown when I see the SUV still sitting there. 
I pull the door open and climb inside. “I told you that you didn’t have to wait,” I tell Mateo when I shut the door back. 
He reverses out of the driveway and glances at me when he’s headed back toward the house. “And I told you I wasn’t leaving you. How did it go?” 
I laugh harshly. “Not fucking good, but not like I expected.” I fill Mateo in on everything that was said, and his face darkens. 
“He said that? No matter what he thinks about her, no one should have to go through what she did. Damn, Hart, I’m sorry he said that.” 
I shrug. “It pissed me off, sure. But I was more pissed for Les than anyone.” Les has been around a lot lately, and I was trying not to hide from her like a coward, but it’s still hard to face her. 
“No fucking wonder. Fuck, man, I really thought that was going to go differently.”
“It’s not your fault. I guess some people just can’t look past the bad.” 
Mateo slows down at a red light and looks at me. “You did. You made it right.” 
I acknowledge that with a nod. “I know I did.” 
We lapse into silence when he accelerates through the green light. I have no idea what to think anymore. My mind is swirling with the conversation with my parents, Evie not being around, and all this pent-up shit I feel about Mateo. One second I want to rip his head off, and the next, I want to kiss him hard enough to bruise. 
The longer we drive in silence, the more aware I become of his arm beside mine on the center console. Just that slight brush of his arm has my nerve endings lighting up. 
Being that close to him after checking his stitches wasn’t planned, I just knew I wanted to kiss him and would have if Micah hadn’t yelled for us. 
Mateo pulls in front of the house we’re renting, and we make our way inside. Mateo flops down on the couch beside Micah, and I sit across from them. 
“Any word from Ryder or Holden?” Mateo asks.
Micah shakes his head. “They haven’t pinned down any more of them. We need to head back to Abbs Valley soon.”
“Anything from Les?” Mateo asks hopefully, and I know what he’s asking. 
“She took Evie to get her nails done with Bridget. She’s not giving up any more information than that.” 
I smile at that. Even though I am dying to know if Les is making headway with Evie, I am glad Evie has someone like that in her life. Micah looks at me.  
“How did it go?” 
“Not good,” I admit. “Some things were said that shouldn’t have been.” I scrub my hand down my face. “It will work itself out.” 
“Sorry, man,” Micah comments. It’s weird as fuck how easily we fell into a friendship, but I would never take it for granted. I have a feeling Micah doesn’t let anyone into his inner circle on a whim, and he extended that invitation to me. He even gave me a damn job when I said I felt useless. 
“Where’s Van and Gray?” Mateo asks, kicking back on the couch and throwing his legs over Micah’s. 
Micah glares and shoves his legs off. “Van is on the phone, and Gray is out back somewhere.” 
“Don’t be like that,” Mateo grins, lifting his legs back up. Micah shoves him the rest of the way off the couch. 
“You dick that hurt,” Mateo groans, climbing back onto the couch. “I’m wounded.” 
Micah snorts. “You’re fine. Don’t play that shit now.” 
Mateo laughs and settles back on the couch. We spend the rest of the evening running everything we can, along with Holden trying to track these assholes down. It looks like after our last trip, they all went into hiding. It’s just after dinner when Micah’s phone rings. 
“Hey, shithead,” Micah answers. “You’re on speaker.” 
Les sighs. “Evie’s mom died a couple of hours ago.” 
I sit up on the loveseat. “How’s Evie?” 
“She’s…okay? I don’t know. She’s not saying much.” 
“Do we need to come?” Mateo asks. 
“No. Not yet, anyway. Just stay on standby, just in case?” 
“Not a problem,” Van says smoothly. “Give her our love.” 
“Will do. Talk later.” The phone disconnects, and we all share a look. 
I know Evie wasn’t close to her mom, but this isn’t easy for anyone. The fact that Evie dropped everything to help the woman said a lot about Evie’s character. She always was selfless, and before she left, I was starting to see the real Evie come out. 
I just wish she would have stuck around so we could show her how much we needed her.




Chapter 5







Evie


Mom officially passed away two minutes after I told her goodbye. I stayed with her until they came to pick her up to take her to the funeral home.      
There was so much to do, but as soon as I sat down to write out what needed to be done the following day, my mind went blank. 
The chair beside mine scrapes against the kitchen floor, and Les sits beside me. “I know this is hard, Evie. I went through this with my dad; let me help.” 
I smile at her gratefully. “I thought I had it all figured out, but I don’t.” 
Les nods in understanding. “I get it. Here.” 
She takes my pen and notepad. She starts writing, and before I know it, the whole page is filled, but it’s the last thing on the list that catches my eye. 
Remember, we’re family now. Lean on us. Don’t forget we love you. 
“Les,” I choke out. I wrap my arms around her, so thankful she and Bridget came into my life. “I love you, too.” 
“You’re important to me too, Evie. I’m glad you came into Micah’s life. You were the missing piece in all their lives. In my life. You’re my sister now.” 
When I pull back from the hug, she’s crying, too, making us both laugh. “Look at us.” I wipe the tears from my face as she does the same. 
“Did you do what you needed to do?” Les asks softly. I told her I needed to forgive my mom, and she encouraged me. 
“I did.” I smile. “It felt good. I just wish we could have gotten to that place sooner.” 
“I understand that, but you can’t dwell on that. You just need to remember you did get to that place.” 
[image: image-placeholder]With Les, Bridget, and Les’ guys by my side, we arranged everything for Mom’s services. We had the wake last night, and today is the day of the funeral. I’ve gone through some intense emotions over the past couple of days, but they’ve all been there, no questions asked. I’ve gotten to know Leo, and he reminds me of his brothers so much. They all have the same smile and the little crinkle around their eyes. Les’ guys have been super supportive, and I can see why she fell head over heels in love with them.
“Hey, babe,” I turn to Les’ voice with a smile. “How are you holding up?” 
“I’m okay right now,” I sigh. “This is harder than I thought it was going to be. I’m glad you guys are here.” 
“We’ll always be here.” 
“I know,” I breathe. 
She holds out a blue velvet box with a soft smile. “I brought you something.” I take it and pop the lid open, gasping when I see what’s inside. “It’s the one Mateo gave you, but they added some extras to it. I thought you might want to wear it today.” It’s the diamond necklace Mateo gave me before my first date with Micah and Evander, but four more diamonds are lining it. One for each of them. She takes it from the box, sets the box on my dresser, and turns me back to face the mirror. “So they’re always with you,” she murmurs before clasping it around my neck.
I run my hands over it, wondering how she got it. I lock eyes with Les in the mirror.
“I don’t know if I can do this,” I admit raggedly. 
“You can. We’ll be with you every step of the way.” 
I take a deep breath, smooth my dress down, and turn around. “Let’s do this.”  
She leads me downstairs, where the others are waiting. It’s surreal to walk into my living room and see so many people there for me in my time of need. 
We slide into the limo that will take us to the cemetery where my dad is also buried. The ride there is silent, and all I can do is think about the guys and what my mom said before she died. I needed to hear that, no matter how much I didn’t want to admit it.
“You ready?” Les asks when we pull up to the gravesite.
I nod, too afraid to open my mouth. We step from the limo, and Les’ guys flank behind us to walk to the seats labeled family. Mom didn’t have many friends or family left alive, so my new family took up the seats. Bridget and Les sit on either side of me, taking my hands while the guys fill the seats behind me.
The preacher starts the service, and I tune him out. I wasn’t being rude, but even though my mom and I made peace, none of this pertained to her. She wasn’t a religious person, and she didn’t light up a room when she walked in. Before I know it, the preacher is wrapping the service up, and the burial starts. 
When they start lowering her casket, that’s when it finally hits me. My mom is dead, and I have one good memory of her, from her deathbed. A sob escapes before I can stop it. Les and Bridget’s hands tighten on mine, and I feel a hand on each shoulder. I couldn’t tell you which of Les’ guys it is, but I am grateful, anyway. 
A small shiver runs down my spine like I have eyes on me. I peek over to my right and more sobs erupt. My guys are standing a small distance away, side by side, lending me their strength whether I asked for it or not. 
I look back to the preacher while he finishes the last of the burial. When I look back, the guys are gone, and it’s almost like I imagined them even being there, to begin with. 
The burial wraps up, and I find myself sitting there well after everyone has left. I had Mom buried beside Dad because that’s the only thing she had in place. Everything else I had to do. Her services, obituary, casket, and what she would wear. And that’s when I realized I knew absolutely nothing about my mother. 
“I want to talk to my dad,” I say quietly. 
“Take your time,” Les says, squeezing my hand and standing up.  
Once they are all cleared out, I walk to Dad’s grave and sit down to lean against his headstone. 
“I miss you so much.” I wipe tears from my cheeks. “There is so much I want to tell you, and I wish you were here. But Les said this works too. She says she talks to her dad all the time.” I pause and take a breath. “We buried Mom today. The alcohol finally won. I’m not sure where she’s going in the afterlife, but I hope she finds you. We made peace before she died, and I’m sure that made you happy.” I choke back a sob. “I found the most amazing group of men, Dad. I know you would be shocked, but I think you would love them. Mateo was the first man to actually see me, and he brought so much happiness to my life. I love him so damn much. I finally told Hartley about my massive crush on him from when we were kids.” I laugh at that. “He felt the same. Can you believe that? All that time wasted wishing he would be mine, and he finally is. Hartley has grown into an amazing man. Gray is my silent protector, but I feel so safe around him. He has some stuff from his past that I hope I can help him with, just like he helped me.”
"Micah was a tough one in the beginning, but it’s because he loves so hard. He has feelings he’s not sure how to deal with, and I want to be there for him. Evander is a sweet soul with this light that surrounds him that I’m not sure he sees. They say I’m their light, but it’s the other way around. I haven’t told them, but I love them all. And I will spend however long it takes to prove to them that they deserve my love. I love you, Dad.” I kiss my fingers and place them against his headstone. “It’s time to start my life.” 
[image: image-placeholder]After Mom’s funeral, we went back to the house and spent the night just hanging out. I went to bed that night, restless. I didn’t want to be in this house anymore. I wanted to go back to my guys, but I suffered through the sleepless night, so I didn’t wake Les up and make her drive me to the guys in the middle of the night. 
I know it sounded bad, but Mom passing away was a relief. It was like the last thing that was holding me back was finally gone, and all I wanted was them.
I told Les right after breakfast the next morning what I wanted, and she didn’t even hesitate to have her guys load up her SUV with the stuff I wanted to take back with me. 
My plan was to come back later and take care of Mom’s possessions. I talked to Hartley’s mom after the service, and she promised to keep an eye on the place. 
The closer we got to Abbs Valley, the more nervous I got, and when she pulls in front of Micah’s house, I feel like I’m going to throw up. Les messaged him to make sure he was home, saying she wanted to talk to him about something. He assured her that he was at home and the only one there right now.
“You don’t have to do this right now, Evie,” Les says, turning in her seat to face me. “We can go to my house, hang out, and you can come later.” 
“No. I need to get started on this Evie apology tour.” 
“I’m proud of you. Knock ‘em dead!” Bridget declares, making me laugh. 
“Love you, guys.” 
“Love you, too!” They call out when I open the door. Wiping my sweaty palms on my jeans, I make my way up the steps to Micah’s front door. 
“You’re tough, Evie,” I whisper to myself. Before I can overthink it, I reach out and ring the doorbell. 
Micah jerks it open after a minute. “Shithead, when did you start ringing….” He trails off when he sees me there. “Evie?” Micah croaks. 
“Hi,” I smile. He just keeps staring, and I gesture to the door. “Can I come in?” 
“Shit.” He rakes his hand through his hair and steps to the side. “Of course.” 
I take a deep breath when I walk through the door, and Micah’s expensive cologne fills my nose, instantly calming me. I still knew this conversation wouldn’t be easy, but I wasn’t scared to do it anymore. 
He leads me to the living room, and I sit on the couch with my hands clasped in my lap. He flops down on the loveseat in front of me. “I can’t believe you’re really here.”
“I wanted to apologize for leaving.” 
He frowns. “You did what you thought was right. I can’t fault you for that.” 
“It wasn’t right,” I say quietly. “You guys did everything to protect me, and I thanked you by hightailing it the first chance I got.” 
“La mia stella,” Micah says when my eyes drop. When I meet his beautiful blue eyes, I get lost. “You were scared. Did we want you to leave? Hell no. But we would never hold it against you. Are you back to stay?” 
“If you’ll still have me. I don’t want to assume, and Les said I could stay with her if I needed to. If you would rather me do that, I wouldn’t be mad. I understand. I really want to work this out with you guys.” My word vomit is cut off when Micah stands up and sits on the couch beside me. 
“We would never turn you away, la mia stella. We haven’t been the same without you.” He takes my hand. “But who we are still stands. That was a big problem for you.” 
I shake my head. “It was an excuse. It was a shock in an already stressful situation. I know who you guys really are. None of that other stuff matters. It might take me time to adjust, but I accept everything about you. I want this,” I finish with a whisper. 
Micah crushes me to his chest. “Fuck, I’ve missed you,” he says gruffly. 
“I missed you, too.” 
I pull back and rub my hand down his stubbly cheek. Leaning forward, I press my lips against his. He hesitates for a fraction of a second before he sinks his hands into my hair and teases my lips open with his tongue. 
I open immediately, and he groans into the kiss. God, I missed him. Everything about him. Micah always had a way of making me feel grounded, and it’s no different now. 
I just hope the rest of them are this easy. 




Chapter 6







Micah


Evie is back.    
I almost swallowed my fucking tongue when I pulled that door open, and she was standing there. When Les messaged earlier and said she wanted to talk to me about something, I foolishly thought she was coming to give me good news about her talk with Evie. Never in a million years did I think I would find Evie standing on my front porch looking more gorgeous than ever. 
When Evie left, I didn’t like it, but I understood. We all did. We were a bunch of miserable assholes, but we got it. That’s why we spent the last month reminding her that we were still here whenever she was ready to come back. 
Evie pulls back from our kiss and lays her forehead against mine. “Thank you for coming yesterday,” she says, locking those brown eyes with mine. Fuck. I missed those big brown eyes. I couldn’t look away. I was like a junkie looking for a fix. 
“There was never a question about that, la mia stella. We’ll always be there when you need us.” 
Tears spring into her eyes. “I know. I was so stupid for questioning that.” 
“Hey, none of that.” I wipe her tears with my thumb. “All that matters is that you’re back now.” 
Evie pulls back, searching my eyes. I let her see everything that I’m thinking. If she needs reassurance that I wouldn’t hold this against her, I would give her anything she needed. “It was you guys, wasn’t it?” she asks quietly. 
“What do you mean?” 
“In Fairview. The killings.” 
I sit back and control the panic that’s rolling through me. She said she accepted us. I have to take her at her word and hope she doesn’t run from the house screaming. “It was.” 
She considers that for a moment. “I knew Les was acting weird when I told her that morning. It’s because she already knew.” 
“She did,” I admit. Les knew our plan from the very beginning, but it was a coincidence that she was in Fairview when we got the call from Holden to make a move. There was no hesitation on any of our parts to pack up and take out those motherfuckers. “We said we would end them.” 
“I know,” Evie smiles. “Does it make me a bad person that I don’t care?” 
“Nothing could make you a bad person, la mia stella.” I peck her lips. “Everyone else should be home soon.” 
“You guys all stayed together?” 
“We did,” I answer, tucking her into my side. She sighs and places her hand over my heart. Goddamn, that feels good. 
“I’m glad,” she whispers, snuggling in further. 
I rub my hand over her back, just enjoying the fact that she is back and in my arms. We all have a lot to talk about, but I honestly feel that we can work through anything. Together. There was never a question if we would let Evie back into our lives. She is the biggest part. 
I hear the front door open almost an hour later, and I smile. 
“Mi rey…” Van trails off when he sees who’s sitting on the couch beside me. “Pequena reina,” Van breathes. He doesn’t waste any time striding across the room, plucking her from the couch and into his arms. She goes willingly, burying her face in Van’s chest. “I missed you. Did you come back to us?” 
She pulls back to see his face. “I missed you, too. And I did.” 
“Thank fuck,” Van whispers, then seals his lips over hers. 
“Buttercup?” I jerk my head to see Mateo, Hartley, and Gray standing in the doorway to the living room, all with varying looks of excitement and confusion. I guess I could have told them that she was here, but it was more fun this way. 
Evie pulls away from Van’s kiss when she hears Mateo’s voice. With a cry, she runs to him, and he catches her in his arms mid-jump. She wraps her arms and legs around him. 
“Fuck,” Mateo breathes, squeezing her tight. “I missed you so fucking much, buttercup.” 
“Oh god, I missed you, too. I missed all of you.” 
Mateo kisses her and reluctantly lets her down to see Gray and Hartley.
I can feel everything slot into place just like it should be. My family is whole again. 
When Gray finally relinquishes his hold on her, Van and I pull her onto the couch between us. I could tell she is nervous by the way she is twisting her hands in her lap. I take one, thread my fingers through hers, and kiss her knuckles. She takes a shuddering breath, and I feel her relax. Mateo and Hartley sit on the loveseat, and Gray takes up his usual chair.
“I want to apologize.”
“Evie,” I start. She holds up her hand, and I snap my mouth closed. I already told her she didn’t need to apologize, but I am going to let her say what she needs to. 
“I know what you’re going to say, and I do need to apologize. You guys did everything to protect me, and I left you. I gave up on us before there even was an us.” She takes a breath. “Things with Aaron moved really fast, and I didn’t want that to happen here. I thought you guys would be done with me when he was gone. But now I see that for what it was.” She looks around the room. “I was scared of my feelings for you guys. I don’t want to be scared anymore. I want whatever you guys have to offer.” 
“What do you want, pequena reina?”
“All of you,” she says. “I don’t want to hide my feelings or who I am anymore. And you guys gave me the freedom to do that. If you still want me, I’m all in.” 
“That’s not even a question, princess,” Hartley says confidently. 
Her cheeks bloom with color. “You still want me?” 
“La mia stella, we never stopped. When you left, it hurt all of us. We understand why you did it, and as much as we didn’t want to agree, we knew you needed to do this for the most important person. You.”
Tears splash down her cheeks, and Van wipes them away. “What about the other stuff? You made it clear you didn’t like who we were.” 
Evie shakes her head. “I was in shock. I had already figured something was up, but I never considered that. I’ve had a long time to think about it, and Les has helped me understand a lot. I don’t see that when I look at you guys. I see five guys that literally laid down their lives for me. That’s all I care about. All the other stuff I need to accept. But no more lies.”
“That goes both ways, buttercup—no more hiding from us. If something is bothering you, you come to one of us. We’ll be more than happy to help you work through it.”
“I know,” Evie says with a smile. “I trust you guys. I want this to work.” 
“It will, la mia stella,” I promise. I pull her face to mine and wait for her to close the distance. 
She doesn’t hesitate to seal her lips over mine. With a groan, I stroke her tongue with mine. Her kiss lights me up, just like it always does. I know I need to slow down, but fuck, her lips felt good against mine. 
She pulls back and pecks my lips. Before I can protest, she turns to Van, pressing her lips to his. I can see the shock on his face, and then he sinks into the kiss. 
Our girl is back.
[image: image-placeholder]After the initial shock wore off that Evie was home, we settled in to figure out what she needed from us since her mom's passing. I cooked her favorite for dinner with some garlic bread, and we settled around the dining room table like nothing had changed. She told us she wanted to head back to Fairview and take care of the house. We made a plan to after dinner, and Les and her guys would follow us down.  Evie said she wanted to put Fairview in the past because she didn’t want anything holding her back.
“Everything’s good?” Les asks, sitting on the couch beside me once we arrive.
“Yeah,” I smile. “We’ll get through this. Thanks for coming to be here for her.”
“I love Evie like a sister. I’m glad she saw what she was missing with you guys.” Les leans in closer. “How many are left from your little murder spree?”  
“I’m not sure. Hart’s going to dig through them when we have time.” 
“What did the new guy look like?” Les asks.  
“About the size of Gray. The sides of his head were shaved, with dark, longer hair on top. Something seemed off about him, though,” I muse. 
“Like what?” 
“I know this will sound stupid, but his clothes were too clean and expensive compared to the rest of those guys. Maybe he likes the finer things, but I don’t believe that for a fucking second. He didn’t fit in. Plus, he left them all there to die.”
“I’ll get Holden to run facial recognition from the cameras around there. Maybe he can find something.”
“Good idea, shithead.” 
I look around at the guys and realize this is the first time I’ve seen them relaxed in a month. We were all worried about how she would handle her mom passing away, but she was back in our lives.
I never saw myself entering into this relationship with Hartley in a million years. I hated him for so long that it took a while for me to adjust to him being around, but this past month proved that I judged him as much as he judged me. Hartley has worked his ass off with Holden to track down every Bull. He didn’t hesitate when we declared that they all had to die or when we said we were leaving to carry that plan out. A week after Evie left, Mateo came to me and told me Hartley was getting restless with nothing to do. So, on a whim, I hired him on my security team with Gray. Since all of us were always together, it just made sense. It felt good to have him there, and he seemed at peace with the decision. He proved himself ten times over. The only thing I worry about is his family. His family is good all the way down to their foundation. How will they handle knowing he is now a part of us? I already knew how his dad felt about us just from the small conversation he had with them about Les’ case. This isn’t something he can hide if he plans on having a relationship with Evie, too.
There is a lot we need to figure out, but I feel we can overcome anything with all of us together.




Chapter 7







Evander


I still couldn’t believe Evie was back in our lives. For a little while, I thought she wasn’t coming back. Seeing her when I walked into the house turned my life upside down in a good way.     
I hated she was going through losing her mom, but she seemed to handle it with the same grace Evie handles everything.  
I couldn’t help but stand back and look at her. If it was possible, she was even more beautiful than she was a month ago. Even with what had just happened, she seemed freer than she was before. I knew Aaron’s death took away that black cloud that hovered over us, and I was so fucking proud when I found out she was the one who took him out. 
Seeing Mateo on the floor like that broke something in me. I’ve never been more scared in my life. I lost my brother that day, and I don’t think that’s something you ever come back from, whether he’s sitting here with us or not. It put things into perspective, though. Like what’s more important in life. 
Hearing voices rising out back, I frown and walk that way. I step out onto the back porch and see Hartley standing there with his dad on the property line. Hartley looks to be locked in a heated argument with him, so I turn to walk away until I hear what’s being said. Micah filled me in about what happened when Hartley went for a visit.
“How the hell could you align yourself with those people?” his dad asks. 
“You don’t know them like I do,” Hartley says evenly. 
“They’re fucking criminals! And not just any criminals, either. They’re Maf….” 
“That’s enough,” Hartley hisses. “I know who they are, and that doesn’t matter to me anymore. All I see is a group of guys who fought like hell for a woman they didn’t even know just because she needed it. They care about Evie, and I care about them. I’m sick and fucking tired of living my life for everyone else. It’s time I do something for me.”
“You can’t come around here anymore then, Hartley. It’s too dangerous for your mom to bring those types of people around. And if you choose this path, you are that type of person too.”
“If you think you’re going to keep me away from Mom, you’ve lost your goddamn mind. You won’t stand in the way if I want to see her.” 
“You come around here, and I’ll call the department. I’m pretty sure they’re wanted for something, and they would love to know where to find them. There is plenty of open cases against them.” 
“I don’t suggest that,” Hartley says in a deadly tone. “They are mine to protect now, and I’d think twice before I make that threat again.”
My eyebrows hit my hairline. I knew things had changed with Hartley, but I didn’t realize how much until right now. I didn’t want Hartley to be at odds with his family. At least one of us needed parents who gave a fuck. But I have to admit it feels good that Hartley is standing up for us.  
“What happened to you?” 
Hartley sighs. “Nothing happened to me except I finally found my place in life. You don’t have to like it, but you will respect it. Those people in there are family. And I’m a part of that now, too. I will not stand here and let you make me feel like shit about that.” 
Hartley tucks his hands in his pockets and strides toward me. I don’t want him to think I was eavesdropping, but I feel like he is going to need someone to talk to. His dad looks up and locks eyes with me. The look on his face is pure hatred. Something I’ve gotten used to. I meet his stare head on. I came to terms with who I am a long time ago. He gives me one last look before taking off toward his house.
“What’re you doing out here?” Hartley asks, walking onto the porch. 
“I heard loud voices and came to check it out.” 
Hartley nods and leans on the banister of the porch. “What did you hear?” 
I lean beside him. “I heard what he said to you, Hart. I’m sorry.” 
“I knew he was going to flip his shit, but I didn’t know he would threaten you guys,” Hartley says, looking over at me. “I need you to know I’d never let that happen.” 
“Suspicions of you trying to take us down died a long time ago. You’re one of us now.” I smile. “Whether that’s a good thing or not.”
Hartley barks a laugh. “I never thought I’d be on this side, but you guys are more loyal than some officers I’ve seen wear a badge for thirty-plus years. I meant what I said. You are mine to protect. I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.” 
I nod. “I know that. You have nothing to prove.” 
“Thanks for that.” 
We lapse into silence, but there is something that I’ve been wanting to ask him. Now seemed like as good a time as any. “What’s the deal with you and Mateo?” 
I’ve watched them over the past month go from jokingly flirting to lingering, heated looks. Mateo’s been so wrapped up in getting Evie back and taking down the Bulls I haven’t had a chance to ask. 
“Fuck, I don’t know.” Hartley sighs. “He has Gray, and I feel like I’m stepping on his toes. But…” Hartley trails off, staring out across the yard. He scrubs his hand down his face. “This is weird as fuck because you’re his brother.” 
I snort. “We’re sharing the same girl, Hart. Weird went out the window a long fucking time ago. You can talk to me.” 
Hartley chuckles. “You’re right. Mateo, man, there’s something about the little fucker. No matter how much I wanted to hate you guys in the beginning, he wouldn’t let me. He accepted I was in Evie’s life, and that was that. He threw caution to the wind and trusted me. I felt like I had a home with you guys. He’s the one who said I needed to forgive myself, and he was right.” Hartley chuckles again and sighs. “When I walked into that room and thought he was dead. I don’t know, it’s like the world stopped fucking spinning.” 
“And that’s the point you realized you cared about him?” I ask. 
Hartley shakes his head. “No. I realized that when that asshole almost shot him when we were trying to buy Evie out of her lease. He’s the first person I told that I never wanted to be a cop.” 
“No shit?” I ask in surprise. 
“Yeah. The moment I turned in my resignation, I knew I did the right thing. Mateo understood that. The same day he almost got shot, I told him I was going back to Fairview when Aaron was gone, and he told me I was running when I didn’t have to. He also told me he didn’t want me to leave. Besides Evie, it’s the first time I felt like someone wanted me around.” 
“You know that now, don’t you? That we want you with us?” 
Hartley nods. “I do.” 
“What’re you going to do about Mateo?” I am one hundred percent certain Mateo feels the same way about Hartley.
“At this point? I have no clue. I would never fuck Gray over like that.” 
“You wouldn’t be fucking me over.” We both turn to Gray’s voice. He walks further out onto the porch, shutting the door behind him. “I didn’t mean to spy. I was coming out to get some air.” Gray leans on the banister on Hartley’s other side. “I know what Mateo wants out of this relationship. He wants and deserves everything. I’m not going to be mad if you want to try it with him, too.” 
I can see the surprise all over Hartley’s face. I knew Gray wouldn’t care because he was fine with Mateo wanting Micah. 
“This relationship shouldn’t restrict us from anything we want as long as it stays between us.” I shrug. “It’s something we can all discuss with Evie because in the end this is about her, too. We have to be open and honest with each other, or it will never work.” 
I leave Hartley and Gray on the porch to talk, feeling good about this. 
We could make this work. 
[image: image-placeholder]The next morning, I make my way downstairs after getting ready and have to hold back a laugh at all the bodies lying around. Evie’s mom’s house is small, and it is filled to the brim with people. I turn into the kitchen and smile. 
“Hey, pequena reina,” I say, sliding my arms around Evie’s waist from behind. 
Evie sighs and turns in my arms. “I’ve missed hearing that,” she says, sliding her arms around my neck. 
“I’ve missed you,” I say, caging her against the counter in my arms. “How are you this morning?” 
“I’m good, actually. I’ll always wish we got more time to make things right, but at least we did before she passed away. I’m ready for the next step in life.” 
“And what’s that?” 
“You. The guys. It’s time to go back home,” she says with a smile. 
“Your home is always with us,” I say gruffly. 
“I know,” Evie whispers. 
She goes up on her tiptoes and places her lips on mine. I don’t hesitate to kiss her back. Placing my hands on her waist, I lift her until she’s sitting on the counter so I can control the kiss better. I step between her thighs and lick the seam of her lips. She opens immediately, accepting my tongue into her mouth with a small moan. 
Fuck, I’ve missed her. And it wasn’t just the physical, although I missed that too. I missed everything about her. Her smile, her laugh, her humor. 
I sink my hands into her hips and drag her to the edge of the counter. She swivels her hips, grinding against my hard cock. 
“How come they can make out in the kitchen, but I always got yelled at?” 
We break apart at the sound of Les’ dry voice. Evie smiles against my lips. 
“Because she’s not my goddamn niece,” Micah answers. He walks over to us and takes his kiss from her. “Morning, la mia stella. I was going to make breakfast, but it looks like Van was about to have you for breakfast.” 
Evie giggles, her arms still wrapped around my neck. “Not right now.” She leans in until her head is in between ours. “But later, definitely,” she whispers. 
I jerk back to look at her face. “Don’t tease, pequena reina.” 
“I’m not teasing.” She grins and pushes against my chest. I help her down from the counter. “I’ll let you get started on breakfast.” She pats Micah’s ass with a laugh, and his mouth falls open. 
She and Les walk out of the kitchen, laughing like crazy. I turn to look at him, and he’s got that smile on his face he always gets whenever she’s around. The same one he gets with me. I fucking loved it. 
“Who was that?” Micah asks with a laugh. 
“That’s our girl, mi rey.” 
“Our girl.” Micah takes a deep breath. “I love the sound of that.” He slides his hand over my hard cock and squeezes. “Did our girl do that to you, amore mio?” 
I hiss. “Yes. Fuck. Don’t start something we can’t finish.” 
“Later,” he promises, sealing his lips over mine with a groan. Between him and Evie, I am going to self-combust. 
“Not in the kitchen!” Gage yells, making us split apart.
“Fuck you,” Micah grits out. “Cock blocking motherfuckers,” he mutters under his breath, making me laugh. 
“Payback is a bitch. You know how many times you did that to one of us?” 
“I learned my lesson.” Micah shudders. I’ll never forget the day he walked in on Ryder and Les fucking in the kitchen. He came to my house later that day and looked like he wanted to wash his brain out with bleach. It was the funniest damn thing. He announces his presence loudly now when he walks into her house. 
“Serves you right,” Gage grins. 
“Get out,” Micah says, pointing to the living room. Gage turns on his heel, his manic laughter following him. “Asshole.” 
I laugh. “Do you need help with breakfast?” 
“Nope.” He pecks my lips. “You can keep me company, though.” 
I’m not going to pass up spending time with him, so I slide onto the stool at the kitchen island. Micah was always in his element in the kitchen, and I loved watching him cook. 
“What’s the plan for today?” I ask. 
Micah starts pulling things from the refrigerator. “Evie said something about getting the house packed up.” 
“You don’t think it’s too soon for that?” I ask, worried. 
“I don’t know. I say we go with whatever she wants, and when it gets to be too much, we can step in.” 
I don’t know if there is a timeline. When Mom and Frankie died, we got rid of their stuff as soon as we could. Cold-hearted, sure, but it’s not like we had happy memories. I don’t think Evie is being cold-hearted, more like she is ready to put the past behind her. 
“We can do that,” I agree. “I wanted to talk to you about something else.” 
“I’m listening,” Micah says, cracking open eggs. I give him the rundown of what I heard between Hartley and his stepdad. Micah stops mixing the eggs mid-stir and turns to face me. “He said that to him?” 
“Yeah. Hart tried to act like it didn’t bother him, but I know it did. He also threatened to call the cops on us for whatever transgression he could find.” 
Micah shrugs and goes back to the eggs. “I don’t give a fuck about that. Many have tried, all have failed. You think this will make Hart back off?” 
“No. He’s all in with us.” 
“Good,” Micah nods. 
It was amazing to me that Micah let everything go. Micah could hold a grudge longer than anyone I’ve ever met. 
“There’s more,” I laugh. I lower my voice and tell Micah what Hartley said about Mateo. Micah turns around, and the look on his face makes me laugh again. His eyebrows have almost disappeared into his hairline. “That was my reaction.” 
“Damn. I agree with you, though. We need to have a serious discussion about where we want this to go. I don’t see Evie standing in the way. But we need to be open about what we want.” 
“You want to talk?” I ask, surprised. Getting Micah to talk about anything is like pulling fucking teeth. But lately, he’s been more open and more willing to talk about the hard shit instead of wallowing in anger. 
“Don’t seem so shocked, amore mio,” Micah laughs. “I’d do anything for you guys.” 




Chapter 8







Gray


I couldn’t be happier that Evie was back. We didn’t know it, but she was the glue that was holding us all together. With her back, it feels like everything has slotted back into place.       
I still have shit that I am going to have to tell her if we are going to start this relationship with honesty. But I am terrified that she is going to look at me differently when she knows what happened. 
“Where do you want this?” I ask Evie. 
She looks up from the stacks of stuff she’s going through. “I can donate all those boxes,” she answers with a smile. 
“You got it, angel.” 
“That’s got to be the cutest fucking thing ever,” Bridget says when I walk from the room. I shake my head with a smile and make my way downstairs. Outside, we have several piles of stuff separated, so she can easily do what she wants to with it. Hartley and Mateo are loading a truck with the stuff to donate, so I make my way over there. I can hear them bickering before I even get two steps. 
I didn’t mean to listen to what Hartley said last night, but as soon as he described what he felt for Mateo, I understood. Mateo has a way of dragging you in and not letting go. If someone else could get that from him, I wasn’t going to stand in the way.
“Hart, for the last fucking time. I’m fine. I’m almost completely healed.” 
“Keyword is almost. It’s been a month, Tay. And you know if Evie saw you out here, she would have your ass. Now go sit down somewhere. We have plenty of help.”
It was well into the evening, and everyone pitched in to help for Evie. We wouldn’t let her lift a finger except to go through the stuff. 
“Did you just threaten me with Evie?” Mateo asks with a laugh. 
Hartley snorts. “You know you would listen to her.” 
“He’s not wrong,” I agree, sliding the box into the truck. 
Hartley grins and walks toward the house. 
“You guys ganging up on me now? That’s harsh, big guy.” 
“We just worry, baby boy. Sit for a minute. I want to talk to you.” 
“That sounds comforting,” Mateo says dryly, sliding onto the tailgate of the truck. “What’s up?” 
I sit beside him. “I know something is going on between you and Hart.” When Mateo opens his mouth, I hold up my hand. “I know you haven’t done anything, but I’m not going to hold you back.” I wasn’t going to tell him what Hart and I talked about last night. That is between them. I basically told Hartley that I saw what was going on, and I would never stand in the way. 
“I don’t even know what it is,” Mateo sighs. “I know this sounds fucking stupid, but I felt like I was betraying you.” 
“You aren’t, baby boy. I’m fine with it. He knows that, too. I want you to have everything in this life. Just like I want for Evie. Hell, like I want for all of us.” 
“It doesn’t make me feel any different about you,” Mateo says, sliding his hand onto my thigh. 
I squeeze his fingers. “I know that. We can make this work.” Mateo and I got closer over the past month. I’ve been more upfront about my past. He assured me Evie would never judge me for it, but I couldn’t help the nagging fear that she would hate me. 
“You have to tell her,” Mateo says softly, reading my mind. 
I nod. “I know, and I will. It’s not something I like talking about.” 
“Have you found out anything else?” 
“No. I had Hartley stop looking. All signs point to them not being alive.” I swallow past the lump in my throat. “It just doesn’t make sense.” 
“Then you need to keep digging, Gray. Your gut is telling you they are out there, and your gut is never wrong.”
“My gut is also telling me you need to quit fighting whatever you feel for Hart,” I say, half changing the subject. 
“That’s dirty turning my words against me,” Mateo chuckles. “But I get it.” He hops off the truck. “Let’s go help our girl.” 
I jump off behind him, grab him by the back of the neck, and turn him to face me. “You aren’t doing shit, but what I allow you to do.”
“Gray…” 
“No. I’m done playing it your way. You won’t look out for yourself, so we’ll do it for you. Go in the house and sit the fuck down.” I know I am being harsh, but he’s been pushing himself too hard for the past couple of days, and I couldn’t take it anymore. I almost lost him. I wouldn’t run that risk again. I kiss his angry mouth until he melts against me. “Now, go,” I say, nudging him toward the house.
“Yes, master,” Mateo quips with a bow at the waist. 
“Keep talking shit and I’ll make you my pet,” I threaten when he’s almost in the house. 
He grins over his shoulder and disappears into the house. 
I still don’t know what I am getting myself into with him sometimes, but I sure as fuck wouldn’t change it. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Can I join you?” Evie asks. I still don’t sleep well, so I came to the kitchen for a beer. She slides onto the stool beside me and slides her arm through mine. 
“Why are you awake, angel?” I ask, kissing the top of her head. 
“I heard you come downstairs and wanted to check on you.” I fell asleep with her and Mateo, but it didn’t take long for the nightmares to kick in. 
“You don’t have to do that.” I sigh. 
“Do you want to talk about it?” she asks softly. She could always tell when something was wrong, and I finally told her I had nightmares before we went to sleep last night.
“Eventually, but I can’t right now.” It is still too fresh in my mind, and I know if I bring it up, it will take me to a place I don’t like to go. 
Evie nods and lays her head on my arm. “I get it. I’m here, though.” She yawns, and I pull her closer. 
“Why don’t you go back to sleep?” 
“I want to stay with you,” she answers sleepily. 
Les and her guys went to a hotel tonight so I lead her to the living room. I stretch out on the couch with her head on my chest, nestled into my side. I wrap both arms around her and breathe in the sweet coconut scent. 
“Go to sleep. I’ll be right here,” I tell her, kissing her forehead. 
“Hm,” Evie hums, already half asleep, snuggling in deeper. 
I smile and close my eyes. I could hold her for a little while and then take her upstairs. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Mommy?”
“Go back to bed, Grayson,” she says, not moving from the guy’s lap she’s on. 
“The twins are awake,” I say, wringing my hands in front of me. I don’t know how she didn’t hear them crying. They are only a couple of months old.
“Then go do something about it,” she barks. “I’m busy.” She slides from her friend’s lap and leans down toward the coffee table. There are lines of white stuff lining the table, and it always made her mean. 
“You heard her,” the guy says. I’ve seen him around here a couple of times. “Unless you want to try it.” He gestures to the table with a laugh. 
I go back the other way to the kitchen, digging for the twins’ formula. There isn’t much left, and I told Mommy that today. I don’t want to have to steal it from the corner store again. I mix their bottles with the last of it, and warm them like the nice lady, Stella, next door showed me so I didn’t get it too hot. 
When I walk into Mom’s room where the twins are, their cries get louder. 
“Shhhh,” I say. “Mommy gets mad when you get too loud.” I don’t know if they can understand me. I don’t know anything about babies at nine. I just know that they need me. 
I get them out of their small crib one at a time, carefully supporting their head like Stella taught me. I get them propped up on pillows, change their diapers, and give them their bottles. 
Stella said she tried to help us, but people didn’t care about this side of town. I didn’t know what that meant. I just knew it made her sad when she talked about it. She also said I shouldn’t be taking care of babies at my age, but I was the only one who would. Mommy didn’t care about them; she just cared about the men she brought home. 
After the twins eat, I finally get them to go back to sleep. I slip from the room and go to my own. The man from the living room is sitting on my bed. I try to back out, but the room is so small, he just reaches out and snags my arm. 
“Where’s Mommy?” I ask, trying to tug my arm free. He’s much stronger than me, and his grip gets tighter, making tears spring into my eyes. 
“Bitch can never handle a bender. I thought I’d get to know you.”
I didn’t like the way he said that, and I tug my arm harder. “Let me go.” 
“Come here,” he says with a smile. “I just want to talk.” He tugs again until I’m sitting on his lap. 
“Gray.” 
I don’t like the way he is looking at me, but I can’t do anything. I am too small, too weak. He slides a hand up my leg, and I struggle. He clamps a meaty arm around my waist. 
“Gray, baby, please wake up.” 
I sit up with a start, pouring sweat, my eyes swinging around. They land on Evie’s concerned face, and I feel acid roll in my stomach. We were still on the couch, so I must have fallen asleep. Fuck. She reaches a hand out to me. “Please don’t,” I croak. “Not yet.” 
Her hand drops. “Okay. Do you want to talk?” 
I scrub my hands over my face and try to get my heart rate back under control. Now or never, Gray. 
“My mom was a druggie. I didn’t know who my father was. She was also a prostitute and had a string of guys in and out of the house. When I was nine, she had the twins. She didn’t give a fuck about them either, so I took care of them. There was this one guy who paid particular attention to me.” I swallow back the bile. “He used to sneak into my room at night after Mom passed out. You can guess where that went.” The story spills out before I can stop it. Mateo doesn’t even know this part. I was too ashamed to admit what that motherfucker used to do to me in the middle of the night. “After a while, Mom found out, and I thought it would finally stop. Instead, he started paying her for me instead of paying for her. My own goddamn mother pimped me out.” I look over at Evie, and she has tears streaming down her face.
“This went on until I started getting bigger. I started running with a gang and got stronger. I wasn’t attractive to him like that, so he left me alone. Two days before my eighteenth birthday, I found him and beat the shit out of him. I thought he was dead.” I hang my head for this part because I didn’t want to see Evie’s face. “He wasn’t dead. He set the apartment building on fire, thinking I was inside. I wasn’t at home because I left home a year before, but they were.” 
I hear Evie gasp. “The twins?” 
“Tessa and Torri,” I say raggedly. “It’s my fault they’re dead. I enlisted in the marines the day I turned eighteen and never looked back.” 
“That’s not your fault!” Evie says vehemently, making my head snap up. I don’t see revulsion on her face, just rage on my behalf. “That was your mother’s. She let that happen to you.” I let her take my hand this time. “Gray, I have no idea what it feels like to go through what you went through, but none of it was your fault.” 
“I should have stayed! They were mine to take care of, but I left them.” 
“Gray, baby, they weren’t yours to take care of. Your mom failed all three of you.” She scoots to my side. “You did what you had to do to protect yourself. No child should ever have to go through that.” 
I feel a tear slip down my cheek and try to pull away from Evie, but she holds on tight. I haven’t cried about this in a long damn time, and it always made me feel hollow. It’s what started the killings. It’s what turned me into the Reaper. Evie thumbs away my tear and kisses my hand. 
“Let it out, Gray,” Evie says, tears in her own eyes. “You aren’t the man you think you are. At nine, you took care of the twins. You are a good man down to your very soul. Please start seeing that.” 
“Hartley thinks they’re still alive,” I say, sucking in breaths, trying to keep the tears at bay. I couldn’t let them out. I don’t want to be that person I was before I started working for Micah. 
“Oh my god, Gray!” Evie exclaims. “We have to find them.” We. Something about that settles the darkness inside of me, reminding me I’m not alone anymore. 
“I don’t know if I can handle it if they aren’t,” I admit. All signs are pointing to they are, but no matter how much digging we do we can’t find them anywhere. Which I know is the point, but something should have come up by now. When Hartley isn’t helping Mateo heal, he is helping me dig through database after database. 
“I can understand that. But what if they are? Wouldn’t you want to see them?” 
“Of course. But if they aren’t, it will turn me into the man I became after the marines.” I let the Marines shift me into a monster. I used everything they taught me to become the Reaper. The first person I took out was that piece of shit. It actually surprised me he was still alive when I got out. 
“I won’t let that happen,” Evie says adamantly, turning my face to hers by my chin. “You have people behind you now. None of us will let you turn into something you don’t want to be.” 
“Does it bother you?” I ask. Her brows furrow in confusion. “I’m a murderer, angel. I killed for money, and I liked it.” 
“It should. But I’ve come to terms with the fact that it doesn’t make me a bad person because I don’t care. I’m sure the people you killed deserved it. Does that make it right? No. But it doesn’t make you a bad person, either. I see too much good in you for that. I should be appalled by what I know about you guys,” she shrugs, “but I’m not. I don’t want to change you guys because you never asked me to change for you.” 
“Angel,” I say gruffly, crushing her to my chest. 
We don’t deserve her, but we are going to make damn sure that she knows what she means to us. 




Chapter 9







Mateo


We finally got the last of the stuff from Evie’s mom’s house late in the evening. Micah is going to help her put it up for sale and handle it from there because that’s what he makes his money off of, selling properties or renting them out.     
“How ya doing, buttercup?” I ask, slinging my arm around her shoulders. She is standing on the porch, watching the trucks drive off. 
“It’s surreal. I just packed up my parent’s lives in two days. Does it make me a bad person if I say I’m glad to be closing this chapter in my life?” 
“Not at all. You could never be a bad person. It doesn’t mean you didn’t love them, it just means you’re ready to live your life.” 
“Thank you,” Evie says, kissing my cheek. “I’m ready to go home.”  
Home. “Fuck, buttercup. You’re going to make me weepy.” 
“Stop,” Evie laughs. “You’re the worst.” 
“I’m kidding,” I chuckle. “I love that you think of Abbs Valley as home.” 
Evie shakes her head. “It’s not just Abbs Valley. It’s you guys that’s home.” 
Okay. That one got me. I crush her to my chest and soak it in. Evie is finally ours. “I love you, buttercup.” 
She pulls back to see my face with the most serene smile. “I love you, Mateo Antonio Perez.” 
“Ugh, why did you have to ruin it with my middle name?” 
Evie giggles. “I like it.” 
I roll my eyes. “No, you don’t. It’s like my parents were like, let’s see how many names we can give him that end in O.” 
“It’s not that bad,” Evie laughs, pecking my lips. 
“You’re right, it could be like Van’s.”
“What’s his?” Evie asks. 
“I’m not telling you.” I push her away from me with a grin and walk into the house.
“That’s not fair! You can’t do that to me! Mateo!” 
“No way, buttercup.”
“Tell me!” 
“Tell her what?” Van asks, walking into the living room. 
“He won’t tell me your middle name!” 
Micah chokes on a laugh, walking in behind Van. “Yeah, amore mio. Why don’t you tell her?” 
“You know?!” Evie’s mouth drops open. 
Van turns a glare on me, and I laugh. “You will pay for this, little brother.”
“It can’t be that bad. Tell me,” Evie says, batting her eyelashes at Van. 
Van sighs. “Bernard.” 
Evie tucks her lips to keep from laughing. “It’s not bad,” she squeaks. 
Micah howls with laughter, making Evie and I laugh. All three of us have tears running down our face, and Van is glaring daggers at me. 
“What’s so damn funny?” Hartley asks, tugging a shirt on. Holy shit. What Gray said to me flashes through my mind. Do I want to take the next step with Hartley? I knew I was physically attracted to him; it was hard not to be. But I couldn’t do this just for the fuck, especially since we are about to embark on a relationship. 
“Evander’s middle name is…” Evie lets out a shrieking laugh when Van dives for her, pinning her underneath him on the couch. 
“Not so fast, pequena reina,” Van playfully growls at her. 
Hartley chuckles. “Now I’m curious.” 
“It’s…” Evie tries again, but Van seals his mouth over hers. 
“That’s one way to stop her,” Micah laughs, patting Van on the ass.
Van pulls back. “You won’t say anything?” 
Evie shakes her head. Van stands up, and I can see he already fucked up. “It’s Bernard!” Evie yells and takes off running, Van right on her heels. I can hear their laughter carry up the stairs and can’t keep the smile off my face. 
[image: image-placeholder]We got back to Micah’s house late last night and crashed. We were staying with Micah for the time being because Evie couldn’t know our house was up for sale, since we couldn’t tell her why. Not yet, anyway. I took her to one of the spare rooms, wrapped myself around her, and fell asleep. 
I got up early this morning to take care of a few things, careful not to wake her. I step out of the shower, dry off, and wrap the towel around my waist. 
When I step into the bedroom, I almost trip over my tongue. Evie’s laying on the bed completely naked with a smile on her face. 
She parts those creamy white thighs, and I all but dive on the bed. 
“Watch your stitches!” Evie giggles. 
“My stitches are fine,” I promise. Evie’s giggle is cut short when I sink my tongue into her mouth with a groan. I kiss her until her hips are lifting up, seeking friction. “Is that wet pussy all for me, buttercup?” I ask gruffly, kissing her neck. 
“Yes,” Evie breathes. “I need you, Mateo.” 
“I got you,” I promise, kissing each breast. Fuck, I missed these titties. I suck one of her nipples into my mouth and bite down, remembering how rough she likes you to be with them. Her fingers thread through my hair, and she tightens her fist. She knows how much I love when she does that shit. I give the same treatment to the other nipple. Smiling against the top of her tit, I suck the skin into my mouth, biting. I am going to leave my mark on this bad boy. 
“Mateo, what are you doing?” Evie asks breathlessly. 
I pull back to look at the hickey already forming. “Marking you. Fuck, that’s pretty.” I rub my thumb over the mark. No way she can hide that. 
I continue my way down her body, taking my time, making her pant with need. By the time I get between her thighs, my cock is throbbing. 
“Grab your legs, and spread yourself open for me, buttercup,” I demand. Without hesitation she reaches down, hooks her hands behind her knees, and pulls them back towards her chest. “Good girl,” I groan. I run my fingers through her wet slit and circle her clit, causing her hips to jerk. “You’re so wet for me. Do you have any idea how many nights I woke up hard as a rock thinking about the taste of your pussy?”
“I dreamed about you, too,” Evie moans when I lightly pinch her clit. 
“Did you play with your pussy thinking about me?” 
“Yes.” 
I lean down, swipe my tongue through her slit, and groan when the flavor explodes on my tongue. “Keep your legs up,” I warn before diving in. 
I don’t give her a chance to answer before I spear her with two fingers, find her magic spot, and suck her clit into my mouth. 
“Oh, fuck,” Evie groans. 
I set a relentless pace until she’s practically riding my face. She comes with a scream, and I can’t wait anymore. 
I jerk the towel away, line up, seal my lips on hers, and slam my hips forward, burying myself to the hilt. She screams into my mouth, fingernails digging into my back. Our kisses are wild and sloppy, but I don’t give a fuck. Her hips are lifting, meeting me thrust for thrust. I’m slamming into her so hard that I grunt with each thrust. My stitches are tugging, but I don’t let up. 
Evie jerks her mouth away. “I’ve missed you,” she pants. 
“I’ve missed you, too.” 
Her fingernails rake down my back, making me hiss. Goddamn, that feels good. I slam into her harder, making her titties bounce, and she’s moaning with each punishing thrust. 
“Don’t ever leave me again,” I growl. “Do you understand me?” 
“Never,” Evie pants, then her back bows on a moan. “I promise.” 
“You’re such a good fucking girl. Do you know that?” Her pussy quivers around me, and I know she still likes being my good girl. “You going to come on my cock, buttercup?” 
“Yes. Oh, fuck, Mateo, you feel so good.” 
I brace each hand on the back of her thighs and push her legs toward the bed. I know I need to slow down, but the thought of claiming her is pounding in the back of my head. Evie doesn’t look scared, though. Her whole body is flushed, her eyes are glassed over, and her lips are parted with each panting breath. Putting my weight on my hands that are on her legs, I move up so I could fuck her ruthlessly. 
“You’re mine, buttercup,” I growl, a primal edge taking over my voice. My thighs are slapping against hers, and her moans are echoing around the room. 
“Yours,” Evie moans, then her pussy clamps down on me. “MATEO!” she screams as she comes. 
I let her legs go but don’t stop moving. I fuck her through the first release, building her up to another one. I can’t get enough. I never want to stop claiming her. Marking her. 
“You hear how wet you are, buttercup? It’s the hottest fucking sound in the world.” 
“Fuck, Mateo,” Evie moans. “You feel so good.”
“I’m going to make you come again. Then you’re going to ride my cock like a good girl. I want you walking around sore as fuck, remembering who was between your thighs. Reminding you that you.” I slam my hips forward. “Are.” Thrust. “Ours.” Thrust. 
“Oh, god,” Evie groans. 
Sweat is slicking both our bodies, our breath sawing in and out of our lungs. But neither of us are ready to leave this bubble we are in. 
“Come for me, buttercup,” I rasp, grinding against her clit.
She clamps down on me so hard, my thrusts stutter. “Mateo!” 
I roll before she can catch her breath. “Ride me.” 
Her hands slap down on my chest, and her hips start moving with no hesitation. She looks hot as fuck, head thrown back, chasing her pleasure. I slide my hand between us and start rubbing her clit in fast, tight circles. 
Evie moans so deep in her throat I almost come on the spot. Not yet. I wasn’t done proving my point yet. “You want to know a dirty secret, buttercup?” 
“Yes,” Evie pants, bringing her head forward so I can see her eyes. 
“I want all of us to fuck you. One right after the other. Coming so deep inside you that we drip out of you for days.” She moans, and her pussy tightens up. “You want that, don’t you, dirty girl?” 
“Please, Mateo,” Evie begs. Her pupils are huge, imagining what I’m laying out for her. 
“Put your hands on the headboard,” I say roughly. I’m so turned on, I am twitching inside her. 
She braces her hands on the headboard when I grab her hips. I start fucking her from the bottom, using my hold on her thick hips to pull her down each time I slam my hips up. 
“Harder,” Evie moans. 
I take her at her word and fuck her with everything I have. The orgasm that rips through her this time has her mouth open in a silent scream. I slap the side of her ass. “Hands and knees.” I don’t give her time to comply. I get her situated the way I want her. I line my cock back up and bury myself in one push. 
“Fuck,” Evie grunts, pushing back against me. 
I slide one arm under her breasts and pull her to her knees, pressing her back against my chest. I slide my other arm to her face and turn it so I can see those beautiful brown eyes. 
Moving my hand down, I start rubbing her clit. She slides her hand on top of mine, moving with me. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold off this time. We are moving together completely synchronized, locked onto each other’s eyes. It is the most intense thing I’ve ever felt in my life. It is like her soul is calling out to mine, begging me to claim it. 
“Mateo,” Evie breathes. I knew she felt it too by the awed look on her face. When she comes this time, it washes over her slowly. Her back bows against my chest, her lips part. 
“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I whisper, coming right behind her. “Buttercup,” I groan, holding her tighter against me. I turn her head and kiss her slowly. “I love you,” I murmur against her lips. 
“I love you, too,” Evie sighs. 
This girl right here is mine, and it is about time for the world to fucking know that.




Chapter 10







Hartley


I used to get pissed off listening to Mateo and Evie fuck like it was their last day on earth. Now, it has an entirely different effect. I am sitting at the dining room table, sipping coffee, hard as a fucking rock. But I am still worried about the asshole’s stitches.       
“I’m fucked in the head,” I mutter to myself, scrolling through my phone. 
“Are you talking to yourself?” Van asks dryly, sitting at the other end. 
“Seems that way,” I answer, then grin. “Bernard.” 
“I will kick your ass all over this fucking house,” Van threatens, making me laugh. “Then I’m kicking Mateo’s.” 
“It could be worse,” Micah says, walking in. He lays a kiss on Van’s lips that heats up the place. That’s definitely not helping the hard dick situation. “Morning, amore mio. Morning, Hart.” He sits on Van’s other side. “What are you looking at?” 
“News reports from Fairview.” I’ve been keeping track of what the police found after we ran through the Bulls. As soon as we find the others, they are as good as dead. I’m also still worried about the new guy being on the loose. We aren’t worried about the cops finding out it was us, but it doesn’t hurt to stay vigilant. 
“Anything?” Micah asks. 
“Not really. Any news of our new dead man?” 
“Holden’s still combing through footage. That’s a shit part of town, so not many people had surveillance. But if it’s out there, he’ll find it.”
I nod. I have complete faith that we will find this asshole before he starts rebuilding. 
“It’s finally quiet upstairs,” Micah says with a chuckle. “I’ll start breakfast.” 
As soon as he’s gone, Van looks at me with his brow raised. “You talked to Mateo yet?” 
I shake my head. “There hasn’t been a good time.” 
“That’s a shit excuse, and you know it.” 
It probably was, but in my defense, we’ve been busy. Now that we are back in Abbs Valley, things will hopefully go back to normal. As normal as it could be living in a life like this. “I will.”
Evie rounds the corner, with Mateo right behind her. She kisses Van and makes her way to me. 
“Hello, Hart.” She smiles, then kisses me slowly. My cock had finally given up until her lips landed on mine. Evie kisses me deeper, and I pull back with a groan. 
“Sit down before I spread you across this table and eat that pussy for breakfast.” 
Evie’s face blooms with color, but she meets my stare head on. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Hart.” She smiles sweetly before flopping down in a chair beside Mateo. 
Mateo barks a laugh. “Looks like someone could go for another round. I didn’t fuck you good enough, buttercup?” 
“Oh, you did,” Evie giggles. “But I want what I want.” 
“That’s the spirit, pequena reina,” Van laughs. 
I couldn’t get over the difference in Evie without the threat of Aaron hanging over her head. That darkness that followed her is completely gone, letting her light shine through. She had us all under her spell again with no effort, but this time it didn’t have that lingering worry that she was going to leave again. Evie is all in with us. The house feels so much brighter now that she is here. Goddamn, I am turning into a sappy fuck.
Gray ambles in right before Micah does with the food. He kisses Evie, and then Mateo, making my gut clench. Not out of jealousy, but out of desire. I’ve wanted nothing more than to take that kiss that Mateo and I have been dancing around. 
I catch Van’s eyes when I look away, and he raises a brow. I nod, letting him know I was serious when I said I would talk to Mateo. 
“This needs salt,” Mateo gripes, making Micah glare at him. Mateo loves nothing more than to get Micah fired up. It is some of the funniest shit because Micah falls for it every damn time. 
“I will rip your dick off and shove it down your throat if you say some dumb shit like that again,” Micah threatens. 
“If you rip it off, how will I fuck you?” Mateo grins. 
“Boys, not at the table,” Evie giggles, kissing Micah’s cheek. “This is perfect, as always.” 
She isn’t fucking wrong. Everything Micah cooks is the best thing I’ve ever eaten. 
Micah gives Mateo a smug grin, making Mateo roll his eyes. 
This. This is what I’ve been missing. Family.
I had a family, but here, they didn’t expect anything out of me. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Thought I’d find you here,” Mateo says, walking into the gym. 
I rack the weight bar and sit up. “Everything okay?” I ask, wiping sweat from my face. When I move the towel, Mateo’s eyes are lingering on my chest. I clear my throat, and his head jerks up. 
“Uh, yeah. I just….” He trails off, looking uncertain. Something I didn’t know Mateo could ever be. “I think we need to talk.” 
“We probably should,” I agree. What if he tells me he doesn't want whatever this is between us? I’ve worried about that. He may be sexually attracted to me, but that isn’t all it is for me. And I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize what we are building here. 
He walks over to stand in front of me. I look up into his green eyes, and I can see the thoughts running across his face. “Fuck it,” Mateo mutters before his lips slam against mine. 
I’m shocked at first, but it wears off quickly. I wrap my hand around the back of his neck and pull him closer, stroking his tongue with mine. His hands land on my bare chest, and I can’t stop the shudder that runs through my body. 
Mateo pulls back and lays his forehead on mine. “Yep, that’ll do it.” 
A shocked laugh escapes me. “What are you talking about?” 
“I needed to know if I felt anything when I kissed you.”
“And?” I croak, not sure if I wanted to hear the answer or not.
“I did,” he answers, and my heart starts beating out of my chest. “This can’t just be physical, though.” He sits on the weight bench in front of mine. 
“That’s not all I feel.” I sigh and run my fingers through my hair. “I like you. I don’t know what that means right now, but I know something has changed between us.”
Mateo nods. “It has. We’ve been running from this since it started. If all this with Evie has taught me anything, it's that we shouldn’t fight against what we want.” 
“What do you want, Tay? You have Gray and Evie….”
Mateo’s already shaking his head. “It isn’t about that. Sure, we have separate relationships, but I want it to be open. I don’t want there to be jealousy or guilt if something should happen. We stay true to each other, and that’s all that matters.” 
“You want this with me?” I clarify. 
“I want to see where it goes. It’s not just physical for me, either. You’ve become a big part of my life, Hart. You took care of me when I needed it and didn’t complain. Much.” He smiles. 
“I didn’t complain at all,” I say with a raised brow. “I just made sure you didn’t hurt yourself.” 
“We’ll agree to disagree on that one,” Mateo laughs. “Do you want this with me?”
I stand and walk to him like he did me, bracing my hands beside his hips on the bench. It puts our mouths inches apart. “I do. But I don’t want this to blow up in our faces and fuck anything up.” 
“I don’t either,” Mateo says. 
I peck his lips. “Lay back so I can look at your stitches.” 
Mateo huffs but lays back, tugging his shirt up. I carefully pull the gauze off and check it over. It isn’t angry and red anymore. The stitches are starting to fall out on their own, and it looks like it is healing. 
I lean down and kiss right beside the scar, making Mateo suck in a breath. His abs flex under my lips as I work my way up. When I get to the bottom of his shirt, I move up and slant my mouth over his. Fuck. I’ve been wanting to do this for longer than I want to admit. I was telling Van the truth. It started for me the day I saved him at Evie’s apartment. Being that close to him had my heart thumping in my chest. 
Mateo’s hands slide up my chest, raking across my nipple rings. I pull back reluctantly. “Your stitches seem fine,” I say with a grin.
Mateo’s head falls back onto the bench with a laugh. “That was fucking dirty, Hart.”
I pull him to stand, wrapping my arms around his waist. “I plan on getting really fucking dirty, Tay.”
Mateo groans, his hands going to my ass to jerk me closer. “Why are you teasing me?” 
“I’m surprised you have anything left after this morning,” I point out, swiveling my hips to feel his hard cock against mine. 
“I have lots of stamina,” Mateo says, waggling his eyebrows. 
“I know. I heard,” I laugh. I step back, laughing harder at his pout. “I’m not fucking you for the first time in the gym.” I take off toward the shower. 
“Who said you would be fucking me?” Mateo calls out. “Maybe I plan on fucking you!” 
“I didn’t say you wouldn’t be!” I yell back. Mateo’s groan of frustration echoes through the gym. 
Now that we had everything out of the way, this was going to be fun.
I take a quick shower, and when I walk back into the gym, Mateo’s gone. As soon as I step through the door, Evie grabs my arm.
“Hart, I need to talk to you,” Evie says, dragging me into my room. 
I lift a brow when she shuts the door. “Just talk, princess?” 
“Stop,” Evie laughs. “I couldn’t talk in front of Gray.” 
“What’s on your mind?” 
“Gray told me what happened.” She swallows. “I know about the twins.” 
My eyebrows shoot up. He finally told me who they were to him when we started digging through police files. “And?” 
“I want to find them.”
I shake my head. “Princess, he was adamant he didn’t want to look anymore.” 
“He said he didn’t want to look anymore. He didn’t say anything about us,” she argues.
“I don’t know if it’s a good idea to go behind his back,” I say, sitting on the bed. 
She sits beside me. “I don’t like it either, but could you imagine if we could find them for him?” 
I’ve thought about this before. I just didn’t want to betray his trust when I told him I wouldn’t look anymore. He was aware it took time to find unsealed records, but by the thousandth dead end, he gave up hope. 
“I know who to call.” 
[image: image-placeholder]Walking in Les’ house was weird as hell. All the guys smiled at me when I went by, and it was crazy to think a short time ago I couldn’t stand any of them. 
“Eviekins!” Gage exclaims, attacking her in the hallway in a hug. 
“Hi, Gage,” Evie laughs. If I didn’t know he was head over ass for his wife, I would have ripped his arms off. “Hey, guys.” 
They all say their hello’s to us. Les walks around the corner and pushes Gage off Evie. “Leave her alone, you overgrown child.” 
“That’s mean, pretty girl.” Gage spins on his heel and marches the other way, making me chuckle.
“Come on,” Les laughs. “Holden’s waiting in his office.” 
We follow her back through the house, and I take in all the pictures hanging around. Some are old ones from them growing up that they saved from her old house after it blew up, random selfies, their wedding day, and their honeymoon. One whole wall is filled completely with their life together. 
Les pushes a door open, and Holden looks up from his computer. “Evie!” He gets up and wraps her in a bear hug. I love that they accepted her like this. “What brought you to me today?” he asks, leading her to the chair beside him. Les sits on his other side while I sit on Evie’s other side. 
“We need help with some files,” I explain. “Sealed police files.” 
Les whistles. “Of what?” 
Evie nods for me to continue. I don’t know how much Gray wants everyone to know, but I need to give them a place to start. “I can’t tell you much. I need you to find any records of Tessa or Torri Dixon. They would be eighteen right now. Last known was Nashville, Tennessee.”
“Isn’t Gray’s last name Dixon?” Les asks, tilting her head to the side. That has got to be a Poletti thing. 
“It is,” Evie sighs. “They were his twin sisters that were killed in an apartment fire nine years ago.” 
“Oh my god,” Les gasps. “Why would the records be sealed?”
“I think they are still out there. But I think they’re in hiding. Gray left Tennessee when he was eighteen, and he’s never been back. I don’t know why or how, but that’s what I’ve got.”
“Anything else you can tell me?” Holden asks, already typing. “Big or small. It doesn’t matter.” 
“His mom was in the apartment, too.” 
Loads of articles from that year fill Holden’s massive screen. He scrolls through rapidly until we see the headline. 
Apartment fire at Denton Ave. claims lives of fourteen people. Fire investigators are pointing toward arson.
“That’s it,” I say, pointing to the screen. I read along with everyone else until we get to the names we need. Nicole, Tessa, and Torri Dixon were named among the deceased. 
“Do you see anyone named Stella in there?” Evie asks. 
Holden shakes his head. “No. Why?” 
“Gray said it in his sleep the other night. Something about he wished she could have helped them.” 
“Do you think she helped them?” Les asks, sitting up with excitement. 
“I don’t know. But I need to find them for Gray,” Evie says, wiping tears from her cheeks. “He thinks he failed them.” 
“If they’re out there, I’ll find them,” Holden promises. 
Evie gives me a small smile, filling me with hope. 
I just hope Gray won’t be pissed when he finds out.




Chapter 11







Micah


“Where are we?” Van asks when I pull up in front of a house. We left right after Evie and Hartley so she wouldn’t ask too many questions.   
I turn the car off. “This is the house I was telling you about.” 
“No shit?” Van says, staring out the windshield. The outside is sleek, and with one-way windows, you could see out, but no one could see in. It sits right on the beach.
We step out of the car, and I pull the keys from my pocket. “It’s new, so there’s nothing inside yet.” I explain, pushing the door open. We walk into the large foyer, and I know this is the place. “The design will be at the owner’s discretion. It’s three stories, including the movie theater downstairs. Fourteen bedrooms each with their own en suite bathroom. Four other bathrooms throughout the house. Spacious living room. Sitting room.” I point out everything on our walk through. “Massive kitchen and dining room with a breakfast nook. Several rooms downstairs that could be used for anything. A gym. Indoor and outdoor pool.” 
I pull open the elegant sliding doors at the end of the hall, revealing the library. It’s bigger than the one at Van’s house, even equipped with the sliding ladder that you use for the top shelves. 
Van walks further into the room, taking it all in. “Your client’s going to love this.” 
I clear my throat, nervous for the first time. “I’m the client, amore mio.” 
Van whips around. “What?” 
I walk down the three steps at the door toward him. “It’s ours. All of ours. I had this added on for you and Evie.” It was just a bunch of rooms grouped together. When I bought the house, I had them knock it all down and build their dream library. 
“Holy shit,” Van whispers. “Ours?”
“As long as Evie loves it, then yes.” 
“She’ll love it,” Van says, pulling me into a hug. “When are you going to tell her?” 
“Soon.” I don’t want to rush her, and I can wait until she is ready. I just want to be a step ahead when that happens. “Let me show you the rest.”
I grab his hand and pull him toward the stairs. I don’t stop until we get to the last door at the end of the hall. I push open the double doors. “This will be the master bedroom where we can all stay together. But we would each have our own rooms if we wanted that, too.” 
The room is plenty big enough for a bed to accommodate us all when we all want to be with Evie. It also faces the beach. 
“This is perfect,” Van says, walking around the room. 
I walk up behind him where he’s staring at the view. “Do you like it?” 
“I do. They all will.” 
Wrapping my arms around his waist, I pull him back against my chest. “This is where our family starts.”
“Our family started the moment Evie walked into our lives.”
I kiss the side of his neck. “You got that shit right.” 
We stand there for a long time just staring out the window, imagining the lives we are going to have in this house. Van shifts his hips, and I can’t stop my reaction to his ass rubbing against my cock. He shifts again, and I know he’s doing it on purpose.
“What do you say we christen this room?” Van suggests. 
“You want me to fuck you right here, amore mio?” I ask, nipping his neck. 
“Yes, mi rey.”
“Get your clothes off and don’t turn around,” I growl in his ear, making him shiver. 
We undress, watching our reflections in the window. Seeing him from both sides makes my cock jump with anticipation. I pull my wallet from my pants and grab the lube packet we both started carrying around with us. Van watches me in the window, chest heaving. 
“Hands on the glass, and spread your legs,” I demand, suppressing a groan when he complies. I rip open the packet and squirt some on my fingers. Stepping up behind him, I run a hand up his back and the other between his ass cheeks. “Do you know how sexy you are?” I tease his hole with my finger until he’s pushing down. I slide my middle finger inside of him, working it a few times before adding a second. I watch, mesmerized, in the window as his cock jumps. 
“Fuck,” Van moans when I start pumping my fingers hard, just like he likes it. “Mi rey, please.” 
“That’s it, amore mio, beg for my cock.” 
“Please, please, fuck me,” Van begs. I fill my lungs with air and blow it out in a whoosh. He has no clue what he does to me when he begs. “Please, fuck.”
“You begging is my favorite sound in the world.” I pull my fingers out and slick my cock up. I line up with his back hole and shove my hips forward, burying myself to the hilt. Van moans deep in his chest. “That’s a close fucking second. How do you want this?” 
“Hard and fast. Please.” 
“Fuck, you beg so pretty,” I grit out, wrapping my hands around his hips. “Stroke your cock.” 
Van’s hand wraps around himself, and I unleash on him. Fucking him hard and fast, just like he asked for. My thighs are slapping against the back of his. His moans and my groans are mixing together. 
“You want Evie’s mouth wrapped around your cock while I fuck you like this?” I pant out. “Fucking her throat while I fuck this tight hot ass?” 
“Fuck, mi rey,” Van moans, his eyes locking with mine in the window. 
“Or do you want that sweet pussy?”
“Goddamn,” Van breathes, stroking his cock faster. “Both.” 
“I want to suck the taste of her pussy off your cock.” I wrap my arms around his waist and lean against his back. Using the leverage of my hold, I fuck him deeper. 
“Fuck,” Van groans, shuddering from head to toe. 
“I love this ass,” I groan, grabbing his hips again. I slam into him, watching him stroke his cock in the window. He has it in a harsh grip, stroking fast. “You going to come?” 
“Yes, fuck. Harder.” My grip tightens, and I pull him back as I thrust forward. I used to be afraid of hurting him, but Van could take anything I gave him. “Fuck, just like that.” 
I start fucking him so hard, his arm threatens to buckle on the window, his bicep flexing with the force of my thrusts. Van lets out a broken moan, and his come splatters all over the floor. 
“Shit,” I hiss, feeling my release blazing up my spine. I hold myself as far as I can go. “Amore mio,” I groan, emptying inside of him. I massage his hips as we get our breathing under control. “Now, we can christen the bathroom,” I say with a groan, pulling out of him. 
Van laughs. “Don’t think so, mi rey.”
I turn him in my arms, pecking his lips. “I love you.”
“I love you too.” He smiles. 
I lead Van to the bathroom, excited all over again to show this house to Evie. 
[image: image-placeholder]“You smell like sex,” Mateo says, sniffing my shirt. 
“Stop that,” I grouch, pushing his head away. “You freak.” 
“Me? Where have you two been?” Mateo asks, following behind me. I push my bedroom door open, hearing Van chuckle behind Mateo. 
“None of your fucking business,” I say. 
“Why is everyone being so secretive? Hartley and Evie sneak off, and then you two. What gives?”
Van shuts the door and pushes Mateo to sit on the bed. “You have to keep your big mouth shut,” I warn. “I found us a house.” 
“What?!” Mateo exclaims, popping off the bed. I push him back down. “My bad. When? Where? How?” 
“Jesus Christ, Mateo,” Van laughs. “One question at a time.” 
“I closed on it two weeks ago. It’s ours.”
“Oh! When can I see it?” Mateo’s excitement is written all over his face, and I can’t help but laugh. 
“Soon. We need to make sure this is what she wants first.”
Mateo snorts. “This is what she wants. Buttercup isn’t going anywhere now.”
“Tay,” Van says in exasperation. “You sound like you’re kidnapping her.”
“Let her try to leave again, and I fucking will.” 
“That’s not funny,” Van says. 
“I’ll help him,” I say with a grin. 
“Oh. That’s fucking great. Both of you are on the crazy train. Good to know,” Van says, walking into the adjoining bathroom and shutting the door behind him.
Mateo looks back at me. “So, we have our house?” 
“We do.”
Mateo jumps from the bed, wraps his arms around my neck and spins until we hit the bed, him laying on top of me. He kisses me right on the mouth. “I’m so fucking excited.”
“I couldn’t tell,” I say dryly. 
Nothing has happened between us since that kiss the last time we were all with Evie, but that didn’t mean I don’t think about it. Things have been subdued since Evie was gone, but fuck, they were heating up again. 
Mateo swivels his hips with a grin. “I didn’t think you could get it up that quick again, old fucker.” I buck and roll until I’m on top. “Don’t throw a hip out,” Mateo laughs. 
“I have no problems getting it up or keeping it up. You remember when I said I needed to teach you some manners? I think we should start some fucking lessons.” 
I grab his wrists and slam them to the bed beside his head. I knock his knees together until I’m straddling his waist. Mateo’s chest is heaving, but his eyes are narrowed. “Do your worst, Micah.” 
I grin and see a flicker of uncertainty in his gaze. Good. All those times he’s fucked with me, it’s about time I got some fucking payback. “My worst? You don’t want me at my worst, Tay.” I grind my ass on his cock, and Mateo bites his lip to stop the groan. I lean down until my lips hover over his. “You want me, don’t you?” 
“You know damn well I do,” Mateo answers. 
“You remember when you told me that you wanted me between you and Van?” 
Mateo nods. “Yeah.” 
“I want that,” I whisper against his lips. 
“Fuck, Micah,” Mateo groans, not trying to hide it this time. 
I grind against him again and then pop to my feet. “When you learn some manners.”
“You motherfucker!” Mateo yells when I shut the bedroom door. 
I laugh all the way down the stairs. I hear the door open, and Mateo comes flying down the steps. 
I run, laughing like hell. He tackles me to the couch and wrestles me down until he has me pinned. “That was a damn dirty trick, asshole.” 
“Serves you right for fucking with me all the time.” 
“What are you two doing?” Evie asks. I lean my head off the side of the couch to see her. She’s standing there with her hand propped on her hip, looking as delicious as ever.
“He started it,” I quip, making Hartley bust out laughing. “Get off me,” I say, shoving Mateo to his back. 
I stride to her, bend her at the waist, and kiss those pouty lips. “I missed you, la mia stella.”
“I missed you, too. What did I just walk in on?” 
“He’s being mean, buttercup,” Mateo says, bumping me out of the way. “He made me hard, and then left me high and dry.” 
Evie laughs. “Oh, you poor thing.” 
Hartley roars with laughter. “How’s that case of blue balls, Tay?” 
“Don’t think I forgot about what you did to me in the gym,” Mateo says. 
“What happened in the gym?” I ask, intrigued. 
“Oh! They kissed!” Evie says excitedly.
“You’re too fucking cute,” I say, pulling her into my arms. Then I look between Mateo and Hartley. “It’s about damn time.”
“Where did you guys run off to?” I ask, leading Evie to the living room. I pull her down on my lap and wrap my arms around her waist. 
A flicker of guilt flashes across Hartley’s face when he sits on the love seat beside Mateo. What the hell was that? 
“We went to see Les,” Evie answers, leaning back against my chest. 
“Okay. I feel like I’m missing something,” Mateo says, looking between Evie and Hartley. Me and him both. 
Evie sighs. “I can’t say anything. All I can tell you is Holden is doing some research for us.” 
Mateo’s brows furrow. “Why can’t you say anything?” 
“Because it’s something that we were told in confidence and can’t betray that,” Hartley says, then shrugs. “We’re helping someone, that’s all I’ll say.”
“I trust you guys,” I tell them. “So, if that’s what you say, then we won’t push.” 
I am dying to, but I do trust them. Neither one of them would do anything to betray what we have. Hartley has more than proved himself, and I trust Evie completely. 
I have more important things to worry about. 
Like when I am going to tell Evie I bought us a house.




Chapter 12







Evie


“The neighbor's name is Stella Graves. From what I can tell, she still lives in that area,” Les tells me over the phone. She called first thing this morning when Holden found the information.       
I felt guilty for going behind Gray’s back and involving Hartley, but something deep in my gut was telling me Gray’s twin sisters were still alive. After the nightmare I witnessed, I couldn’t imagine how happy it would make him to know that. Hartley said Gray didn’t want to pursue it anymore. But what would it hurt if we did? I didn’t like going behind the other guys' backs either. I just didn’t want to tell them something Gray might not want them to know yet. 
“Does she have a phone number?” I scribble it down when Les rattles it off. “I don’t know where to go from here,” I admit. 
“Babe, I think you need to tell Gray what you’re doing.” 
“I will when I have more information. I don’t want to get his hopes up.” 
“I get that,” Les sighs. “You know him better than I do, so I’ll leave it up to you. I’ll let you know when Holden finds more.” 
“Thank you, Les. Love you.” 
“Love you, too.” 
The phone disconnects, and I stare at the number I just wrote down. What do I even say when I call it? What if it still isn’t safe to find the girls? I decide to wait until we have more information and fold the number up. I stick it in the drawer of my vanity table and pray I’m doing the right thing.
Wiping my sweaty palms on my shorts, I make my way to the kitchen for something to drink. Everyone is out today for work, so I am the only one home. Which is a first. It makes me feel useless that they are out working, and I am wandering around a home that isn’t even mine. 
I smile when I see the note on the counter in Evander’s neat handwriting, pequena reina written on the front. I broke down on the third day after I left and googled what he and Micah called me. I cried for two hours when I found out Evander called me little queen, and Micah called me his star. I unfold it to see what’s inside.
You have a surprise in the garage. Use it. With love, Evander.
I frown at the note and go to the garage. Sitting right in the middle is a fancy black car with a bright red bow on it. 
“He bought me a car?” I gasp out. “No fucking way.” I pull my phone out and dial his number. 
“I was wondering when I would hear from you, pequena reina.” 
“I can’t accept this, Evander,” I say softly. It’s too much. It isn’t jewelry or clothes. It is a freaking car. 
“You can, and you will. We wanted you to be able to go when you wanted to. Go shopping with Les and Bridget. You aren’t in hiding anymore. Go have fun.” 
“I don’t have any money to go shopping! I don’t have a job, and you guys can’t keep doing this for me.” 
Evander chuckles, a deep delicious sound. “We will keep doing this for you because you deserve it. If you want a job, one of us can find you something to do for us.” 
“You know that’s not the same. I will still be taking money from you,” I argue. 
“You aren’t taking our money, we are giving it to you willingly, pequena reina. We like spoiling you. If you really want to do something, we can talk when we get home. We aren’t going to stop you from doing something that you want.” 
“I know,” I admit. I run my fingers over the shiny paint job. It really is a beautiful car, even if I don’t know what it is. 
“The key is hanging on the hook in the garage with your name on it. Why don’t you get in it and come see me?” 
“That’s dirty, Evander,” I laugh. He knows I won’t pass up a chance to come see him. “Where are you today?” 
“I’m at our office building for meetings all day. I’ll send you the address. I can’t wait to see how sexy you look in that car.” 
“I’ll see you soon,” I giggle and disconnect the call. I open the group chat for Les and Bridget, and their replies are instantaneous. 
Evie: Shopping today?
Bridget: Fuck yeah!
Les: Oh, thank god. I’m losing my mind here. Let’s do this! 
Evie: I have to stop and see Evander first. Then I can pick you both up at Les’?
Les: Works for me.
Bridget: On my way now.
I smile at their enthusiasm and run inside to get changed. I am excited to go shopping too, but I am even more excited to see Evander. 
[image: image-placeholder]Forty-five minutes later, I pull in front of the giant building Evander sent the address for. I slide out of the car and smooth down my yellow maxi-dress. Now that I am here, I am nervous. What if they don’t even know who I am and kick me out? I don’t look like someone who would be coming to see Evander. Knock it off. That’s the old Evie talking. I pull open the door that has Perez in gold on it and walk into a spacious reception area. 
An older lady with brown hair looks up with a smile. “Can I help you, ma’am?” 
“I’m here to see Evander Perez.” 
“Do you have an appointment?” 
“Um, no. He asked me to come.” 
Her brows furrow. “He doesn’t usually make his own appointments. What’s your name?” 
“Evie Sinclair.” 
Her eyes widen, and she jumps from her chair. “Oh, goodness. Yes, yes. Come this way. He said you were coming. I’m so sorry.” 
She takes off at a fast clip down a long hallway, leaving me to huff it after her. “It’s okay. You don’t have to apologize.” 
“Please tell Mr. Perez I’m sorry for keeping him waiting,” she says when she stops at a door with Evander’s name on it. She knocks and pushes the door open before I can reply. “Mr. Perez, Ms. Sinclair is here to see you.” 
She waves me inside, and Evander looks up from his computer with a smile. “Thanks, Linda.”  
She shuts the door behind her, and I give him an amused look. “Is all your staff terrified of you?” 
He gets up and greets me in the middle of the room with a soft kiss. “Scared of me?” 
“She said to tell you she was sorry for keeping you waiting when she didn’t know who I was.” 
He frowns. “I’ll talk to her. There is no reason for any of them to be scared. How do you like the car?” he asks, pulling me around the desk. He sits in his big desk chair and pulls me down on his lap. 
“It’s beautiful. Thank you,” I say, pecking his lips. 
“Not as beautiful as you. Yellow is definitely your color, pequena reina.” 
His hand finds the slit in the thigh, and I suck in a breath. This is the first time I’ve ever been alone with him like this. He and Micah kind of come as a package deal sometimes, but they’ve told me repeatedly to spend time with them one on one. “And gray is yours,” I reply, taking in the slate gray suit he is wearing. He and Micah both look hot as hell in suits. Evander just doesn’t wear the vest like Micah does. Mateo seems to be more on the casual side with button ups and slacks but no less sexy. 
“Are you going shopping with the girls?” he asks, sliding his hand higher. 
“Yes,” I reply breathlessly. Just that little touch has me tied in knots. Mateo made good on his promise about making sure I was sore, because I was deliciously so. But my greedy self wants Evander to touch me. 
“When?” Evander asks, kissing my neck. 
“Whenever I’m done here,” I answer, shifting my hips. I can feel how hard he is beneath me. 
Evander pushes a button on his phone. “When’s my next meeting, Linda?” 
“Twenty minutes, sir.” 
“Hold my calls until then.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
He hangs up the phone and pushes a button under his desk. The locks engage, and the blinds start to drop. That’s freaking cool. 
Evander’s big hand closes around my hip under the dress, and I smile to myself. “You don’t have panties on, pequena reina. What did you expect when you came here?” 
“I wanted to thank you for the car. Personally.” 
He pulls back with a raised brow. “Personally?” 
“Very personal,” I whisper and stand up. I tug him to his feet, and my hands go to his belt. My plan was either here or tempting him to take a drive with me. But now that I know he has a secret button for privacy, it is all the more exciting. 
“What are you doing?” Evander asks gruffly. His voice is usually smooth. But when he is turned on, it takes on a deeper, gravely tone. It always sends a delicious thrill down my spine. 
“Thanking you for the car,” I reply, trying to sound confident. I unbutton and unzip his pants, pushing until his thick cock springs free from his boxers. Then I drop to my knees in front of him. 
“Holy shit,” Evander says hoarsely. 
I smile up at him and wrap my hand around his thick length. It jerks in my hand, and I lean forward, licking the pre-cum already leaking from the slit. “I like the way you taste,” I say before closing my mouth around the head, sucking on it. 
“Fuck, you look gorgeous on your knees for me,” Evander groans. He tenderly rubs his finger over my cheek. I slide down until he bumps the back of my throat, relax like they showed me, and let him slide in. His hand flies to my head, pushing my hair back from my face. I moan against the head when he wraps the long length around his hand and bunches his fist. He pulls my other hand up to his thigh. “Pat my leg if it gets to be too much.” 
That’s all the warning I get before he thrusts into my mouth, burying his cock so far my nose brushes his pubic bone and holds it there. My eyes start watering, but my pussy is dripping wet knowing they don’t hold back with me anymore. They know what I like, and they give it to me exactly that way. Evander pulls out, and I’m sucking in air. Saliva is hooked from my lips to his cock, and he’s as transfixed by the sight as I am. 
He pats my hand on his thigh in reminder, tightens his hand in my hair, and starts fucking my mouth in deep thrusts, using my mouth for what he needs. My clit is throbbing relentlessly, so I slide my hand under my dress and circle it. 
“Does sucking my cock turn you on, pequena reina?” Evander pants. I moan against the head in answer, and he lets out a string of curses. “Come with my cock in your throat.” 
I circle my clit faster, my hips dropping with the sensation. The movement causes Evander’s hold on my hair to tighten, and I can’t stop the whimper. But it isn’t from pain. The feeling shot straight to my nipples, hardening them and making my clit throb harder. 
“Pull the front of your dress down,” Evander grits out. I move my hand from his thigh and jerk it down with my bra until my breasts are on full display. “I’m going to fuck those big titties one day, pequena reina.” 
Evander tips my head back with the hold on my hair and pushes forward, burying his cock in my mouth. The move cuts off my air, and I come so hard I see stars. 
Before I even recover, Evander is jerking me to my feet and slanting his mouth over mine with a groan. All too soon, he’s pulling back, spinning me around, bending me over the side of his desk, and flipping my dress up. I’ve never seen this side of him, and I fucking love it. 
He lines up and slams his hips forward, burying himself in one thrust. My back bows, but my scream is cut short when his hand clamps over my mouth. “Is this what you wanted? You wanted me to fuck you over my desk?” 
“Yes,” I moan. 
“Put your hands on the desk,” Evander demands, never stopping his brutal thrusts. I flatten my palms and push myself up. He sinks his hand in my hair again, tightens his fist, and pulls back until my back is curved. “Fuck, you like that, don’t you? You just got so fucking tight on me.” 
“I love it,” I breathe, pushing back to meet his thrusts. His other hand tightens on my hip so hard that I know he’s going to leave bruises.
“Who left that mark on your gorgeous tit?” 
“Mateo,” I moan. 
Evander chuckles, and it sends a shiver down my spine. “I’m going to leave mine right on this thick, beautiful ass. You like when we mark you, pequena reina?” 
“Yes, Evander, yes. Oh, god.” 
“Good,” he growls. “Because I’m about to mark this pussy. But you’re going to come again.” 
I am so close already, teetering on the edge. Evander slides his hand forward and pinches my clit. I go off with another scream, and his hand clamps back over my mouth. He pulls me back against his chest, with my back still bowed. His thighs are slapping mine so hard, I can feel mine jiggle, but I can’t even be embarrassed because it feels so damn good. 
Evander starts rubbing my sensitive clit again, making me squirm. “Give me another one. I’m addicted to feeling you come on my cock. You want me to fill this pussy up with my cum?” I nod in answer because of his hold on my mouth. I come again and feel him swell inside of me. “Pequena reina,” he says, coming with a long groan. 
He lets his hold on me go and curves himself over my back, kissing my shoulder. Turning my head over my shoulder to see his face, he seals his lips over mine. 
“You’re fucking amazing,” he murmurs against my lips. “And you’re welcome for the car.” 
I giggle, making him groan when I tighten up on him. He pulls out and drops to his knees behind me. “What are you doing?” I ask breathlessly when he knocks my legs apart. 
“Goddamn,” he groans, and I realize he’s watching his cum drip down my thighs. Why is that so fucking hot? His hands smooth up my ass, and I feel his breath dance against one cheek. When he bites down to mark me, I can feel myself getting turned on all over again. He licks over the spot once before jumping to his feet and spinning me in his arms. He seals his lips over mine and walks me backward. 
When I open my eyes from the kiss, I realize we are in his bathroom. “Get cleaned up.” He pecks my lips, tucks himself back in his pants with a smile, and leaves the room. 
Okay. If that’s what I get for accepting gifts, maybe I can handle it. 
[image: image-placeholder]“I can’t believe that man bought you a fucking Lexus ES,” Bridget says. We’ve been shopping for almost two hours, and I am having a blast with them. 
Before I left, Evander handed me a credit card and told me to buy what I wanted. I bought a cute shirt and some shorts, but I haven’t spent anything else. Much to Bridget and Les’ dismay. 
“And gave her a black credit card,” Les laughs. 
“I don’t know what any of that means.” 
Bridget stops mid step and swings around. “You have so much to learn. That car is top of the line. That card has no limit. And he just handed it to you.”
My face flames, and all of a sudden, the card feels like it’s burning a hole in my purse. No limit? What the fuck? 
Les laughs loudly. “I think she’s in shock.” 
“Holy shit, you guys! I did nothing to earn this! I can’t.” I turn to walk away, and Les grabs my arm. 
“We were just joking, babe,” Les says softly. “You exist, that’s all that matters to them. All Bridget is saying is they care about you, and they like to spoil the fuck out of you. It makes them happy to do it.”
“But I want to make my own money. I’m not used to this,” I argue. 
“Whether you make your own money or not, they will still be like this,” Les replies. “They haven’t had anyone they wanted to do this for, and now they have you.” 
“Plus, with the way you were smiling when you picked us up, I’d say you did plenty to earn that car,” Bridget adds. 
A shocked laugh escapes, and my shoulders deflate. 
“I know this is new, but they aren’t buying you or trying to make you feel like a charity case. They want to do this, Evie,” Les says. 
Bridget nods comically fast. “I agree completely. You’re worth it, honey. It’s time you started to accept that.” 
Les hooks her arm through mine, and we start walking again. “You said you wanted a job. What’s something you’ve always wanted to do?” 
“Interior design,” I smile. 
“For real? Hm,” Les says, glancing briefly at Bridget. “Why don’t you do that?”
“I have to go to school for that.” 
“Then go back to school,” Bridget says, clapping with excitement. “You can do whatever you want now.” 
I stop dead in my tracks. She’s right, and Evander said the same thing. I don’t have a ticking clock over my head anymore or people who keep bringing me down. When I get home, I am talking to the guys, and I am going back to school. 
“I’m going back to school!” I declare with a clapping dance. Les and Bridget join me, causing several eyes to swing our way, but I don’t care. I am excited for another part of my future slotting into place. 
Once we settle down, I spot where I want to go next. “Come on. I have some men to make drool.” 
Les and Bridget laugh, following behind me. 
This should be fun.




Chapter 13







Evander


“Step one is complete,” I tell Micah and Mateo.     
“She was fine with the car?” Micah says in disbelief. We are working her slowly into accepting things from us, so when we present a house to her, she doesn't freak out. Hopefully.
“Not at first, but I convinced her otherwise.” I grin.  
“You dirty fucker,” Mateo laughs. “You did fuck her before that meeting, didn’t you?” I didn’t tell Evie, but my meeting was with Mateo and some investors. He was in the building when I had her bent over my desk. I walked into that fucking meeting on cloud nine and didn’t hear a goddamn thing they said. I was too busy thinking about how happy I was to see her and how good her pussy felt wrapped around my cock. 
I shrug. “Yeah, but that wasn’t my intention when I told her to come see me. I just needed to see her face. Evie had other plans.” Micah raises a brow in question. “Bright yellow sundress and no panties.” 
“I love that girl,” Mateo chuckles.  
My phone pings with a message. 
Leo: Cookout at the house tonight for Rocco and Mom.
Evander: Do we need to bring anything?
Leo: Alcohol. Lots of alcohol.
Leo: And Evie. Or Les will rip my balls off.
Evander: Evie is a given. Why so much alcohol?
Leo: Maybe because one of the guys I’m committed to is going to be my stepbrother? 
Evander: I got you, brother.
Leo: Thanks. See you later.
“We have that cookout at Les’ tonight,” I remind the others. Leo’s mom, Katherine, and Ryder’s dad, Rocco, are engaged, and their wedding is set in two weeks. 
Micah nods. “I let Gray and Hartley know this morning. I’m sure Les already told Evie.” 
“Where is she, by the way?” Mateo asks, looking at the time on his phone. “I’m getting worried.” 
“She’s fine, Tay. She’s shopping with Bridget and Les. And you know how they can get,” I soothe. None of us like her out of our sight, but we need to make sure we don’t smother her. There is no reason why she can’t go out alone. That is the point of the car. We get busy sometimes, and I don’t want her to have to be stuck at the house or depend on us to take her somewhere. Not that we care. We would drop everything to do something for her. 
I roll my eyes when Mateo flips his phone to speakerphone, dialing Evie. 
“Hello?” Evie answers, and I can hear the smile in her voice. 
“I miss you, buttercup.” 
“I miss you, too,” Evie giggles. “I’ll be home soon.” 
“No rush. I just wanted to hear your voice and tell you that I love you.” 
You can hear a chorus of awws in the background, meaning she has the phone connected through her car’s Bluetooth. 
“I love you, too,” Evie says softly. “See you soon.” 
The phone disconnects, and Mateo has that stupid, dreamy face we all get when one of us is around her. 
We are all head over ass in love with that girl, and Mateo is the only one who has the balls to tell her. 
[image: image-placeholder]Evie got home about an hour after she talked to Mateo, and we went straight to Les’ house. The cookout is a celebration for the engaged couple, but we also have other plans for this. We tend to draw attention with certain meetings so we use parties as a guise, and it works most of the time. Rocco and Katherine are due to show up later. 
“What do you think Cian wants?” Mateo asks, sipping a beer. 
“No clue. He just said he wanted a meeting, and Les told him to come here,” Ryder answers. 
Cian Moren is the leader of the Irish Mafia, and the newest to the list of alliances to both Mexican and Italians. 
Ryder laughs. “Dude, you fuckers have it bad.”
“What are you talking about?” I ask, turning back to look at him. 
“You haven’t let her out of your sight since you got here,” Ryder says dryly. 
I look back to where I was watching Evie. She’s laughing and talking to Les, Bridget, Gage, and Holden. Micah is standing off to the side with Alexey and Dmitri, and his eyes are on her too. I bet if I found where Gray and Hartley are hiding, they are also watching. 
I shrug. “I’m not even going to pretend I wasn’t.”
“Wasn’t what?” Leo asks, taking the chair beside Ryder. 
“That we weren’t watching Evie,” Mateo answers with a laugh. 
“I get it. It’s hard to look away,” Leo answers, looking at Les. 
“True that,” Ryder replies, clinking his beer with Leo. 
“Have you shown her the house yet?” Leo asks. 
“Not yet. We’re working up to that,” I answer. 
“What house?” Bridget asks, popping over my shoulder. “Hm?” 
I cast a nervous glance, and Evie is still where she was a minute ago. “You can’t say shit,” I warn. Bridget sticks out her pinky for a pinky promise. I lock mine with hers with a chuckle. “We bought a house for all of us. Ours is already on the market, Hartley’s went up today, and Micah’s will when we move into the new one.” 
Bridget flops down in the chair between me and Leo. “A house? Shouldn’t she have gotten a say?” 
I pull out my phone and scroll to a picture. Mateo found it stuck in one of her books as a bookmark with dream house written on it in Evie’s handwriting. I slide it to Bridget. “The house Micah found is almost identical, give or take a few things. The house is completely empty inside for us to design.”
 “Holy shit,” Bridget gasps. “Evie told us today that she always wanted to be an interior designer. What better way than to design your own house?”
“I didn’t know that,” Mateo muses. “Does she want to go back to school?” 
“Does that pinky promise still stand?” Bridget asks, making us all chuckle. I nod. “Yes. She feels out of place since she’s not working right now.” 
“She expressed that today.” I run my fingers through my hair. 
“Evie said she’s going to talk to you. So, act surprised,” Bridget laughs. 
“I think it’s time we talked, moya zhizn’.” 
Bridget’s whole body stiffens when Alexey leans down to brace his hands on the arm of her chair from behind. 
“I don’t think it is,” Bridget replies. “It was one night, Alexey.”
I exchange a look with the other guys. They’re just as shocked as me. Bridget and Alexey?
“Was it?” Alexey says, leaning in beside her ear. Bridget shivers, and I know she’s not scared. 
“Yes. That’s what we agreed on, wasn’t it?” Bridget asks, glancing over her shoulder at him. 
“That’s what you agreed on. Dmitri and I saw it different.” 
I whip my head to Mateo, and his eyebrows are in his hairline. What the fuck?
Bridget pushes her chair back, making Alexey stand up. She spins around to face him when she stands. “Let’s not pretend it was something it wasn’t.” She pats his chest and walks away, joining the girls again. 
“What the fuck was that?” Ryder asks. 
Alexey waits until Bridget is with the girls, heads bent together before turning to Ryder. “That was our future wife.” Our? 
Leo chokes on his beer, spluttering a laugh. “That looked like you were getting turned down, Lex.”
“For now,” Alexey says before walking away. 
“That is one creepy son of a bitch,” Mateo comments. 
“Sir?” We all look up to Shawna, Les’ staff, and Bridget’s mom. “Mr. Moren is here. I put him in the conference room.” 
“Thank you, Shawna,” Ryder replies. “Let’s see what this shit is about.” 
Ryder shoots off a text to Les, and we make our way into the house after grabbing Alexey and Dmitri. Ghost and Caden are also going to sit in on the meeting so they can see how these things go. 
We all file in and take our seats. I sit on Mateo’s left. “Pleasure to see you again, Cian,” I say politely. 
Cian nods. “Same here.” He looks around. “Where’s Mrs. Poletti?” 
“She’ll be in soon,” Micah answers, striding into the room. He sits beside me, leaving a chair open for Les in the middle with Ryder to her left. 
Cian looks almost nervous, if his tapping fingers on his leg are any indication. I haven’t met the guy with him, but I’m assuming it is some relation. 
Ryder catches my eye and I nod, letting him know I saw it, too. 
This could get ugly quick. 




Chapter 14







Evie


“I don’t think I should go in there,” I argue.     
“Look, you said you wanted to know more about this life. Here is your up close look. Just walk in here like you’re supposed to be here, and sit with Micah, Van, or Mateo.” 
When Les told me about this meeting and asked if I wanted to go with her, I was all for it. Until I got to the conference room door. Now I am a nervous wreck. I take a deep breath, square my shoulders, and nod. 
Les pushes the double doors open. “Evening, gentleman,” she greets, switching into boss bitch mode. I loved her confidence and was envious of it. 
I walk straight to Micah, and he pulls a chair up between him and Van. I saw a flicker of surprise on their faces, but they covered it quickly. As soon as I sit, Micah grabs my hand, squeezing my fingers. I look around the room and notice that I know most of the people here except a couple. 
There are two guys with reddish blonde hair and vivid blue eyes that keep casting looks in my direction. Another guy is standing behind Ghost and Caden with the prettiest caramel skin, black hair with tight curls, and I can’t tell from here what color his eyes are.
Les gets settled in her seat and crosses her arms on the table. “To what do I owe the pleasure, Cian?” 
“My cousin, Keegan, and I would like to talk to you about territory,” Cian answers.
Les tilts her head to the side, the same way Micah does. “What does that have to do with us?” 
“We were looking at properties in downtown Abbs Valley, and the venue we were looking at was purchased by the Perez brothers.” 
“That’s how it works here,” Evander answers. “We don’t split territory. You want it, you buy it.”
“The Italians have a majority share,” Cian says through clenched teeth, and I see Ryder sit up straighter. 
“That’s because the Italians own Abbs Valley. Or did you need a reminder?” Les asks. I’ve never heard her sound so threatening. 
“There are plenty of properties available,” Ghost adds. “Hell, half of downtown is a ghost town.” 
“That’s because of your gangs,” Cian spits. 
“Their gangs are what keep your fancy streets safe. So I suggest you watch who you’re talking to,” Alexey growls. 
Micah’s hand tightens on mine, and I look at him quickly. He gives me a small smile, and I realize I was squeezing the crap out of his hand. All of this is interesting, but also scary as hell. 
“Why are you even here? You don’t run the Russians,” Keegan asks, glaring at Alexey and Dmitri. Do they have a death wish? They’ve never been mean toward me, but I have a feeling they aren’t someone you messed with. 
“They are here because we asked them to be here,” Micah says in a deadly tone. “Unless you want this meeting to end differently, I suggest you stop throwing out insults and get to the goddamn point.” Okay. That was hot.
“We want majority rule over downtown Abbs Valley,” Cian answers, and Les is already shaking her head. 
“That’s never going to happen. Like I said, we don’t divide territory. Half these places go up in auctions. Get your ass out there and bid,” Les says. “Was there anything else, or do you just enjoy wasting my time?” 
“We want your gangs out of Concrete Row. There is prime real estate that’s tarnished by their filth,” Keegan says. What is his deal with the gangs? 
Ghost sits forward, leaning his arms on the table. I see the guy with him bristle, ready for anything. “Filth? Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to here?” 
“Your predecessor….” 
“Is dead. The Vipers are mine now, and we run things differently.” 
“Concrete Row is the Vipers’ and the Disciples’ turf. End of story. You’re new to this, so I’m going to cut you some slack. But the next time you step into my house and start name calling, you’ll leave in a totally different way than you came in. Do I make myself clear?” Les threatens. 
Cian jerks a nod, not happy with how this turned out. Is this what they always dealt with? It is like they are two different people inside this room and out. I know I should be shocked, but the more I sit here, the more comfortable I get. It helps with Micah rubbing circles on the back of my hand with his thumb and Evander’s quiet presence beside  me. 
“I’m hoping for a peaceful alliance, Cian. If you want to play with the big dogs, you have to learn to fight like one,” Evander says, making Ryder choke on a laugh.
“If I remember correctly, Evander. You asked me for the alliance,” Cian replies. I feel Micah tense, and I squeeze his hand. He relaxes slightly but doesn’t take his eyes off of Cian. 
“I did,” Evander says easily. “But it wasn’t for guidance or protection. It was to repair the Perez name.”
“You need to remember that they are backed by the Italians and the Russians,” Dmitri says. “We’ve never split turf, and we’ve never lessened the gangs for what they do. Ghost and Caden are a part of the Poletti’s and Orlov’s. They probably have more power than you.” I don’t miss the underlying threat in Dmitri’s tone. He talks calmer than his brother, but it is no less terrifying. “We also know what it’s like to have to pick up the pieces after your father fucks up.” 
“We might not be running things, but we are involved,” Alexey adds. 
Cian’s eyes slide over me again and stay there. It’s like he is trying to challenge me to a game I have no idea how to play. 
“If you don’t stop staring at my girl, I’ll send you out of here in a goddamn body bag,” Mateo growls. 
“My apologies. I just didn’t know we allowed unknowns into these meetings.” 
“Unknowns?” Les scoffs. “She’s with us. I could have said the same thing about your cousin, but I kept my mouth shut. Maybe you should do the same. I think it’s time for you to go.” Les waves her hand and Dex, Gray, and Hartley walk into the room. I was so focused on what was going on, I didn’t realize the door had opened. “They will show you out.” 
“Come on,” Dex rumbles. I thought Gray had a deep voice until I heard Dex talk for the first time. It is rough, like he smoked four packs of cigarettes a day for his whole life. 
Cian and Keegan get up without a backward glance, following the guys from the room. 
“Did you see his face when he saw Hart?” Mateo chuckles. 
Les snorts. “It’s the same look Zane gets. People think we’ve flipped and are working for the cops.” Les looks around the table. “You think he’s going to stir up trouble?” 
“Nah,” Ryder says. “He was just trying to see how far he could push.”
“That was fucking brave calling a meeting like that, though,” Micah says, kissing my knuckles. “How did your first meeting go?” 
“I felt wildly out of place,” I laugh. “I didn’t know half of what he was talking about.” 
“You’ll learn, buttercup,” Mateo assures me. “I didn’t like the way he was looking at you, however.” 
“He was testing her,” Ghost says, smiling softly at me. “He wanted her to back down.” 
“But you didn’t,” Micah says proudly. 
“Because our girl is a badass,” Evander adds. 
I flush from all the attention, but don’t try to hide my face like I normally would. I want them to know I can handle anything they throw at me. 
“Let’s go party,” Les claps and stands up. “Rocco and Katherine should be here by now. You guys are more than welcome to stay,” she says to Ghost, Caden, and their friend. 
“Who is that?” I whisper to Micah. 
“They called him Banger. He’s new to Ghost’s crew.”
He is tall, broad, and gorgeous. 
I wonder if Bridget has caught sight of him yet. 
[image: image-placeholder]Bridget, in fact, had not seen Banger. When she caught sight of him, I thought I was going to have to follow her around to wipe drool off her chin. 
“I just want to lick him,” Bridget whispers. 
“No licking the gangbangers at this party,” Les laughs. 
“Who are we not licking?” Hartley asks, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind. 
“Bridget wants to lick Banger,” I answer with a giggle. We are more than a few shots in, and I am starting to feel it. 
Hartley huffs a laugh. “As long as you don’t plan on licking anyone else.” 
“I have enough to lick,” I quip, making Les and Bridget’s mouths pop open. 
“What happened to innocent Evie?” Les asks. 
“Innocent Evie left the moment I started taking five different dicks.” 
“Fuck, princess,” Hartley laughs. “Tell them like it is.” 
“Can I please lick him?” Bridget begs, batting her lashes at Les. 
“Do what you want. But he’s seems awfully tight with Alexey and Dmitri.”
I follow Les’ line of sight, and she’s right. He’s sitting at a table with the twins, Ghost, and Caden. “Maybe she should just spread herself out on that table.” I giggle. 
“No more for you,” Hartley says, plucking the shot from my hand and downing it. 
“Hey!” I spin on my heel and face him. “That was mine.” 
“Whatcha going to do about it, princess?” Hartley says, waggling his eyebrows. 
I laugh despite myself. “You’ve been around Mateo too much.”
“Probably,” Hartley shrugs. 
“Les,” Katherine says, walking up with a smile. “Thank you so much for this.” 
“Not a problem,” Les replies, giving her a hug. “You guys taking off?” 
Katherine nods. “We are. We had fun.” She turns to me and takes my hands. “It was so nice to meet you.” 
“You too,” I say genuinely. She is one of the nicest people I’ve ever met, and very motherly, which I wasn’t used to. 
“We’ll all have to get together sometime for a girls’ day,” Katherine says. 
“You bet. Drive safe,” Les answers with a wave. 
Rocco scoops her up in a hug, making Les laugh. “Don’t pull your back out, old man.”  
“You little shit,” Rocco laughs, setting her on her feet. “Don’t be a stranger.” He slings his arm around Katherine’s shoulders, leading her to the door. 
“Is that what Ryder’s going to look like in thirty years?” I ask. Rocco and Ryder are almost identical. 
“I hope so,” Les giggles. “Unless he gets a beer gut by then.” 
Bridget howls with laughter. “That will never fucking happen.” 
Les and I laugh with her, thinking about how ridiculous that sounded. Ryder is more than in shape, and he doesn’t strike me as lazy. Kind of like my guys, especially Gray. He always has to be moving or doing something. Speaking of. 
“Where’s Gray?” I ask, looking around. I haven’t seen him but twice all night. And I barely saw him at home. I am getting really worried about him. 
Hartley nods his head to the side. “Over there. Go cheer him up, princess.” 
I peck Hartley’s lips and make my way to Gray. He is leaning against the side of the house, hidden almost completely in the shadows. I slide my arms around his waist, and he doesn’t hesitate to wrap me in his arms. “What are you doing over here?” I ask. 
“I don’t know,” he answers, kissing the top of my head. 
“Are you okay?” 
“I am now.” He squeezes me in his arms. “Just a lot on my mind.”
I nod, not needing to ask what it is anymore. “Do you want to go home?” 
“I don’t want to stop you from having fun, angel.” 
“You’re more important to me than fun, Gray. If you want to go home, we’ll go. That’s how we work.”
I don’t give him a chance to answer before I’m pulling him to gather up the others. His face said all I needed to know. Just like I suspected, no one even questioned it. 
The ride back to the house is full of conversation from the guys in the back. I sat up front with Gray because he wouldn’t let go of my hand, not that I minded. 
When we get back to the house, I change into shorts and a t-shirt, ready for bed. Padding softly back to Gray’s room, I slip under the sheet with him and curl myself into his chest. He wraps an arm around my waist and drags me closer, so we’re nose to nose. 
“You know I’m going to wake you up in the middle of the night. You don’t have to stay with me.” Even as he says it, his arms tighten around me. 
“I’m not leaving you tonight, Gray. I don’t care if you wake me up twenty times. I want to be here for you.” 
“Fuck, angel,” Gray says gruffly, burying his face in my hair. 
One way or the other, I am helping him through this. I don’t care how many nights of sleep I have to sacrifice. 




Chapter 15







Mateo


Hearing the screams from Gray’s room, I shoot out of bed, running that way. I bust in his room, and he’s thrashing in bed making the worst noises I’ve ever heard coming from a human.    
“Gray,” I say softly. “Wake up.” 
He’s mumbling incoherently, tears rolling down his face. Fucking hell.
“Gray, come on. It’s a nightmare. Wake up,” I say again, shaking his shoulder. He physically recoils from my touch, so I jerk my hand away. 
“What’s wrong?” Evie asks, running into the room. She walks slowly to the bed. “Gray, baby. You have to wake up; it’s not real.” He seems to relax at the sound of her voice, then starts thrashing again.  
“Gray,” I say louder, sitting on the side of the bed. “Big guy!” 
Gray shoots out of bed, wraps a big hand around my throat, and slams me down under him. He squeezes so hard it’s starting to crush my windpipe. 
“Oh god! Gray! No!” Evie cries.
“Stop,” I wheeze when she reaches for him. His eyes are glazed over, still stuck in whatever nightmare he’s in. And it would kill him if he accidentally hurt her. “Gray, it’s Mateo,” I squeeze out past his hold. Black spots are dancing in my vision, the pressure on my throat getting tighter. I can get out of the hold, but I don’t want to do anything to hurt or scare him even worse than whatever this nightmare is doing. 
“Mateo,” Evie says, crying harder. 
“Gray, man. You have to let go,” I beg, pulling at his hand. I am seconds away from passing out.
Finally, his face starts to clear, and when he sees my face and where his hand is at, he pulls back like I burned him. “Fuck, baby boy. I’m sorry,” he says gruffly, sitting back on his heels, looking lost.
“I’m good,” I croak, sucking in air. 
Evie wraps her arms around his neck, tears streaming down her face. He wilts against her, all the fight leaving his body at once. We get him situated on the bed between us, with me pressing against his back. He lays his hand on my thigh and squeezes. 
“Do you want to talk about it?” Evie asks softly, running her hand down his face. He shakes his head, and she kisses his forehead. “I don’t want to push you, but it will help to talk about it. We’re here for you, baby.”
“I can’t,” he mumbles. “I know you’re here, but I fucking can’t,” he says raggedly. I throw my arm around his waist and hook my hand on Evie’s hip, pulling them closer together. 
“We get it,” I assure him. “But we’ve all been through some shit. You won’t get any judgement from us.” I knew something else had happened in Gray’s past besides losing the twins and his time as the Reaper, but I never pushed. Maybe I should have. It broke my goddamn heart when I walked into this room, knowing he was locked in his head. 
I take a breath and decide I’ll tell him something about my past that might help him open up. “When I was six, my father locked me in a closet overnight because I accidentally dropped a plate and broke it, then beat me the next morning.” Sadly, that wasn’t even the worst thing he ever did to me. A therapist would have a fucking field day with any of us in this house. I’m not telling him this to take away from what he went through. I just need him to know I will be here for him. 
Evie’s hand stretches across Gray to lie on my arm. Gray takes a shuddering breath and I brace myself. 
“My mom started to pimp me out to a guy when I was nine.” Holy shit. That is not what I was expecting him to say. So much made sense now, like his need to dominate me in bed. He wanted to have the control. “That lasted until I was fifteen. When I started to get bigger than him, he didn’t want me anymore. When I was seventeen, I tried to kill him. He’s the one that killed the twins.” Gray’s strangled sob echoes through the room. “Because of me. I couldn’t let it go and went after him.”
I didn’t have to ask what that meant. This asshole was Gray’s first kill after he got out of the Marines. That much is obvious. Word circled through our world about the elusive killer that took people out at a high price. No one had a clue who he was because Gray was that damn good. I found out one day when I was talking to him at Micah’s after he’d been working there for months. He told me he didn’t kill just to kill. He would get a name and do his research. If he felt they deserved it, he would accept payment and do the job he was paid to do. 
“Gray,” Evie says softly. “I still believe the twins are alive. We’ve been looking into it.” 
“What?” Gray barks, sitting up between us. “I told you I didn’t want to look anymore.” 
“You aren’t,” Evie soothes. “Hart and I have been. Holden….” 
“You told Holden?!” Gray slides out from between us. As soon as his feet hit the floor at the foot of the bed, he whirls around. He doesn’t look thankful; he looks pissed. Evie doesn’t look scared, so I sit back and let her handle this. I will step in if I need to.
“I only told him the names, and that we were helping someone, Gray.” Evie gets up and walks to him. “He found Stella. We think she’s the one that helped the girls go into hiding. More and more signs are pointing to that.” Evie sighs. “I have something for you.” 
Evie slips from the room, and Gray turns narrowed eyes on me. I hold my hands up. “I didn’t know anything about this, but I think you should hear her out.” 
“I didn’t want anyone to fucking know!” 
“You have to trust us, Gray. Let us help you.” 
“I do trust you….”
I shake my head. “You may trust us with some things, but you didn’t trust us with this. I get it, I’m not mad. But eventually you have to let us in.” 
Evie walks back into the room and holds out a USB drive to Gray. When he doesn’t take it, she grabs his hand, lays it in his palm, and folds his fingers around it. “What he’s found is on that drive, and he seemed excited about it. We haven’t looked at it because I felt like you should. I was going to tell you, I just didn’t know how.” Still holding his hand, she goes to her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “When you’re ready, we’re here to help you.”  
Evie smiles softly and leaves the room. 
And leaves the decision on whether Gray wants to find his sisters in his hands. 
[image: image-placeholder]“What the fuck happened to your throat?” Hart demands, turning my head to look at the bruises. 
“Gray. It’s a long story.” 
He pulls me to sit beside him on the weight bench. “Start talking.” 
“He had a hell of a nightmare and thought I was someone else. It’s not a big deal.”
“The fuck it isn’t,” he argues. “What if he did that to Evie?” 
I shake my head. “It was because I was a man, I think.” 
Hartley sighs. “I’m not going to push you for information, but that’s not fucking good, Mateo. What happens when he has one of those nightmares and doesn’t come out of it? He could have fucking killed you.” 
“I can take care of myself. I could have gotten out, but I didn’t want to hurt him. You don’t think I know basic maneuvers to get out of a chokehold?”
“I know you do.” Hartley rakes his fingers through his hair. “Fuck, that just looks really bad.” It does. I have fingerprint bruising across my throat that fit Gray’s hand perfectly.
“He knows about the investigation. Evie told him this morning.” 
“I figured she would. We didn’t want to go behind his back, but something was screaming at me that they were still out there.” 
“I know you didn’t, and I’m sure he does, too. He’s been staring at the USB drive for hours. He’s going to need all of us to get through this.”
My phone rings, and I see Holden’s name flash across the screen. 
“What’s up, man?” I answer, flipping it to the speakerphone. 
“I know who your mystery man is.” 
“No shit. Who?” 
“I’m sending you a file right now. Micah was right. Something is off.” 
I click on the message and tap the file to let it load. “Tell me what I’m looking at.” 
“That’s all I could find on him. I finally got a hit on facial recognition and ran it. He didn’t exist until three years ago. His name is Axel Norris. It’s probably a fake name, but it’s all I’ve gotten so far.” 
“What the fuck?” Hartley mutters, looking at my phone. “That reeks of law enforcement.” 
“That’s what I thought. Someone turned him into a ghost, then reinvented him. Zane thinks FBI.”
“Goddamnit, that’s not good. You think the FBI infiltrated the Bulls?” I ask. This is fucked. That will bring a lot of heat down on us if they start putting the pieces together that Evie was tied to the Bulls, and then they mysteriously started dying. 
“Aaron had so many open investigations against him, I lost fucking count. It would make sense that they would. Aaron dying gave them access to take over. I’m combing back through the other members now to see if anything else stands out.” 
“Thanks, man.”
“Yep. Let you know when I have more.” 
The phone disconnects, and I drop my head. “Fucking FBI? No wonder he hauled ass when we opened fire.” 
“We need to find him.” 
“Let’s tell the others.” I sigh and stand up. I send out a quick text to the group chat. 
Mateo: Family meeting. Dining room.
I knew everyone was home since Evander and I had just got back from meetings an hour ago, and Micah rolled in right behind us. Hartley and I step into the dining room, and everyone is there waiting for us. I sit between Evie and Gray, and tell them what Holden just found out. 
“FBI? Shit,” Micah sighs. 
“Are they coming for you guys?” Evie asks, worried. 
I grab her hand and kiss her knuckles. “We always have someone breathing down our neck, buttercup. It just means we need to be more careful.”
“There’s a chance they will approach you,” Van explains to Evie. “You need to be prepared.” 
“Why would they approach me?” 
“You are with us now, la mia stella. And you have a connection with the Bulls. The killings in Fairview will start looking really fucking suspicious if they are smart enough to put it together.” 
“I wouldn’t ever tell them anything!” Evie says, looking around the table. 
“We know that, princess. We just want you to be aware just in case you are questioned.” 
“They’ve had plenty of time to connect her with them and us,” Van muses. “It won’t be long.” 
Micah nods. “Everyone needs to be careful. Watch what you’re doing in the public eye. Keep a close eye on your associates. We don’t know who they can flip. I’ll give Ghost and Caden the heads up. We need to remember my mother is still out there, too.” After word spread that Aaron was dead, that bitch fell off the map. We have no clue if she knew we found those trackers in the house, and it led back to her. And it isn’t for lack of trying that we can’t find her. Eventually, she will fuck up. I just don’t know what Micah will do when we find her.
“I’ll let Alexey and Dmitri know,” Van adds. This isn’t something we haven’t dealt with before. But we need to protect Evie now. No way will she go down for something we did. 
“What do I say?” Evie asks. “I’m not sure what to do here.” 
“Tell them nothing. You can admit to knowing us in whatever capacity you want to,” Micah explains. “But don’t tell them anything else. Never offer up information.” 
“You’re mine,” Evie says adamantly, making us all smile. “I won’t deny that.” 
“That’s up to you, pequena reina. You just need to remember what that involves.” 
“I do.” Evie shrugs. “I’m not ashamed of the men you are.” 
“I love you,” I say, kissing her cheek. 
She smiles. “I love you, too.” She looks around the table again. “While I have you guys here, I want to talk to you about something.” I squeeze her hand in encouragement, already knowing where this is going. 
“You have the table, la mia stella.” 
Evie takes a breath. “I want to go back to school.” 
Micah raises a brow. “Okay. We’ll support you in anything you want to do.” 
“I need to make my own money. I truly appreciate everything you guys do for me, but I want to feel like I give something to this relationship.” She holds up a hand when all mouths open for that argument. “I know I do in some ways. But I want to contribute to this family.” 
“What is it you want to do, princess?” Hartley asks with a smile. Since they grew up together, I bet he already knew. 
“Interior design. I’ve already looked at some online programs.” 
I see Micah’s lip twitch and know he’s already thinking about the fact she’ll be designing her own house. She could use that to promote herself after she finishes school. It is perfect. 
“Sign up for whatever you want to, buttercup.” 
Her answering smile is blinding. I bet that smile is just as big when we show her our house.




Chapter 16







Gray


I’ve spent nine years thinking my sisters are dead, blaming myself for their deaths. Now I have evidence that might prove otherwise, and I can’t bring myself to look at it. I stared at it until I couldn’t take it anymore and shoved it in my pocket. Even now, I feel like it is calling out to me like a beacon.     
I look around the table where everyone is having dinner, laughing, enjoying their time together. I love these people, and it is time to let them in. No matter how fucking terrifying that is. Mateo proved this morning that there was no judgement about what happened to me. I couldn’t get his face out of my mind when I snapped out that nightmare, and I was literally squeezing the life from him. Even after that, he was there for me. Proving to me once again, there is a reason he is my baby boy. 
And Evie? Jesus Christ. I want to be mad that she looked without my permission, but it is too fucking sweet that she cares that damn much to be mad. 
I sit my fork down and clear my throat. Everyone looks my way, and I just let the story spill. Every damn detail that they need to know. By the end of it, I am so damn drained that I want to sleep for fucking days. But sleep isn’t happening for me. 
“I want to find them,” I say when I’m done. 
“Then we find them,” Micah says simply. “You tell us what you need.” And just like that, they’re in. Micah could tell I didn’t want the ‘I’m sorry’ or any other platitudes. He knew I just wanted results. 
“I need to look at the USB drive Evie got for me.” I smile at her, letting her know I wasn’t mad anymore. She smiles back, and I can feel my shoulders relax.
Micah nods. “You want us there, or do you want privacy?” 
Mateo squeezes my leg under the table in encouragement. “I’d like if you were there.” 
“Done,” Van says. “We can put it up on the screen in Micah’s office.”
We go back to eating, and for once, the food doesn’t feel like a steel weight in my stomach. I should have reached out to them sooner, but I wasn’t wired that way. I was raised not to need anything because I sure as fuck wouldn’t get it, anyway. 
After dinner, I clean the table and load the dishwasher to give myself something to do to get my head on straight. I feel arms slide around my waist from behind, and I close my eyes. 
“Baby boy,” I whisper. If it wasn’t for Mateo, I would have slipped into that dark place more than once. Now I have him, Evie, and a real family. People who’ve shown me I wasn’t ever alone. 
“I’m proud of you, Gray.” 
I turn around and cage him against the counter with my arms, his hands land on my hips. My mouth finds his, and he kisses me back without hesitation. He isn’t disgusted or ashamed of what had happened to me. He is still the same Mateo, and I need to make sure he knows how much I fucking appreciate him. 
I pull back and lay my forehead against his. “I love you.” Mateo’s breath catches, and I look into his eyes. “I have for a long time, baby boy.” 
“Fuck, Gray,” Mateo says gruffly. “I love you, too.”
I kiss him again, this time pushing all my feelings that I couldn’t say out loud into it. We stay locked in that kiss until we’re both panting for breath. I step back. “I’m ready.” 
Mateo nods, grabs my hand, and leads me to Micah’s office. They already have everything set up on the big screen. All I have to do was plug in the drive. 
I sit down in the chair in the center with Mateo and Evie on each side. Hartley, Van, and Micah take up the other chairs, offering their support. 
“You can do this,” Evie says with a smile. 
I roll my shoulders back, dig the USB from my pocket, and plug it in. Three files pop up, all labeled with dates. I click the first one. 
I scroll through information, which is basically what Hartley and I had already found, just a little more in depth. The next one has redacted police files, death certificates, and anything to deal with that day. 
The last is full of pictures of the twins mostly taken from yearbook photos or pictures from school. Some looked like they were taken with a camera at a distance.
“Was someone following them?” Mateo asks, sitting up in his chair. 
“It looks that way,” Micah answers. 
I click on the last picture, and the world stops spinning. “Oh my god,” Evie gasps. They are older than nine in the picture. Possibly thirteen or fourteen. “That’s them, Gray.” 
There is no mistaking the wide smiles and hazel eyes that match mine. It looked like they were out with friends, and the photo was taken with the same camera as the other ones. Something with a long telescope lens, and clearer than the first ones. Holy shit. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t speak. Are they really alive? The excitement in the room was palpable. 
Micah dials someone and it goes straight to voicemail. He dials again, and Les’ voice filters through. 
“Where’s Holden? I tried to call him.” 
“He’s with Ryder and Zane somewhere. What’s up?” Les answers. 
“What do you know about this USB drive?” Micah looks at me and I nod. “We’re all here.” 
“Did you look at it, Gray?” Les says softly. 
“I did,” I croak, not looking away from Tessa and Torri on the screen. 
“We don’t know details, but Gray, they’re alive. Holden thinks your lead is going to be with Stella. He’s found more since then that you’re more than welcome to look at, but he figured what you had was proof enough. From what he saw, he thinks someone was following them, and the apartment fire might have given them a way to make them disappear because they weren’t with your mom when they supposedly died. Child protective services finally stepped in and removed them from the home right before that. The picture of them a little older was the last one we found, so I’m thinking they had to be moved again. There’s been nothing since, but they’re still out there, and we’re still looking.” 
“Holy shit,” I breathe. I feel hands on my shoulders and know it’s Hartley. He squeezes them and leaves his hands resting there. Evie and Mateo each grab a hand, and I hold on for dear life. 
“The jet is gassed up and waiting for you whenever you’re ready to go to Tennessee. Stella still lives in the area. And if you need assistance, we’re there,” Les continues. 
“Thank you, Les,” I say raggedly. I have a torrent of emotions rolling through me. 
“No thanks needed. This is what family does.” 
“We’ll call you back, shithead. Love you,” Micah says. 
“Love you, too.” 
The phone disconnects, and silence descends on the room. We are all just staring at the picture of the two girls I thought were dead for nine goddamn years. 
“They’re alive,” I finally say aloud. The moment the words leave my mouth, I feel the rightness of it. 
It is time to find my sisters. 
[image: image-placeholder]We decided that I would go to Tennessee with Evie, Mateo, and Hartley. Micah and Van were going to stay back in Abbs Valley to keep trying to track this FBI agent. We flew out early this morning and had just touched down. Just like Micah said, there was an SUV sitting at the airstrip waiting for us. 
Hartley slides into the driver’s seat with Evie sitting with him. Mateo and I get into the back. 
Mateo pats my leg. “Call her,” he encourages. Evie gave me the number that she had for Stella, and I wanted to wait until we touched down before I called her. 
I pull out my phone and dial before I can change my mind. 
“Hello?” 
“Is this Stella Graves?” I ask. 
“Who wants to know?” 
I swallow the lump in my throat. “It’s Grayson. Grayson Dixon.” 
“Grayson?” she gasps. “How do I know this is you?” 
“You showed me how to cook when I was five after I almost caught the apartment on fire.” 
“Oh my god,” Stella cries. “I thought you were dead.” 
“No ma’am. It’s a long story. I’d like to talk to you.” 
“Of course! When?” 
“I’m in Tennessee. So now?” 
She rattles off an address. “It’s a coffee shop. I’ll meet you there.” Smart not meeting me in private. 
“Thank you, Stella.” 
“I can’t wait to see you.” 
The phone disconnects, and all eyes are on me. “She’s meeting me now.” I give Hartley the address, and he nods, already moving. Evie plugs the address into the GPS and turns in her seat to face me. 
“What do you need us to do?” She asks. 
“I don’t want to overwhelm her.” I run my hand over my buzzed hair. “I’d like to meet with her alone first.” 
“Whatever you need, big guy. We’ll be right outside,” Mateo says with a soft smile.
We drive the fifteen minutes to the little coffee shop, not even five minutes from where I used to live. I stare at it for the longest time when Hartley shifts into park. When I catch sight of Stella through the window, I know it’s time. 
I kiss Mateo and Evie. Hartley pulls my forehead against his before I can pull back. “You got this, brother.” Brother. 
Swallowing the emotion, I nod. As soon as I step out on the sidewalk, a chill rolls down my spine. I fucking hate it here. 
The door jingles when I open it, and I head straight for Stella. She hasn’t changed much since I last saw her. Her hair is still blonde, and her eyes are still the clear kind deep brown that I remember. She couldn’t be any more than forty given how young she was when I met her.
“Stella?” I say softly. She looks up from the menu, and I see the moment she puts me with the scrawny kid she remembers. 
“Gray?” She jumps from her chair, wrapping me in her arms. “You’ve gotten so big!” she laughs. 
I hug her back, remembering every nice thing she ever did for me. “Yes ma’am.” 
She pulls back with a smile. “Sit.” She gestures to the other side of the booth. We both slide into it, and she grabs my hands. “I thought for sure you were dead when I didn’t see you again.” 
“I enlisted in the Marines after….” I take a breath. “After the fire.” 
“Is that why you’re here?” Stella pulls her hands back and tucks them into her lap. “I can’t tell you anything.” 
“Stella, if you know something about the twins. I need you to tell me.” 
“I can’t tell you anything.” I don’t miss the emphasis on the word tell. 
“Are you in danger?” I ask quietly. 
She shakes her head, but her eyes shift. “Like I said, I can’t tell you anything. They died in that fire.” My heart plummets because she’s hiding something from me. She doesn’t know that I have proof that they weren’t in that apartment. Why would she lie to me?
“I’m sorry, Gray.”




Chapter 17







Hartley


We watch as Gray exits the coffee shop, opening the door with such force that I’m surprised he didn’t rip it off. He gets in the SUV and slams the door. No one says anything, just giving him a chance to get out whatever has him looking forty shades of crazy.     
“She’s lying to me,” Gray grits out. 
Evie frowns, turning in the seat. “What do you mean?” 
“She said they were in that fire. We know they weren’t.” 
“Maybe she’s still protecting them,” Mateo soothes. “Let’s go to the hotel and see what we can figure out.” 
Gray jerks a nod, and I shift into drive. Evie takes my hand that’s laying on the gearshift. I kiss the back of her hand and lay our linked hands on my thigh. 
The drive to the hotel is short, but I can feel the anger rolling off Gray in waves. Even Mateo doesn’t say anything the whole time. The tension is thick as fuck in the car, and if Gray doesn’t let off some steam, he is going to explode. 
Mateo goes to check us in when we get there, and I find a spot to park. With Evie’s hand in mine, and Gray seething at my back, we go to our room. Gray immediately goes to the attached balcony, slamming the door behind him. 
“I’m worried about him,” Evie says, chewing her lip. I reach over and gently tug it from her teeth.
“He’ll be fine. We just need to give him time to calm down.” I lead her to the couch in the sitting room and pull her into my side. Mateo flops on my other side, his thigh pressed right against mine. 
“Do you really think she’s still protecting them?” Evie asks. 
“I don’t know.” Mateo sighs, leaning his head back on the couch to stare at the ceiling. “She had to have known why Gray wanted to talk to her.” 
“What if we brought him here for nothing?” Evie asks. “He said he never wanted to come back here, and we brought him here filled with hope.” 
I look through the glass door at Gray’s tense shoulders. “He knew we might not get the answers he wanted today.” 
No one says anything else for a good thirty minutes. When someone knocks at the door, Mateo and I go into high alert. “Expecting someone?” Mateo asks, jumping to his feet and pulling a Glock from his holster. 
“Nope,” I reply, doing the same. 
We creep to the door, and I look through the peephole. A kid no more than sixteen or seventeen is standing there, not looking the least bit nervous. Mateo nods and positions himself out of sight but where he could still get a shot off. 
I pull the door open and the kid smiles. “Chinese delivery!” 
“We didn’t order anything,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest. His smile flickers and I almost feel bad. 
“It’s this address. Are you sure?” He doesn’t look like he is lying, so I take the bag. 
“Thanks,” I reply. The kid grins and strides down the hallway. He didn’t give me assassin vibes, so I figured we were safe. 
“What do you think it is?” Mateo asks, tucking his gun away. I shrug and open it. Tucked beside the food is a note addressed to Gray and another USB drive. “I’ll get Gray.” 
While he does that, I go back to Evie and explain what I had. “Do you think Stella sent it?”
“Who else would know Gray was here? It has to be her.” I grab my laptop bag, pull my laptop out and get it turned on. 
Gray walks in with Mateo and sits in the chair. I hand him the note. 
“Grayson. I said I couldn’t tell you anything. That doesn’t mean I can’t show you. The girls aren’t safe, and I’m being watched. Everything you need to know is on that flash drive. Stella,” Gray reads aloud. “That’s why she wouldn’t tell me anything.”
I wiggle the drive. “You want to see what she was hiding?” Gray nods, so I plug it in. It’s the same police files that we have, but these aren’t redacted. From the looks of it, the girls were being stalked, and all the complaints from Stella finally got them removed from the home. Into her care. 
“She had them?” Gray says, sitting up. “She lived in the same building.” 
I click a couple more and shake my head. “She moved to the place she’s at now.” 
“Who was fucking stalking them?” Mateo asks. 
“Does the name Philip Brooks mean anything to you?” I ask Gray, still scrolling through the file. 
“That was one of my mom’s guys.”
“Around the time she got pregnant with the girls?” 
Gray’s brows furrow. “Yeah.” 
“Their father was stalking them.” I close out of that file and type his name into Holden’s database. I refine the search, and our answer is staring right at me. He has a rap sheet longer than my arm. None of it was good. “Stella must have set it into motion, then the fire happened. It would’ve been the perfect cover, except he must have found them again.” 
“Gray,” Evie gasps, pulling pictures from inside of the Chinese food container. “Look.” 
She hands it to him, and he drops his head into his hands. Mateo gently plucks it from his fingers, and it’s a very recent picture of the twins. 
“Does this mean what I think?” Mateo asks, staring at the picture. 
“It means we have proof they’re alive. Now all we have to do is find them.” 
Gray looks up with a huge smile splitting his face and tears in his eyes. Mateo jumps from the couch and straddles Gray. He squeezes his neck so tight I’m surprised Gray’s head doesn’t pop off. Evie giggles and joins the hug. 
“Come on, Hart. Don’t be a bitch,” Mateo says when I don’t move. 
With a roll of my eyes, I join the group hug.  
[image: image-placeholder]We decided to celebrate after sending all the new information to Holden so he could expand his search. Mateo cracked open a bottle of champagne, and we’ve been sitting around sipping it. Gray seemed much lighter since we got the news, the lightest I’ve ever seen him. He has Evie tucked into his lap, rubbing his nose on her neck. 
“I think I know of a better way to celebrate,” Gray says, sitting his glass down and taking Evie’s. 
“How’s that?” Evie asks breathlessly, already picking up on the change of his voice. 
“I think I owe you something as a thank you.” 
“You don’t owe me anything….” He cuts off her reply with a heated kiss, and Mateo looks at me with a raised brow. We both know what is about to happen. 
“Strip for us, angel,” he murmurs against her lips. Evie’s cheeks flush, and her breathing speeds up. 
He helps her stand, and she slowly pulls her shirt over her head, revealing a black lacy bra that does great things to her breasts. She pops the button on her jeans with a smile and shimmies out of them. Her panties match, and they are a goddamn thong. 
“Holy shit, buttercup,” Mateo says hoarsely. 
I scrub a hand down my face and adjust my hips. 
“I bought them the other day. You like?” Evie says, twisting her hips from side to side. I love that she feels so comfortable around us now. I can still see the insecurity creeping up sometimes, but she fights against it, knowing that we love everything about her and her body. 
“We love it, angel.” Gray tugs her hand, so she walks closer. “You want this?” 
“Yes,” she breathes, knowing what he’s asking. 
“Good,” Gray growls, standing from the chair. He scoops her up in his arms and strides toward the bedroom, her laughing the entire way. “Come on!” Gray calls out to us, and we follow without hesitation. 
Gray lays Evie down on the center of the bed and pulls her panties from her legs. “As sexy as you look in these, I need to see this pussy.” He tosses them behind him, jerks his shirt off, and lies beside her. “Sit on my face, angel.” 
Evie freezes and looks at him like he’s insane. “I’ll smother you, Gray.” 
“What better way to go?” Mateo says with a laugh. He reaches down and hauls her to her knees by her hands. “Gray’s a big guy, buttercup.” He smacks her on the ass, making her bite her lip. “Now, do what the man said.” 
Mateo helps Evie get situated, and Gray doesn’t give her a chance to back out. He locks his arms around her thighs and jerks her pussy down to his mouth. Evie’s hands slap the headboard, her fingers curling around the top. 
Mateo and I crawl on the bed on either side of them. I pop the front clasp of her bra, and she helps shrug out of it, chest already heaving. We bend down at the same time and suck her nipples into our mouths. 
“Oh god,” Evie moans. She wraps her arms around our necks, pulling us closer. “Gray,” she groans. 
“When I said ride it, I meant it. Now, ride my fucking face,” Gray says, yanking her closer. 
“Fuck!” Evie screams. Using her hold on us, she starts rocking her hips, and Gray’s groan echoes through the room. 
“There you go, buttercup,” Mateo encourages, before sealing his mouth over hers in a quick kiss. “Soak his face. You hear him? He loves being buried between those pretty thighs.” 
I let her nipple go with a wet pop. “Fuck, Mateo.” I am so turned from hearing what he is saying to her, and the whimpering moaning noises Evie is making, that I am throbbing behind my zipper. 
“Gray,” Evie pants, grinding down. “I’m going to come.” 
“Let it go, princess.”
Mateo reaches over and pinches her nipple, tugging. Her fingernails bite into my shoulder. “GRAY!” Her release hits her hard, making her head drop back on her shoulders, and her back bow. 
Gray slides her to his chest with a grin. His face is glistening with her release, and he looks damn pleased with himself. “I love when you scream my name, angel.” 
Evie giggles breathlessly. “Holy shit.”
“What’s next, big guy? This is your show,” Mateo asks, still plucking at Evie’s nipple. 
“I want to watch Hart fuck you,” Gray answers, and the room freezes. He wants to what? “While I fuck her.” 
Mateo’s eyes flash with heat when he looks at me, and I know he wants this as bad as I do. We’ve avoided this for over a month. Gray is making sure we don’t anymore. 
“Oh,” Evie breathes. “I think that’s a great idea.” 
I chuckle. “Of course you do, you dirty ass woman.” 
She grins at me and slides off Gray so he can sit up. He leads her off the bed, yanks his pants and boxers off, and sits down in the chair facing the bed. Evie gets situated on his lap, facing us, his cock resting against her pussy. She wraps a hand around him and strokes hard. 
Mateo and I slowly look at each other. We meet in the middle in a brutal kiss, tearing at each other’s clothes. When I have him completely bare, I shove him to his back across the bed so they can still see, and slide my naked cock against his. 
“Do you know how bad I’ve wanted this?” I whisper. 
Mateo bucks his hips. “Probably not as bad as me.”
“We’ll agree to disagree on that.” 
“Goddamnit, how did I forget about all that metal in your dick?”
I bark a laugh. “It feels good. Just ask Evie.”
“It does,” Evie moans. 
I flash Mateo a cocky grin and start kissing down his chest. I take my time when I get beside his stitches, thankful that he is still here. When I get to his cock, it’s already weeping from the slit. I palm it and lick from base to tip. 
“Fuck, Hart,” Mateo groans, hands bunching in the sheets. I close my mouth around the head, getting my first taste of him. 
Working my hand around the base, I work my way down his long length until he bumps my throat. Relaxing, I move my hand and let him slide inside. 
“Shit,” Mateo grunts, his hips bucking, his hands flying to my head. I swallow around the head, and he starts fucking my mouth from the bottom. I am already addicted, and I’ve only gotten a small taste. 
“Oh god,” I hear Evie moan and look at her. Her eyes are zeroed in on us with Gray’s fingers buried in her pussy. I look back at Mateo, and his eyes are focused on my mouth. 
“Hart,” Mateo pants. “Fuck me.” 
I groan against the head, already imagining what he’s going to feel like. I let his cock slide free, and Mateo pounces. We hit the bed with a bounce, and his lips are already moving down my chest and abs. He doesn’t waste time, sucking my cock into his mouth, sucking me hard. 
“Goddamn, Tay,” I groan. He’s working his mouth fast while twisting his hand around the base.
“He can suck dick, can’t he?” Gray asks. 
“Yes,” I hiss, sinking my fingers into his thick hair. I tighten my fist and pull him up. He lets my cock go with a wet pop and a grin. He jumps from the bed, digging through his bag. I sit up to watch his tight ass. He turns around, brandishing a bottle of lube.
He shrugs. “Never hurts to be prepared.”
“You’re right about that,” I agree. I drag him back onto the bed when he gets closer and on his back. “I have to make sure you can take my cock,” I say, grabbing the lube. Mateo watches while I squirt it onto my fingers, and his thighs fall apart for me. As soon as my fingers make contact with his back hole, he shudders. Kissing his neck, I slide two fingers inside of him. 
“Fuck,” Mateo moans, moving his head to give me better access to his neck. 
Pumping my fingers in and out and scissoring them apart, I make sure he’s ready for a pierced cock. I don’t want to hurt him. I want him to love this as much as I am going to. 
“Hart, please,” Mateo groans, moving his hips to fuck himself on to my fingers. 
“Ride him,” Gray demands, making Mateo groan again. “Hart, lean against the headboard so he can ride your cock. I want to see his cock bouncing.” 
I slowly pull my fingers free, kiss him one more time, and move to where Gray wants us. Mateo hands me the lube. I squirt it directly on my cock and massage it in. 
“I’m scared, buttercup,” Mateo jokes, turning around. 
Her body is completely flushed, and she’s squirming all over Gray’s lap. “They feel good. I promise.” 
Mateo scoots back over my legs until my cock is right behind him. I take a breath and line up. With a hand on his hip, I urge him to push down. The head of my cock pops past the resistance, and Mateo shudders from head to toe. He slowly slides the rest of the way, and I can feel every barbell on the Jacob’s Ladder bump inside of him. 
“Oh shit,” Mateo breathes when I’m fully inside of him. 
“Ride him, baby boy. Let me see,” Gray says, getting Evie situated to ride his cock like Mateo is riding mine. 
Mateo leans back so his hands are braced on the bed and plants his feet beside my legs. I wrap my hands around his hips, and a groan rips out of me when he moves. He feels even better than I imagined. 
“Fuck, you weren’t lying. He does feel good,” Mateo groans. 
He starts moving faster, and I can see his cock bobbing, smacking his abs each time he moves. 
“Damn, you feel amazing, Tay.” I pant, massaging his hips with my hands. 
Mateo moans low and swivels his hips, making me moan in response. I let my hands wander from his hips, up his abs, and chest. I reach around and wrap a fist around his bouncing cock and squeeze. 
“Fuck, Hart,” Mateo grunts, his ass tightening up on me. 
I stroke him in time with my thrusts, savoring how his ass clenches down on me. I look around Mateo’s shoulder and watch Evie bounce on Gray’s cock. Her eyes are focused on us, but they are glazed over with lust. I twist my hand around the head of Mateo’s cock, collecting the pre-cum leaking from the tip, and him and Evie moan at the same time. 
“You want to suck that big cock, angel?” 
Evie moans long and loud, riding Gray faster. “Yes.” 
“Go suck it while I fuck you.” 
He helps her to her feet, and she climbs up the bed looking like a fucking sex goddess. She grabs Mateo’s bobbing cock from me and slides her mouth down. Gray gets behind her, lines up, and slams his hips forward. 
“Fuck, fuck,” Mateo chants, fucking her mouth and my cock. 
“You want to have some more fun, angel?” Evie nods. “Good. Stop sucking when I tell you to.” She keeps sucking until Mateo is panting. “Stop.” 
She lets him go with a wet pop. “What are you doing?” she asks. 
“Edging him,” Gray grins. 
“Shit,” Mateo groans. “Why do you hate me?” 
“You fucking love it,” Gray answers, still sliding in and out of Evie at a slow pace. “You come last.”
“Buttercup?” Mateo pleads. I flex my hips up, and he dissolves on to my chest with a groan. 
“Suck,” Gray demands, and Evie’s mouth closes over Mateo again, working him fast. Mateo’s breathing is harsh, his body starting to shake. “Stop.” 
Gray slides his hand under her, rubbing her clit. “Come on my cock, then suck him again.” He starts fucking her harder, and she shatters with a scream. 
She reaches for Mateo’s throbbing cock, eyes glassed over, lost in her lust. I’ve never been into edging, but I remember Mateo saying something at New Vision that he’s done it before. It sounds like it’s something he and Gray have done since then. 
Gray makes Evie come two more times, each time edging Mateo in between. His cock is throbbing and twitching, his asshole flexing on my cock. I wasn’t going to last much longer. 
When Gray tells Evie to stop, Mateo resumes riding my cock, working himself up even higher. 
“Look at that sexy, leaking dick. You did that to him, angel.” 
Evie moans and pushes back against Gray. His palm cracks the side of her ass hard. “Stop moving.” She lets out a shuddering moan, and Gray looks at us in surprise. “You like my hand on your ass?” 
“Yes.” 
“Hm. We’re going to explore that later. Suck his cock.” 
Mateo collapses against my chest, shaking, whimpering, and begging. It is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard. “You like that, Tay?” 
“Yes. Fuck!” he yells when Evie slides him into her throat. He is getting closer and closer to coming each time. 
Gray slaps Evie’s ass. “Stop.”  
“Please, Gray, please,” Mateo moans. 
“Please what, baby boy?” 
“Let me come, please.” 
“Make Hart come,” Gray demands.
Mateo lifts his hips and slams them down, making my cock jump inside of him. “Yeah, just like that, Tay,” I encourage. “Fuck yeah, ride me.” 
I start lifting my hips to meet his thrusts so hard I’m afraid I’m going to hurt him, but Mateo keeps making these moaning noises in the back of his throat letting me know he loves it. I know in this moment that I want more of this, more of him. 
Gray starts slamming into Evie with purpose, rubbing her clit in tight circles. “Suck his cock, angel. We’ll come together.” 
“Buttercup,” Mateo moans. 
My release blazes down my spine, and I jerk Mateo down so I’m buried inside of him, letting go with a groan. “Mateo.” 
Evie screams around Mateo’s cock, and Gray’s thrusts stutter. He comes with a long groan, his fingers tightening up on her hips. 
“Hart,” Mateo moans raggedly. “Buttercup.” His body starts twitching, and he comes with a shout, buried in her throat. 
“Shit,” I grunt when he tightens up on my cock still inside of him. 
I rub my hands down Mateo’s sides, bringing him down from his release. It was intense as fuck. 
Gray slides from Evie with a groan, and her head lifts up. “I’m so hungry now,” she says.
I lift Mateo to slide free but keep my arms around his waist so he relaxes against me. “Me too.”
“Me three,” Gray agrees. 
Mateo holds up four fingers, making us all laugh. 
Mateo snuggles into my chest, and it’s like the last piece just slotted into place.
This family is mine, and I dare anyone to come between us. 




Chapter 18







Micah


While Evie and the others are in Tennessee, Van and I decide to see if we can pick up a tail. If the new guy in the Bulls  is FBI, then they would have figured it out by now. At least about our connection to Evie. They could blame us for the killings, but with no proof, there isn’t shit they can do about it.    
We took two different cars and drove in different directions. So far I haven't seen anything. I was about to call it a day when my phone rings. I press the button on the steering wheel to answer. 
“Hey, amore mio.” 
“Simple black sedan. Been following me for fifteen minutes.” 
“Where?” 
“Two twenty-two. I’m getting ready to pass Rocco’s then I’ll swing back onto the highway.” 
“I’m right there. I can come in behind them, make them nervous.” 
Van chuckles. “You love this shit, mi rey.”
“Being followed by the FBI? No. Fucking with them? Yes.” I laugh and swing my Ferrari to the shoulder, right where Van should enter the highway.
“Coming your way,” Van says, and I see his BMW Alpina coming up the ramp with the black sedan about three car lengths behind. 
I stomp the gas and whip the car back onto the highway, ignoring the blowing horns, and ride right onto the bumper. “Go to Concrete Row. I’ll have a surprise waiting for him.” 
Van laughs, and the call disconnects. He loves this too, no matter how much he tries to deny it. 
I press the button on the steering wheel and tell the car to dial Ghost. 
“What’s up?” he answers on the second ring. 
“Want to fuck with our new FBI friend?” 
“Oh, fuck yeah,” Ghost chuckles. “What do you need us to do?” 
“He’s tailing Van, and I’m tailing him. I need you to set up a block so we can box him in.” 
“Come down toward the bar. I got something for his ass.” 
I disconnect the call and dial Van. 
“Go to Ghost’s bar,” I say as soon as the call connects.
“You got it,” Van chuckles. 
If these assholes think we are going to back down without a fight, they obviously have no idea who they are getting mixed up with. It’s not the first time we’ve scared off law enforcement. 
Van takes the exit leading to Concrete Row, and the sedan follows. I back off when I take the exit so the driver of the sedan doesn’t get nervous. They are dumb enough as it is just going into gang territory. 
Just as Ghost said, they are waiting when we get close. He has cars lined across the street. Van slams on the brakes, and I get as close as I can to the back of the sedan. Caden’s black Mustang comes in from the passenger side, and a vintage dark blue Chevrolet Chevelle on the driver’s side. They have nowhere to go now. 
Van and I jump out of our cars at the same time. Van leans casually against the car's driver’s side fender, hand sitting on the butt of his Glock. I knock on the window, waiting to see if they have balls enough to roll down the window. 
“Might as well come out,” I say. “You aren’t moving until you do.” 
The driver shoves the door open, and to my surprise, Hartley’s stepdad, Carlos, steps out of the car. 
“What the fuck?” Van growls. 
“Where’s my son?” he demands. 
I raise a brow. “Not here. What the fuck are you doing?” 
“I know he wouldn’t be in this life unless you were holding him against his will. Where is he?” 
Van and I exchange a glance. “Like Micah said, not here. Why are you following me?” Van asks, crossing his arms over his chest. 
“I told you….” 
I hold up a hand to stop that lie. “Bullshit. You know how to get ahold of Hart, and he’s a grown damn man. Why are you really here?” I can see him starting to sweat around the temples. He knows he fucked up. 
“I’m here for Hartley,” he insists. 
I nod and pull out my phone. Hartley picks up on the second ring. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey. So, I have someone who wants to talk to you.” I flip it to speakerphone. “Go on, say hi.” 
“Hartley?” Carlos says. 
“Dad?” You can hear the confusion in Hartley’s voice. Before, I would have suspected Hartley to be behind this, but now I know there is no damn way he would betray us. “What’s going on?” 
“I came to Abbs Valley to look for you.” 
“Okay,” Hartley says slowly. “Why?” 
“What do they have over you, son? I know you wouldn’t do this otherwise.”
Ghost and Caden start laughing loudly, making me shake my head. Banger steps out of the Chevelle and leans against the hood, never taking his eyes off of Carlos. 
“You’re joking, right?” Hartley asks dryly. “I’m not under any duress.”
“He might be,” I tell Hartley. “He was following Van. We led him to Concrete Row. Something about this isn’t adding up, Hart.” 
Carlos splutters his denial, and I look at Van. Van nods once, letting me know he doesn’t believe this shit, either. 
“Fuck. Are you insane, Dad? Why the fuck would you do that?” 
“You a cop?” Banger asks, not giving Carlos a chance to answer. I realize it’s the first time I’ve heard him speak. His voice is a deep baritone, and if I was anyone else, it would have scared me. 
“He is in Fairview,” I supply.
Banger shakes his head. “He stinks of a Fed.” 
“What?” Hartley exclaims. “There’s no fucking way. He’s retired in Fairview.” I watch Carlos closely. With the slight flicker of fear on his face, I’d say Banger just hit the nail on the head. “He’s not a fed.” 
I take the phone off speakerphone, put it to my ear, and walk toward the back of my car. “How fast can you get home?” I ask. Watching Carlos start to sweat more is giving me a sinking feeling in my gut. 
“Shit. Micah, that’s my dad.” 
“I know, which is why he isn’t dead yet. What are the chances we find out that the new guy in the Bulls might be a fed, and then your dad shows up in Abbs Valley?” I try to keep my tone soft, but this shit is fucking with my head. 
“Why would the feds send someone one of us knew? Think about it. There is no way my dad is investigating you.” 
I sigh. “I can’t let him go, you know that. I’ll keep him somewhere safe until you get back.” 
“We had a break in the case. I can’t tell you anything over the phone. Let him go home, and I’ll talk to him when I get back.” 
“Hart, man. I can’t do that. He was following us twenty-four hours after we find out we might have FBI sniffing around. I’ll take him somewhere, and he’ll be safe there until you get back.” 
“And if he is a fed?” 
I have no idea how to answer that. We don’t go around killing law enforcement. Even though we fucking hate it, we know they are just doing their job. But that doesn’t mean we don’t take out quite a few for getting too damn close. Just like Hartley’s dad is doing now. It puts my family at risk and I can’t have that. I also can’t do that to Hartley by killing Carlos. 
“We’ll have to cross that bridge when we get to it.” 
[image: image-placeholder]“Micah!” Marcella crows when I step out of my car. Ghost and Caden pull in behind me with Carlos. Van has some business to take care of at Skyline, so he is going to meet me back at the house later.
Marcella is the closest thing I’ve ever had to a mother, and I love her dearly. She lives on a farm with her two sons Vincenzo and Giovanni, that Luca bought when she was about to lose it. 
“Hey, Mama,” I greet, kissing both of her cheeks. 
“You don’t come see me enough. I hear there is someone special in your life?” 
I chuckle. “Someones.” 
Marcella claps. “You will have to tell me more!” 
“I’d love too, but I came because I need a favor.” I run my fingers through my hair. “I need to leave someone here that needs to be under close supervision but unharmed.” 
“That sounds like a job for the boys. Tell your friends to come inside.” 
I wave my hand, and Ghost hauls Carlos out of the car. We patted him down before we left and didn’t find anything on him. I don’t know if I am being overly suspicious or not, but I have to be sure. I remember the threat Van told me Carlos threw at Hartley when were cleaning out Evie's moms house. It isn’t looking good, but for Hartley, I will wait until he comes back to make a decision. I am still going to question him, though. 
We follow Marcella inside and straight to the basement where I knew Vincenzo and Giovanni had a holding room. 
Ghost pushes Carlos into a chair, and he and Caden lean against the wall behind him. I take a seat in front of him, and he won’t look me in the eye. 
“I’m going to get straight to the point,” I say, leaning back in my chair. “It doesn’t look good for you. And the only reason I haven’t put a bullet through your fucking skull is because of Hart.” 
“You people don’t care about anybody but yourselves,” Carlos hisses. 
“That’s where you’re wrong,” I say evenly, not rising to the bait. “I care about your son and Evie. I care about my family. And I will do anything to protect them. So tell me why you’re here.” 
“I already told you. Hartley has to be in some type of trouble to be around someone like you. I have to protect my family.” 
“I respect that,” I admit. “But Hart isn’t in any type of trouble with us. If he was, he’d be dead.” I let that sink in, and I see the moment he realizes his mistake. “We protected Evie together. Hart is a part of my family now. You can either accept that or never set foot back in Abbs Valley again. Because if I ever catch you following the love of my life again, I’ll end you without a second thought.”
“This isn’t like Hartley. He would never associate himself with the Mafia. Especially the likes of you.” I raise an eyebrow at that, and he scoffs. “You don’t think I know the stuff you’ve done?” 
“Allegedly.” I wave that away. “Maybe you don’t know Hart as well as you think. You didn’t even know he didn’t want to be a goddamn police officer. What does that say about you?” I stand up before he can reply. “You’ll stay here until Hart gets back.” I stride from the room, nodding my head for Ghost and Caden to follow. Shutting and locking the door, I turn to them.  
“What do you think?” 
“He may be a fed like Banger said, but I think he’s telling the truth about why he’s here,” Ghost replies. 
Caden shrugs. “I agree. He really does think Hartley’s in trouble.” 
“This is a clusterfuck,” I say. “Did you hide the car?” 
“Yeah, it’s in the Viper garage,” Ghost answers. “What are you going to do if you find out he’s investigating you?” 
In the past, the immediate response to that would be certain death. Now, this person has a connection to someone I care for and a person Evie loves. 
The truth is, I have no clue what I will do.




Chapter 19







Evie


We rushed back to Abbs Valley as soon as Hartley got the call from Micah. Gray insisted that there was nothing left to do in Tennessee, and if he needed to come back, Les said she would leave the jet on standby. I knew they had money, but it was becoming abundantly clear I didn’t realize how much.     
Gray finding out that the twins were still out there had us all in high spirits until Hartley got that phone call. I believed Micah that he wouldn’t hurt Carlos until we got there. We just stopped at the house and picked up Gray’s truck, and we’re on our way to the address Micah sent us. I reach over and grab Hartley’s hand since he chose to sit in the middle seat with me. 
“It’s going to be okay,” I say with a smile. 
He gives me a small smile back but doesn’t reply. I know he is worried about what will happen to his dad if he is investigating. I don’t know exactly, but I can guess. 
Fifteen minutes later, we drive under a wrought iron sign with Alessa on it. Gray punches in the code for the gate, and it swings open. A gorgeous farmhouse and a huge farm comes into view. Micah is leaning against the side of his Ferrari when we come to a stop, looking sexier than ever in a pair of stone-washed jeans, blue t-shirt, and tennis shoes. I think it’s the first time I’ve seen him dressed in anything so casual, besides the gray sweatpants. But all those do is make me drool. 
Micah walks over and opens my door, pulling me into his arms for a kiss. 
“Well, hello,” I laugh when he pulls back. 
“I missed you,” he says, nuzzling my neck. 
“I wasn’t gone that long.” 
“Long enough,” he whispers, making me shiver. 
“Micah! Get off the girl and introduce me!” 
I turn to the sound of the voice and face a gorgeous lady with long, grey-streaked black hair and a bright floral skirt. 
“Sorry, Mama,” Micah grins, grabbing my hand. “This is Evie. Evie, this is Marcella.” I’ve heard them talk about Marcella, and the love they have for this woman is immense. She’s like a surrogate mother to them. I instantly love her, too. 
“Oh my, you’re stunning!” Marcella grabs my face and kisses each cheek. “And brave for putting up with this one.” 
“Hey!” Micah pouts. “Les is worse than me.” 
Marcella snorts. “Not in a million years. I thought you were going to give me a heart attack sometimes. Who’s the rest of your friends?”
“Family,” Micah corrects, making Marcella and me smile. “You’ve met Van’s brother, Mateo. That’s Gray and Hartley.” 
She gives them the same cheek kisses and then slides her arm through mine, leading me into the house. When she gets to the door, she turns to us. 
“I know you have business to take care of, but when you’re done, come see me. I’ll have dinner ready.” She flounces off, and I can’t help but smile again. 
“She’s wonderful,” I tell Micah. 
He slides his hand to the small of my back. “She’s the only mom I’ve ever had.” He starts walking to a door at the end of the living room. “You’ll meet her sons in a minute.” 
“She loves you,” I tell him. We start down the stairs with Hartley, Mateo, and Gray following behind us. 
My eyes widen when I see the two guys standing at the bottom of the stairs. “Vincenzo and Giovanni, this is Evie. These are Marcella’s sons.” 
“Nice to meet you,” I reply. Holy hell, they are hot. They are probably around Micah’s age. The one he indicated was Vincenzo is taller than Micah by about two inches and broader. He has light brown hair that is cut short and kind of spiky at the top. His eyes are what stand out the most. They are light green around the pupil and have a black ring circling the iris. 
Giovanni is Mateo’s height but leaner. His hair is the same color as Vincenzo’s but longer and a mass of thick curls. His eyes are dark green with gold flecks. 
“You too,” Giovanni smiles, revealing deep dimples. Like he needs anything else to make him gorgeous. 
“How’s my dad?” Hartley asks. 
“I told you he would be fine. I think maybe you need to talk to him, though,” Micah replies. 
Hartley nods and slides his hand into mine. “Let’s see what we can find out, princess.” 
I know he doesn’t need me for anything other than moral support, and I am more than happy to be there for him. 
Micah unlocks the door, and we step through. Carlos is sitting in a chair against the wall and looks completely unharmed. 
“Hey, Dad,” Hartley greets, pulling a chair over for me to sit in before getting one for himself. We both sit, and Hartley takes my hand again. “What’re you doing?” 
Carlos’ eyes roll over me before settling on his son. “I don’t know anymore.” 
“Why are you here? I told you in Fairview that I wasn’t in any danger, and they aren’t holding anything over my head. I’m here willingly. I want to be here.” 
“Why? I don’t understand, son. You weren’t raised like this.” 
Hartley sighs. “I belong here, Dad. Whether you want to accept that or not. But I need you to answer this question honestly. Are you a fed?” 
“No,” Carlos answers, looking Hartley right in the eyes. 
“Are you working for the feds?” 
Carlos’ eyes flick to the side quickly before coming back to Hartley. I don’t know about body language, but I know he is lying, and my heart sinks. I can guarantee Gray is watching from somewhere, reading every reaction. “No.” 
“Goddamnit, Dad.” Hartley rakes his hand through his hair. “You’re lying to me. How long?” 
Carlos swallows. “About a year.” His eyes land on me. “I was working with them to help them take down the Bulls.” I could tell by the way he was looking at me, he knows about Aaron. I don’t know how I felt about that. 
“Did you know?” I ask quietly. 
“Not until you had already run. I tried to find you so I could tell Hartley, but I couldn’t.” 
“Wait, a fucking minute. You knew what that motherfucker did to her, and you didn’t tell me?” Hartley growls. I squeeze his hand, and his eyes flash to mine. I shake my head and look back at Carlos. 
“You didn’t want to worry him if you didn’t need to?” I guess. 
“But you still knew she was with him? Why the fuck didn’t you do anything?” 
“What was I supposed to do? I had a job to do.” 
“You could have got her out!” Hartley yells, exploding from his chair. “You might not have known what he was doing to her, but you knew she was there! Your goddamn job was always more important. It always came before me and Mom. Now, you put your job over saving a girl that was with a sadistic damn monster. And for what? Glory? What the fuck is wrong with you?” 
“I love you and your mom, son. You know that. And I never was a cop for the glory. I could have gotten killed trying to get her out. I was working on a plan….”
“Stop. Talking,” Hartley grits out. “You could have called me. We would have figured out something. Instead, she had to run for eight months, looking over her shoulder. You know who kept her safe. Me.” Hartley jabs his finger toward the door. “And those people out there. That’s the type of people they are. Not the people you have set in your mind. Trust me, I know, because that’s what I used to think. But they are nothing like you think. They are the most honest, loyal, loving fucking people you will ever meet. And you are absolutely nothing like I thought you were. The dad I grew up with would have never let a girl he’s known almost her whole life stay with someone like Aaron.” Hartley storms from the room, slamming the door so hard behind him the glass in it rattles. 
“I’m sorry,” Carlos whispers. 
“It’s in the past. What matters is what you do now. Hart is right. The people you were following would do anything to protect each other, including Hartley. Are you investigating them?” 
He shakes his head. “No.”
“Do you know who is?” I would sit here for hours asking questions if I could get some answers for those guys. 
“I’m sorry, Evie, but I don’t.”
I have no idea what to say to that. That would be something Hartley would have to figure out. I don’t think Carlos understands how deep he actually is. Since I know he isn’t going to answer anymore questions pertaining to that I decide to switch tactics. 
“I love Hartley, Carlos.” His head snaps up at my words, and I smile. “They don’t know it, but I would do anything to protect them, too. They laid down their lives for me. Mateo almost died for me. If you want to repair your relationship with Hart, you need to tell them who they’re up against. Because he is one of us.” I know he said he doesn’t know who is investigating them, but I have a feeling deep in my gut that maybe he does. 
“You’re lumping yourself in with them, too? What would your dad think?” 
“My dad would be happy that I’m happy.” I stand up. “Maybe you should do the same for your son.” 
Leaving Carlos in this room feels wrong, but I have to prove to the guys I am strong enough to handle this life. 
And I am, thanks to them.
[image: image-placeholder]We spend the rest of the evening with Marcella, Giovanni, and Vincenzo, eating dinner, talking, and laughing. It is such an amazing atmosphere I can almost forget we have Hartley’s dad locked up downstairs. 
“I’m going to leave you to discuss your business. Come on, boys,” Marcella says, clapping her hands. “Chores won’t do themselves.” Both guys give her an indulgent smile but follow obediently behind her. 
“What’s the call, Hart?” Micah asks when they leave the room. 
Hartley scrubs both hands down his face and sits back in his chair. “I don’t know.”
“Can I say something?” I ask. 
“Of course, la mia stella.”
“I don’t think we have to worry about him coming for us. He seems focused on saving Hartley. I think he is trying to make up for not saving me.” Hartley and I filled the others in on what Carlos had said before we had dinner. 
Micah nods, taking what I’m saying into consideration. “Okay. We let him go. With a warning, of course. I don’t wish any harm on your dad, Hart.” 
“I know that. I never questioned whether you were lying to me or not,” Hartley replies. This whole conversation shows how much the guys have grown. “But what the fuck, man? He’s working for the feds, and he was following Van. I know you can’t let that go.” 
“I can let it go. Your dad might have gone about it wrong, but he cares about you. One of us has to have decent fucking parents,” Micah replies smoothly. “His car is at the Viper garage. He’s free to leave.” 
Him giving Carlos his freedom for Hartley means so much.
I already knew I had feelings for Micah. But in this moment, I fall hard for him.
 




Chapter 20







Micah


I walk into the kitchen the following morning. I can’t stop the smile from spreading across my face. Evie is at the stove, flipping what looks like pancakes in a skillet. I walk up behind her and slide my arms around her waist.     
She relaxes against me. “Good morning.” 
“Good morning, la mia stella.” I kiss the side of her neck. “I could have cooked.”
“I know, but I wanted to.” She slides the last pancake from the skillet onto a plate, flips the burner off, and turns in my arms, winding her arms around my neck. “What’s on the agenda for today?” Everyone else has already taken off for work or various things. 
I start kissing on her neck. “I want to take you on a date. Just me and you.” It’s not something I’ve gotten to do yet, and I’ve been dying to. 
“Really?” Evie asks, tilting her head to give me better access.
“Hm,” I hum against her skin, making her shiver. “Yep. We can leave after breakfast. I have a whole day planned.” I peck her lips and step back before I lay her out on the kitchen counter. 
“No hints?” Evie asks with a smile. 
I shake my head. “No hints. Eat breakfast.” 
“You’re still bossy.” Evie narrows her eyes, and I fake a shudder. 
“So scary,” I gasp, making her giggle. That is still one of my favorite sounds in the world. 
“Okay, smartass,” Evie says with a roll of her eyes. She hands me a plate and waves her hands. “Go eat.” 
“Yes, ma’am,” I quip with a grin. 
As soon as we eat breakfast, we go and get ready. I slide on a pair of gray slacks, with a blue button-up tucked in, and a jacket to match the slacks to hide my holster. When I make it downstairs, Evie’s waiting for me in the hallway, dressed in a long purple dress, and when she moves, I can see a peek of her thigh through the slit. 
“You look beautiful, la mia stella,” I say, kissing her cheek. 
“Thank you. You look edible, as always.” I laugh and grab her hand, leading her to the garage. I open the passenger side of my Ferrari and help her inside. My eyes glue to her legs. With a shake of my head, I shut the door and loop around to my side. 
I get settled into the seat, fire the car up, and stab the button for the garage door. As soon as we are on the main road, I grab her hand and lace her fingers with mine, using her hand to shift the gears. 
“I have to stop by Maximus for Les real quick,” I tell her, taking the exit. 
“That’s fine,” she replies with a smile. 
I pull in front of Maximus and am impressed Evie didn’t try to climb out of the car on her own. None of us let her open her own door, and I guess she finally got used to it. 
Climbing out of the car, I go to her side and help her out. Keeping her hand in mine, I lead her inside to meet with the bar manager, Gia. She smiles when she sees us. 
“Hey, Gia. This is Evie.”
“Nice to meet you,” Gia says with a smile. Evie smiles back. “We have a problem with one of the vendors. I tried to take care of it, but he wanted to see the owner. I called Les, but she wasn’t in town.” 
“Not a problem. Tell me what happened,” I soothe. 
“He shorted us, and he wanted to argue. Got really defensive when I wouldn’t immediately call Les.” 
“Lead the way.” Vendors tried to take advantage of you all the time, but I knew Gia was a damn good manager, and Les kept meticulous records. 
She hands me the paperwork and waves for us to follow her. “I told him to wait back here.” 
I push into the back storeroom and lean down beside Evie’s ear. “Wait here,” I whisper. She nods and stays back with Gia. 
The vendor looks up, and his eyes narrow. “You aren’t Mrs. Poletti.” 
“No shit,” I say dryly. “Where’s the rest of the stock?”
“This is what she ordered, like I told her.” He points an accusing finger at Gia. “If there is a problem, I was told to talk to Mrs. Poletti.” 
I tilt my head to the side. “That’s not how this works. I’ve never seen you around here.” I kept track of all of Les’ vendors, and we always made sure to keep the same delivery drivers. We needed to know who was coming in and out of the businesses. 
“The original driver got sick, and I took over for him.” 
I look at Gia and she shakes her head. The company would have called because they knew how we felt about surprises. I move my jacket subtly so it flashes my Glock, and the guy’s face pales. “Try again.” 
“Look, man. My boss called me this morning and said he needed a driver for this route.” I raise an eyebrow, showing how much I believe that bullshit. The guy jumps up, and I see the gun under his delivery jacket. I’m on him before he can reach for it. 
Grabbing him by the throat, I slam him to the floor, pull my Glock, and press it to his forehead. Leaning my knee into his chest, I get in his face. “Who are you?” I growl. I don’t want Evie to see this, but I don’t want to take my attention away from this dead fucker in front of me. “Answer me,” I grit out, pressing harder. 
“A delivery driver!” 
“Since when do you need to be fucking strapped?” 
“These routes aren’t safe….” I press harder, cutting off that lie. 
“You have two goddamn seconds to tell me who the fuck you are, or I’m going to splatter your brains all over this fucking floor. Start. Talking.” 
He swallows. “I’m with the Bulls.” Goddamnit. I hear Evie suck in a gasp, and I close my eyes for a second. When I open them, the guy flinches away from the murder in my eyes. 
“Why are you here?” 
“Axel sent me. We know it was Alessa who’s been taking us out. It’s her MO.” How the hell would they even know Les had an MO? Les didn’t go after gangbangers, she went after rapists. Whoever is feeding them information got it all wrong. 
“You’re wrong,” I inform him with a grin. “Gia, step out of the room.” I hear the doors swing open and shut, signaling she left. “My team took out you motherfuckers. Where are you getting your information?” 
“Aaron kept logs from when he was after her.” He jerks his head to Evie. “That was in there. We put it together when we realized who she ran to.”
Since this guy seems chatty, I decide to change the route of my questioning. “How long has Axel been with the Bulls?” 
“I don’t know.” 
“When did you join?” I prompt. My patience is quickly running out. I have a girl waiting for me to take her on a date. 
“Two years ago.” If Axel is FBI, that means he is deep undercover. Which means he’s either flipped to the dark side, or he never could pin anything on Aaron. I don’t know which of those sounds the most plausible. 
“Evie, call Ghost and tell him to get to Maximus.” I hear her start murmuring into her phone and suppress a smile. My woman is taking this in stride. 
“He’s on his way,” Evie says softly. 
“Thank you, la mia stella,” I reply. 
Ghost makes it in record time. He and Caden stroll into the backroom, taking in the scene. 
“You look like such a Mafia boss right now,” Caden laughs. 
“He is a Mafia boss, you dumbass,” Ghost says, walking further into the room. “What’s his deal?” 
“This motherfucker works for the Bulls. Take him and get what you can out of him.” 
Ghost hauls the guy up by the front of his shirt. Why the hell did they send this runt of a guy? Ghost is six-five, but this guy doesn’t even reach his shoulder. “And then what?” Ghost asks. 
I shrug. “Get what you can and call me. Then he dies. We need to send a message to Axel.” 
Ghost grins and starts shoving him from the room, the guy’s protests fading behind them. I tuck my gun back away and reach for Evie. She comes into my arms willingly, and I breathe a sigh of relief. The last thing I ever wanted to do was scare her. 
“Are you okay?” 
Evie pulls back with a raised brow. “I’m fine, Micah. You’re the one that just had to go fifty shades of crazy on someone.” She shrugs. “It was kind of hot to watch.” 
“You filthy woman,” I laugh and tug on her hand. “Let’s go.” 
“We can just skip to the good part, and you can bend me over the hood of your car.”
I stop dead in my tracks before I can push the door open and spin to face her. “Excuse me?” I ask, shocked. Not that I have anything against that, but those words just came out of a set of pouty, innocent lips. 
She leans up on her tiptoes. “I’m not wearing any panties,” she whispers, pats my chest, and sashays from the room, leaving my mouth on the floor. 
Oh, hell yeah.
[image: image-placeholder]We are at a restaurant, tucked into a corner booth side by side, and all I can think about is the fact that Evie is bare under that sexy dress. We are in the VIP section that is partitioned off for privacy, so it is making it even harder not to slide my hand under there and play with her while she is enjoying her dessert. 
Evie moans when she takes a bite, and I know the little shit is baiting me.
I lean in close to her ear. “Keep pushing me, la mia stella, and I’ll fuck you so hard this whole restaurant will hear when you come on my cock.” Her breath hitches, and she lets out a shuddering exhale. “Is that why you didn’t wear panties? Did you want me to play with this pussy whenever I wanted?” 
“Micah,” Evie breathes. 
I slide my hand onto her thigh. “Scoot to the edge,” I demand, seeing how far she is going to take this little game. I have no problem giving her what she wants. She complies, and I squeeze her thigh. “Spread your legs.” Evie moans low in her throat and her thighs fall apart, giving me plenty of room for my hand. My fingers slide through her slit, and I hiss a breath. “Fuck, la mia stella, you’re soaking wet.” 
“I told you it was hot watching you go all badass,” she answers, squirming when I start rubbing her clit. 
I chuckle. “If that’s the case, I’ll take you with me more often.” I slide my fingers down and shove them inside of her. I wiggle them against her g-spot, and you can hear the wet suction noises her pussy is making. Evie’s hand clenches into a fist on the table, her other gripping the edge. “Does it turn you on to know there are people on the other side of the curtain?” 
“Yes,” Evie pants, her hips moving with my fingers. 
Does she have an exhibitionism kink? Evie is full of surprises. This will add fuel to the already burning hot fire. 
“Oh god,” Evie gasps, when I rub the heel of my palm on her clit. I am hard as a fucking rock behind my zipper. My cock is begging me to set it free and sink into her, but here isn’t the place. That doesn’t mean I can’t make her come, though.
I start wiggling my fingers faster, making sure to keep the pressure on her clit. Her chest is heaving, her blush spreading down to her cleavage. I hear the curtain open, and Evie flashes wide eyes to me, trying to push my hand away. I just grin and wiggle my fingers. Evie’s blush darkens, and she bites into that plush bottom lip.
Our waitress steps to the table with a smile. “Is there anything else I can get you?” 
“The check, please,” I reply smoothly, grinding my hand down. The way my body was angled, you could guess what I was doing, but you couldn’t see. 
“Yes, sir,” she says, turning on her heel. 
I hear the curtain slide closed and start moving faster. “Come before she gets back,” I demand. Evie spreads her thighs wider, grips the table, and starts fucking my fingers. “Goddamn,” I groan. “I can’t wait to make that pussy mine.” 
Evie bites her lip to stop the moan I can see building. Her pussy starts tightening on my fingers. I jerk her face to mine and seal my lips over hers. She screams into my mouth, her release hitting her hard. When she pulls back, we’re both breathless. 
I’m pulling my fingers free right when the waitress enters again. Keeping my eyes locked on Evie, I suck them into my mouth when the waitress lays the check on the table. Evie’s pupils expand further, and I know it’s time to stop fucking off. 
We pay the check in a hurry, and I’m dragging her back to the car. We get in and I speed toward the highway, trying to get us the hell home so I could fuck her properly. 
Evie’s hand slides over my cock, and I flash her a quick look. I was already going well over the speed limit, faster than I like with her in the car, but we have a twenty minute drive back to the house, and I don’t know if I am going to make it that long. Her hand goes to my belt. “What are you doing?” 
“Returning the favor,” Evie says, reaching over with her other hand to unbuckle my belt, unbutton, and unzip my pants. Her hand slides into my boxers, and I can’t stop the groan. “I want to taste you.” 
“Fuck,” I groan, swerving through traffic. “Now?” 
“Right now.” She pulls my cock free, stroking. “Keep driving.” 
This is dangerous as fuck, but I’ve driven during worse conditions. I jerk my shirt out of the way and glance at her face. “Suck my cock, la mia stella.” The windows are dark enough, no one can see what is happening. 
With a grin, she places one knee in the seat and leans over the console. The first contact with her tongue on my cock, I have to keep from tensing with my foot on the gas. She sucks the head a few times. “How fast can you get us home?” 
Her mouth slides down my cock before I can answer. Shit. She is going to kill me. I look around for a place to pull over before I kill us both. That’s when I see a sign and cut through several lanes, taking an exit. 
I pull in front of the intended house, minutes later. Evie’s mouth pops off my cock, looking around. “Les’ beach house,” I answer her unspoken question, tucking my cock in my pants. I’m out of the car and to her side before she can register that. I pull her out, shut the door, and press her against it, sealing my lips over hers. 
I’ve held this part of myself back from her, the unhinged side as Van calls it, because I didn’t want to run her off. But fuck if she isn’t loving it right now. Her tongue is moving with mine, her hips rolling, begging me to fuck her. 
I tug her to the front of the car and pull my mouth away, laying kisses on her neck. “Did you really mean it when you said you wanted to fuck on the hood of the car?” 
Evie looks around and sees how secluded it is. Someone can still drive down the road, but there aren’t any close neighbors. She locks eyes with me. “Yes, I did.”  
I slide my hands up her thighs, bunching her dress around her waist as I go. “Turn around and bend over.” She turns and braces her hands on the hood. I am going to have to remember to message Holden and tell him to erase this video from the cameras they have outside. I just hope they don’t decide to check them before then. 
I drop my boxers and pants and line up with her pussy. Grabbing her hips, I slam my hips forward, burying my dick in one firm push. 
Evie moans and pushes back against me. “Fuck me, Micah.” 
I tighten my grip and unleash on her, grunting each time I bottom out. Evie is drenched, making the slide that much easier. “Goddamn, you feel so fucking good,” I groan, never stopping my movement. 
“I missed feeling you inside me,” Evie pants. 
“Come for me, and then I’m going to take you inside and fuck you on every available surface.” Evie convulses around my cock, slides her hand between her and the car, rubbing her clit. “There you go,” I encourage. “I forgot how good your pussy felt.” I tighten my grip on her hip with one hand and brace the other beside hers on the car. It doesn’t take long for her to tighten up on me. 
“Micah!” she screams as she comes. I slow my thrusts and gently fuck her through it. When her body settles, I pull from her, kiss her shoulder, and turn her to face me. Tucking myself back into my pants, I grab her hand and walk her to the door. I lead her in, shut the door, and shoot off a message to Holden, then throw my phone on the table by the door. 
“This has to go,” I say, pulling her dress over her head, and groan. “You didn’t wear a bra either?” 
She giggles, her hands going to the buttons on my shirt. “It’s built into the dress.”
“Lucky me,” I murmur, massaging them in my hands. 
“Get naked,” she demands, and I raise a brow. “Now.” 
I’m naked in record time and pressing her against the door. I slam my lips against hers, hook my hands under her thighs, and lift her so her legs wrap around my waist. Pressing her back against the door, I reach between us and line up. Evie lays her forehead against mine as she sinks slowly on my cock. Keeping my eyes locked on hers, I turn and carry her to the bedroom. Now that the edge has worn off, I just want a closer connection with her.
Climbing onto the bed on my knees, I lay her down and press my body against hers. I kiss her softly, taking my time to stroke her tongue with mine while slowly moving my hips. She sighs into my mouth, sliding her hands down my back. I pull back so I can see her eyes, and it knocks the breath from my lungs. 
Evie’s brown eyes are wide open, and she doesn’t look away. One emotion is shining brighter than all the others. “Micah,” she sighs. 
“I know, la mia stella,” I answer just as softly. The three words are bouncing between us, but neither of us are willing to say them yet. 
We move like that until we’re panting for breath, sweat slicking our bodies, our eyes locked. It’s intense, but I can’t look away. Evie’s eyelashes flutter. “Don’t close your eyes. I want to see when you come,” I say. I knew she was getting close; I could feel her fluttering around my cock. 
Her lips part, her back bows. “Micah,” she moans. Her release washes over her, and I can’t take my eyes off her. I finally let myself go, coming right behind her. 
“La mia stella,” I groan, and it almost sounds like a prayer. 
I roll us to the side, face to face, still buried inside of her. I push her hair back from her face and kiss her, pushing all my feelings into that kiss. She kisses me just as desperately.
Nothing has ever felt more right than in this moment. 




Chapter 21







Evander


While Micah took Evie on their date, I had some business to take care of at Skyline, and Mateo went to New Vision to take care of a few things there. Since I was doing things that were less than legal, I got stuck with Hartley and Gray as bodyguards. Not that I mind. Ever since Gray found out his sisters are still alive, it’s like he is a different person. I can only imagine how he will be when we find them. And I have no doubt we will.     
“Contact is on the way,” Gray says, walking back into my office. 
The shipment Aaron intercepted is long gone, and I took a hard hit. But Gray came through with his Ecstasy contact, and that’s why we are here. 
“Should I even ask how you know someone like that?” Hartley chuckles. That’s another one that is different. He never even bats an eye at the shit we do anymore, nor does he question it. He just rolls with it, and I enjoy having him around. 
Gray grunts. “No.” He flops down in the chair in front of me. 
“Fair enough,” Hartley laughs. 
My phone rings, Ghost flashing across the screen. I frown and slide to answer. Ghost never calls me unless he can’t get Micah or Les. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey, man. Have you heard from Micah? He told me to call him when we finished working this asshole over, and now he won’t answer his goddamn phone.” 
“What asshole?” I ask. I have no damn idea what he is talking about. I flip it to speakerphone.
“The guy we grabbed from Maximus for him. The one that works for the Bulls.” 
I sit up straighter at the same time as Hartley and Gray. “Explain.” Ghost goes through everything that happened, and I share a look with Gray and Hart. Why didn’t Micah call me, and why isn’t he answering now? “Were him and Evie okay?” 
“They were more than okay when we left,” Ghost chuckles. “Look, I just need to know what to do with him. Caden got a little fancy with the torture, and this dude’s got nothing left to give.” 
Hartley already has his phone to his ear and shakes his head, then dials another number. “They aren’t answering,” Hartley replies. 
“Just hold him a bit longer until I can find Micah.” I disconnect the call and try them myself, both going to voicemail. I am trying to stop the panic I can feel rising, but with everything going on, I can’t help it. “Shit.”
“I’m sure they’re fine,” Gray soothes. “Do we need to postpone?” 
“No. Fuck. I need this shipment. You’re probably right, but I don’t like it,” I answer. 
“I don’t either,” Hartley agrees. “Should we call Les and see if she’s heard from them?” 
“No. I don’t want to worry her if I don’t have to,” I reply. Now more than ever, we should have taken Holden’s offer for his tracking devices. I was going to bring that up because I couldn’t take thinking something happened to Micah or Evie. 
I try Micah’s phone one more time and when his voicemail kicks in again, my stomach sinks. “Call it off,” I tell Gray, grabbing my suit jacket. 
I take two steps and my phone rings. The immense amount of relief when I see Evie’s name flash across the screen almost brings me to my goddamn knees. 
“Pequena reina,” I answer. Her sweet little giggle filters through the line, and I flop back down in my chair, Gray and Hart doing the same.
“I saw the missed calls. Is everything okay?” she asks. I hear Micah’s car fire up in the background. 
I flip my phone on speaker phone and ask her to do the same. I hear her murmur something in the background, and Micah’s voice filters through the line. 
“What’s going on, amore mio?” 
I count to ten before I answer. “When were you going to tell me about the asshole at Maximus?” 
“Later. It wasn’t a big deal. Why?” 
“Not a big deal?” I growl. “This guy works for the Bulls.” 
“And I handled it,” Micah answers in that cool voice that just pisses me off more. “How did you even find out?” 
“Ghost,” I bark. “Ghost called and asked me what to do with him because you weren’t answering your goddamn phone.” 
“Evander,” Evie says softly. “I’m sorry we didn’t call. We just got busy, and I called as soon as I saw the missed calls.” 
Fuck, if that doesn’t just punch all the anger out of me. “I’m sorry. I was just worried.” 
“I get that. We can go take care of it later,” Micah says. “I’m going to finish our date first.” 
“No worries,” I sigh. “I love you.” The line goes silent, and I realize that Micah isn’t the only one on the line. I refuse to take it back mostly to see what Evie will say, and the fact that I wasn’t talking to just Micah. 
“I love you, too, amore mio.” The line goes dead, and I look at Hart’s shit-eating grin. “What are you smiling at?” 
“Real smooth, Van. Real fucking smooth,” Hart jokes, making Gray chuckle. 
“Shut up. Both of you,” I grouch. What would I have done if she said it back? I didn’t want to tell her for the first time over the phone. I wanted to look into her eyes and tell her how much she meant to me. 
Gray’s phone pings, and I watch him shift into the scary motherfucker we all know and love. “He’s here,” Gray announces, striding from the room. 
Hartley gets up and stands behind me, just like we talked about. Gray knows this guy, but I don’t. I want to give them the image that I am well protected. Hartley crosses his arms over his chest, and I shake my head when his sleeves tighten on his arms. I don’t agree with Mateo on much, but even I can admit Hart is attractive. 
Gray walks in with a guy probably my height and build, with long dark hair thrown into a bun. He looks way too young to be doing this shit. “Mr. Perez,” he greets in a deep voice, sticking his hand out for me to shake. 
Impressed, I reach out and take it. “Hunter?” He nods, and I gesture for him to sit. Gray takes his place beside Hart with the same pose. “What you got?” 
Hunter casts a glance at Gray and whatever he sees, he relaxes back in his chair. “Gray laid out your plan, and you already have your own supply?” 
I nod and lean my elbows on the desk, folding my arms. “I do. I just need to get it here without it getting hijacked.” 
“I would think a man of your means could overcome that?” he asks, and I know he isn’t doubting my abilities; he’s just curious. 
“I’m on too many watch lists to charter it myself as you can imagine, or I would.” 
“I respect that. Do you have your own port?” 
“I have several. I don’t bring it into the same one twice in a row.” 
“Smart,” he says, stroking his short beard. “What happened to your last supplier?” 
“He’s dead,” Gray answers. “He betrayed Mr. Perez.” I almost snort at the formal name, but all Gray is doing is showing respect for me in front of someone who will need to do the same. I can also hear the underlying threat in his tone that if Hunter decides to betray me, he would die, too.
Hunter’s eyes widen slightly. “Got it.” 
“Let’s get to the point. I need someone to run the supply without fucking it up. Can you do that?” 
“Yes, sir.” He answers confidently. 
I scribble information down on a piece of paper with a price and slide it to him. He looks at it and his eyes flash to mine. “Get that shipment to me by Monday and that money is yours with plenty more where that came from. Fuck it up, and you can end up like the last guy. We have a deal?” 
“Yes, sir.” Hunter stands up to shake my hand again, nods at Gray, and strides from the room.
“I like him,” I comment. “I’d sure hate to kill him.” 
Hartley barks a laugh, dropping the badass bodyguard routine. “You’re kind of scary, you know that, sir?” 
I swivel in my chair to face him. “Did you forget who you’re talking to?” 
“Nope.” Hartley walks around the desk and swings back around. “Bernard.” 
I jump over the side of the desk, but before I can get my hands on the smug asshole, he wraps a hand around my throat and pushes me against the wall. “Did you forget who you’re messing with?” Hart says, inches from my mouth. My hands go to his arm, but I don’t know whether I’m pulling him off or not. 
“Well, this is interesting,” Mateo says dryly, strolling into the room. “Don’t stop on my account.” He pecks Gray’s lips and turns to face us like he’s watching the best damn show in the world. 
“How did you move that fast?” I laugh. His hold tightens, testing me. 
“I’m just that damn good, Van,” he replies, and I don’t miss the hidden meaning in his words. His fingers tense on my throat, then he backs off.
“Well, shit,” Mateo laughs. “This just got good.” 
“Shut up, you little asshole,” I say, glaring at Mateo.
There is no denying how hard we both are from that little interaction. 
Where the hell did that come from? 
[image: image-placeholder]“What is wrong with you?” Micah asks, pulling in front of Ghost’s garage. Ghost has been holding the guy from Maximus until we could get here to take care of it. Mateo, Gray, and Hartley are in the car behind us, and I couldn’t be more grateful to be away from Hartley for a minute. The shit that went down at the office has me all sorts of fucked up. Evie decided to stay home this time. I guess she had enough excitement from today after what Micah told me about their date.
“Huh?” 
He shoves the car in park and turns to look at me. “You’ve been quiet and jumpy as fuck since I picked you up. What gives?” 
I run my fingers through my hair and blow out a breath. This thing with Hartley has been fucking with my head. I know we agreed anything goes, but something about it felt like I was betraying Micah, which is stupid. “Something weird happened today,” I admit. 
“Okay,” Micah says slowly.
“Do you think Hart is attractive?” I ask instead of explaining. 
Micah tilts his head to the side. “Amore mio, where is this coming from?” 
“I think I’m attracted to Hartley,” I say in a rush. A fact I just realized today. 
“Is that a problem?” Micah asks with a perplexed look on his face. 
“Is it?” I throw back at him. 
“No. Didn’t we agree that whatever happens, happens as long as we are faithful to this family?” 
“Yes, but fuck. You were the only guy I found attractive.”
“Until today,” Micah guesses, and I nod. “Look, if this would have been a month ago, I would have had a different answer. But I don’t care if that’s what you want. I want you to be happy, amore mio. It doesn’t matter who it’s with as long as I’m a part of that happiness, too.” 
When Micah and I first started dating, I never fucking thought we could have an open conversation like this. But he surprises me time and time again. 
I lean over and give him a hard kiss. “You’re one of the biggest parts of my happiness, mi rey.” 
“Let’s take care of this shit so we can go home to the other part of our happiness.”  
I smile and pop the door to his Ferrari open. When Micah steps out, it's like a signal to the other guys, and they climb out of the SUV and make their way to us. 
Without a word, we make our way to the side door of the Viper garage, and Micah punches in the code and pulls it open when the locks slide open. Caden is sitting at the table at the back of the garage, eating a cheeseburger like there wasn’t a guy bleeding to death two feet in front of him. 
“Hey, guys!” Caden greets with a grin. 
Meeting Caden for the first time and learning he was the leader of a gang was a mind fuck. He didn’t fit your stereotypical gangbanger. He had dark blue hair that usually hung in his eyes, he had small gauges in his ears that sometimes had earrings dangling from them, and his brown eyes almost looked too kind. All that made me doubt him until I watched him torture someone for the first time. It was like he could flip a switch whenever he needed. I didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. Either way, I like and trust him. 
“How the hell can you eat while that’s going on?” Mateo asks, waving his hand at the half dead guy in front of us. 
Caden casts a glance that way, then shrugs. “I was hungry. Ghost starved me today.” 
“I didn’t fucking starve you. You ate two hours ago,” Ghost says, walking from the back office. 
I’ve always wondered about their dynamic since they are practically glued at the hip. They are complete opposites. Caden is upbeat and always laughing. Ghost is usually serious, and hardly ever smiles unless he is being a smartass. His styled, dark blonde hair and blue eyes make him look like a surfer. But one thing you don’t do when Ghost is around? Fuck with Caden. 
“That’s like way too long. I’m a growing boy,” Caden argues.
“You’re a grown ass man, Caden.” 
“Well, he is now that he got rid of the nickname Squid,” Micah grins. Caden flips Micah the middle finger before happily going back to his food. 
Ghost gives Caden a look, almost like he is looking at him fondly. Or longingly. Mateo doesn’t miss it, and his eyebrows hit his hairline. 
“What did you get out of him?” Micah asks, going back to business. 
“Not much,” Ghost admits walking to the guy hanging in the middle of the garage. “He didn’t know anything more than what he told you. Lower man on the totem pole, joined two years ago, and didn’t have much to do with Aaron. But he did tell us some spots to look for other Bulls since they went into hiding after your massacre.”
“Did he tell you anything else about Axel?” Micah asks, taking the slip of paper Ghost hands him. 
“Nah. Except he was pulled up the ranks yesterday and was sent here.” 
“By Axel?” I ask. 
“He said he was, but I don’t believe him.”
“He was sent on a suicide mission,” Caden adds, finally done with his food. 
Gray looks closer at the guy's chest. “What the fuck did you do?” 
“Oh,” Caden says excitedly. “Alexey and Dmitri showed me some new techniques. I decided to try it.” 
“You took torture lessons from the terror twins?” Mateo asks with a laugh. After we teamed up with them to help Les and the guys, we realized they weren’t as bad as we thought. Crazier than hell, but loyal. Gage started calling them the terror twins, and it stuck. 
Ghost crosses his arms across his chest. “It was effective. Caden got the information out of him,” Ghost says proudly.
Caden bats his lashes, making Ghost roll his eyes. “It’s all in a day's work, gentleman.” Caden bows, pecks Ghost on the cheek, and walks towards the office. 
All eyes zoom to Ghost, and I watch as his cheeks darken. “Oh, holy shit. Are you blushing?” Mateo points out. Hartley chokes off a laugh when Ghost glares at him. 
“Fuck no,” Ghost barks. He gestures toward our guy. “What do you want to do with him?” 
I look at Micah for an answer, and he’s hiding a grin by rubbing his top lip. “Wake him up,” Micah says.
Ghost pulls an ammonia capsule from his pocket, snaps it open, and waves it under the guy's nose. He splutters awake, takes one look at Ghost, and tries to scramble backward only to find his arms still tied above his head. 
“Looks like Caden isn’t the only one who learned a few tricks,” Micah says, pointing to the capsule. Les uses them when she is torturing someone, and I have to admit they are effective. Ghost grins and shrugs. Micah walks into the guy's line of sight and he shrinks back even further. “What were your orders if Les came to Maximus today?” 
“Kill her,” the guy wheezes, and I grimace. They must have broken some ribs. 
Micah reacts faster than a blink, pulling a knife from a sheath on the back of his jeans, and plunges it into the guy's side. That’s when I see he’s pulled on a pair of leather gloves. Where the fuck did those come from? The guy's scream echoes through the garage, making us all wince. 
“That’s my goddamn niece,” Micah growls. “They sent you here to die. You never would have gotten the drop on Les.” Micah jerks the knife out, making him howl in pain. He nods his head to him. “Kill him,” he says, looking at Hartley. 
Hartley shrugs, jerks his Glock from his holster, sets it on the guy's forehead, and pulls the trigger. Without a trace of remorse on his face, Hartley tucks his gun away. 
Ghost’s eyes widen. “Just like that, huh? Cop one day, mobster the next?” 
Hartley shrugs again, unfazed. “This is a better life any day.” 
Micah strides over to the table Caden was at, spins a notebook toward him, and scribbles something down. He rips it from the pad and comes back to us, tucking it into the guy's pocket. “Take him and dump him off for Axel.” 
“What did the note say?” Gray asks. 
Micah’s grin is pure evil. “I told him to quit being a pussy and come find me.” 
That’s one way to do it.




Chapter 22







Gray


I found them.     
Those three words are bouncing around in my head repeatedly. We had just gotten home from taking care of the guy at Ghost’s garage when I got the news. 
Holden called five minutes ago to tell me, and all I could do was stare at my phone laying on the dining room table, praying I wasn’t dreaming. All this time I’ve thought they were dead;  it’s hard to come to grips with the fact that they aren’t. 
“Hey, Grayson,” Evie greets, walking into the dining room. She kisses my cheek and pulls back. “What’s wrong?” 
“He found them,” I croak, looking up at her. Tears spring into her eyes, and her arms come around my neck. 
“Oh god, Gray! That’s fantastic! Where are they?” Evie asks, plopping right down in my lap. I wrap my arms around her waist and drag her closer. 
“Montana. They’ve been there for almost two years.” I could hear the tears clogging my voice and clear my throat. “Holden said they were in college there and doing really good.” 
“When do we go?” 
I shake my head regretfully. “Until we get rid of the rest of the Bulls, get Axel, and see if we really do have FBI sniffing around, we can’t go to them yet.” 
Evie frowns. “Not even for a visit?” 
I kiss her down-turned lips. “No. I don’t want to bring any attention to them until I know I can keep them safe. Holden and Hart are digging even deeper to find the reason they’re in hiding to begin with.” 
I remember their piece of shit father. He used to like smacking me around. One of his arrests was for soliciting a minor, and countless other pending charges involving kids. I didn’t even want to know what he wanted with his own twin girls, though. That thought sends a flash of white hot anger through me every time. 
“I hate this,” Evie says, snuggling into my chest. “I know you’re dying to see them. But I understand there’s too much shit going on right now.” 
“It’s the way of this life, angel.” 
Evie nods. “Have you told the others yet?” 
“I just got the call. You’re the first person I’ve seen.” And she was the best person to tell first. Evie involving Holden pissed me off at first, but she didn’t do it for any other reason than to help me. Hart was good at digging, but Holden is better. 
“I’m so happy for you,” Evie whispers. “I can’t wait to meet them.” 
I can’t wait to see them or for them to meet Evie and the rest of my family. I don’t have any expectations about seeing them, however. I don’t even know if they want to see me. I abandoned them when they needed me the most because I couldn’t deal with my own shit. Instead, I jumped headfirst into gang life and barely went to see them. 
“There’s my two favorite people,” Mateo announces, walking into the dining room. He lays a sound kiss on Evie’s lips, then mine. I can’t help but smile at him. 
“What about me, asshole?” Micah asks, walking in behind him. 
“You’re, like, number five,” Mateo answers, sitting in the chair beside me. 
“Damn, bottom of the list. That’s harsh.” Micah chuckles and sits at the head of the table. “Why are we hanging out in here?” 
Evie looks ready to burst. “Where are Evander and Hart?” 
“Do we need them?” Micah asks with concern. 
Evie reaches over and smooths out the line between his brows. He grabs her wrist and kisses it. “Yes, but it’s good news.” 
Micah shoots off a message, and they come strolling into the kitchen, taking their place at the table. Evie looks at me expectantly, and I give her a nod. I don’t know if I can get the words out without choking on the emotion. 
“Holden found the twins!” Evie announces. 
“Holy shit,” Mateo breathes, grabbing my arm that’s wrapped around Evie’s waist. 
“Where?” Micah asks. 
“Montana. He said they’re doing damn good. In college and everything,” I answer proudly. 
“Fuck, man. That’s awesome,” Hart says, sticking his fist out for me to bump. 
I bump it and turn to the others. “We can’t go with all this heat.” I knew I wouldn’t have to explain it to them like I did to Evie. 
Van nods. “Then all the more reason to get this shit taken care of. We’d love to welcome them to the family.” Family. I didn’t even know that was what I was looking for until I found it. Family came in all different shapes and sizes. Mine just so happens to come with all of us loving the same woman. Evie was the last piece we needed to pull us all together.
Evie sniffs, tears rolling down her face. She waves her hand with a laugh. “Happy tears,” she explains. God, I love this woman. 
“This calls for a celebration,” Mateo announces, getting up from his chair. 
I bark a laugh. “You know what happened last time we celebrated good news?” 
Mateo’s eyes flash to Hart, then back to me with a devilish grin. “Oh, not something I could forget.” Mateo’s voice had dropped to that octave that always stirred my cock awake. 
“Well,” Evie says, fanning her face. “Not something I’ll forget any time soon, either.” 
“I’ll get the drinks,” Hart says, standing from his chair. 
I have no idea where this night is going, but I am dying to find out. 
[image: image-placeholder]Music is blaring from the speakers on the patio by the pool. Evie and Mateo are dancing, laughing, and feeling the drinks. It feels damn good to be surrounded by these people after such an incredible phone call. 
“Come dance with us,” Evie beckons, crooking her finger at the rest of us. Mateo slides his hands down her thighs from behind, plastering his front to her back. Fuck, they look hot together. Evie lets her head fall to the side, giving Mateo better access to kiss her neck. He whispers something to her, and she giggles with a nod. 
Mateo starts dragging her long dress up until it reaches her waist then pulls it the rest of the way off, leaving her standing there in a bright yellow lacy bra and matching panties. 
“Holy fuck,” Micah says hoarsely, sitting up in his chair, and bracing his elbows on his knees. 
Hart gets up from his chair and strides to them, not hesitating to sink his fingers into her hair and taking her lips in a kiss that had her hips rolling. He drops to his knees and pulls her panties down her legs while Mateo pops the front of her bra open. 
I’ll never get tired of looking at her like this. Chest heaving, blush spreading rapidly, and biting that bottom lip. She stands there with confidence, letting us see her completely bare. 
Hart pulls her leg onto his shoulder while Mateo holds her steady from behind. Hart dives between her legs, not giving her a chance to say anything. Her moan echoes around the pool. 
“Hell of a party,” Van chuckles, but it’s deep and husky. 
“I’d have to agree with that,” I say. 
Evie’s hips start grinding down on Hart’s face, and she lets go with a scream. I’m up and out of my chair, walking toward them. I stop beside Hart, lean down to grip his face, and lay my lips over his. Licking her from his lips. He’s shocked still for half a second before he’s kissing me back. I loved tasting her on their lips. When I pull back, Hart has a dazed look on his face. 
“Well, fuck, Gray,” Hart laughs. 
“I think we should take this upstairs,” Mateo suggests, giving me a heated look. When I nod, Mateo scoops Evie into his arms, making her squeal. 
“I can walk,” she giggles but wraps her arms around his neck. 
“I know, but I like this better, buttercup.” 
We follow him inside to Micah’s room. Mateo lays her in the middle of the bed, strips down to his boxers, and dives between her thighs. 
“Oh,” Evie moans, spearing her fingers into his hair. 
“I think you two,” Micah says gesturing between Van and Hart, “have some shit to get out of the way.” Micah pulls his shirt off and drops his jeans. It wasn’t a demand, Micah was just letting them know he was okay with it. I saw the tension ramp up between Van and Hart when Hart jokingly choked him. 
I shrug. “He’s right.” Undressing and sliding onto the bed beside Evie, I suck her nipple into my mouth. 
“Fuck, Gray,” she breathes when I tug on it, then moans deep in her throat from what Mateo’s doing between her thighs. Her hand slides to my cock, stroking it hard. 
“Angel,” I groan.
“You look beautiful spread out for us, la mia stella.” Micah slides onto the bed on the other side. 
Evie dips both hands into Mateo’s hair, rocking her hips on his mouth. He groans loudly and starts eating her pussy like a madman. Mateo fucking loves it rough, and knowing Evie is more than willing to deliver makes my cock jump against her thigh. 
“Mateo!” she screams, her release hitting her hard. 
“Good girl,” Mateo groans, kissing up her stomach. “How do you want this to play out?” 
We’ve only been with her like this all together once, and the last thing we want to do is overwhelm her. 
“I don’t care,” Evie pants. “I just want this.” 
“I want to try something, buttercup. Do you trust me?” 
“Of course,” she answers automatically. 
Mateo nods his head at me. “Sit on his cock.” I raise an eyebrow but slide into her spot when Mateo pulls her up to her knees. “Face him,” he instructs, patting her on the ass to get her to move. 
Evie crawls up my body, letting her breasts drag against my cock. With a smile that rivals  a siren, she throws her leg across my waist, grips the base of my cock to line me up, and starts to sink down. 
My hands fly to her hips, sinking my fingers into the flesh when she’s fully seated. “Angel, you feel so fucking good.” 
“You do too,” she replies, leaning down for a kiss. I don’t hesitate to sink my fingers into her hair and tilt her head to control it. 
She gasps into the kiss, then pulls away to look over her shoulder. “Relax, buttercup,” Mateo soothes. She takes a shuddering breath and arches her back to give him better access. I feel her start getting tighter, and she lets out a deep moan. “Goddamn, you look pretty with a plug in your ass.” Now I am even more curious about what he is up to if he put something in her ass. “Ride him,” Mateo demands. 
Evie starts rocking her hips, chasing her own pleasure. She looks fucking gorgeous perched up on my chest, fingers digging into my pecs. Mateo shifts behind her again, and her eyes go wide. “What are you doing?” Evie asks breathlessly. 
Micah chuckles. “He’s going to stretch that pretty pussy out.” 
“Mateo,” Evie says, panicked. 
“Come on, buttercup. You want me in your pussy with Gray?” My cock jumps at the thought of rubbing against him inside of her. Skin on skin. 
“I don’t think you’ll fit,” Evie argues but leans further onto my chest. 
Mateo groans, smoothing a hand up her back. “You look so fucking sexy. If you want me to stop, say so.” 
“Okay,” she breathes. 
Mateo’s legs rub against mine as he lines up. Then I feel the head of his cock rubbing against me at her entrance. He pushes his hips forward, and when he slides in beside me, her back goes ramrod straight. “Shhhh,” I soothe. “It will feel good, angel.” I slide my hand between us and start circling her clit. 
Micah leans forward and takes her nipple into his mouth. Van climbs onto the other side doing the same, Hartley sliding onto the bed behind him. I lost track of them during this, but something tells me they worked their shit out with the way Hartley’s hands are roaming all over Van. 
Evie’s breathing gets harsher, but she doesn’t tell him to stop. Mateo pushes slowly inside her, his dick rubbing against mine until his thighs settle against hers. It is so fucking tight inside of her with both of us in her pussy and the plug in her ass. 
“You like that, don’t you, pequena reina? Being so fucking full you can’t move,” Van says huskily, massaging her breast in his hand. 
“Yes. Oh, god. Please move,” Evie moans. 
We start at a slow pace, testing her limits. Before long, she’s rocking between us, urging us to go faster. 
“You remember what I told you I wanted to do, buttercup?” Mateo pants, his hands locking onto her hips over mine. “About our cum dripping out of you?” 
“Yes,” Evie groans. 
“Me and Gray are going to fuck this pussy,” Mateo explains, slamming into her, “until we explode. Then someone is going to take our place,” he leans forward until his mouth is beside her ear, “with someone else fucking this ass.” 
She moans so low and throaty, it has us groaning in return. Evie reaches an arm back to wrap around Mateo’s neck with one hand reaching for Micah. I start strumming her clit faster and harder until she’s shaking between us. 
“That’s it, la mia stella,” Micah rasps when her hand wraps around his cock. He gets to his feet on the bed until his cock is at mouth level. She sinks all the way down until he’s in her throat. “Fuck,” Micah groans, fucking her mouth. 
Mateo and I find a rhythm without being able to move too much. 
“Oh, shit,” Van groans, and I let my head fall that way. Hartley is pressed close to his back, his hand wrapped around Van’s cock, stroking it. 
“Fuck, you two look sexy, amore mio. You want to taste his pierced cock?” 
“Fuck,” Hart grunts when Van reaches back to Hart’s cock.
“Oh my god,” Evie moans, her eyes on them, still stroking Micah. “You guys do look sexy.” 
“Wait until you feel him inside you, Van,” Mateo says. 
“I’m going to come,” Evie moans, working her hips. 
“Come on our cocks, angel,” I encourage. That’s all she needed. Her back bows, and she comes with a scream. 
I feel Mateo swell against me, and my release blazes down my spine. 
“Angel,” I groan. 
“You’re amazing, buttercup,” Mateo says, kissing her neck. Mateo slides out, and I lift her hips so I can. 
Micah is massaging lube onto his cock with a grin on his face. “I want that ass, la mia stella.” She gives his cock a wide eyed look, making us chuckle. 
“You got this, angel,” I say, pecking her lips. 
“I’m going to take your plug out,” Mateo warns. He pulls it free and slides from the bed. I help her get situated over Micah’s cock after he lies on the bed, and follow Mateo. 
We both watch with rapt attention as she turns to face us, and with a shuddering breath lets Micah slide into her back hole. 
I pull Mateo down beside me on the couch that sits to the side of the bed. We could still see, but I could be close to him. 
Everything is starting to fall into place.




Chapter 23







Hartley


I stroke Van’s cock harder, watching as Evie sinks onto Micah’s long cock.     
When Micah told me and Van that we had some shit to work through, I figured Van told him what happened at his office. I don’t even know what happened. One second we were joking around, and then my body was pressed against his.
After Micah declared that, Van turned to me. I didn’t think, I just reacted and sealed my lips over his. 
“Oh, god,” Evie moans, settling against Micah’s chest. I kiss Van’s shoulder and climb over him so I’m between her legs. Micah grabs her thighs and spreads her wide for me. Mateo and Gray’s cum is dripping out of her pussy, and I groan at the sight. 
“You know how gorgeous you are dripping cum, princess,” I say, scooting between her spread legs. I take my cock in my hand and push forward. Her hands fly to my shoulders, and Micah’s fly to my hips when he feels my piercings scrape against him. 
“Motherfucker,” Micah grits out. “That feels good.” 
“You can feel them?” Evie breathes, taking all of my cock in one firm push. 
“Every fucking one of them,” Micah answers, his hands massaging my hips.
Van stands up and looks at me with a sly smile. “Suck it, Hart,” he says, stroking his thick cock in a firm grip. 
I raise a brow at the challenge, reach up, and jerk him toward me. Without giving him a chance to steady himself, I suck him into my mouth. 
“Holy shit,” Van grunts, his hand going to my head. 
“His mouth is fucking gold,” Mateo comments behind me. 
Still working my cock in and out of Evie with Micah, I suck Van into my throat. His fist tightens in my hair, and I groan against the head of his cock. Van is going to be fun once we get to the point of fucking. I could see it in his eyes yesterday. He wanted to fight me for dominance when I had my hand wrapped around his throat. I don’t think it would be any different when we finally let ourselves go. 
“I want to taste him,” Evie pants. I let him go with a wet pop and meet Micah’s glittering blue eyes. He isn’t pissed, though. I can feel his cock jerking against me inside of Evie. He liked watching Van’s cock down my throat. 
Van feeds his cock into Evie’s mouth, with a long groan, so far I see her throat bulge. 
Somewhere along the way, we stopped fighting against what we felt for each other, along with how we felt about Evie. Gray kissing me outside to taste Evie shocked the fuck out of me for two seconds before I realized how good it felt. I never pictured myself in a relationship like this, but I wouldn’t change it for the world. 
I feel the bed dip behind me, and hands slide across my abs. I shudder at Mateo’s touch, and he grinds his already rapidly hardening cock against my ass. “You have a nice ass, Hart,” he whispers against my neck. 
“How are you hard already?” I ask with a chuckle. 
“I have a good recovery time. Just ask, buttercup.” 
She lets Van fall from her lips and giggles. “He does. It’s like magic.” 
Mateo’s hand reaches out and snatches the lube. “You going to let me take this ass, Hart?” 
“Fuck,” Micah groans. “I’m going to say yes.” I knew Micah could feel me twitching against him. 
“It’s been a while,” I say. Placing a gentle hand on Evie’s chest, I push her against Micah so he has full access to my ass. “Go ahead, Tay.” 
“Fuck yes,” Mateo says with a chuckle. His slippery fingers slide between my cheeks. “I’ll make it feel good.” 
“I have no doubt,” I answer, then suck Evie’s nipple into my mouth. Her back bows, and she shoves her fingers into my hair. Van looks at me with heated eyes and shoves his cock back in her mouth.
Mateo teases my back hole with his finger, waiting for me to relax. When I do, he shoves a finger straight past the resistance until his knuckles are resting against my ass cheeks. 
“You’re tight as hell,” Mateo comments huskily. “I’m going to love stretching you out.” He drags his finger back out, right over my prostate, making me groan against Evie’s breasts. He works his finger slowly, then adds a second. 
“Damn,” Micah breathes. “I can feel him pulsing inside her.” Micah and I find a pace that has us working Evie to the edge while Mateo fucks my ass with his fingers, stretching me out. 
“You ready?” Mateo rasps in that sexy as hell voice he gets when he’s turned on. His voice already had a natural rasp to it, but when he’s like this, it gets deep. 
“Yes,” I answer. 
His fingers slip free, and then I feel the head of his cock pushing. I breathe in through my nose and let my breath out in a whoosh, relaxing for him. 
“Goddamn,” Mateo gasps, pushing harder. He slips past the ring of muscle, and I can’t stop the needy ass moan that leaves my mouth. “You like my cock, Hart?”
“I’m going to say that’s an enthusiastic yes,” Evie quips with a giggle, making me and Micah groan when she tightens up on us. 
“Mateo,” I moan again. 
“Moan my name, Hart,” Mateo groans, wrapping an arm around my chest and pulling me against his. I turn my head over my shoulder, and he sinks his tongue into my mouth with a groan. 
My hips start rocking harder, feeling Evie tighten up on me. I can hear the slurping noises of Evie sucking Van’s cock and feel every bump of Micah’s cock. It has my hands flexing on Evie’s thighs, trying to hold off my impending orgasm. 
Mateo pulls back from the kiss. “Fuck me,” I rasp. Mateo’s eyes darken, and he pulls out until just the head of his cock was inside of me. He tightens his arm on my chest and slams his hips forward. I lick over his bottom lip and something about that move makes him snap. Mateo pushes me forward, so I have to catch myself on the bed on either side of Micah’s hips. His hands bite into my skin when he grabs me and starts fucking me with purpose. His thighs are slapping mine so hard, he grunts on impact. Noises are leaving my mouth that I don’t think I’ve ever made in my fucking life. 
“Fuck him hard, baby boy,” Gray encourages, stretching out beside us. His hand slides between me and Evie, rolling her clit. 
“Oh, god,” Evie moans. I look up at her face, and her eyes are latched onto mine. Her lips are parted, cheeks flushed, pupils blown. She has never looked so fucking beautiful. 
Van drops to his knees to our side. “Come for them, pequena reina. It’s my turn next,” Van says, stroking his cock. 
Evie moans deep in her throat and then lets go with a scream. Gray doesn’t stop rubbing her clit, and we don’t stop our thrusts. She’s writhing between us, whimpering. She clamps down on me so hard that it stops my movement all together. I pull out, and she squirts all over me. 
“Fuck, princess,” I breathe, lining up, and sinking back into her still spasming pussy. 
“I’m going to come, Hart,” Mateo grunts, burying himself as far as he can go. I feel him swell and pulse inside of me, causing my release to blaze through me at lightning speed. 
“Fuck,” I groan, filling Evie’s pussy full of my cum. 
Mateo pulls me back with his arm back around my chest and shifts us backward so I slip from Evie without pulling out of me. Van slides into my place. He lines up and thrusts inside of her, making her come again. 
“Evander!” she screams, raking her nails down his back. 
Mateo hands me lube over my shoulder, and I turn to him with a question in my eyes. “Play with his ass,” he whispers, his voice still dripping with arousal. He is still buried to the hilt inside of me, and I wasn’t complaining. I flip the top on the lube, squirt some onto my fingers, and when I’m tossing it back onto the bed, I catch Micah’s eyes again. He drags his tongue across his bottom lip, eyes locked on my cock. They are working Evie over so hard that her tits are bouncing, but she’s loving every second of it. 
I rub my fingers together to spread the lube, then slide them between Van’s tight ass cheeks. He shudders from head to toe, but doesn’t stop me. Slowly, I work two fingers inside of him, rubbing them directly over his prostate. 
“That’s not fair,” Van groans, making me chuckle. I knew what I was doing to him. 
I wrap my hand around his throat and squeeze, making his ass clench down on my fingers. “You like that, don’t you, Van?” I ask, pumping my fingers in and out. 
“Is he making that ass feel good, amore mio?” Micah asks with a deep husky chuckle. 
Van reaches up and pushes Evie’s legs back toward her chest, hammering his hips forward. “Oh, fuck. Evander. Micah,” Evie pants. 
“Come on, pequena reina,” Van pants. “Come on my cock.” 
Her body shudders, and her fingers dig into Van’s shoulders. “Fuck!” When she comes this time, her eyes roll back in her head. 
“Shit,” Van grunts, stilling his movements. His back is slick with sweat, his Perez tattoo on his shoulder blade standing out, and it is doing something to me being pressed between him and Mateo. “Evie,” Van groans, coming hard. He kisses Evie hard and pulls out with a rush of cum. I gently slide my fingers free, and Mateo finally slips free of me. 
As soon as Van is out of the way, Micah rolls with his cock still in Evie’s ass. He jerks her up to her hands and knees by her hips, fucking her so hard it’s jostling us on the bed. Evie’s mewling and clawing at the bed, but she’s not trying to get away. She’s shoving back against him, begging him to go harder. 
“Fuck,” Mateo breathes against my neck, watching her with rapt attention like the rest of us.
Micah reaches under and starts rubbing her clit in fast circles. “Come for me, la mia stella.” 
“Micah!” Evie screams. 
Micah’s thrusts stutter. He jerks her back onto his cock and lets go with a long groan. They collapse onto the bed, breathing out of control. I peck Mateo’s lips and slip off the bed to get a bath ready for Evie. Once the water is ready, I walk back into the room and smile. 
“Come on, princess,” I beckon. 
“Get on your hands and knees. Let us see you dripping us everywhere, buttercup.” 
With a groan, she does as he asks, and I can’t stop staring. Our cum is dripping down her thighs, and it is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. 
I clear my throat and shake my head. “Let me get you cleaned up,” I say, holding my hand out to her. She comes willingly and lets me scoop her into my arms. I stride to the bathroom, kick the door shut behind me, and sit her gently in the tub before climbing in behind her. She settles back against my chest with a sigh. 
“How are you feeling, princess?” 
“A little sore.” She smiles over her shoulder. “But oh so good.” 
I chuckle and wrap my arms around her, savoring the time with her. I breathe in the sweet scent of her coconut shampoo, and emotions overwhelm me. 
“I love you,” I say gruffly. “I always have.” She spins around with a gasp. I get her situated with her legs around my waist so I could see her face. With my hands cupping her cheeks, I let it all spill out. “Ever since I met you, you were the only one I knew never expected a thing from me. You liked me for me. You were my light then and you still are now. The moment you walked back into my life, I knew you were going to be mine. Even if I have to share you with a bunch of criminals,” I chuckle at that, and she lets out a watery giggle. I sober again and stare right into those brown eyes I’ve always loved. “I love you so fucking much.” 
“Oh, Hartley.” She mirrors her hands on my face. “I love you, too. You’ve always been the best part of my life, my safe haven. When I found myself in Abbs Valley, I think I was subconsciously hoping you would save me and you did. I don’t know what I’d do without you. I love you.” 
I crush her to my chest, not believing this amazing girl could love me. She brought me peace, and she brought me a family. 
“I have to tell you something. I lied to you before. About the tattoos,” I admit. She pulls back with a frown. “All of them represent you or us.” I lift my left arm and rub the one on my ribs. It was a pin-up version of Evie. 
She leans down to get a closer look. “Oh my god. That’s beautiful.” She starts mapping all the ones she can reach with her fingers. The stack of books on my right pec, the broken window on the left, the list goes on. Every tattoo I’ve ever picked was with her firmly in mind. 
“I love you,” she says again, tears rolling down her face. 
“I love you, too.” 
I’ll spend the rest of my life letting her know what she means to me. 
[image: image-placeholder]After I cleaned Evie up in the bath, we crawled into bed with the others. It was a tight fit, and limbs were all over the place, but we didn’t care. We just cared we were together. 
Way too early, Micah woke me up and asked me to ride to his office with him. He had legitimate businesses with his real estate and kept that separated from the less than legal ones. We climbed into my truck and rode mostly in silence. We were almost there when he finally turned in the seat to face me. 
“I know I already told him, but I just wanted to make it clear. I don’t care what happens between you and Van. But if you hurt him, I swear to god, Hart, I’ll hang you in the middle of Abbs Valley with your heart missing.” 
I shake my head at the threat. “I’m not going to hurt him. Or any of you.” 
Micah nods seemingly happy with that answer. I know how much he and Van love each other, and it is an amazing thing to watch. The fact that they welcomed me into their lives proves how much these guys love and love hard. 
We pull in front of his office building and go straight to his office. I casually scroll on my phone while he works because he just brought me for show, anyway. Micah doesn’t need my protection, but he trusts me enough that if he did, he knows I’d be there with no questions asked. 
A knock comes at the door, and Micah yells for them to come in. His tiny blonde receptionist pushes the door open, wringing her hands in front of her. “Mr. Poletti. There is an Agent Reeves here to see you.” 
Agent Reeves. Micah looks at me with a raised brow. It was just a matter of time before they came sniffing around. “What’s the call?” Micah asks. 
I shrug. “Talk to him. You turn him away, it makes you look guilty.” 
“Send him in.” 
I get up and walk behind Micah’s desk, positioning myself behind him. Crossing my arms over my chest, I shift my expression to the cold motherfucker I used to be. 
Micah’s receptionist returns with a guy in his late forties, probably about Micah’s height but nowhere near as in shape. His brown hair is thinning and his sunken cheeks hint at an alcohol problem. 
“Shut the door, Candice,” Micah says with a soft voice. As soon as the door shuts Micah slouches back in his chair, rubbing his fingers across his bottom lip. It’s his only nervous habit, but you wouldn’t know that if you didn’t know Micah. On the outside, he looks calm and cool. “What can I do for you, Agent?” 
“I was wondering if I could ask you some questions,” Agent Reeves replies, barely containing a sneer. Micah waves for him to sit down. When he does, his eyes flash to mine. “Hartley Cruz.” He doesn’t contain the sneer with that one. 
“Do I know you?” I ask. I’ve had a lot of run-ins with different law enforcement agencies, but I’ve never seen him in my life. 
“No. But I know you.” 
“What can I do for you, Agent Reeves?” Micah asks again, ice dripping from his voice. After spending so much time with him, I actually forgot Micah is one scary dude. 
“I’ve heard some whispers that your team,” he spits the word like it leaves a nasty taste in his mouth, “had something to do with the sudden demise of some Bulls members.” 
“Bulls?” Micah asks, sounding confused. I have to suppress a snort. The asshole is a damn good liar, I know from experience. “I’m sorry, Agent. But I’ve never heard that name before.” 
“We know about your connection with,” he pulls a notebook from his jacket pocket, “Evelyn Sinclair. She used to be entangled with the Bulls’ leader until he mysteriously went missing.” Micah’s shoulders stiffen slightly at the mention of Evie’s name, and I have to control my own reaction. “We know that she’s currently in Abbs Valley with you.”
Micah tilts his head to the side, examining the Agent. I have to admit that move used to run a shiver down my spine, and not in a good way. “You want to get to the point?” 
“It just seems funny. You have a connection with Evelyn, who also had a connection with the Bulls. Then all of a sudden they start dying.” 
“That’s a far reach. Even for the FBI,” I say, standing up taller, letting him know I have Micah’s back no matter what he tries to do. 
“Are you saying you don’t know her?” 
“I’m saying no such thing. Evie is a part of my family,” Micah answers smoothly, correcting him on using Evie’s real name. “But that doesn’t mean I know anything about these Bulls.” 
“Cut the shit,” Agent Reeves barks, taking offense at Micah’s condescending tone. “I know who you are. I know you’re the leader of one of the top crime organizations.” 
Micah chuckles, but it’s deadly. “That’s an awfully strong accusation. I’m just a businessman, Agent Reeves.” Agent Reeves obviously hasn’t done his homework or he would know Les is the leader, not Micah. Micah is firmly planted at the head of the Italian Mafia and he takes the strain from Les’ shoulders. But he isn’t the leader. 
“A businessman on so many watch lists I lost count?” Agent Reeves scoffs. “We know all about the business of the Poletti’s.”
Micah sits up and folds his arms on his desk. I don’t know what Micah’s face looks like, but Agent Reeve’s eyes widen slightly. “I’d watch coming in here throwing your small dick energy around. I don’t take kindly to someone coming into my place of work and throwing out bullshit accusations. So if you’re finished….” Micah leaves that open for the Agent to fill in the blank. It’s a clear dismissal, and if Agent Reeves was smart, he would hear the threat in Micah’s tone. 
Agent Reeves stands up. “This isn’t over.” 
“Yes, it is,” Micah replies. Reeves stalks to the door and jerks it open. “And Agent?” He turns back around. “I better never hear Evie’s name leave your lips again.” 
You can see Reeves physically bite off what he was going to say. He slams the door behind him as he leaves. 
I relax my rigid posture. “Well, that went well.” 
Micah swivels in his chair to face me. “That was your definition of well?”
“You didn’t shoot him,” I say with a shrug. 
Micah barks a laugh. “You surprise me every day, Hart.”
“I surprise myself every goddamn day, too,” I admit. “What’s the plan?” 
“Warn the others. I know I wasn’t his only stop, and I’ll call Holden to see what he can dig up on our new friend.” 
I pull my phone from my pocket and pull up our group chat. It seems like the easiest way. 
Hartley: We had a visit from an Agent Reeves. FBI. Watch your backs.
Mateo: Aw, Hart. I didn’t know you cared.
I roll my eyes with a smile. Mateo was the first person to bring a positive response out of me. He’s also the one who got me to own up to my damage over Les. I didn’t take either of those things lightly.
Hartley: You know I do, you little asshole.
Evie: No name calling, boys. Should I worry?
Micah and I chuckle at Evie’s message. She’s the only one who could chastise us and not get in trouble for it. 
Evander: No, pequena reina. Just stick to what we told you. We knew this was coming.
Gray: I’ll make sure Adam knows not to let him in.  
Evie decided to stay home and research schools while we were working. I am excited for her to take this next step. Our conversation last night in the bathtub has made me feel so damn light I felt like I’d float away. I don’t know what came over me, but I just knew I needed to tell her how I felt. Hearing that she felt the same way almost stopped my damn heart. 
Micah: Good call. We’ll be home in a little bit. 
Evander: Same here. Mateo and I are almost done with meetings. 
Evie: I miss you guys. Come home to me. 
Home. 
That word sounds so damn good coming from her. 
It’s definitely time to go home to our woman.




Chapter 24







Mateo


“I have a question,” I announce to Van, leaning against the doorframe of his office. We have separate offices and mine is right across the hall.     
He looks up from his laptop with a brow raised. “I’m afraid to ask,” he says dryly. 
I flop down on the chair in front of his desk. “When are we going to show Evie the house?” 
“Soon, I hope.” He sits back in his chair. “I think she’s ready.” 
“I do, too. But I think Micah should show her first. He put a lot of damn thought into it.” We all had a say, but since Micah knew real estate, we let him find it. When he did, he came to us and we sat down with a designer so it would fit every specification of that picture I found. I was dying to start a life with her, and it started with that house. 
“I agree. We’ll have to pass it by the other guys, though.” 
I nod, showing I agreed and switch to that message we just got from Hart. “What are we going to do about our new friends?” 
“Same as always,” Van replies easily. “Pretend we aren’t who we really are.”
“If they fuck with Evie, I won’t hesitate to kill any of them.” 
“I know. None of us would. Let’s wait to get the full details before we plan another massacre.”
“What about the rest of the Bulls? We have locations now.” 
Van sighs. “I want to wipe them from existence too, Tay, but we have too much heat right now.” 
“That’s the best way. They won’t expect us to act while they are sniffing around.” 
“What do you want to do? Drive to Fairview, take them out, and come back like nothing happened?” 
“Why not?” I argue. I want it to be like they never existed. They are worse than us by a long shot and that was saying something. We might have blood on our hands, but we still somehow have morals. Ones that don’t involve hurting kids or women. 
“Can we table this conversation for later? We need to get ready for this meeting with Cian.” I wrinkle my nose, and Van laughs. “We need this alliance to work, so keep your thoughts and facial expressions to yourself.” 
The last meeting with Cian didn’t go well, and I wasn’t expecting this to go any differently. The fact that he just called me and Van for this meeting is suspicious enough. 
“Mr. Moren is here, sir,” Linda’s voice crackles through the intercom. 
“Send him to the conference room,” Van answers. “He’s early.” 
“Should we make him wait?” 
“Of course. He’s on our time.” 
“While we wait, I have another question.”
“Of course you do,” Van says with a roll of his eyes. 
I grin. “What’s the deal with Hart?” 
“I already told you I’m not talking about this with you.”  
“For fuck’s sake, Van. We moved way past privacy two orgies ago.” 
Van chokes out a laugh. “Don’t cheapen what we do to orgies.” 
“Okay. Fine. What we do is much more than that, but you didn’t answer my question.” 
Van runs his fingers through his hair. It still amazes me he doesn’t style it much anymore because Evie likes it messy. “He’s sexy,” Van shrugs. “That’s all I’ve got right now.” 
“Fuck yeah, he is. All big dick energy with piercings to back it up.” I waggle my eyebrows. “Wait until you feel those.”
“Okay,” Van says, standing up. “I’m done with you. Get your game face on.” 
I stand up and grab Van’s arm before he can open the door. “Hart’s special, Van.” I don’t need to finish that. He would understand. 
Van nods and pulls the door open. I follow him to the conference room, and to my surprise, Cian is sitting there alone without his asshole cousin who seemed to have something against gangs. 
“What can we do for you, Cian?” Van asks, sitting at the head of the table. I sit to his right, and watch Gray walk in, shut the door, and lean against it. No way we are doing this without some more back up. After the last meeting showdown, Cian couldn’t be trusted. 
“I wanted to apologize for the last time we met,” Cian answers. 
“Oh, you mean when you were being a pompous ass?” I ask, making Van kick me under the table. 
Cian’s lips twitch. “Exactly. My cousin has a way of riling me up and when he saw your gangs there, it made it worse.”
“I don’t know what his damage is with them, but they’ve had our backs more times than we can count. And they aren’t our gangs. They’re family,” Van answers. “Your cousin is going to get you killed for that one day. Those aren’t the type of people you want around.” 
Cian nods. “That’s another reason why I came. You guys brought the Perez name back to a high honor. I’d like to do the same with the Moren name.” 
As far as I knew, the Moren’s didn’t have many beefs, but because of that they were considered weak. Cian’s father very rarely dealt out punishments when he should have. 
“How would you like our help with that?” I ask. 
“I’m asking for your guidance. Along with the Poletti’s and the Orlov’s I feel like I could make people proud to be associated with us.”
“We’ll talk about it. Micah is the one who helped guide us, and if he sees fit, I’m sure he’ll be inclined to help you, too.” 
Cian nods and stands up. He extends a hand and shakes mine and Van’s. He strides from the room, giving Gray a polite nod on the way by. It was a complete one eighty from the way he was the last time. I don’t know if I liked it. 
I look at Van. “I hope Micah doesn’t guide him like he guided you.” 
“Not funny, asshole,” Van grinds, making me laugh. 
After the meeting, we went home, and I called a family meeting in the dining room. I just laid out my plan to take the Bulls out right under the FBI’s nose, and Micah agreed, which started this current argument. We didn’t even get a chance to tell them about Cian yet.
“You’re agreeing with him?” Van demands. 
Evie is listening intently. I still can’t believe how well she fits in. She still has moments I can see that she doesn’t like what we are talking about, but she swallows it. 
“Yes. Because he’s right. They won’t think we will make a move. It’s also our best chance to catch Axel. I know that’s where this information is coming from.”
“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” Van explodes. “The visit you got today just proves they’re watching. What happens when they follow us to Fairview?” Van looks around the table. “What do you guys think?” 
“I think it’s risky but not impossible,” Hart says, relaxing back in his chair across from me. “We could always set up decoys for them to follow and take a car they haven’t pinned us in.” 
Gray shrugs. “I agree.” 
“What the fuck. You’re all crazy,” Van mutters. He looks at Evie. “What about you, pequena reina?” 
“Me?” Evie asks, surprised to be brought into the conversation.
“You have as much say as the rest of us, buttercup.” 
She chews on her bottom lip, contemplating her answer. “I don’t know. I’m scared for you guys going anyway, and then you add in the fact that you could get caught?” She shakes her head. “I don’t like it.” Van gives me a smug smile, knowing that whatever Evie says will be the determining factor if we go or not.  
I roll my eyes and turn to her. “We’ve done more with more eyes on us than this. Just think about when we finally get rid of the Bulls and Axel. They won’t have any more reasons to follow us, and Gray can finally be with his sisters.” That’s a low blow, and I know it. But I really want Gray to be able to see the twins. And I’m not above using that against Van’s argument. 
Evie searches my face and then sighs. “When do you leave?” I stop short of pumping my fist in victory. I’m so ready to get rid of these assholes that I am ready to leave right now. 
“We, la mia stella. You’ll be going too. No way we would leave you here alone, even for a day.” 
“So, what am I supposed to be doing while you guys are out slaying monsters?” Evie asks dryly, making us laugh. 
Micah stands up and tilts her face up by her chin. “Enroll in school. You’re procrastinating.” He pecks her lips and turns to leave the room. 
“I didn’t agree to this,” Van growls, standing up. 
“Then don’t go,” Micah retorts, walking away. I watch Van’s temper spike, and he follows Micah from the room. 
“That’s not going to end well,” Evie quips. 
“They’ll fuck it out and be fine,” I answer, making her choke on her drink, spluttering a laugh. 
A door slams upstairs and I know I’m not too far off from the truth. Van and Micah dealt with their arguments in the best way. Naked. 
I grab Evie’s hand and kiss the back of it. “Why are you procrastinating with school?” She spent all day researching, but she never would take the leap to enroll. 
“Because I’m scared. What if I’m not any good at it?” Evie admits softly. 
“You have a whole team behind you, princess,” Hart soothes. “And you’ll be great at it.” 
“Just have faith in yourself, angel. You got this.”  
I have no doubt that she will be awesome at this, and the sooner we show her the house, she can get started. Hart told us that when she was younger, she used to redecorate her room every couple of months with whatever she could find. I want to see what she is capable of with a house the size of the one we bought, and unlimited money. 
We make our way to the living room to watch a movie, trying and failing to block out the raised voices upstairs. Piling onto the couch with Evie between me and Hart with Gray on my other side, I turn the volume up. 
When the sounds turn from yelling to a very distinct sexual groan, I turn the volume back down. 
Evie giggles. “Stop eavesdropping.” 
“Don’t pretend you aren’t dying to know who’s fucking who right now, buttercup.” 
“My money is on Van fucking Micah. He was pissed,” Hart says, stretching his arm across the back of the couch, and cupping the back of my neck. It’s a casual move, but it feels nice to know that he wants to touch me too. 
Gray grunts. “Micah isn’t going to let Van Dom him like that.” 
“Never say never, big guy,” I retort. I never thought I’d let Gray dominate me the way that he does. But here we are, and I love every minute of it. 
Twenty minutes later, Micah and Van walk into the living room, both with wet hair and satisfied looks on their faces. Evie turns to me slowly, and we bust out laughing. 
“What’s so damn funny?” Micah demands, pulling Van down beside him on the loveseat. 
“Nothing,” Evie and I say at the same time, making us laugh even harder. 
Van’s eyes narrow in suspicion but turns to look at the TV. 
“Okay. I’ll ask. Who just dominated whose ass upstairs?” Hart asks. Evie and I are wheezing with laughter, and Gray’s trying his best to keep his in. 
Micah’s grin says it all, and Hart busts up laughing. “Told you,” Gray says, finally letting the deep rich laugh out. 
“Whatever,” Van gripes. “We leave first thing in the morning.” 
[image: image-placeholder]The following morning, we got up early so we could leave the house before dawn. Les and Zane were following us down so Les could be with Evie, and Zane was there just in case we needed a sniper. We had some of the guards take Micah’s Ferrari, and my Porsche out to take on any tails, and just like we suspected, they latched onto Adam driving Micah’s car. One of the guards’ SUVs was our decoy, and an hour and a half into the drive with no one following us, I finally relaxed into the seat. 
It was risky as hell to bring Evie with us, but I agree with Micah. No way in hell would we leave her home alone. She fell asleep against my shoulder two minutes into the drive, so I pulled her against me. 
Four hours later, I gently shake her awake, and she sits up with an adorable sleepy look on her face. “Where are we?” she asks, stretching. 
“Fairview,” I answer, tucking her hair behind her ear. 
“Aw, man. I slept the whole way? I was hoping for some carpool karaoke.” All eyes turn to her with that comment, and she cracks up laughing. “I can just see Gray belting out some Taylor Swift now.” 
“In your dreams, angel.” He slides out of the car, and we follow him out. 
We rented the same house as before, so Micah keys in the code to the box to get the key. Evie and Les are chatting happily as we walk into the house, and I know we made the right decision to ask her to come with us. We also knew if anyone could convince Evie to enroll in school, it was Les. 
The day consisted of us laying out a foolproof plan. Holden spent the day tracking the cameras around the locations that we needed, and it was almost ten o’clock at night when we got the hit that we needed. Evie and Les have already taken up one of the bedrooms to watch Netflix and I’m sure to gossip. I love that they have each other because they both need a friend. 
“Holden said they just showed up at that abandoned church. No Axel yet, though,” Zane says, relaying Holden’s message. 
“Should we wait for him to show? Or take the chance while we have it?” Hart asks. 
Zane sits down and flips open the case on his sniper rifle. “Honestly? If you go after them now, it will send his ass into deeper hiding.” 
Hartley nods, rubbing his hand over the stubble on his chin. Fucking hell. That always does something to me. “I say we get into position. That way, if he shows up, we’re already there.” 
“Good plan,” Micah agrees. “If he doesn’t show, we leave them alone. For now.” 
The girls come out to tell us bye, and we each give Evie a kiss. Zane lays a kiss on Les that has her breathless, and Micah groans like he’s in pain.  
Les punches him in the arm. “Shut up.” 
Micah just grins and tells us it’s time to go. We load into the SUV and when we get to where we need to be, Zane slinks off into the shadows to get into position. 
We sit in silence for almost an hour before it becomes glaringly obvious that Axel is a no show. 
“He’s not coming, is he?” I ask the group. 
“I don’t think so, Tay,” Van answers from his seat in front of me. He turns to look at me. “We can’t stay here forever waiting.” 
“I think we should go in anyway,” Gray says. “We might not get this chance again.” 
I click the comms that connect us to Holden and Zane. “Have you guys seen anything?” 
“Nope,” Holden answers. 
“All clear my way. You have a straight shot inside. I have your back,” Zane replies. 
All of us in agreement, we slide our masks down and do a quick weapon check. Just like before, Hart and Gray take point. When we get to the door, I frown. It was too damn quiet for the number of people that walked in there. Gray and Hart pull their automatics up to get ready. We decided that we didn’t care about doing this for show anymore, they just needed them to die. Micah counts down from three on his fingers. When he gets to one, he jerks the old church door open with a loud screech. 
“What the fuck?” Hart mutters. 
Every single person in here is already dead. Twelve bodies are lining the floor, all with their throats slashed.
“What’s going on?” Holden asks. 
“They’re all dead,” Micah says, walking around. “Who the fuck got in here without any of us noticing?” 
“I was watching the whole goddamn time,” Zane reports. “No one walked into that church.” 
“It’s like they were invisible,” I muse, pissed off but slightly impressed. 
“That’s the point.” All our heads and guns jerk up to a voice that doesn’t belong to any of us. There is a guy standing right at the backdoor, leaning casually against it. He has a white skull mask covering his face and is dressed head to toe in black. “You’re welcome, by the way.” 
“Who the fuck are you?” Micah growls, taking a step closer, automatic leveled at this guy. 
“My friends call me Shadow,” he informs us. “Your assistance isn’t needed anymore, boys.” He slips out the backdoor, and Hart takes off running the way he went. 
He comes back in minutes later, ripping his mask off. “He’s gone.” 
“Zane, report,” Micah barks. 
“Nothing. I didn’t see shit.” 
Not only do we have the FBI on our ass, now we are dealing with a goddamn shadow. 




Chapter 25







Evander


I was in a deep sleep when I heard a scream. I wake with a jolt, looking around wildly until I realize what it is.   
“You hear how good he makes our woman feel, amore mio?” Micah asks, sleep still evident in his voice. Evie screaming Hart’s name must have woken him up, too. After the mindfuck from the church, we came back to the rented house and went to bed shortly after. Les and Zane went to check into a hotel, I’m sure to enjoy some alone time together. We spent the next day staking out all the places the Bulls could hide, and every time we found one of their hideouts, they were already dead. Just like at the church. After that we came straight back home. 
I relax back on the pillows, turning to face him. He’s on his stomach, arms tucked under the pillow. He rolls so we’re facing each other and slides his hand over my cock. 
“Yes,” I groan when he squeezes. “Were you listening to them?” 
Micah chuckles. “I was after the first time she screamed his name.” I must have slept through that one. The noises from the other room pick up, and I realize they aren’t even close to being done. Not that I was complaining. Knowing he is taking damn good care of her has my cock twitching. “Take them off,” Micah demands, pushing at the waistband of my boxers. I slide them off my hips. “Stroke your cock, amore mio.” I wrap my hand around the base, stroking to the tip. I watch Micah’s eyes darken in the moonlight streaming through the window. “Yeah, just like that,” Micah encourages, his voice rough. He loves watching me play with my dick. His eyes always stay glued to the sight. 
“Let me see you,” I tell him, my voice just as gruff. Micah slides out of his boxers and scoots against me so our cocks are rubbing together. He wraps his hand around both of them and starts shifting his hips, mimicking a fucking motion. “Fuck,” I groan when he takes his thumb and wipes the pre-cum dripping from the tips, and sucks it into his mouth.
The noises from the other room intensify, and so do our movements. Our eyes are locked together, our hips moving faster. 
“Goddamn, you’re sexy as fuck, amore mio,” Micah pants. “You know what you do to me?” 
“The same thing you do to me,” I reply, breathlessly sealing my lips over his. 
Micah rolls us, never breaking the kiss, until he’s laid out on top of me. His hand is still jerking our cocks between us. I groan long and loud when he swivels his hips. 
“Hartley!” Evie screams again.
“That’s three,” Micah whispers, leaning down to kiss my neck. I hear the bedroom door open and look at it with a frown, then smile when I see Mateo standing there with a shit-eating grin. 
“Your time is up, Micah,” Mateo declares.  
Micah’s lips freeze on my neck, and his head snaps in Mateo’s direction. “What is that supposed to mean?”
“It means you’re about to find out what it’s like to be between the Perez brothers,” I reply, pushing on Micah’s chest until he sits back on his heels. His cock is throbbing between his legs and leaking from the tip. 
The bed dips when Mateo gets on his knees behind Micah. He runs his hands over Micah’s abs, making Micah’s body shudder. “Is that what you want? You want us to show you what it’s like?” 
Micah’s eyes flair when he looks at me. I raise an eyebrow in question, and Micah swallows. “Yes,” he answers. 
Mateo grins at me over Micah’s shoulder. “If I was a bigger asshole, I would leave you high and dry like you left me.” Mateo wraps a hand around Micah’s cock and strokes it hard. “But I’m dying to know what you taste like.” 
“Fuck,” Micah grunts when Mateo tightens his fist and swirls it around the head of Micah’s cock. 
I slide out from underneath him. “Lay down on your side.” 
Micah raises a brow at the commanding tone but complies. He isn’t running this show. Mateo and I are. Mateo jumps to his feet and pulls his shorts and boxers off. I climb back onto the bed and mold myself to Micah’s back. 
“Is this what you want, mi rey?” I whisper. I know we’ve talked about it, but I want to make sure he doesn’t feel pressured into it. His body is saying he’s into it, though. 
“It is,” Micah answers, looking at me over his shoulder. 
I kiss him slowly and pull back with a grin. “Good. Now, suck my brother’s cock.” 
Micah turns his head to see Mateo’s cock right in his face. He laid down in a version of sixty-nine, with his mouth inches from Micah’s long cock. 
“Last chance to back out,” Mateo warns. 
“I’m not backing out,” Micah says, and without warning, seals his lips over the head of Mateo’s cock. 
“Goddamn,” Mateo breathes. He strokes Micah a few times before licking around the head with a groan. “You taste better than I thought,” he says before sucking Micah to the back of his throat. 
Micah’s hips jerk, making my cock rub against his ass. Rolling over, I grab the lube from the bedside drawer and squirt some onto my fingers. I slide them between his ass cheeks and push my middle finger into his back hole. 
His groan against Mateo’s cock reverberates through my bones. I am so fucking turned on my cock is throbbing painfully. I push another finger inside and start fucking his ass with my fingers, getting him ready. 
Mateo pulls his mouth from Micah’s cock, his hand still swirling. “Fuck, you can suck cock,” Mateo groans, moving his hips to fuck Micah’s mouth. Micah relaxes and Mateo slides into his throat. “Oh, shit,” Mateo says, half strangled. 
Micah’s hips are moving, fucking his ass back onto my fingers, and Mateo’s fist. When I add a third finger, Micah’s mouth pops off Mateo’s dick with the deepest fucking moan I’ve ever heard. 
“What did you do to him?” Mateo asks. 
“I’m stretching this ass,” I answer, finger fucking him harder. “Because I plan on destroying it.” 
“Holy shit,” Micah breathes. 
“Is that what you want?” Mateo asks, flipping around so they are face to face. “You want us to destroy you? You want us to have you panting, whimpering, and fucking begging for us?” 
I look over at Mateo, surprised at the words, and his face has an almost feral look to it, showing how much he wants Micah. 
“Yes, fuck, yes,” Micah answers, moving his hips faster. 
Mateo seals his lips over Micah’s with a groan, their cocks rubbing together. Micah’s body starts to tense, and I slide my fingers free, knowing he is getting close to coming. Mateo pulls back and both their chests are heaving. 
“You know how long I’ve wanted to do that?” Mateo asks, kissing Micah’s neck. 
“As long as I have,” Micah answers, and Mateo’s head snaps up with a raised brow. “I’m not blind, Tay. You two have to be the sexiest fucking brothers I’ve ever seen.” 
I chuckle and kiss the back of Micah’s neck. “Let’s show him how sexy. What do you say?” 
Mateo grins. “Fuck yeah.” He sits up. “Get up.” 
Micah and I get to our feet at the end of the bed, waiting to see what he was up to. Mateo lays on the bed with his head hanging off the edge, his mouth back at Micah’s cock. “Fuck my throat, while he fucks your ass.” 
Pushing between Micah’s shoulder blades, I take the lube Mateo hands me and slick my cock up. Micah braces his hands on the bed when I line up. Keeping a tight grip on the base of my dick, I push forward until I slide past the resistance. 
“Fuck,” Micah grunts when I grab both his hips and pull him back when I push forward. It’s almost euphoric, sliding into Micah’s tight ass. Mateo gets his head situated and sucks Micah’s cock into his mouth. He taps my thigh to let me know he’s ready. I pull back and slam forward, using the momentum to send Micah into Mateo’s throat. “Shit!” I start fucking him with deep, hard thrusts. 
Mateo wraps a fist around his cock and starts stroking in time with my thrusts. Micah’s whole body is shaking, lost to the sensation. 
“Does this feel good, mi rey?”
“Fuck, yes,” Micah pants, taking everything I’m giving him. We pick up speed until Micah starts moaning deep in his throat, driving me out of my damn mind. 
Mateo pushes back on Micah’s hips until Micah’s slips from his mouth. I pull Micah back against my chest, never stopping my hips from moving, his cock still laying against Mateo’s lips. 
“Look at this big cock throbbing,” Mateo says, his voice raspier than normal. He licks the underside, and a slight whimper leaves Micah’s lips. I knew he was overstimulated, but he fucking loves it. “That’s it, Micah. Let us hear how much you want us.” Mateo’s hand is still moving aggressively on his own cock, his hips lifting with his stroking. “You want this cock?” 
“Goddamnit, Mateo,” Micah groans. “Yes.” I feel Mateo’s hair rub between my thighs when he sucks Micah’s balls into his mouth. “Yes, please!” 
Mateo chuckles, and it’s deep. “You can do better than that.” 
Micah moans. “Please fuck me, Mateo.” 
“That’s a little better.” Mateo slides back and sits up on his knees, facing us. “First, I want to see Van tear that tight ass up. And then,” Mateo strokes his cock. “I’m going to.” 
I push Micah forward, making his hands slap the bed. I kick his legs further apart so he sprawls on the bed, the need to mark him riding me as hard as I’m about to ride him. Planting my hands on the bed, I slam my hips forward. “Let me hear it, mi rey,” I rasp, hammering my hips. 
My thighs are slapping against his so hard that the headboard is smacking the wall. Moans and whimpers are leaving Micah’s lips spurring me on. I’ve never taken him like this, or this hard. Something about Mateo watching, stroking his cock, has me out of my fucking mind.
“Who had this ass first?” I pant. 
“You, amore mio, you,” Micah moans, taking my thrusts with ease. 
“I don’t care who’s here after. This ass. Is. Mine,” I grind out, fucking him ruthlessly. Something inside of me has snapped, and I couldn’t stop it if I tried. 
“Yours. FUCK! It’s yours.” 
I slow my movement, stroke in and out a few times before sliding out. With a groan, I run my fingers over his asshole, knowing my cock was just there. With a nod, Mateo jumps from the bed, hand already rubbing lube on his cock. 
Mateo massages Micah’s ass in his hands. “Fuck, your ass is pretty.” 
Micah laughs, but it comes out husky and deep. “Fuck me.” 
“What are the magic words?” Mateo taunts, rubbing the head of his cock over Micah’s hole. 
“Please.” Mateo lines up, and lets the head of his cock pop through, then stops. “Fuck! Please, please.” 
“I knew you could be a good boy,” Mateo says. Before Micah can retort, he slams his hips forward, burying himself to the hilt. Micah’s back bows on a moan, taking every bit of Mateo. I am thicker than him, but Mateo is longer. “Fuuuuuuuck, you feel good.” 
“Tay, shit,” Micah hisses, pushing his hips back. 
“You like my long cock, Micah?” 
“Yes. Fucking hell.”
Mateo wraps an arm around Micah’s chest and pulls him to stand. “Let’s get the party started. Van, get me some lube and bend over the bed.” 
I squirt some lube into Mateo’s outstretched hand and watch as he wraps it around Micah’s cock, making it slick. 
I slide in front of them and let Micah line up. When Mateo thrusts into Micah, it works his cock into my ass. Micah grabs my hips, and Mateo slams forward, burying him all the way. 
“Goddamn.” I breathe through the burn, reach down, and start stroking my cock. 
I can feel Micah twitching inside of me, and know this is almost over. Mateo starts moving, fucking Micah into me. 
It should feel wrong or dirty because that was my brother, but it never did. We never crossed a line by touching each other, but that didn’t stop us from fucking around together with someone in between us. The fact that it's Micah now has me stroking my cock faster.
The room is filled with skin slapping against skin. Grunts, moans, and groans. 
“Fucking shit,” Mateo groans. “I’m going to come. This ass is like heaven.” 
A strangled laugh leaves me. “I’m so goddamn close.”
“Don’t come yet,” Mateo pants. “Because we’re both coming in his ass.” 
“Holy shit,” Micah whispers, his hands sliding up my back. The picture Mateo is painting has me pinching the tip of my cock to keep from exploding everywhere. 
“Micah,” Mateo groans long and loud, finally letting go. I snatch up the lube and rub more onto my cock, so I’m ready. Micah slips free, and I move to the side. He braces his arms on the bed, waiting for me. Mateo moves back, and I line up. I don’t want to hurt him, but I need to come so badly I can’t see straight. 
Gripping the base, I slide inside easily. I start hammering into him, loving the feeling. I jerk his hips back hard, burying myself as far as I can go. Massaging his hips, I groan. “Mi rey.” My release feels like it goes on forever, making my spine tingle. I lean down and kiss his spine before sliding free. “Hands and knees on the bed. Let us see.” 
Micah climbs up, leaving his legs spread wide, and our come is leaking out. Micah’s cock is still hard as a rock and relentlessly throbbing. 
“That’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” Mateo says, and I couldn’t agree more. 
“I need to come,” Micah half whimpers. He is painfully hard, the head of his cock a deep purple. 
“I got you, baby,” Mateo says softly, climbing onto the bed. He kisses Micah’s shoulder blade, and gets situated against the pillows, his thighs spread wide. 
I reach under Micah, rubbing his cock with lube. He hisses as soon as my hand touches him, his cock jerking in my hand. He doesn’t waste any time lining up with Mateo. 
Micah kisses Mateo wildly and fucks his way into his ass with short, shallow strokes. When Micah’s thighs settle against Mateo’s, he starts moving faster, never breaking their lips apart. He’s fucking him so hard, Mateo’s back is scooting up the bed. I can hear Mateo moaning even through the kiss, and know what he is feeling. Micah always makes sure you feel good, but when he is unleashed like this, it’s like you are floating on a different planet. 
Micah jerks his mouth away from Mateo’s, breathing hard. “Mateo,” he groans out his release, his ass flexing. They lay for a minute, their breathing returning to normal. 
“Come on,” I say. “Let us clean you up.” 
Micah pulls from Mateo with a deep groan, and we lead him to the bathroom. Mateo gets the shower ready, and I walk up and slide my arms around Micah’s waist. “You good?” 
Micah smiles and kisses me gently. “I am, amore mio.” 
“I love you, mi rey.” 
“I love you, too.”
I lead Micah to the shower, and we all get in. Mateo and I take turns washing Micah’s body until he’s practically boneless. It feels like something is shifting between them, so I wash quickly and step out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my waist. 
“I love you, Tay,” I hear Micah say gruffly. 
“Damn,” Mateo rasps. “I love you, too.” 
They already loved each other as friends, but it’s always been much more than that. There was a connection between us almost immediately, and they just took the next step with each other.  
Smiling to myself, I dry my body and slip from the bathroom. Not worrying about clothes, I climb into bed. Micah and Mateo come out minutes later. 
Micah lays down on his side, pulling me to his chest. Mateo curls himself around Micah’s back. 
We have a plan, and tomorrow starts the first day of the rest of our lives.




Chapter 26







Evie


The guys are being secretive, and it isn’t because of what I overheard last night.  
Hartley snuck into my room and woke me up with his head buried between my thighs. I lost count of how many times he made me come before he finally let himself go. 
Then we heard what was going on in Micah and Evander’s room. It didn’t take long to figure out that Mateo was also in there. We listened to them for a while before Hart fucked me so hard I saw stars, and I wasn’t complaining. 
I still think about what happened at the hotel in Tennessee before Hart got that call. Whenever I think I’ve seen or heard it all, these guys surprise me again. I am constantly walking on a cloud, feeling the lightest I have in a long time. And it wasn’t just all the sex. 
These guys make me feel whole, loved, protected, and cherished. I always hoped that I made them feel the same way. I knew how I felt about them, but the only ones who ever expressed how they felt were Mateo and Hartley. 
The group bonding the other night, as Mateo calls it, was mind blowing. The guys were letting go with each other as much as I was with them. 
“What’s on your mind, buttercup?” Mateo asks, sliding his arms around my waist. 
“Whatever you got up to last night,” I answer, turning in his arms to slide mine around his neck.
He walks me back until my ass hits the kitchen counter, caging me in his arms. “I was on my way to see what you and Hart were up to,” he replies, kissing my neck. “But then I heard Micah and Van.” 
My breath catches, remembering Mateo saying he wanted to press Micah between them. “Did you get your wish?” 
Mateo chuckles, then licks my racing pulse. “I did. Better than I imagined. Does that turn you on, buttercup?” 
“Yes,” I say breathlessly. I have no idea how I can be so turned on all the time. But all it takes is one of them to be within kissing distance, and I am a pile of mush. “Tell me about it.” 
Mateo jerks his head back, his eyes flash with heat, and he gives me that panty melting grin. He slides his hand into my panties and circles my clit. I was already embarrassingly wet from knowing what he and Van got up to with Micah. 
Before I can protest, he shoves my shorts and panties down, spinning me to bend over the counter. I hear his clothes rustle, and then he’s thrusting inside of me hard. 
“Mateo!” I scream, pushing back against him. 
“Fuck. Does knowing what we did last night make you this fucking wet?” Mateo groans. “You like knowing Van and I fucked Micah?” His thrusts are brutal, almost punishing, but I love it. I am moving my hips back to meet his, both of us chasing our release, and fast. 
“Yes. Please tell me.” 
“First, I sucked his cock while he sucked mine,” Mateo says. He grabs a handful of my hair and pulls my head back. Fuck, I love when they do that. I love that they control my body. “Then I watched my brother pound the shit out of him.” He reaches around and rubs my clit, making me cry out. “I finally got to fuck Micah’s hot, tight ass. While he fucked Van.” He picks up speed, his hand in my hair tightening to a painful level. My pussy clamps down on him, and he hisses. “You’re such a dirty girl, aren’t you? You like it rough. Like being used for our pleasure?” 
“Yes. Oh, god,” I moan. 
“I love fucking you, buttercup. Goddamn, you feel amazing.” He lifts my leg up on the counter, pushes between my shoulder blades until my breasts are smashed against it. The angle sends him even deeper. “You want it rough?” Mateo asks, his voice deeper than usual. I knew if I saw his face right now, his pupils would be huge, and his cheekbones would be red. 
“Yes, please. Fuck, please!” 
He jerks my head back by my hair until my neck is bent, sinks his fingers into my thigh, and starts fucking me harder. My hips are grinding into the marble countertop, but I don’t care. After our first time together again, I wanted this side of him. Craved it. It makes it even hotter that we are in the kitchen where anyone can walk around that corner and catch him fucking me. 
He twists his hand so I can see his face, and it makes me suck in a breath. His lips are peeled back from his teeth, and his pupils are even bigger than normal. Fuck, he is sexy like that. 
“Harder, please,” I beg. 
His nostrils flare, and he slams his hips forward, pushing my other foot onto my tiptoes. “Rub your clit.” I slide my hand underneath me and rub it fast. I brace my other hand against the wall, holding myself still for him. “Good girl,” he growls, and I feel my release blazing through me. “Come on my cock.” I go off like a shot, screaming my release so loud it echoes. 
Mateo’s thrusts never slow, fucking me through it and building up another right behind that one. Can you die because of too many orgasms? If you can, I was a goner. And there is no better way to go. 
Mateo’s fingers bite into my leg as his thrusts grow painful. Yes. There it was. I didn’t think I would ever like it rough again, but somehow Mateo still made it feel loving. As fucked up as that was. He might be using me for pleasure, but I am also using him, and he always makes sure I am taken care of. 
“Goddamn, buttercup. Strangle my cock with that tight pussy,” Mateo groans. “You want me to fill your pussy with cum?” All I can do is moan raggedly. I couldn’t talk right now if my life depended on it. “You do, don’t you? You want it dripping down those thick thighs?” He pulls my hair hard, making me cry out again. “Answer me.” 
“Yes,” I answer. 
Mateo jerks me to my feet suddenly by my hair and spins until I’m leaning over the kitchen island. He pulls my head up until my eyes are facing in front of me, and I lock eyes with Gray. His nostrils are flared, and he’s rubbing his cock through his jeans. Why is that so hot? 
“Come here,” Mateo pants out, pounding into me. Gray ambles over until he’s standing beside us. “Get your cock out.”
I hear the zipper of Gray’s jeans, and then they hit the floor. Mateo’s thrusts stop right when I’m about to topple over the edge, and I whimper. 
Mateo chuckles. “Don’t worry, buttercup. I’ll give you what you need.” I had no doubt he would. He pulls me to stand, still buried balls deep. “Lean forward and brace your hands on his thighs.” I do what he says. “Good girl. Now suck that fat cock.” 
I suck Gray into my mouth, and Mateo slams his hips forward. I have seconds to relax before I choke on it. Gray slides into my throat. Mateo’s thrusts and hand in my hair control my movements. I have no control over what is happening to me right now, and that should scare me. Instead, I am dripping down my thighs, and I am pushing my ass back to take more. 
The tell tale sign of kissing fills the air, and it turns me on even more knowing they are making out while fucking me between them. I scream around Gray’s cock when I come again, and it sends him deeper, cutting off my air. It just ramps up my release even higher. 
“Motherfuck,” Gray grits out. “Suck that cock, angel.” 
“She’s magnificent, isn’t she, big guy?” Mateo asks. 
“Yes, she is,” Gray agrees. 
I moan at the praise, and Mateo slaps my ass. “Goddamn, watch that ass shake. You like me taking this pussy like this?” He knows I can’t answer with Gray’s cock buried in my mouth. He doesn’t expect me to. He knows I love when they talk to me like this. “Make Gray come, and I’ll let you come again.” 
I suck Gray faster, reach under and roll his balls around my hand. “Squeeze them,” Gray instructs. I tighten my hand. “Harder.” Taking him at his word, I do, and he groans. “Just like that. Now pull.” His hands slide to the side of my head, and he pushes until my nose is squashed against his pubic bone. I pull down on his balls, and he comes with a shout. His hot cum slides down my throat, and Mateo slaps my ass again. 
“Good girl. Now come again so I can fill this pussy.” 
I pull my mouth from Gray’s cock, keeping my hands braced on his thighs. “Yes. Yes. Yes,” I chant. “Mateo!” I scream when Mateo slides his fingers over my sensitive clit. “Oh, god.” 
“Come for me, buttercup.” Mateo pulls me to stand by his hand in my hair. The movement sends him so deep I swear I feel him in my throat. 
“Mateo! Gray!” I scream, finally finding my release, looking Gray in his hazel eyes. 
Mateo swells inside of me and groans so loud that a quick orgasm rips through me. Gray seals his mouth over mine, licking his taste from my tongue. 
Mateo pulls me gently from Gray, turning my head over my shoulder to kiss me softly. It is such a contrast to how he was just fucking me. 
“What’s on your mind now, buttercup?” 
“If you can die from too many orgasms,” I laugh, making both guys chuckle. 
“If you can, we’re all fucked, angel.” 
[image: image-placeholder]After the fun in the kitchen with Gray and Mateo, Mateo took me upstairs and cleaned me up in the shower. He washed my hair and body with such softness, telling me how much he loved me. I believed him one hundred percent now. There wasn’t any doubt in my mind when it came to him. My doubts were with the other guys. Not that I wanted to, but I couldn’t stop the doubts from creeping up. 
Micah kisses my knuckles, drawing my attention to him. After I got ready, Micah told me he wanted to take me on a drive. I slid into his bright red Ferrari without hesitation, almost drooling over how hot he looked behind the wheel of this car. He is dressed casually again, and it is becoming my new obsession. Micah folds our hands back in his lap with a smile. 
“What’s got you smiling like that?” I ask, squeezing his fingers. 
“You,” he answers simply. “And something else you’re about to find out.” 
He’s hinted that he is taking me somewhere but won’t give me any more than that, and it is killing me. “Just one hint,” I beg. 
Micah laughs, which he does so much now. “Nope. You’ll find out in like five minutes.” 
He flicks his blinker on and glides effortlessly down an exit. I still wasn’t familiar with Abbs Valley, but I could see the beach in the distance. “Are we going there?” I ask excitedly, pointing out the windshield.
“Sort of,” Micah says vaguely, making me pout. He glances at me, then back to the road. “As cute as you look right now, la mia stella, I’m not telling you.” Using my hand, he wraps it around the gearshift to downshift. He’s done it the whole drive, so he doesn’t have to let go of my hand, just like he did on our date. It gives me butterflies each time. 
He takes a left off the exit and away from the beach, making me frown again. He takes a right down a paved driveway with beautiful trees lining it until he comes to a wrought-iron gate. Rolling his window down, he punches in a code, and the gate swings open. I can see the beach getting closer and closer. Then the house comes into view, making me gasp. 
It is so beautiful. It is all modern, with the entire front full of nothing but windows. The front porch is big, with a staircase coming up both sides. Micah pulls in front of the house at the beginning of the circle driveway and shuts the car off. I can feel his eyes on me, like he’s watching for my reaction. “It’s gorgeous,” I say in awe. His shoulders relax, and his reaction confuses me. 
He kisses my knuckles again before popping his door open and stepping out. I wait for him to open my door because I’ve finally learned just to roll with it. Each of them would just make me shut it again so they could reopen it. It was a thing. 
Micah opens my door and extends his hand in to pull me to my feet. I smooth down my sundress with the other hand when the slight breeze blows it around my legs. I don’t hide my body anymore, thanks to the guys. They fill me with such confidence, I’m proud of the body I have.
Micah leads me to the front porch and inserts a key into one of the double doors. He pushes them open, and I step into a large foyer, trying to take everything in. 
With a smile, Micah leads me through the house, pointing out all the rooms, and I’m still confused about why he’s showing me this. Micah has tons of rental properties all over the place, but he’s never taken me to tour one. 
“This is one of my favorite rooms,” Micah says, and I can hear the excitement in his voice. He slides open two fancy doors, and my gasp echoes through the huge library. 
“Oh my god!” I squeal. “It even has one of those rolling ladders!” 
I walk down the two steps at the door, my eyes going everywhere. 
“Do you like it?” Micah asks almost nervously. 
“I love it,” I laugh, then look at his face. He, in fact, does look nervous. My heart rate picks up. “What is this?” 
Micah walks down to join me. “It’s yours, la mia stella.” He takes my hands. “Ours.” 
“Ours?” I whisper. My palms are sweaty, knowing that at any minute he is going to laugh and say he’s just joking. 
“All of ours.”
“Please tell me you aren’t joking,” I ask, tears springing into my eyes. 
He moves his hands to my face, cupping both cheeks, and tilting it to see my eyes. “I’m not joking, la mia stella. We bought it a couple of weeks ago, and I’ve just been waiting for the right time to show you.”
“This is my dream house,” I whisper. 
“I know. It took me awhile, but I found it and modified it.”
“But how?”
Micah chuckles. “Mateo is a nosey ass and found the picture in one of your books.” Micah takes a deep breath. “I want to start a life with you. A life with my family. You’re the biggest part of us. I thought I had everything when I found Van, but we both felt like something was missing, no matter how much we loved each other. That missing piece was you.” Tears are free falling down my face now, and he brushes them away with his thumbs. “I love you, la mia stella. Down to my very soul. I’ve never known I could be at such peace by looking into someone’s eyes.” I launch myself at him, wrapping my arms around his neck. His wrap around my waist, pulling me closer. “This is the part where you say it back.” 
“Oh, god. I love you, too. So much. That first night I met you, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I know we got off to a rocky start, but when I saw you again, it felt like the world had opened again, and I had a new life.” I pull back so I can see his eyes, and  they look a little misty. “You guys are my world. My everything.” 
His lips crash against mine, and I feel the doubt fade away. He pulls away and lays his forehead on mine. “So, you like the house?” 
“I love it!” I laugh.
“Good, because you get to design it.” 
“What?” I ask, shocked. 
He sits me on my feet. “That was the intention all along. A place to make your own. Finding out you wanted to be an interior designer was an added bonus. You can use the house to build your clientele. And several of your boyfriends just so happen to own properties all over Abbs Valley.” 
I laugh again and crush myself against him. “You’re amazing.” 
“It wasn’t just me,” Micah says, pulling back with a blinding smile. The one that made that little dimple pop out in his cheek. 
“Honey! We’re home!” I hear Mateo yell. He comes around the corner, jogging down the steps, and I jump into his arms. 
“We have a house!” 
“Yes, buttercup we do. Does that mean you like it?” 
“I love it! You guys are the fucking best.” 
I take my time giving each guy a hug and a kiss, thankful that I found them. I see Evander and Micah share a meaningful look, and Micah nods. Evander looks down at me with a smile. 
“I can’t wait to use our room, buttercup.” Mateo takes my hand and starts dragging me toward the stairs. I laugh and follow behind him. My heart is so full it could burst. 
Hearing Micah say he loved me was something I didn’t know I needed to hear until the words left his mouth. I knew he cared about me. That was obvious. 
I can’t wait until I can tell the others how I feel about them. I don’t need to wait for them to say the words. 




Chapter 27







Micah


I don’t think I’ve smiled so much in my damn life. People who knew me on a regular basis have been giving me a wide berth. Probably thinking I have officially lost my damn mind.     
It is all because I finally got to show Evie the house and tell her how much I love her. That scared me more than asking her to stay with us. Hearing those three little words back was a weight off my chest. 
I just sat down at my desk to do some work when my phone rings. 
“Hey, shithead,” I say when I slide to answer. 
“Please listen to me before you run off and do something stupid,” Les says without preamble. 
My heart sinks. “What’s going on?” 
Les sighs. “Holden found your mom.” 
“Where?” I ask, already standing up. 
“Micah, listen to me. This is your mom, and no matter how much I hate that bitch, you can’t kill her.” 
“She fucking set Evie up,” I hiss. “She worked against me. She betrayed me. She was never a mother to me.” 
“She’s still your blood. I don’t think that’s something you can come back from.” 
“Where is she?” 
“Damn it….”
“Where. Is. She?” I ask again, my teeth already grinding.  
“Please let one of my guys take care of her. You don’t have to do this.” 
I was already moving through the house. “Les, if you don’t tell me where the fuck she is right goddamn now….” 
“Fine. Fuck. She’s at the Five Points motel right outside of Concrete Row. Room eighteen.” 
I hang the phone up, shove my feet into some shoes, slide my Glock into my holster, and slide behind the wheel of my Ferrari. I see Van bust through the garage door right when I’m backing out. I knew Les would call him, but I can’t let them talk me out of this. Knowing my mother had betrayed me has festered inside of me for too long. 
I roar down the driveway, already stabbing the button for the first gate. Gray comes out of the guardhouse when I fly past. 
Slamming through gears, I rush to that fucking motel. She has to die. People who betray us have to die, that way they don’t get a chance to do it again. 
I ignore call after call and almost cave when Evie’s name pops up. Nope. I can’t let them deter me. If I don’t take her out now, she could disappear again. The little voicemail notification pops up, and against my better judgement, I hit play. 
“Micah.” Evie’s soft voice filters through the speakers. “I understand you’re upset, and I know why you feel you have to do this. But you don’t. Les is right. This isn’t something you can come back from. Yes, she betrayed you, but this is your mom. Please, don’t let her death tarnish your heart.” She sighs. “I love you.” 
“FUCK!” I yell, slapping my hand against the steering wheel. I knew I shouldn’t have listened to that voicemail. 
My mind going a thousand miles a minute, I roar in front of the rundown motel, right behind fucking Gage, who’s leaning casually against the back of his black Range Rover. 
“Les send you?” I ask, when I get out of the car and slam my door. I don’t wait for an answer. I try to step around him, and he steps in front of me. 
He holds up his hands when I glare. “Just hear me out, and if you still feel you need to do this, I’ll let you walk in there.” Something in his eyes makes me pause. I jerk a nod. 
“You remember when I was in this very position with my dad? As much as I wanted him dead, I know now that I wouldn’t have been able to handle killing him. Yes, he tried to shoot me in the damn back and died, anyway. But it wasn’t by my hands. No matter how you feel about that woman in there, it will ruin you and ruin what you’ve built with your family.”
“She can’t live,” I argue. 
“I agree, but Zane is on that building across the street with eyes on her. Say the word and you can get back in your car and go back to your woman.”
I was fighting a major war with myself. Letting Zane take her out with a sniper rifle felt like the coward’s way out. But they are right. 
“I want to talk to her,” I say, and Gage raises an eyebrow. “Just to talk. You can stand outside the door, and then Zane can finish this.” 
Gage steps to the side, letting me walk by, following closely on my heels. I take a right and walk straight to room eighteen. Without pausing, I jerk the Glock from my holster and kick the door in. It smashes into the wall with a bang. Mother whirls around, all color draining from her face. 
“Shit,” Gage mutters under his breath. 
“You have a lot of nerve coming back here,” I growl. I gesture with my gun. “Sit.” 
She sinks on the bed with none of her usual bravado. “How did you find me?” she asks, her voice quivering. I don’t give a shit. 
“You know who I am, so you had to have known I had ways to fucking find you.” I turn to Gage. “Go to the end of the hall.” 
“Micah, man….” 
“I told you, just to talk,” I whisper. I can tell by the look on his face that he doesn’t believe me. Hell, I don’t believe me either. I have so much anger toward this woman. Gage shakes his head but does what I say. I turn back to the person who gave birth to me. I pull the chair over in front of the bed, keeping the gun pointed at her when I sink down on it. “Why did you come back here?” 
She swallows. “I was waiting for the money to clear.” 
I nod. I shouldn’t have expected any different. “How much did he pay you to betray me?”
“Five-hundred grand,” she whispers. If she was involved with my father, she knew there was no point in lying because she was dying, no matter what. 
“Five-hundred grand to betray your own son? That’s low even for you,” I say, my voice calm. “I would have given you the world, but instead, you treated me like a personal fucking bank whenever you saw fit. When that wasn’t enough, you turned against me. How the hell did that even happen?” 
“He threatened me….”
“Don’t fucking lie to me!” I yell, my temper tipping over the edge, making her shrink back. “Tell me the truth.” I don’t even know why I care. This person is nothing to me, but yet…she is. 
“He approached me. Said he knew who I was and would pay me to plant those things in your house. Micah, I didn’t know what he was planning….”
“Bullshit,” I say harshly. “That beautiful girl you met? It was her life on the line. I probably would have been less pissed if it were me. But you fucked with Evie. No one fucks with her without answering to one of us. Even with your meddling, she’s alive and well. And the goddamn light of my life. You are nothing to me. You ceased to exist the moment you thought you could talk down to her or Van.” 
“Please, let me explain,” she cries. 
“No. You left me with a sadistic piece of shit who used to like to punish me for being born because your alcohol was more important. I have a family now. A fucking great one. I don’t need you.” Saying the words out loud did something to the crushing weight on my chest. It clears my mind, and I laugh, making her eyes widen. “I don’t fucking need you,” I say again and stand up. I was done with this shit. “Get up and face the window.” 
“Micah, please….” 
“Face the goddamn window,” I say, pointing my gun at her head. She stands up with a ragged sob, and I can feel myself waver. She turns to the window. “The last words I want you to hear before you enter hell are for me, not you. I learned a valuable lesson from my soon-to-be wife, and its forgiveness. So, mother, I forgive you.” I turn on my heel and leave the room before I change my mind. With a fast clip down the hallway, I make it to Gage. “Do it,” I say and keep walking. 
My heart picks up speed when my entire family is standing out there waiting for me. Evie wraps me in her arms. She barely even flinches when the window shatters, officially ending my mother’s life. I toss my keys to Mateo and climb into the back of Van’s Alpina with my woman. I was in no shape to drive, and I wanted to be close to her. Close to them.
These people are the only thing that matters now.
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“I’m fine, la mia stella.” She gives me a dubious look, and I sigh. “I will be.” 
“It’s okay if you aren’t, mi rey.” 
“I don’t feel anything,” I tell them honestly. “It’s not like she had a stellar track record with parenting.” 
Evie sits up to look at me. “Neither did my mom, but it still hurt when she died. And I’m not the one who made the call to have her taken care of.” Evie gently grabs my chin and pulls my face back to hers when I look away. “I’m not judging. When I said I was accepting this life, I accepted it all. The good and the bad. You did what you had to do. Please don’t let it eat you up inside. If you need someone to talk to, we’re all here.”
“She’s right, man,” Mateo adds. “We got your back.” 
I nod and pull Evie back to my chest, not knowing what to say. 
What happened between me, Van, and Mateo flashes through my mind, but not just the sex. It was what happened in the shower. Something came over me and I felt I had to tell Mateo that I loved him as more than a friend. I have for a while. I just didn’t want to admit that to myself. Things are twisting and growing between us all. Pulling us together as one. 
“I can’t imagine what you’re feeling right now,” Hartley says. “But you did what you had to do to protect this family. The same we all would have done.” Hartley swallows. “The same thing you did when you let my dad go. You were protecting me. I’ll never be able to repay you for that.” 
“Repay me by making peace with him, Hart. And thank you for that.” 
“Don’t thank me, asshole,” Hartley says with a smile. “Just don’t wallow in self pity is all I’m saying,” he jokes, breaking the tension in the room.
“Fuck off,” I reply with a laugh. 
“Real inspiring, Hart,” Evie giggles. 
Hartley shrugs. “I do what I can. You can tip me with blowjobs.” 
Evie throws a pillow at him, and he easily dodges it. “You’re disgusting.” 
“That’s not what you were saying when you were squirting all over my cock,” Hartley retorts. Gray chokes on the drink of beer he was taking, and Evie’s mouth pops open. 
“Nice one,” Mateo laughs, fist bumping Hartley.
“You’re both on the naughty list,” Evie declares with a huff. “No pussy for you.” 
“You have a mouth,” Mateo grins. 
“Oh my god!” Evie giggles. “I can’t win. I’m mad at you, anyway.” 
“Oh, come on, buttercup. Don’t be that way.” 
“Why are you mad at Tay?” I ask. 
Evie turns to face me with the cutest pout. “He took me to play laser tag on one of our first dates.” 
“And?” I prompt. 
“I won.” I lift a brow, still not following. Mateo’s laughing so hard he’s wheezing. “He’s a trained killer, and I won at laser tag. He let me fucking think I was that good at it.” 
I bust out laughing, and she smacks me in the chest. “It’s not funny!” 
“It kind of is, pequena reina,” Van says with a chuckle. 
Evie gets up with a huff, dodging my hand when I try to grab her. She flops in the recliner with Gray and snuggles into his side. He wraps an arm around her with a grin. “Since he’s the only one not laughing, he can reap the benefits.” She sticks her tongue out at me, and it sets us off laughing again.
Just like that, the stress from the day melts away. 
I take a deep breath and soak it all in. 
I finally feel like I am…home.




Chapter 28







Mateo


The fact that Evie loved the house was like a million pounds off all our shoulders. She had already enlisted Les and Bridget, who acted like they didn’t know, to help her.     
I hated what Micah just had to do to his mom, but he didn’t seem to let it bother him. Either way, this morning I kidnapped him to go do some things for New Vision. Not that he seemed to care. He’s kicked back in the passenger seat of my Porsche, looking sexier than fuck back in his regular suits. Evie was gone with Gray for a date by the time we left, so she was going to drool everywhere when she saw him. It always cracked me up.
Finally, getting my dream of having Micah between Van and me was more than I ever imagined. Micah was more responsive than I thought he would be and even had a little bit of a submissive streak, which I didn’t expect. What stood out in my mind the most happened in the shower after.  
After Van stepped out, he pulled me against him and told me he loved me. I always joke around about him loving me, and he did, but I thought it was just as a friend. But the look in his eyes was telling a different story. Things haven’t changed between us, though. He is still my best friend. 
Micah’s mom is gone, Gray knows where his sisters are, but we still have to deal with whatever the hell happened in Fairview. Ghost and Caden sent some of their guys to keep a lookout, so that’s covered while we took care of our business. The only issue we have right now is the black SUV that has been following me for the past twenty minutes. I didn’t want to shoot Micah’s mood to shit, so I haven’t said anything, but the longer it went on, I knew I had to. 
I sigh. “We have a tail.” 
Micah looks in the side-view mirror. “I know.” 
“Why the fuck didn’t you say anything?” 
“Why didn’t you?” Micah asks, looking at me with that damn raised brow. 
“Because I didn’t want to fuck up your mood.”
Micah shrugs easily. “It wouldn’t have. Nothing could fuck that up.” 
It’s my turn to raise a brow. “Look at you being Mr. Optimistic.” 
“You can’t tell me you don’t feel everything falling into place,” Micah says, echoing my thoughts from earlier. 
“I do,” I smile. “Man, I’m so fucking happy I could shit rainbows.” 
Micah laughs, and it fills the car with its deep tone. I always love making him laugh. “Save the rainbow shitting for when we lose this tail.” 
“Any chance it’s Hart’s stepdad again?” I still couldn’t believe Micah let him leave with the warning not to step back into Abbs Valley. Old Micah would have shot him on the spot. This version of Micah is different in a good way. I’ve been watching him with Evie and Van. It’s like he can’t get enough of them. It is a damn good thing to see. 
“No. I think this is our guy,” Micah says, looking in the mirror again. “Take the next exit.” 
“You asshole,” I mutter. I am going to have to cross three lanes to get there. With a shrug, I jerk the wheel and glide smoothly across and hit the exit, going way faster than I should, but I could handle this car. Micah doesn’t even flinch, just keeps his eyes on the mirror. 
“Left,” Micah instructs. I follow his instructions. “When you get to the next right, take it last minute and stop.” I know what he is doing. He is seeing how big their balls are. 
I swerve on a side street and slam on the brakes. The car stops with a jerk, and I watch the SUV fly past us.
Micah turns to me with a grin. “Now follow them.” 
“Now we’re talking,” I laugh, shoving the car in reverse. I stomp the gas, spin the wheel, slap it into first, and pull out with a bark of tires. 
It doesn’t take me long to catch up, and I ride right on the back bumper. The SUV starts taking last minute turns trying to lose me, but I keep up with ease. Frankie might have been a shit father, but he made sure we knew how to handle anything we got behind the wheel of. I learned how to drive at thirteen and always loved fast ass cars. 
“How dare you?” I exclaim when the SUV slams on the brakes, trying to take me out. 
Micah chuckles. “You’re having way too much damn fun.” 
“So are you.” 
Micah shrugs and shoots me that grin that does things to my cock. He pulls out his phone, flips it to speaker, and dials. 
“What?” Ghost barks. 
“Is that anyway to talk to your boss?” Micah says calmly. 
“Shit. Sorry, man. I have some other shit going on. I thought you were someone else. What’s up?” 
“Anything you need help with?” I ask. We can follow these assholes another day because I’m sure we will get plenty of chances. 
Ghost sighs. “Nah. Not yet anyway. Did you need something?” 
“How fast can you get to Monroe street?” 
“I can’t,” Ghost says vaguely, making Micah frown. “But Banger can get there in no time.” 
“Put him onto the call,” Micah says. Ghost dials Banger to put him on a three-way call. 
“Yeah?” Banger grunts. 
“I have you on a call with Micah. How fast can you get to Monroe?” 
“A couple of minutes. Why?” 
“We are tailing our FBI tail,” I laugh. “We need someone to keep eyes on them so we can back off.” 
I hear a car fire up over the line. “On my way. Keep me posted on locations, and I’ll take over.” 
“Got it. Monroe and Cherry,” Micah relays. We drive a couple of blocks, Micah telling Banger each road we pass. 
“Coming in hot,” Banger says, and I hit the brakes. His blue Chevelle jumps in front of us, fishtailing. Banger corrects it with a jerk, and he takes over the pursuit. 
“Thanks, Banger. Stay on them, make them nervous. Just don’t engage,” Micah instructs. 
“Got it,” Banger replies, and hangs up.
“Want to tell me what the fuck you’re up to?” Micah asks Ghost when he knows Banger is no longer on the line. 
“Is it an order for me to tell you?” 
Micah frowns at his phone. “I’d never order you to do some shit like that, Ghost.” 
“Fuck, I know,” Ghost sighs again. “I can’t tell you anything right now.” 
“All good,” Micah replies easily. “You’ve always had our back. Just know we have yours.” 
“Thanks. Look, I have to go, and Micah? If Caden calls, you haven’t heard from me.” The line goes dead, and Micah looks over at me.
“What the hell was that about?” he asks rhetorically. 
If he is hiding it from Caden, it can’t be anything good. 
[image: image-placeholder]After Banger took over for us, we finished doing what I needed to do for New Vision. Now, we are camped out in one of the back offices with Chinese food. 
“Tell me about your meeting with Cian,” Micah says, taking a bite of his spring roll. I was so far gone for him, all I could do was watch his lips. 
“He wants guidance,” I answer with a shrug. “Van told him you were the one to go to.” 
Micah frowns. “Why me? He was a jackass at the last meeting for no reason.” 
“He said it was because of the cousin. Cian was totally different without him there.” Cian didn’t seem inclined to include his cousin anymore with the way his eyes tightened at the mention of him. Sounded like some family drama brewing. “I think he was serious.” 
“I’ll think about it,” Micah answers, sitting his food on the table and leaning back on the couch. Micah’s phone pings with a message, and he fishes it out of his perfectly tailored slacks. Get your shit together, Mateo. Jesus Christ. I was acting like I’ve never seen Micah in a damn suit before. He lost the jacket and his sleeves were rolled up to his elbow. It made the whole fucking picture even sexier.
He grins, and it’s feral when he sees the message. “Banger has them pinned down in a hotel in downtown Abbs Valley.” 
“That’s not smart hiding in the very buildings we own,” I laugh. 
Micah shrugs. “I don’t think they know as much as they think they know. Quick research shows those buildings belong to us.” 
“Maybe that’s why they did it. Because if they die, it will lead right back to us. What do you want to do?” 
Micah runs his fingers through his hair. “Nothing for now. They know we’ve caught on. We make them nervous enough and eventually, they’ll fuck up.” 
I kick my feet up on the table, lace my fingers behind my head, and lean back to stare at the ceiling. “That could work. I want to know where Axel is fucking hiding.” That thought has been eating at me. Plus, this whole thing with some jackass named Shadow. 
“For all we know, he’s dead. I’ve still got Hart and Holden keeping an eye out. Maybe this Shadow guy took him out, too.”
“You don’t think he’s dead, though,” I point out. I could tell he didn’t the moment the thought left his mouth. 
“No, but right now, that’s all I’ve got. It’s either that or he ran back to the FBI.” 
“I’m beginning to wonder if he’s even an agent,” I muse.
“Same here. But that spells more trouble because now we don’t know where to look.” 
I thought for sure when we had Ghost drop off Axel’s dead friend, he would come at us harder. Caden said he and Ghost drove down and dropped him off at that abandoned church with Micah’s note tucked into his pocket.
Micah relaxes further onto the couch, doing that sprawling leg thing he does when he sits down. His thigh rubs against mine and I swear I’m zapped back to sinking into his ass for the first time. My cock instantly hardens, and I have no way to hide if Micah decides to look. Micah leans his head back to look at me, and I can tell by his eyes, I’m not the only one affected by this anymore. 
Micah runs his tongue across his bottom lip, staring at my mouth. Then he moves, his lips are sealing over mine. I accept the kiss with a groan, stroking his tongue with mine. 
We get situated on the couch with me on my back, his body moving against mine without ever breaking the kiss. 
The kiss is wild and heated. Our hard cocks are rubbing together. Micah jerks my shirt from my slacks, his hand sliding up my abs to my chest. My fingers deftly undo the buttons on his vest and shove it off his shoulders before going back to his shirt. 
Micah pulls back from the kiss, sits back on his knees to finish the job with his shirt. Quickly undoing my pants so I can pull my throbbing cock free, my hands go to his belt and he groans deeply. I shove them down enough to wrap my hand around his cock, stroking with a strong grip. He reaches down to unbutton my shirt while his hips are moving, fucking my fist. 
“Goddamn, Mateo,” Micah breathes, parting my shirt to the side. He lays down until his body is against mine. His naked chest and cock feel like a dream sliding with mine. 
“Fuck,” I say, panting. He has me ten shades of fucked up right now. Probably payback for how I owned his ass. Gray had it all wrong when he said Micah wouldn’t ever let someone Dom him. I don’t think it would happen all the time, but it was a turn on knowing he would sometimes. 
He starts kissing down my chest, and when his lips close over the head of my cock, a groan rips from my chest, my hips raising to fuck his mouth. 
“Shit, Micah,” I grunt when I bump the back of his throat. I place a hand on the back of his head, pushing him down, testing him. Micah’s hands slides to my stomach, making the muscles bunch under the skin, giving me full access to do what I wanted. 
Using the hold on his head, I push down when I raise my hips, fucking his throat. Micah’s hands tighten on my sides, showing me he is enjoying this, too. 
“Mr. Perez?” Shit. That is coming from my intercom. Micah doesn’t let up. He just swallows around the head. 
“Yeah?” I answer, trying to keep my voice normal. 
“Your staff is here for the meeting.” 
“Okay,” I gasp when Micah sucks hard, pulling his mouth back up my cock. My strokes intensifying, dying to come down Micah’s throat. He takes it all with a groan, his eyes flashing to my face. Something about his blue eyes glittering with lust from sucking my cock is all it takes. I shove his head down, cramming my long cock into his throat as far as it will go, and come so damn hard I see fucking stars. Micah lets my cock slip from his lips, licking that damn bottom lip.  
I slide to my knees beside the couch. “Fuck my mouth,” I demand. I wasn’t going to leave him hard, and I wanted to taste him so badly I couldn’t stand it. 
He gets to his feet, stroking himself. “Open for me, Tay.” My mouth drops open without hesitation. “Stick your tongue out.” I do. Micah sets the head of his cock on my tongue, and I already taste the pre-cum dripping from the tip. “You know how sexy you look with my dick in your mouth? You want it rough?” I nod enthusiastically.
Micah slowly slides his cock into my mouth, watching it disappear inch by inch with rapt attention until my nose is brushing his pubic bone. Micah is so long that it steals my breath. “You look even sexier with my cock buried in your throat.” 
He clasps the side of my face and starts pounding into my mouth. I reach around him, grabbing his ass, and feel it flex under my hands. I’m glad Gray showed me how fucking good it felt to let go like this. I don’t need that control with these guys. I trust them wholeheartedly. 
“Goddamn this mouth, Tay,” Micah pants. All I can do is watch his face as he’s chasing his own release. He might be savagely fucking my mouth, but his thumbs are tenderly rubbing across my cheeks. He starts to swell against my tongue, and shoves in enough to steal my breath, and with a deep groan empties into my throat. Fuck, he tastes good. I swallow greedily around the head, making him tremble from the sensitivity. He gently eases from my mouth and pulls me to my feet. 
He seals his lips over mine, kissing me softly instead of the heated way before. He pulls back to lay his forehead on mine. “You have a meeting to get to.” 
“This was totally worth being late for it.” 
Micah huffs a laugh and steps back. His eyes snap down to my cock. “That’s not normal, Mateo.” 
I look down at my half hard cock and shrug. “I’ve never had any complaints about my rebound time.” 
He steps against me, jerking me to him with an arm around my waist. “It would be fun to see how many times I can make you come and get you hard again.” 
I shudder against him at the promise in his eyes. “Fuck yeah. I’m game.” 
At this point, I am game for anything with them.




Chapter 29







Gray


Even though I wanted to have a nice day with Evie, I couldn’t help but be paranoid. The last time I had her on a date alone, we almost turned into road meat, and we had law enforcement following us around. But since we’ve been out, I haven’t seen a soul. The longer the day went on, the more I relaxed.     
Evie looked radiant in a light pink tank top, jeans, and a wide smile on her face. I took her back to the waterfall on the motorcycle, and having her pressed against me was even better than the first time. We sat and talked about everything we could until we lost track of time. I didn’t realize how late it was until our stomachs started grumbling. 
We loaded back onto the bike and I took her to Les’ Diner because Mateo said she loved the food. She claps when I kick the stand down and switch the bike off. “Oh, I can smell the food from here,” she says, climbing from the bike. 
I follow her off and slide my helmet off, taking hers when she hands it to me. I sit them on the handlebars, tuck her into my side, and walk her to the front door. 
Greta spots us as soon as we walk in, greeting us with a wide smile. “Gray!” she crows, kissing my cheek. She takes Evie’s hands. “It’s so good to see you again.”
“You, too. It smells so good in here.” 
Greta laughs. “Come this way. I have the perfect booth.” I nod at a few of the Vipers and Disciples sitting around. They stayed around to make sure Greta and Paul are safe because not everyone loves our renovation project of downtown. The awesome food is an added bonus. 
Evie slides into one side of the booth while I slide into the other. Evie doesn’t even take the menu. “Cheeseburger, fries, and chocolate shake.” 
I raise a brow. “I see Mateo has already corrupted you. I’ll have the same.” 
“Coming right up,” Greta says happily. 
I reach over and take Evie’s hand that’s laying on the table, linking our fingers together. “I’m glad you came with me today, angel.” 
“I’d never say no to you, Gray.” 
I loved the relationship all of us were in, but sometimes I needed her to myself. We all split into couple-like scenarios today for that very reason.
“I have a surprise for you later,” I smile. 
“I’ve had a lifetime of surprises,” she laughs. “You guys are too good to me.” 
“Not possible, angel. I’m glad you loved the house, though.” 
“Can I tell you something?” she asks, tilting her head to the side. Something that looks like she picked up from Micah and Les. I nod, and a huge smile breaks out on her face. “I enrolled in school last night!” 
“No shit?” I exclaim. I knew she’d been putting it off because she was scared, but I think seeing the house finally shifted in her head that this could be real. 
“Yes. I’m scared and nervous, but I’m excited too.” She shrugs. “How do I know I won’t be any good at anything if I don’t try?” 
“That’s my girl,” I say gruffly. Evie has grown so much since we first met her. Watching her blossom under our attention has made me fall head over ass in love with this girl. 
Greta drops off our food with a smile, and we eat in silence, just enjoying each others company. When Evie dips her fry in her shake, I can’t help but wrinkle my nose. 
“What?” she laughs, plopping it in her mouth. “You don’t like it?” 
“No. You and Mateo are weird as hell.” She grins ear to ear, not even close to being offended. “I love that smile on you, angel.”
“You seem to be wearing yours a lot these days,” she retorts. “I can’t wait to meet Tessa and Torri.” 
“I guess, in a way, I’ll be meeting them again, too.” I still have that overwhelming feeling of guilt when I think of them, but it is overshadowed by the fact that they are alive. With those two emotions comes fear. “What if they don’t want to see me?” I ask, voicing that fear out loud.  
Evie grabs my hand. “Don’t think like that. They’re old enough to understand that you did what you had to do.” She squeezes. “Have you heard from Stella?” 
“Yeah. I message her every day to check on her. I don’t like her being there all alone.” 
“Have you asked her to come here?” 
I smile. “Every day. She’s stubborn.” 
“Hey, guys.” I look up to Caden’s voice and frown. He looks like he hasn’t slept in days. 
“Hey, Caden,” Evie says with a smile, scooting over. “You want to sit?” she asks, already sensing something is very off. He isn’t wearing his usual smile. He has dark circles under his eyes, and his mouth is set in a tight line. 
He sits down with a sigh. “I hate to ask, but have you guys heard from Ghost?” 
Micah already filled us in on what happened this morning with the FBI and their conversation with Ghost. Banger stayed on them until they left the hotel and eventually lost them. 
I hated lying to him, and I can tell by Evie’s face she doesn’t want to lie to him, either. I shake my head, squeezing Evie’s hand, letting her know I could handle it. “Sorry, man. What’s going on?” 
He runs his hand through his blue hair. “After we got back from Fairview, he got a call and took off. I haven’t seen him since, and he won’t answer my calls.” 
“I’m guessing that’s not like him?” Evie asks softly, laying her hand on his arm. 
He smiles sadly. “No. I’m fucking worried. He’s never just fallen off the radar before.” 
I don’t know much about Ghost, but I’m sure he has a past just like the rest of us. 
“I’m sure he’ll call soon,” Evie soothes. “Here.” She dips her fry in the shake and holds it out to him. “This will cheer you up.” 
Caden looks at the fry in complete disgust. “How the hell is that going to cheer me up?” 
“Taste it. I promise, it will.” 
He gingerly takes it from her fingers and takes a cautious bite. I watch his face closely, and the first real smile crosses his face. “Not bad.” 
“See,” Evie says with a smug smile aimed towards me. “He called me and Mateo weird for liking it.” 
I roll my eyes at her, and she giggles. Caden’s phone rings, and when he pulls it from his pocket, his eyes widen. 
“Ghost?” he answers. He listens closely, and a look I’ve never seen crosses his face. He is fucking pissed. “What the fuck do you mean, stop calling? You have a goddamn gang here to run, and I thought we were friends.” He listens again, then gives a mocking laugh. “Fuck off. You sure as hell aren’t acting like it. If you need help, you could have asked.” He ends the call and slouches back in the booth. 
“Is he okay?” Evie asks. 
Caden laughs again without humor. “Oh, he sounds fine. Pretty much told me to fuck off and stop bothering him. Thanks for listening.” He’s up and gone before we can answer, shoving through the front door. I hear his Mustang fire up and squeal away seconds later. 
“I wonder what’s going on with Ghost,” Evie muses. “They seem close.” They seemed a lot more than close. The look on Caden’s face when Ghost told him to stop calling looked close to fucking heartbreak. Not that it was any of my business, but I like the kid. 
“Who knows, angel,” I answer. “We have somewhere else to run before your surprise. Are you ready?” 
“I’m always ready to go anywhere with you, Gray.” 
[image: image-placeholder]Bag secured from our first stop, I pull up in front of Demon’s Doors downtown. It was the bar I told Evie about on our first date that pulled in indie bands. I made her a promise, and I intended to keep it. 
We get the helmets settled onto the bike, and Evie slides her arm through mine. “I can’t believe we just bought that.” 
I smile. “Wait until Mateo sees it.” Mateo is going to lose his fucking mind when I show him what I just bought her. I can’t wait. 
“What is this place?” she asks as I pull the door open. 
I slide my hand to the small of her back. “You remember the bar with the indie artists? This is it.” 
“Really?” she gasps.
It was still early, so I lead her over to an open table with a good view of the stage. We order drinks when the waitress comes over, beer for her, and water for me since I’m driving. They are just starting to set the stage for the first band, and Evie is giddy with excitement. 
“Do you know who it’s going to be?” 
“Nope,” I answer. “They don’t announce it beforehand. People just come for the music.” 
“That’s awesome.”  
Evie accepts her beer from the waitress with a smile. She turns to me, batting her eyelashes. “Is there anything else I can get you?” she asks, setting the water in front of me. Is she really flirting with me with my girl sitting right there?
“No,” I say flatly, a clear dismissal in my tone. She doesn’t get the hint. 
“Are you sure? We have some of the best wings around.” 
“He’s sure,” Evie answers. “We just ate, didn’t we, baby?” God, if I didn’t already love her, I sure as fuck do now. Evie is marking her territory with grace, and I am fucking here for it. 
“We sure did, angel,” I reply, purring the nickname. She gets the hint this time and flounces off with a huff. I chuckle. “That was sexy the way you stood your ground.” 
Evie rolls her eyes, but I can see her fighting a smile. “It was rude. I’m sitting right here.” She runs her hand in front of her, and I let my eyes follow it. 
“You sure are,” I answer, letting my eyes linger on the hint of cleavage she’s teasing in the tank top. 
“Are you flirting with me, Grayson?” 
“Fuck yeah,” I growl, dragging her chair closer, and setting my arm on the back. She leans into my side and kisses my cheek. 
I can’t help but kiss her pouty lips. Her hand slides up my chest, fists my shirt, and jerks me closer. I don’t hesitate to kiss her in a way not meant for the public eye. The kiss goes on for so long she’s practically climbing into my lap, and I’m urging her on with a hand on her ass. The sound of clapping breaks us apart, and I look up to see the artists stepping onto the stage. Looking back at Evie, all I want to do is drag her off somewhere and finish that kiss, but I want her to enjoy this. She pecks my lips again before settling into my side to watch the show. 
When I look back at the stage, I notice it’s Nicotine Dolls. They have a blues feel to them, and I liked them already. Getting lost in the music, I wrap my arm tighter around Evie’s shoulders. Their whole set screams sex, and when they start playing a cover of Sex on Fire by Kings of Leon, Evie shifts in her seat. 
“What’s wrong, angel?” I whisper. 
“This song after that kiss is making me feel some type of way,” Evie giggles. 
“Hm,” I hum, running my nose up and down her neck. Her breathing speeds up, and she shivers. “I want to be inside you so bad right now.”  
She jumps from her seat and turns to me with a smile. She places her hands on my shoulders and bends until she’s at my ear. “Meet me in the girls’ bathroom in one minute.”
I watch her ass swing as she walks away, counting to sixty in my head. When I get to sixty-one, I’m up and out of my seat. I knock on the door, and the lock slides open. Evie reaches through and drags me inside, jumping up so her legs wrap around my waist. I fumble with the door and get it locked again.
I grab her ass to hold her there and kiss her roughly. Her hips grind on my hard cock, and I groan into the kiss. I sit her on the edge of the sink and step between her thighs. 
“Gray,” she moans when I start kissing down her neck. 
“What do you want, angel?” 
“Fuck me, please.” Her hands go to the button of my jeans, then she’s jerking the zipper down. When her hand slips into my boxers to wrap around my cock, I almost come right there. 
“You want me to fuck you in a bar bathroom?” She nods rapidly, pushing my pants and boxers down with her other hand. “You want my cock that bad, angel?” 
“Yes, Gray. Please.” 
I start fucking her fist, and her pupils expand. “Are you wet for me?” 
“Yes,” she pants. 
“Show me,” I demand. “Touch your pussy and show me how wet you are.” 
Her hands go to her jeans, undoing them. She slides her hand into her panties, and her hips jerk when her hand slides further. She brings them back out, and her fingers are glistening with her arousal. 
“Taste yourself.” My voice was no more than a growl, but that never bothered Evie. She sucks her fingers into her mouth with a moan. “You like how you taste? Because I do.” 
I help her from the sink and jerk her pants with her panties down her legs. I pull one leg free, turn her around, bend her over the sink, and lift one leg up so she’s wide open for me. I drop to my knees and jerk her hips back so her pussy hits my mouth. I bury my face as far as it will go, fucking her with my tongue. With my other hand, I start rubbing her clit. 
“Gray,” Evie moans, the music from the bar drowning it out. 
Fuck, she tastes good. I could never get enough of being buried between her thighs. She starts rocking her hips, chasing her orgasm, and I groan against her pussy. She explodes with a scream, not giving a fuck who hears how good I am making her feel. 
I’m on my feet, turning her back around before she can catch her breath. Sinking my tongue into her mouth so she can taste her juices on my tongue, I hook my hands around her thighs and lift. She wraps her legs around my waist while I reach between us to line my cock up. I walk us until I have her back pressed to the door. 
Evie’s hands are speared into my hair, tilting my head to deepen the kiss. I slide my arms under her knees so they are sitting in the crook of my elbow, grip her thighs, and slam my hips forward. 
Her head falls back against the door with a thud, but her eyes are locked onto my face. I fuck her with everything in me, pulling her back down as I thrust hard. Our thighs are slapping together, our breathing harsh and ragged. 
“I love when you fuck me like this,” Evie pants, grinding down. 
“You like when I pound this pussy?” I grit out, grunting with each stroke. 
“Yes. Fuck! You feel so good.” 
“You want this whole bar to know how good I make this pussy drip? You want to walk out of here with my cum deep inside you?” 
“Yes, please. Oh, god, Gray.” My name comes out of her mouth with a deep moan. 
“Get loud, angel. Let them know who’s fucking you.” I push her up with my grip on her thighs and bring her down hard. Her scream echoes off the walls, but I don’t give a fuck. That is my name that she’s screaming. “You’re mine,” I growl. 
“Yours,” Evie pants, her pussy spasming on my cock. “Gray, fuck, I’m going to come.” 
“Come on my cock, angel.” With another scream, her release hits her. I pull her down and come with a groan. I wrap her legs around my waist and pin her to the door until we get our breathing under control. 
She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses my sweaty forehead. “I love you, Gray,” she whispers, and my eyes flash to hers. “You deserve all the love in the world, and I’ll proudly give you mine.” She pulls my forehead against hers. “You are so good, strong, and loving. I couldn’t have gotten through any of this without you. I love you.” 
“Fuck, angel,” I say gruffly. “I love you, too, so fucking much. You’re one of the first good things to ever happen to me. You brought me out of a dark fucking place, and I’ll never be able to thank you enough. But I’ll spend the rest of our days trying.”
“You being here with me is enough.” Fuck, if that doesn’t make a grown man want to cry. I kiss her softly and let her legs drop back to the floor. 
I knew my cum was dripping down her legs from her shiver. Sliding my hand between her thighs, I gather it up on my fingers and shove it back inside of her. “That stays there,” I say, fucking it back into her. 
“Gray,” Evie gasps. 
I have no idea what came over me, but something is pounding at my head to make sure she is marked thoroughly as mine. I rub against her sensitive clit, smearing it around, and then help her back into her clothes. Once we’re both dressed, I kiss her again. 
“I love you,” I say breathlessly, so damn glad I can finally say it. 
“I love you, too.” 




Chapter 30







Evie


“Buttercup.” I swat away Mateo’s face, making him chuckle. Gray is pressed against my back, his arm like a steel band around my waist, and still snoring softly. After our sexy time at the bar, we came back to the house, took a shower, and crashed in Gray’s bed. I didn’t want to be away from him after we whispered I love you. He only woke me up once with a nightmare, and I gently reminded him where he was, causing him to promptly pass back out.    
“Go away,” I mumble, scooting further into Gray. 
“But I miss you.” My eyes snap open, and he’s laying on his side, facing me. 
“I miss you, too.” I can’t help the stab of guilt that I am spending too much time with the others. Mateo must sense it, because he rubs his thumb across my cheek.
“I didn’t mean anything by that, buttercup. I love that you spend time with them. I just wanted you to know that I missed you.”  
I peck his lips. “I just don’t want you to think I forgot about you.” 
“I would never think that.”  
“Morning, baby boy,” Gray says, sleep still evident in his voice. His long arm reaches out to Mateo’s hip and drags him closer to me. 
“Morning, big guy,” Mateo chuckles. “Oh, I almost forgot. Les has been trying to get ahold of you, buttercup. I told her I’d tell you to call her back.” 
“Okay,” I say, sitting up. The sheet falls, and Mateo’s eyes zero in on my nipples, poking through my thin tank top. “Don’t even think about it,” I warn, sliding to the end of the bed. “My lady bits need a break.” 
“I can make them feel better,” Mateo says, getting to his hands and knees. He starts crawling toward me, and Gray latches his hand on his ankle. He gives Mateo’s leg a jerk, causing him to sprawl onto the bed. 
I laugh and jump off the bed. “Good looking out, Gray.” 
“Any time, angel.” 
“That wasn’t very fucking fair,” Mateo says, spinning on the bed. He pounces on Gray, making Gray laugh loudly. I can’t get over the sound. 
While Gray has Mateo distracted, I go to the bathroom, take care of business, and take a long, hot shower. I wasn’t joking about my lady bits needing a break. I wouldn’t complain because that came with so much fun and pleasure. 
I can’t get my mind off of what Gray and I bought to surprise Mateo with. Gray told me Mateo told him about a fantasy he had, and we planned on making it come true as soon as possible, no matter how nervous I am about it. 
Turning the water off, I wrap my hair and body in a towel and step over to the sink to brush my teeth. Once done, I go back to the bedroom, only to find it empty. I sit down on the edge of the bed, take my phone off charge, and dial Les. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey,” I greet. “Mateo said you were trying to get a hold of me.” 
“Yeah. Did you want to go shopping with me and Bridget? We are going to the Games tonight and wanted to see if you wanted to go to that, too.” 
“The Games?” 
“It’s cool as shit. I can explain if you’re coming with us.” 
“For sure. I just have to get dressed,” I answer.  
Les and I disconnect the call, so I make my way to my bedroom. I blow dry my hair in soft waves down my back like Bridget taught me, put on some mascara, and that pretty pink lipstick I love. 
Walking into the walk-in closet, I pull on jeans and a t-shirt before going back into the room just to find Les sitting at the desk with her high-heeled boots propped up on it. 
“How the hell do you move so quietly?” I ask with a laugh.
“It’s my specialty,” Les grins. “You ready to go? We’re going to pick up Bridget on the way.” 
“Cool. I’m excited.” 
Les grins and pulls open my bedroom door. “Just so you know, I’m convinced you came back for me, not them.” 
“Not a chance in hell, shithead.” 
Les jumps and punches Micah in the chest. “You, asshole. You scared the fuck out of me.” 
Chuckling, he reaches around her and pulls me into his chest. “Morning, la mia stella.” He kisses me deeply until I’m melting into this chest. 
“Oh, God,” Les groans, making me giggle. 
He pulls back with a roll of his eyes. “Like I haven’t been tortured enough with you and your gang of horny assholes.”
“At least you don’t walk into my house unannounced anymore,” Les jokes. Micah wrinkles his nose and shudders from head to toe, making me laugh. “Okay, we have shit to do,” Les says, grabbing my arm and dragging me toward the stairs. “Don’t be late.” 
“Yeah, yeah,” Micah gripes, following us down. I slide my shoes on, and he pecks my lips again. “I love you.” 
Les’ eyes get as wide as saucers. Oops. I forgot to tell her we made it to this stage. “I love you, too.” 
“Take care of my woman, shithead. I won’t hesitate to skin you alive if one hair on her head is harmed.” He turns on his heel and disappears around the corner. Les flips him the double birds behind his back, and we fall into laughter. “I saw that!” Micah yells from the living room. 
“Whatever, creep,” Les laughs. 
I follow her out to her black BMW and slide into the passenger seat with a sigh. She pulls around the circle driveway and heads to the gate. When she hits the main highway, I turn in my seat to face her. “I needed to talk to you about something,” I say. 
“Shoot.”
“Me and Gray were at Les’ Diner yesterday, and we had an interesting conversation with Caden.” 
Les glances at me quickly, then back to the road. “About Ghost?” she guesses. 
“Yeah. He was worried as hell, and then Ghost called and told Caden to stop calling him.” 
Les sighs and runs her fingers through her hair. “I don’t know much about Ghost’s past because it’s none of my business. He came to Abbs Valley about five or so years ago and fell into the Vipers. When the previous leader died, he took the reins and has been a valuable asset since. I’m sure whatever Ghost is doing, he’s just trying to protect Caden from it.” 
“Is there something going on with them?” 
Les barks a laugh. “I’ve suspected it, but nothing has been confirmed. When I went missing, Ghost and Caden spent a lot of time together helping my guys search for me. They formed an alliance between their gangs and were inseparable after that.” She takes an exit off the highway and rolls to a stop at the bottom. “Which makes me wonder if Ghost isn’t in serious trouble if he left Caden here alone.” 
She takes a right, and we roll into the nicer part of Abbs Valley that everyone calls uptown. 
“Can’t you make him tell you since you’re the Boss?” 
“I don’t pull my rank like that. If Ghost needs us, he’ll call.” 
“I know,” I sigh. Micah told me the same thing when I messaged him about it. “I’m just really worried. I like Ghost and Caden.” 
Les drives for a few minutes before taking a left and pulling in front of cute little townhouses. Bridget comes bounding from the steps she was sitting on and slides into the backseat. “What’s up, ladies?” she sings.
“You’re in an awfully good mood,” Les remarks, backing out of the parking lot. 
“I’m always in a good mood,” Bridget laughs. She sits up between the seats, leaning her arms on the console. She flicks Les on the neck. “Who the hell gnawed on your neck?” 
Les laughs. “Dex.” I look over and notice a bite mark on her neck for the first time. “We went out last night, just the two of us, and he got a little carried away.” 
“Holy shit,” I laugh. 
“I fucking hate both of you, just so you know,” Bridget declares. “Sex whenever you want with guys that could melt your panties with a wink.” 
“You could too if you would quit being stubborn,” Les retorts. I turn to Bridget with a question in my eyes. 
Bridget flops back in the seat. “I’m not being stubborn. It was just sex, and the quicker they realize, the better.” 
My brows hit my hairline when I catch on. “Alexey and Dmitri? I thought it was mutually agreed that it was just sex before it happened.” 
“Apparently, Bridget has a magic vagina and has the twins all tied up in fucking knots. What I don’t understand is why she won’t give them a chance,” Les answers. 
“Because I don’t want anything serious,” Bridget replies. “They do. It wouldn’t be very fucking cool of me to lead them on.” 
“Why don’t you want anything serious?” I ask. 
Bridget shrugs. “I just don’t. Not right now, anyway. It was a fun-filled night, and that’s how it needs to stay.” 
Les pulls into the shopping center parking lot and shoves the car into park. She turns to face Bridget. “I’m not pushing, just stating my opinion. Those boys love hard. You should see how much they love their mama. If you gave them the chance, I have no doubt they would love you just as hard. And that’s what you deserve.”
Les pushes out of the car before Bridget can answer, and we get out to follow her. 
While we shop, we moved to much lighter conversation, just laughing and joking around. We stop in a store that has some beautiful dresses, and I grab several from the rack, tell Les and Bridget I’m going to the dressing room, and head that way. I try them on and pick out the ones I want to keep and go back toward the girls. When I pop around the corner, there is a guy leaning against the wall, and when he sees me, his eyes narrow slightly.
“Evelyn Sinclair?” he asks. He has thinning brown hair and beady eyes. He instantly makes me uneasy. 
“Who’s asking?” I ask, shifting my dresses from one arm to the other just in case I need to grab my phone from that pocket. 
“Agent Reeves. FBI. I’d like to ask you a few questions.” Shit. The guys warned me this could happen. 
I square my shoulders and find my inner strength. No way I’m going to mess up and tell this asshole anything that could get my guys taken away from me. “I’m busy right now, Agent Reeves.” 
“It’s just a few questions,” he says, pushing away from the wall. “How do you know the Poletti’s?” 
“They’re family,” I answer, my voice steady. “And like I said, I’m busy.” 
I go to walk away and he grabs my arm. “I’m not done.” 
I spin back around and jerk my arm free. “I am. I don’t have to answer any questions, especially since you were just stalking me outside of a women’s dressing room. If you would like to talk to me, I suggest you do it in a more professional manner, Agent.” 
“What do you have to hide, Ms. Sinclair?” Agent Reeves sneers. “Because if you weren’t hiding something, you would gladly answer my questions.” 
“Or maybe I don’t want to be stuck in a backroom with you.” When I try to walk away, he grabs my arm again, this time holding me tight. 
“Get your fucking hand off her,” Les growls, walking up to my side. 
“Ah, Mrs. Poletti. We were just having a nice chat,” Agent Reeves says, still holding onto my arm. 
“It looks to me like you were just assaulting my sister. Now drop your hand,” Les says in that deadly voice that I’m so glad she never uses on me. 
He finally lets me go and starts backing toward the exit. “When you’re ready to talk, I’m here,” he says before disappearing around the corner. 
“Who the fuck was that?” Les asks. 
“Agent Reeves,” I answer. 
The guys are going to freak the hell out when I tell them.
[image: image-placeholder]We spent the rest of the day shopping, even after that encounter. I didn’t like how he was waiting there for me, but I could handle myself. After we had lunch, we went back to my house and started putting together idea boards for the new house. I want everything to be perfect, but I’m also excited to start. 
A little after ten, Les and Bridget left to go get ready, and I rode to the Games with Hart, Mateo, Evander, and Gray. Micah said he was meeting us there, which I found odd, but he didn’t elaborate. 
Hart grabs my hand from the driver’s seat and kisses my knuckles. I didn’t tell them about my encounter with Agent Reeves yet because I didn’t want to ruin the night. We stop at a red light, and five motorcycles stop beside us. I look over at them when one of the drivers flips up his face mask only to reveal Micah’s beautiful blue eyes. He winks when he sees me staring and slams the mask closed. 
“Holy shit,” I gasp. “Micah can ride one of those?” 
“Pretty damn good, too,” Evander answers. 
The light turns green, and Hart pulls away from the bikes. I watch in the rear-view mirror as one by one they hit the gas, and their front tire comes off the ground, riding wheelies right by the SUV. 
“Fucking show-offs,” Mateo laughs. 
“Who are the others?” I wonder. 
Mateo leans between the seats. “Les, Ryder, Gage, and Leo,” he answers. “They taught Leo to ride not too long ago.”
“Les can ride, too?” 
Evander chuckles. “Just wait until you see them at the Games, pequena reina.”
Hart follows the bikes into an abandoned airstrip and laughs. “I can’t believe they do this right under the cops noses.” 
“That’s the best part,” Mateo replies. 
I look around wide-eyed at all the pretty cars, trucks, and bikes. People are milling around everywhere. Hart parks close to Micah on the bike, and I watch with drool running down my chin as Micah steps off in head to toe dark blue leathers to match his motorcycle.
Evander slides from the backseat and pulls my door open for me. He reaches a hand in for me, and I place mine in his so he can help me out. He keeps a firm grip on it, leading me over to the others climbing off the bikes. 
“Eviekins!” Gage exclaims, pulling me off my feet in a hug and spinning me around.
“Gage!” I exclaim back with a laugh. 
“Put my woman down,” Micah demands, making me laugh harder. Gage sets me on my feet with a roll of his eyes, and Micah drags me into his side. 
I lean up on tiptoes to his ear. “You look insanely hot,” I whisper. 
His hand slides down to my ass, giving it a squeeze. “You do, too.” I let Bridget talk me into getting a pair of light stone-washed skinny jeans that had rips all down the thighs. It wasn’t something I would normally wear, but watching the guys' eyes heat up when they saw me at the house told me all I needed to know. I paired it with a maroon v-neck shirt that showed more cleavage than I was used to and put on the matching lipstick Les bought me. He pulls Evander into his other side. “You look hot as fuck, too, amore mio.” 
I’ve seen Evander in jeans twice, and it gets better each time. I love the guys in suits, but something about them dressed so casually is sexy. “He does,” I agree. 
“Okay. That’s adorbs,” Bridget declares, walking up beside us. “You want to take a lap with me?” 
I peck Evander and Micah on the lips. “I’ll be back.” They nod their agreement and join the others. 
Bridget hooks her arm through mine and we start walking past the lines of cars. I catch sight of Alexey leaning against the side of a bright blue Ferrari, his arms crossed over his chest. I don’t miss the intense way he’s watching Bridget. “You have an admirer,” I say. 
Bridget sighs. “I know. Dmitri is around here somewhere, too.” 
“Babe, what’s the deal? When did it go from sex to this?” I wave my hand around to encompass everything I know so far. 
“Apparently that night.” Bridget shrugs. “I didn’t hear anything for a while, and then I started getting flowers and stuff delivered to my townhouse. And anytime I see either one of them, they let me know that they want more. I just don’t know if I’m ready for that.” 
I nod, understanding. “I get it.” 
“Time to change the subject. Did you tell the guys about Agent Reeves?” 
“No,” I sigh. “I will. I just didn’t want to piss them off before we came here.”
A chorus of catcalls goes up, and we ignore it. Bridget’s arm on mine gets tighter as we walk by a group of guys leaning against various cars. 
“Goddamn, look at that ass,” one of the guys says loudly. 
“The tits on the other one are perfect. I’d like to see them bouncing in my face,” another one says. 
“Fuck that. I want to see Red’s lips wrapped around my cock.” 
One of the bigger ones steps in front of us to block our path. “Can you move?” Bridget asks sweetly. 
“Why don’t you and your friend come hang out with us?” he asks, stepping closer. 
“No thanks,” I reply and try to step around him, pulling Bridget with me. The rest of them step up to block our path. I fall back a step, unease rolling through me. We weren’t too far away from my guys, but far enough away that they might not see what’s going on. 
“Come on, baby,” the guy purrs. He reaches out to touch Bridget, and a tattooed arm appears between Bridget and me. 
“You fucking touch her, and I’ll rip your goddamn esophagus out,” Alexey growls. He steps between us, causing Bridget and me to separate. Dmitri appears on my other side, blocking me from the rest of the guys. Alexey’s hand flexes as the guy splutters for breath. 
“I didn’t know she was yours,” the guy wheezes. 
“She is,” Alexey growls. Bridget and I share wide-eyed looks. 
“Remember that the next time you want to touch what’s ours,” Dmitri says smoothly. 
Alexey gives the guy's throat one last squeeze before letting him go. The guy sucks in deep breaths and returns to his buddies. Alexey turns dark eyes on Bridget and she grabs my arm. 
“I’m not yours,” Bridget says, turning us around and walking back to the other way. 
“We’ll see about that, boginya,” Dmitri argues. 
They follow us all the way back to the group and explain what just happened. “Who?” Gray demands, looking around. 
I slide my hand onto his chest. “Alexey took care of it,” I soothe. With one last look at Bridget, the twins walk back toward their cars. “Where’s Micah?” I ask.
Gray still looks like he wants to rip someone’s head off but takes my hand in his . “Over there. Come on.” 
We make our way to a fenced off area that has motorcycles lined up. I catch sight of Les’ purple bike doing a burnout and taking off down the track. 
“He’s racing?” I ask excitedly.
“Yep,” Mateo chuckles, sliding his arms around my waist from behind. “Right there.” He points him out, and I don’t even watch the others. My eyes are locked on him. 
When he pulls to the line, he turns his head toward me, and even though he has a helmet on, I can feel his eyes burning through me. He lifts a gloved hand, places it against the mouth of the helmet, and swings it toward me like he’s blowing me a kiss. 
He does the same burnout as Les did and takes off down the track. With my breath held, I watch him speed down the track, neck and neck with the other bike. The light over Micah’s lane flashes green and I turn to Evander. 
“He won,” he says with a smile. I cheer with everyone else. 
I never would have done anything like this in my past. I don’t know anything about cars or bikes, but doing these things with the guys makes it that much more fun. 
And I will make sure I congratulate Micah properly later.




Chapter 31







Evie


The week passed by in a blur, and before I knew it, it was the day of the wedding for Katherine and Rocco. I spent most of the week laying out plans for the house, and it was starting to come together. It wouldn’t be long before I could get a start on it and that had excitement coursing through me.   
My phone rings, just when I step into my room after a shower. “Hello?” I answer, seeing Les’ name on the screen.
“Yeah. So. How do you feel about being in the wedding? One of the girls that Katherine picked has some sort of stomach bug and can’t make the trip from North Carolina. And she needs someone to walk with Leo.” 
“Me?” I squeak. “Les, it’s the day of. There is no way to find a dress to fit me that fast.” 
Les snorts. “Bullshit. I’m pulling up to your house now.” The line goes dead, and I stare at it with my mouth hanging open. 
Huffing with annoyance, I run to get dressed and at least brush my hair. I quickly braid it since I don’t have time to do anything else. 
When I walk out of the bathroom from braiding my hair, Les is sitting at the desk with her high-heeled boots kicked up on it just like she was the last time she showed up at the house to take me shopping. She grins when I glare at her. “Les, this is going to be impossible. This is a whole lot of body to fit into a bridesmaid’s dress, and I don’t even know Katherine!” 
“First, that whole lot of body,” she air quotes around that, “is what has five men following you around with their tongues hanging out. Second, Katherine was ecstatic when I mentioned you would do it.” 
“I never said I would do it,” I argue. 
“Come on,” Les pouts. “For me?”
“I don’t like you. Like at all,” I sass.
“You love me,” Les quips, standing from the chair. 
When we make our way downstairs, I tell the guys goodbye and head to Les’ BMW. The conversation in the car is filled with wedding details, and I get more nervous by the second. Les takes an exit off of the highway into uptown Abbs Valley where the expensive stores are, including Lala’s. The place Mateo took me shopping. I smile when I remember what happened in that dressing room.  
Les pulls in front of a big store with beautiful dresses hanging in the window. 
Les waves through the windshield at a bouncing Bridget. “I love that girl, but damn, she has too much energy.” 
I pop my door open with a laugh. Bridget rushes me and wraps me in one of her hugs. I hug her back gladly. “I’m so glad you agreed!” she says when she pulls back.
“I didn’t have much of a choice,” I grumble, shooting a look at Les, making Les laugh. 
Bridget grabs my hand and starts dragging me toward the store. “I’ve picked out some for you to try on. We need to get a move on because we still have to do nails, hair, and makeup. Oh my god! I love weddings!” 
I give a little wave to Katherine on my way in, not getting a chance to talk since Bridget is still dragging me toward the dressing room. “Thank you so much for doing this!” Katherine calls out with a laugh. 
“No problem!” 
Bridget shoves me into the dressing room and gestures toward the dresses. “Try them on and don’t take them off until I see them.” She spins on her heel, making her red hair fan out behind her. 
With a shake of my head, I pull out the first dress. It’s a light pink and looks way too low-cut for me, but I pull it out, anyway. Trading my clothes for the dress, I smooth my hands down it, and with a snort at my tits falling out, I pull the door open and follow the hallway to the girls talking in the main room. 
“Holy boobs,” Katherine splutters, making me laugh. “I wish mine looked like that still.” 
“Rocco doesn’t seem to mind,” Bridget says with a grin, making Les roll her eyes. 
“Father-in-law,” Les reminds her and looks at me. “That dress looks gorgeous on you, but maybe a little too much boobage going on.” 
“Ya think?” I laugh, trying and failing to pull it up. 
This goes on for twelve dresses, and the longer it goes on, the more discouraged I get. My body isn’t made for dresses you can find in a shop. They need to be altered for me, and we don’t have time for that. I’m just about to get my own clothes on and tell Les I can’t do it when a knock comes at my dressing room door. “Evie?” Katherine’s soft voice filters through. “I found another one.” 
I sigh and push the door open in nothing but my bra and panties. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think this will work.” 
Katherine smiles kindly, and I can see where Leo gets his looks from. “Just one more?” I chew on my bottom lip and take the dress she’s holding out. “You don’t know how much it means to me that you would agree to this when you don’t even really know me. And I understand if you want to back out, I’ll figure it out. But I really think you should try that one on.” 
I smile at her, but even I can feel it’s strained around the edges. Old insecurities are kicking in, ones that I haven’t heard from in a long time. “Okay,” I agree, because she was too damn nice for me to say no. 
With a smile, she shuts the door, and I stare at the dress in my hands. Cursing Les in my head the whole time, I pull the dress on. 
It’s a darker pink than the ones I’ve been trying on, and the straps tie around the neck, making the top of the dress criss-cross across my breasts. I adjust my boobage, as Les called it, and take a deep breath. This one doesn’t look bad. It is cinched at the top and then flared at the skirt. Giving myself one last critical eye, I make my way to the other girls. 
When Katherine sees me, she gasps, covering her mouth with her hand. “That’s the one. You look amazing!” 
The shop assistant beckons me over to the little stand in the middle of the room, lending me a hand to step onto it. She walks around, tugging and pulling at the dress, and my heart starts to sink. This is where she’s going to tell me that it wasn’t made for me. 
“Love this color on your skin,” she comments, and tugs the dress tight around my waist. “I’m going to have to take this in, so it shows off that gorgeous figure.”
Tears spring into my eyes before I can stop them. No one has ever needed to take something in for me to fit into it. They always needed to let it out. The way she has it held would finish the look of the dress. It’s perfect. 
After I changed back into my clothes, we decided to go get my manicure and pedicure done, and the more they chatter away, the more my stress starts to melt away. 
My guys worked hard to chase all the nasty things away that Aaron and my mom said to me. I’ll be damned if that all goes to waste because of one shopping trip. 
Before long, we are headed to the wedding venue with our dresses in hand so Bridget can work her magic on hair and makeup. 
My phone chimes with a message, and I smile when I see it’s the group chat with the guys. 
Mateo: I can’t wait to see you in that dress, buttercup. 
Evie: You don’t even know what it looks like. 
Micah: Doesn’t matter. You look beautiful in everything you wear.
Mateo: Especially naked. ‘insert winky face’
Hart: Real classy, Tay. 
Hart: I agree with Micah, princess. 
Evander: Did hell freeze over? Did you just agree with Micah? 
Evander: I miss you, pequena reina.
Mateo: Me too. ‘insert sad face’ Gray hogged her all day and all night.
Gray: Damn right I did. Nothing was taking me from my woman. 
Micah: Our woman. 
Evie: ‘insert heart eye emoji’ I can’t wait to see you guys.
I laugh while I’m reading, making Bridget peek over my shoulder where she’s curling my hair. “What would you have done if there was a nude picture on there, nosey rosey?” I joke. 
“Not going to lie. I’d still look,” Bridget laughs.
“Then I’d have to cut your eyeballs out,” I threaten, making Les crack up.
“Rawr. That kitten has claws. You go, girl,” Les says, sticking her fist out for me to bump. I bump it with a laugh. 
“Keep my eyes to myself. Got it,” Bridget jokes. 
“I’m dying to know. When did you and Micah drop the L word?” Les asks. 
I sigh dreamily, remembering the look in his eyes when he told me he loved me. “The day he showed me the house.” 
“I’m seriously so glad he found you,” Les says, her eyes filling with tears. 
“No! Stop that!” Bridget exclaims, fanning Les’ face so she doesn’t ruin her makeup, even though Bridget has tears of her own. 
“Sorry,” Les says with a watery laugh.
Bridget starts twisting my hair to look like Les’. “I know you and Mateo got there. So what about the others?” 
“All of them but Evander.” Wringing my hands in my lap, I voice my biggest fear. “Sometimes I worry that Evander is just doing this for Micah.” 
Bridget gives me a shocked look in the mirror, exchanges a glance with Les, and they bust out laughing. 
“Men who aren’t in love don’t buy cars for women. Van is as far gone for you as the rest of them are,” Les explains when I frown at them for laughing. “Van is just more reserved because of what happened with him and Micah.” When Mateo told me what Micah did, I wanted to throttle Micah on Evander’s behalf. But it was in the past, and they obviously worked through it. I just hate that Evander went through that. 
“You have absolutely nothing to worry about, babe,” Bridget assures me, putting the finishing touches on my hair. “Done.” 
“You’re a magician,” I declare, looking in the mirror. 
She kept my makeup understated with a beautiful smokey eye and pink lips a couple shades darker than my dress. My hair is in a fancy twist, with little tendrils hanging around my face. 
“You guys make my job easy,” Bridget snorts. “Okay, dress time.” 
Les’ bridesmaid dress is a dark pink since she is the maid of honor, but it’s almost the same style. Katherine looks amazing in her wedding dress, and Bridget has to fuss again so we wouldn’t ruin our makeup. 
I can feel nerves attacking me left and right when we line up at the door to walk to the altar. Remembering the texts from the guys earlier, I swallow it down. 
When it’s my turn, I throw my shoulders back and, with my head held high, I walk down the aisle. 




Chapter 32







Evander


As soon as those doors opened and I caught sight of Evie, the rest of the room disappeared. I barely heard the ceremony because my eyes were locked on her the whole time. She looked breathtaking as always, but Evie could make sweatpants look good.     
“You’re drooling,” Mateo whispers. 
“I don’t even care,” I admit. 
“Same, bro, same.” I look at Mateo and his eyes are locked on her, too. A quick glance at the rest of the guys says the same thing. All of us are focused on her. 
The wedding officiant declares for Rocco to kiss the bride, and he swoops Katherine into a heated kiss that causes hoots and hollers to erupt around the room. They decided to have the wedding at the same hotel as Les because it was big enough to accommodate us all and none of us were church people, anyway. 
Leo bows at the waist at Evie when they’re ready to walk from the room, making her laugh. If it was anyone else besides him, they would have lost an arm for even daring to touch her. He tucks her hand onto his arm and gives us a smug grin when he walks by with her. Evie smiles at us on the way by. 
“Asshole,” Micah mutters. 
We follow the wedding guests to the lavish room for the reception and scan the room for Evie. She’s standing with the rest of the wedding party, looking around. When she spots us, her whole body relaxes. 
“Goddamn, she looks amazing,” Hart comments. 
“She definitely does,” I agree. 
Spending the day alone with Hart yesterday made me feel better about my feelings concerning him, and I realized I was more than attracted to him. Which made Mateo squeal like a fucking girl when I told him. 
We spent the better part of the day doing work stuff, then spent the rest of it talking in my office which helped me get to know him a lot better. It ended with a mind blowing kiss that had me wanting more, but it was interrupted by my poor receptionist walking in on us. Hart laughed the whole way home about the look on the woman’s face. 
My shipment Monday came in flawlessly, so Hunter was officially given the job. Having  taken care of that, I can focus solely on the people who matter the most. The others are deep in conversation when I spot Evie break away from the wedding party, headed our way. I intercept and sweep her onto the dance floor. 
She laughs breathlessly, winding her arms around my neck. I slide my hands to her back, feeling her skin through the open back on the dress. “You look breathtaking, pequena reina.” 
 “You do, too,” she replies, taking in the tux. “It feels weird being on this side of the wedding this time.” 
“You belong on this side. With us.” I kiss her deeply, causing cat calls to come from somewhere. It doesn’t deter me. I love the feel of her lips on mine. 
“Wow,” Evie pants, pulling back when we’re both breathless. Wow is fucking right. 
We glide around the dance floor, and I know my time is limited to as soon as the song is done. One of the guys will for sure want to take my spot, and I know I need to get what I want to say out of the way, but the words won’t come. That slap of rejection is still fresh in my mind, and I don’t want to feel that again. 
“Evander,” Evie says softly, making my eyes meet hers. “I love you.” I suck in a breath at the raw honestly written all over her face. “I was worried that you were only doing this for Micah, but I realized those were just fears from before. You have this way of making me feel like I’m the only person in the room, and you’re like a light after a bad storm. The way you accepted me immediately for your brother speaks to the person you are.” 
“Fuck,” I breathe, laying my forehead on hers, still swaying to the music. “I’ve wanted to tell you so bad. The day I said it on the phone, I meant it for the both of you, but that was the coward’s way out. You deserve for me to look you in your beautiful brown eyes and tell you how much I’m deeply, irrevocably in love with you. Nothing made sense in this world until you walked into our lives. Micah and I have a deep love, but having you has made it even deeper. You’re the glue that holds this family together.” I kiss away the tears rolling down her face. “I love you, mi reina.” Her face lights up at the change in her nickname. She was no longer a little queen. She is my queen. 
“Our queen,” Micah says, walking up behind her. He slides his arms around her and lays them on my hips. 
We sway to the music together, taking turns telling her how much we love her. Just like I suspected when the song ended, Mateo demanded his turn. I gladly handed her over to my little brother because seeing him this damn happy made everything we went through in our past worth it. I don’t think Mateo and I would have the relationship that we have if we didn’t have to band together against Frankie. The evil bastard might have actually done something right. 
Micah doesn’t let me get far before he pulls me against him. Settling our hands on each other’s hips, we move to the music. It’s still shocking that Micah doesn’t care anymore who sees us together. He is open with his affection, and it’s a beautiful thing to watch. 
“I hate to interrupt.” We pull away to look at Ghost. 
“You made it,” Micah says, tilting his head to the side. To put it nicely, Ghost looks like shit. His hair is wild, his eyes even wilder. And he isn’t dressed for a wedding. “You good?” 
“No. Can we talk?” 
Micah jerks a nod. “Do you want Les for this?” 
Ghost swallows and nods. “It’s probably for the best if she hears what I have to say.” 
Micah grabs Les on our way off the dance floor, leading us to the conference room in the back. 
“What’s going on, Ghost?” Les asks when I shut the doors.
Ghost runs his fingers through his hair. “Can we sit?”
She gestures toward the table. Micah and I sit on either side of her, and Ghost takes up the chair in front of us. “What’s wrong?” Les asks softly. 
“I need to leave Abbs Valley for a while. I got myself into some shit I don’t know if I can get out of, and I refuse to bring it here. I’m going to ask Caden to step in while I’m gone.” Ghost looks nervous, something I’ve never seen him be. He is usually confident in his skin, and seeing him this way is not settling right in my gut. 
“Why don’t you tell us what that is so we can help?” Micah offers. “You’ve more than been there for us. Let us return the favor.” 
Ghost is already shaking his head. “I can’t. It’s from my past, and I need to deal with it. Alone.” 
“I can tell you from experience that doing it alone is never the right choice,” I add. “We’re family. Trust us.” 
“It’s not about trust,” Ghost says raggedly. “I’m not the person you guys think I am.” 
Les’ demeanor changes from friend to the ice queen. Something I’ve not seen often since she’s been with her guys. “What does that mean, Ghost?”
“Fuck,” Ghost sighs. “My real name is Gabriel Augustus.”
“I’m sorry. Did you just say Augustus?” Les asks, ice dripping from her voice. “As in the Mayor of Rose Hills Augustus?” 
“That’s my father.” 
That hits the table like a bomb going off. Rose Hills is a city not far from Abbs Valley, and Mayor Augustus is known to have his hands in many illegal activities. 
“What the fuck?” Les explodes. “Don’t you think that was pertinent information when I handed you the goddamn Vipers and gave you the inside to my fucking empire?”
“No. Fuck. Yes, I’m sure it was. But I would never tell him anything. We don’t even fucking speak, Les. I’m loyal. I swear it on my own life.” 
“Your life isn’t meaning a lot right now, Gabriel,” Les says in a deadly tone. “Your piece of shit father has FBI in his pocket to cover for all the illegal shit that he does. Funny that we now have FBI breathing down our necks.” 
“Do you think that was me?! Les, I wouldn’t….” Micah holds up a hand to cut Ghost off. I have no idea what to say to all of this. 
“Let’s take a breather.” Micah turns to Les. “This is a shock, I get that. But Ghost has more than proven he’s not a rat.” He turns back to Ghost. “Why don’t you start telling us what the fuck is going on?” 
“I came to Abbs Valley to get out from under my father’s thumb. But I still kept tabs on what he was doing. When I left Rose Hills, the shit that he was doing was getting worse. I got the confirmation the other day that I was right.” 
“What was the confirmation about?” Les asks, still with a pissed off look on her face. It always surprised me that she didn’t just have Holden figure out who he was when he refused to tell her his real name. 
“Human trafficking.” 
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Caden is the first one to explode. “What the fuck?” Caden hisses. “All this fucking time I thought you were my best friend and you couldn’t even trust me with the truth?” 
“It’s not like that. I just couldn’t tell you who….” Ghost pleads. 
“It is like that!” Caden yells, making Ghost’s eyes widen. “I don’t give a fuck what your real name is or who you’re related to. What fucking sucks is you thought I couldn’t handle it. We’re a team, and we were supposed to be in this together. I guess that shit was just one-sided.” Caden storms from the room, slamming the door behind him. 
Les rubs her temples. “This is a fucking mess,” she mutters. Ryder steps up and sets his hands on her shoulders. She takes a deep breath and straightens her shoulders. “Okay. Tell me what you know. Don’t leave anything out because, Ghost, I’m more than a little pissed you didn’t tell me this. I could have put precautions into place to keep him from finding you.” 
Ghost folds his arms onto the table. “I suspected it back then, but I know for sure now. That’s where I went.” 
“So, explain why you think you need to leave?” Mateo asks. 
“Because he knows I was there.” Ghost scrubs a tattooed hand down his face. “If he thinks it will interrupt his business, he will send the hounds of hell after my ass. I won’t risk bringing that heat onto you guys.” 
“That’s not your choice anymore,” Alexey says, pushing off the wall. He leans down with his fists on the table beside Les, leveling Ghost with a look. “You don’t get to fucking run.” 
“I’m not running,” Ghost growls. 
“That’s exactly what you’re doing,” Micah argues. “Look around the room, Ghost. This is your family. None of us have told you to leave. We stand behind you a hundred percent. If any of us thought you were being less than truthful, you would be dead by now.” 
Evie leans forward, surprising us all by grabbing Ghost’s hand. “Trust me when I say this. Lean on them. This room is full of people who care about you. Don’t do this alone.” Goddamn, I didn’t think I could fall any more in love with that woman. 
I see the moment Ghost makes his decision. He squeezes Evie’s fingers, pulls his hand away, and sits up straighter. “He’s going to be running a shipment through an old port in Rose Hills.” 
“When?” I ask. 
“Two weeks.” 
“Do you have the buyers?” Les asks. 
“No. That’s all the information I got before I had to leave.” 
“Why did you have to leave?” Dmitri asks, coming to stand beside his brother. “You’re a literal ghost.” I’ve heard some of the stories about how Ghost got his name. He could slip in anywhere undetected, and you were none the wiser he was even there. 
“Because I fucked up and went to see my brother and sister. One or both sold me out.” Ghost’s jaw clenches. “My father was pounding on the door hours later. I slipped from the window and came back here.”
“Does he know where you are?” Dex rumbles. 
“No, but I’m sure it won’t be hard for him to find out.” 
Les nods, thinking. “I want you to have constant security. You don’t step foot outside of your apartment without at least two people stuck to you like glue. Band the Vipers and the Disciples closer together. And don’t you dare think about leaving Abbs Valley. I won’t have you dying on my watch, Ghost.” 
“Yes, Boss,” Ghost replies easily. He knew better than to fuck with her right now. 
“Everyone back to the reception,” Les demands. “I’m sure Katherine is dying to cut the cake.” 
People start filing out, and Evie reaches forward to grab Ghost’s arm before he can stand up. “I don’t know the deal with you and Caden, but he’s hurt,” she says quietly. “Fix things with him.” 
Ghost pats her hand in answer and strides from the room. Les melts in her chair with her forehead on the table when it’s just her guys and us. “Human trafficking? We haven’t dealt with that since my dad was in power.” 
“We got this, il mio sole,” Ryder says, massaging her shoulders. 
“For sure, pretty girl,” Gage agrees. 
Leo sits down in the seat Ghost vacated. “Someone want to tell me the big deal with Mayor Augustus besides the obvious?” he asks. Leo fits in so damn well I forget that he wasn’t brought up in the world. 
“Bryce Augustus comes from old money. His whole empire is built on the backs of others. Bryce’s father was probably just as dirty. We knew he dealt in drugs and prostitution, but there was no reason for us to step in,” Les explains. “Until now. Rose Hills is in my jurisdiction now that he decided to go into human trafficking.”
“How does that work?” Evie wonders. “What is yours to control or what’s not?” 
“Honestly? We have the power to control what we want. We just choose not to unless we’re needed,” Micah answers. “Abbs Valley is the focus for us in the states.”
“So, you have more of you guys elsewhere?” Evie asks, picking up everything quickly. 
Micah nods. “We have syndicates in all fifty states and Italy. They all have their own leaders, but they still answer to me and Les.” 
She looks at me for an answer, and I nod. “Same with us. Except it’s Mexico for us.” 
“This is a lot to learn,” Evie laughs. 
“Trust me. I know,” Leo agrees. “I’m still learning new shit every day. Speaking from experience? Don’t be too hard on yourself.” 
Evie gives him a grateful smile, and so do I. Leo could obviously pick up on her nervousness to ask questions, and I appreciated him for it. 
“We need to regroup and get some more information. Two weeks is plenty of time to come up with a plan,” I add.
Everyone nods their agreement and leaves the room. Evie grabs my arm before I can leave and shuts the door behind everyone. 
She reaches up and pulls my head down to meet her lips. I don’t hesitate to take the kiss she’s offering. I was still floating on a goddamn cloud after her telling me that she loved me. Whatever I did in life to deserve this family, I’ll never take it for granted. 
“Fuck, mi reina,” I groan when we finally pull apart. I want to spread her out on that table behind us and show her how much I love her. But she still had bridesmaids duties to do. 
“Later,” she says breathlessly. 
“You can count on it.” 
One way or the other, I am worshiping my queen tonight. 




Chapter 33







Hartley


I couldn’t even put into words what I thought about Ghost’s bombshell, mostly because I never would have pegged him as a mayor’s son. Ghost did a hell of a job shedding that persona and becoming the leader the Vipers always needed. Right now, though, he looks awful. Not everyone is happy with the secret he kept. Caden is at a table talking to Bridget, and Ghost is staring longingly at the table, leaning against a wall, completely separated from everyone else. I don’t know him well enough to offer him any advice, and what Evie told him to do is better than what I could have come up with.   
Evie’s laugh carries my attention that way, and I see Micah twirling her around the dancefloor right into Gray’s arms. My eyes track Van walking across the floor with Leo and Les. It was in my nature to keep an eye on the ones I love. 
“What are you doing over here?” Mateo asks, sliding up beside me. That answers where he is. I turn to him and lean my elbow on the bar where I’ve been standing for a majority of the night. 
“Observing,” I answer simply. 
Mateo raises a brow. “Bullshit. Why are you really over here?” Leave it to him to call my bluff. 
“I’m still adjusting. Some people here still aren’t my biggest fans.” Probably because I harassed or arrested them at some point. 
“They’ll get over it. The ones who are already over it are the only ones who matter.” Mateo grins. “And I also caught you checking out my brother’s ass.” 
I shake my head with a laugh. “I wasn’t checking out Van’s ass, but now that you mention it….” 
Mateo moves closer and runs his hand across mine. “I’ve been checking out yours in those damn pants.” I could see the calculating look in his eyes, challenging me to see if I’ll push him away.  
I lean in close until my lips brush across his. If he thought for a second, I would deny him in public, he was dead fucking wrong. “Is that all you were checking out, Tay?” 
“How the fuck can you make that name sound so dirty?” Mateo chuckles. It comes out rough, but he’s not pulling away. He seals his lips over mine, and I greedily stroke his tongue with mine. Mateo jerks me closer with his hand still on my ass and subtly shifts his hips so his cock rubs against mine. 
“Oh, wow. I did not see that shit coming.” Mateo and I pull away at Caden’s voice. He’s standing there grinning from ear to ear. “Don’t stop on my account. That was hot as fuck.” 
Mateo clears his throat. “What do you want, Caden?” 
“What? Oh. Nothing.” He gestures between us. “Finish that, then let me join.” 
Mateo shoves his shoulder with a laugh. “Not happening. This isn’t a free for all.” 
“Why not? I come with party favors.” Caden runs his tongue across his bottom lip, showing off a tongue ring.
I laugh before I can stop myself. I can’t help it. I like this kid. 
“Party favors?” Mateo snorts. “Hart’s got you beat there.” Mateo may be joking, but it doesn’t escape my notice that he still has a possessive hand on me, and he’s still plastered to my side. I like that Mateo is getting territorial about me. Not that he has to worry. I’m not attracted to Caden in any way. My eyes are for certain people only. 
“You?” Caden asks in disbelief.
I shrug but don’t elaborate. It’s fun to watch him assessing me to see what kind of piercings I have done. 
“You’ll never guess,” Mateo says. “And put your goddamn eyes back in your skull before I pluck them out with my bare hands.” My eyebrows shoot up at the same time my head snaps to the growly tone in Mateo’s voice. 
“Whoa,” Caden laughs, holding his hands up. “Cop boy is smoking hot, but I get the message loud and clear. I was just fucking with you.”
“You getting jealous, Tay?” I tease, pulling him closer. 
“No,” he grumbles, but I can see his lips twitch. 
My phone starts vibrating in my pocket, and I reluctantly let Mateo go to fish it out. I almost swallow my tongue when I see my dad’s name flash across the screen. I’ve talked to Mom every day, and she didn’t even know what happened. I show Mateo the screen, and his eyes widen. 
“You owe it to yourself to answer that.” 
I jerk a nod and make my way outside where I can hear. With a deep breath, I slide to answer and bring the phone to my ear. 
“Hello?” 
“I honestly didn’t think you would answer,” Dad replies. “I called to apologize about my behavior.” The last time I saw him, he was adamant that he wanted no part of who I am now. 
“Why the change of heart?” 
“Because we miss you, and no matter what, Hartley, you’re my son.” I wanted to say all was fine so bad, but there is something he needs to understand first. 
“If you accept me, you have to accept them, Dad. There is no half way point. I’m all in with them.” 
“I can’t make promises,” Dad sighs. “But I’ll try.”
Movement from my right catches my attention, and from the corner of my eyes I see Agent Reeves. “I’ll call you back. Give Mom my love.” 
“I will. I love you, Hart.” 
“Love you, too, Dad.” I disconnect the call. “What can I do you for you, Agent?” I ask without even turning to look at him. 
“Quite the party you’re having here,” he comments, coming to stand beside me. 
“Not my party.” 
“It’s for Rocco Venchelli, right? I see congratulations is in order for the newlyweds.” 
I don’t say anything, just continue staring at the passing cars with my hands stuffed in my pockets. Nothing would piss someone in law enforcement off more than being ignored. He finally huffs after an uncomfortable amount of time in silence. “I was hoping we could have a conversation from one cop to another.”
“I’m not a cop anymore,” I reply, sounding bored. I was secretly evaluating everything he’s saying and not saying. The subtle shuffle of his feet, the nervous rubbing of his thumb and middle finger together, and the way he won’t take his eyes off the side of my head. He doesn’t trust me, and he knows without a doubt that I’m packing under my suit jacket. 
“Sad really. You were top of your class and Chief of Police before twenty five. The FBI could have used someone like you.” What is this? A recruitment mission? 
I can’t stop the snort that escapes. “I have never wanted any part of your corrupt bureaucracy, Agent Reeves.” 
“That’s rich coming from someone with ties to the Mafia.” He wanted a reaction to that, and he said it loud enough that several people on the sidewalk turned to look at us. 
“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” I finally turn to look him in the eye. “Little piece of advice? You’re in the wrong place to be spewing that bullshit. Have a great night, Agent.” 
I turn on my heel to head back inside. “Mark my words, Mr. Cruz,” he calls out. “Their days are numbered. Make the right choice now.” I don’t stop walking at that threat. I know how hard it is to take them down given people have been trying for years. 
“A word,” I say when I pass Micah. He follows me without question until we reach the back of the reception, so we’re out of earshot. “Agent Reeves is outside.” I relay everything that was said, and Micah’s face turns thunderous. 
“Did he mention Evie again?” 
“No, it was more like he was trying to recruit me to the dark side.” 
Micah barks a laugh. “We are the dark side, Hart.” 
“Not compared to those assholes. You guys don’t hide behind a badge to do your dirty work. They do.”
“He needs to fucking die for laying his hands on our woman.” 
“Agreed.” When Evie told us that Agent Reeves cornered her and dared to fucking touch her, all hell broke out at the house. This was just one more reason Reeves is going to end up dead. 
Arms slide around me from behind, and I would know them anywhere. “Well, hello there, princess,” I say, reaching around to pull her to my side. I wrap my arm around her shoulders, and she snuggles into my side. 
“What are you two over here whispering about?” 
“Nothing to worry your beautiful head about, la mia stella. We’ll have a family meeting later.” 
She shrugs, knowing we won’t hide anything from her. “Fine by me. Would you like to dance with me, Hart? You’re the only one who hasn’t swept me off my feet yet.” 
I chuckle, and quite literally sweep her off her feet and into my arms. She laughs the entire way to the dance floor. I sit her on her feet and pull her in close. The music is a little fast for a slow dance, but we don’t care. We just sway to the music. 
“I love you, princess.” 
Her smile lights up her face. “I love you, too.” 
We all take turns dancing with her and each other after that, just enjoying the lightness of the evening until Evie declares that she’s officially done and ready to go home. 
We load up in the SUV with Gray and Micah up front, Evie and Van in the middle, with Mateo sliding into the back with me. The SUV barely makes it two feet before Van’s lips crash against hers. She moans into the kiss, dragging him closer. 
“Take the long way home,” Mateo laughs. “I want to watch this show.”
I can hear the rustling of Evie’s dress and know where Van’s hand is going. Evie moans deep in her throat seconds later, proving I’m right. 
“What the fuck?” Micah growls. Gray slams on the brakes, throws it into park, already grabbing for his Glock.
“What’s going on?” I ask, reaching for my Glock. 
Van pulls back from Evie, looking around and already pulling her into a protective position. “We have company.” 
I look through the windshield and back glass, and sure enough, we’re surrounded. “Get on the floorboard, princess,” I say softly. She does so immediately, not even questioning why. “Don’t get up until we tell you.” 
“Okay,” she says softly, a little quiver in her voice. 
“Is this the FBI?” I ask. There is a car blocking the road ahead of us, and when Gray stopped to avoid the collision, they came in from all sides so we can’t escape. There are at least ten guys standing around that look unarmed, but that can change any second. 
“Stay in the car with Evie,” Micah demands, popping his door open before anyone can argue. Gray follows right behind him. Evander reaches over and stabs the window button so we can hear. 
“What’s the meaning of this, gentleman?” Micah calls out, striding to the driver’s side. Gray hovers protectively behind him, Glock gripped against his thigh. 
“You told me to quit being a pussy.” Shit. I guess Axel is alive and well, after all. “But I’m just here to talk.” 
“You tried to have my goddamn niece killed,” Micah growls. “And now you want to fucking talk?” 
Axel finally steps into view from behind one of the SUV’s, and his brows furrow at the mention of Les. “I didn’t try to have anyone killed.”
“Bullshit,” Micah spits. He jerks his Glock from his holster, aiming right at Axel’s forehead. “He had all kinds of things to say about you.” 
Axel puts his hands up. “As you can see, none of my guys are armed. We don’t mean any harm.”
“Then what the fuck is all this?” Gray rumbles, aiming his Glock. 
“We didn’t think it was very smart to show up anywhere else.”
“We need to move,” Van mutters, hearing the sirens coming toward us. We are in the middle of the road, blocking traffic, with guns out. 
Micah’s head swivels in the direction of the sirens and turns back to Axel. “Pick two guys and follow us. You make one fucking wrong move, and I’ll end you.” 
Micah walks back to the passenger side without waiting for an answer, gets in, and shuts the door. Gray waits until Micah is fully cleared before doing the same. “Go to the Viper’s garage,” Micah tells Gray. He turns in the seat and runs his fingers through Evie’s hair. “You can get up, la mia stella.”
She climbs back in the seat, and Van wraps her in his arms. The car in front of us moves, and Gray takes off. I watch through the back glass as one of the SUV’s follows us, and the others break off in different directions. “He listened, I think,” I say. 
“Good,” Micah replies. He pulls out his phone and starts making phone calls. Les confirmed she will meet us there with her guys, and Ghost said he is already there. “We need to find out what the hell that was about.” 
“Agreed,” I say. “He looked damn confused when you mentioned Les.”
Micah nods and turns in the seat. “I saw that, too. He had no clue what I was talking about.” 
“What does that mean, then? Someone else is after Les?” Mateo asks. 
“I don’t know. Nothing is adding up. But we’re about to find out,” Micah answers. 
We pull in front of the garage, and Ghost and Banger are already waiting out front. Micah and Gray climb out of the car and meet them at the hood. 
“He’s not going in there without us,” Van says, looking at me and Mateo for confirmation. “Mi reina, I need you to stay right with us, okay?” 
“Can’t I just stay here?” 
“No. We won’t leave you alone, buttercup. Stick to Van’s side, and you’ll be fine.” 
She nods reluctantly, and we get out of the car. Van tucks her into his side, with me and Mateo closing ranks around them. Axel hasn’t made a move to get out of his car yet, and I don’t know if that is good or bad. 
“Let’s get this shit started,” Micah says, waving his hand for Axel. 
Axel exits the SUV with the two guys he picked walking closely behind him. Banger and Ghost walk over to them. “Arms up,” Banger instructs, and they do so obediently. What the fuck? Banger and Ghost pat them down and turn to Micah. “They’re clean.”
“We aren’t here to hurt you,” Axel says, slowly lowering his arms. “I just need to talk.” 
Micah nods his head for everyone to follow him. We box Axel and his guys in between us, with Evie as far away from them as possible. I don’t fully believe this isn’t a fucking setup, and we need to take every precaution we can. 
Once in the garage, Micah turns to Axel. “Les is on her way.” He watches Axel closely for a reaction, fear or otherwise, and he doesn’t get any. 
Axel inclines his head in acknowledgement. “Fine by me.” 
Maybe we can finally start getting some answers.





Chapter 34







Micah


Les breezes into the garage five minutes after we get there, still in her maid of honor dress. But looking no less scary because of it.     
“Gentlemen,” she greets, her guys close to her back. “What brings you to Abbs Valley on this fine evening?” 
“I wanted to tell you that we aren’t your enemies,” Axel says smoothly. I don’t know why I believed him when he said he didn’t want to hurt us, but I did. And now that we’ve talked to him, he doesn’t strike me as FBI, undercover or not. 
“If you’re still representing the Bull’s name, then you are,” Les says, coming to stand in front of him. 
“We aren’t,” Axel assures her. “You did me a favor by taking them out. That was my plan from the beginning.” 
“Then why didn’t you?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.
“That night at Goldmine, my real guys were waiting in the shadows to do what you guys beat me to.” 
“Who? The FBI?” Hartley asks, stepping to my right. 
Axel frowns. “The FBI? Fuck no. What would I have to do with the FBI?”
“Axel Norris is a fake name. You didn’t exist until three years ago,” Holden speaks up, crossing his arms over his chest. It still blows my fucking mind that this is the same guy they rescued that couldn’t even look you in the eye. Now he stands side by side with the rest of us. “It screams federal agent.” 
Axel’s brows lift. “You found that? No one has ever been able to dig that deep into me.” 
“He’s the best,” Les says, waving her hand. “So, if you aren’t a fed, then why all the cloak and dagger shit with your name?”
“Axel Norris is my real name. I made my past disappear. I didn’t change my name.” 
“Why did that guy say you sent him here to kill her?” I ask and hear some growls coming from behind Les. I don’t know who it was, but my money is on Ryder or Dex.
“I don’t know. I had no plans to come after you. Like I said, you did my job for me.”
“Why do you think it was us at the Goldmine?” Hartley asks. 
“We just do.” I don’t like that answer. It could spell trouble that we don’t fucking need if it was that easy to identify us. 
“How could you work for someone like Aaron?” Evie’s soft voice speaks up from behind me, and I stiffen when Axel’s eyes swing toward her. She steps up beside me, and I wrap my arm around her shoulders so this asshole doesn’t get any ideas. 
“I didn’t work for Aaron, and I was never really a Bull. Those dumb motherfuckers just thought I was because that’s what we told them.”
“Then who are you?” Les barks, getting tired of the bullshit like the rest of us. 
“They call us the Saviors,” Axel answers.
You could hear a pin drop in the garage when he says that name. Everyone has heard of the Saviors. They are a group of mercenaries who work by their own code of honor, taking out anyone that they feel has stepped too far over the line. And up until this point, I thought they were a fucking myth. They were rumored to be able to kill a grown man in several ways without weapons. Which explains why they are all unarmed. Then it hits me. 
“It was you that night at the church, wasn’t it?” I ask. 
Axel inclines his head. “It was on my order. The guy that took them out is one of mine. We didn’t know you were there.” 
“Jesus Christ, could this night get any worse?” Les mutters. After that bombshell about who Ghost really was, we were all out of room for surprises. “So, we got a visit from the notorious Saviors to say thank you? I’m not buying it.” 
Axel shakes his head. “That’s not all. We’ve been watching you for a while, and you keep your business clean. Anyone who’s died at your hands has deserved it.” He looks from Les to me, then to Van, making sure we knew who he was talking to. “So in addition to my thank you,” he holds his hand out and the big guy to his left lays a USB in it. “This is for you.” He hands it to Gray, and he takes it with a deep look of suspicion. 
“What the hell is this?” Gray asks. 
“That is where your sister’s stalker problem lives. He’s on the list, but we figured you would want to take him out.” Axel grins. “Reaper.” Gray doesn’t even flinch at the name, not giving anything away that Axel is spot on. 
“How do you know about this?” Gray asks, indicating the USB. 
“We want to recruit you. A man of your abilities would be a perfect fit for our team. And we know everything. All the shit you’ve heard about us is probably true.” 
“I have no intention of leaving my family,” Gray announces. “Is this a stipulation?” he asks, holding up the USB. “Because if it is, you can take it back, and we’ll find him ourselves.” 
Axel shakes his head. “Nah. That’s yours, with or without taking our offer.” 
“I still don’t believe you came all the way to Abbs Valley, risked getting shot, just to give him that and say thank you. What gives?” Van says. 
“Some secrets are better left buried, Mr. Perez.” Axel nods his head for his guys to follow him. When he gets to the backdoor, he turns back to us. “Oh, that FBI tail you guys have? That’s not a sanctioned investigation. Agent Reeves is acting on his own.” With that, he shoves open the back door and disappears into the night. 
“What the hell was that?” Banger asks. 
“That’s a damn good question,” Les replies, rolling her shoulders back. “Let’s meet in the morning and figure this shit out. I’ve had enough talking for one night.” She gives Ghost a pointed look. 
Axel answered some questions and gave Gray one thing to help him get a step closer to reuniting with his sisters. But he left us with even more fucking questions. 
He did help with one thing, though. If Agent Reeves does happen to die, it can’t be turned on us if the FBI doesn’t even know where he is. 
Game on, Reeves. 
[image: image-placeholder]After we left the garage, we decided to take Les’ advice and table everything we had just learned until in the morning. It wasn’t anything that couldn’t wait. As soon as we got back to the house, Van took off with Evie, saying he needed to spend time with her alone. And we all agreed that it was a good idea. I know Van fully let his walls down with her, and he needed this. They both did.
I was so wired after all the bombshells tonight that I decided to get some work done and make some phone calls. I had just finished telling Aldo, the leader of the New York syndicate, what we learned tonight when Mateo walks into my office. 
Aldo is speaking rapidly in Italian, and I raise a brow at Mateo, who’s just standing there with a grin on his face. I answer back in Italian. Mateo bites his fist, and he rolls his eyes back in his head in exaggeration. I bite my lip to keep from laughing. The laughter completely dies out when Mateo jerks his shirt over his head, pulls the chair in front of my desk to the middle of the floor, and drops his shorts. When he’s completely naked, he sinks down in the chair and I realize why he moved it. It allows me to see everything that he’s doing. Mateo grabs his cock in a strong grip, stroking slowly, and twirling his hand around the head. Goddamn. 
“Micah,” Aldo barks, and I realize I didn’t hear a damn thing he said. If he addressed me in English, he was pissed. 
“I’m listening,” I answer, not taking my eyes off Mateo. 
“You aren’t. Or you would have heard me say not to get mixed up with the Saviors.” 
“What choice do I have?” Mateo sinks further into the chair, places one leg over the arm of it, and it gives me a prime view of his tight ass. I narrow my eyes for his distraction, and his answering grin is pure sex, and my already hard cock jerks in my pants. 
Deciding to play his game, I stand from my chair and go to stand in front of him. Aldo is still rattling on the phone, but I don’t give a fuck anymore. I pull my sweatpants down with my boxers enough so my cock bobs right in Mateo’s face. He grabs it with his free hand and licks around the head. 
I have to bite off a groan when he sucks the head into his mouth. I look down into his green eyes, and he sinks his mouth down until my cock is in his throat. Balancing the phone between my shoulder and the side of my face, I cup the side of Mateo’s head and start fucking his mouth. 
His moan vibrates around my cock, and I know it’s time to cut this conversation short. 
“Fuck,” I grit out. “Aldo, I’ll call you back,” I say, cutting him off mid-sentence. I disconnect the call and toss my phone back onto my desk. “Is this what you wanted when you came in here to tease me, Tay?” He moans again, stroking his cock faster, answering my question. “Stop stroking your cock,” I bark, and his body shudders. His hand drops to the side, and his long dick is throbbing. 
Without pulling from his mouth, I keep my hold on the side of his head and step back. He follows and drops to his knees in front of me. His hands slide up to my ass, his fingers dig in, and he pulls me forward. I start fucking his mouth hard until my balls are slapping his chin. 
Movement from the door catches my eye, and I look up to see Hartley standing there, watching everything in front of him with heat in his eyes. 
“You joining or watching?” I pant out. Mateo is keeping up with my hard thrusts with ease, moaning the whole goddamn time. 
Hartley saunters into the office. “It’s not just me,” he announces, and Gray steps in behind him. 
“Well, now it’s a fucking party,” I declare, sinking into Mateo’s throat and cutting off his air. His fingers dig harder into my ass cheeks, and his eyes roll back in his head. I hold there for a minute and then slide out so he can take some gasping breaths. “Let’s go upstairs.” I reach down and jerk Mateo to his feet. Keeping my hold on his arm, I drag him toward the stairs. 
Mateo laughs. “I suddenly feel like I’m in danger.” 
“You should feel like that, baby boy,” Gray answers. 
We make it to my room, and I pull Mateo inside. “On your knees,” I demand, and I can see the defiant look on his face. 
Gray’s hand shoots out and wraps around his throat. “On. Your. Knees.” 
Mateo drops immediately. “Well fuck,” Hart laughs. “If I knew that’s all I needed to do to get him to listen, I would have done it forever ago.” 
Gray lets his hand drop from Mateo’s throat. “Suck his cock good, baby boy.” 
I step forward, stroking my cock. Mateo’s mouth drops open, and I sink back into his mouth with a long groan. 
Hartley strips his clothes off and drops to his knees beside Mateo. He looks at me with a raised brow and a question in his eyes. “You want to taste my dick, Hart?” I ask. 
“Fuck yeah,” Hart answers confidently. 
I pull from Mateo’s mouth and rub the head of my cock on Hartley’s lips. He licks his lips with a grin, tasting the pre-cum I just wiped there. I feed my cock into his mouth, and he sinks down all the way and sucks hard on the way back up. Mateo and Hart start taking turns licking and sucking on me until I’m practically fucking shaking. Hart sucks me into his throat, and Mateo moves so his head is between my legs and starts licking and sucking my balls. “Motherfucker,” I grind out. 
Gray moves to the bedside table and pulls out the bottle of lube. He slowly takes his clothes off, watching me the whole time. Once he’s naked, he kneels behind Hart and Mateo, squirting lube onto his fingers and then rubs his fingers together so he has lube on both hands. He slides his hands underneath Mateo and Hart, and I see the moment he slides into their tight holes. Mateo moans against my thigh, and Hart sucks my cock into his throat. Gray’s biceps are flexing, finger fucking their asses into oblivion. It is one of the hottest fucking things I’ve ever seen. 
Hartley reaches behind him and starts stroking Gray until Gray’s hips are moving to fuck his fist. 
I slip from Hart’s lips, and my cock twitches, listening to him and Mateo pant. “You two look hot as fuck right now,” I say. “Any rules before we start this?” I am more than ready to find out where this goes. They all shake their heads. “Good. Hands and knees.” Hart and Mateo get into position, opening themselves up for Gray. Gray is working them both over, their breathing is harsh, and you can hear the slippery slide of Gray’s fingers inside of them. 
I walk around behind them to get a better view, stroking my aching cock. It is even hotter from this side where you can see Hart’s and Mateo’s cocks throbbing between their legs. I have to admit I’ve wanted to feel Hart’s piercings inside of me, and now is my chance. “I want you to fuck me, Hart,” I declare. Hart’s groan echoes around the room. Gray slips his fingers free so Hart can stand up. When he’s in front of me, he hooks a hand on the back of my neck and slams his lips against mine. We fight for dominance over the kiss, getting rougher with each stroke of our tongue. I finally give in and let him take over my mouth, and another groan rips from his chest. 
“You know how long I’ve wanted to fuck this ass, Micah?” Hart asks against my lips, walking backward until the back of my legs hit the bed. 
He starts kissing down my neck. “Goddamn, Hart.” 
“Get onto the bed on your hands and knees,” he whispers against my neck, making me shiver. I don’t even question it when I listen. There is something sexy about Hartley. There always has been. I feel the bed dip behind me and his hands slide up the globes of my ass, spreading me apart. “Such a pretty fucking ass.” 
I bark a laugh. “Mateo said the same thing.” 
“It is a pretty ass,” Mateo agrees, getting to his knees in front of me on the bed. 
Hart’s hands disappear, then his fingers are sliding against my back hole. He spears me with his middle finger, working it in and out before adding a second. He starts working them faster, laying kisses down my spine. 
“Look up, baby,” Mateo says softly. I raise my head and his cock is hovering right at my mouth. 
I suck the head of his cock into my mouth while Hart plays with my ass, getting me ready for him. Hart slips his fingers free, and then I feel the head of his cock pressing against me. When it pops past the resistance and I feel his piercings drag against my prostate, my back bows, my hands fist into the bedspread. 
“Yes,” Hart hisses, slowly sliding inside of me until his thighs settle against the back of mine. “Fuck, you feel good,” he groans, massaging my hips. 
“He thinks so, too,” Mateo pants. “You like his cock, Micah?” All I can do is moan against Mateo.
“You want my cock, baby boy?” I look up to see Gray slide his arm around Mateo’s chest. 
“Fuck me, big guy.” 
Hart pulls me up with an arm around my chest, making Mateo slip from my lips. He shuffles forward, still buried balls deep inside me, until Mateo and I are chest to chest. I watch Mateo’s face twist with pleasure as Gray slides inside him. 
Mateo kisses me wildly, his cock sliding against mine. Gray and Hartley set a relentless pace, leaving me and Mateo completely at their mercy. 
“Goddamn, I could live in this tight ass,” Hartley breathes in my ear. I reach my hand back, grasping his hip. He’s grunting each time he bottoms out, his thighs are slapping against mine. “You like it rough, don’t you?” 
I pull back from Mateo’s lips and relax against Hart’s chest. “Yes, I do,” I answer honestly. 
“Look how hard they’re throbbing, Hart,” Gray rumbles. Mateo and I are both throbbing relentlessly, jerking against each other. The friction we are creating between our cocks is enough to make us both come. Gray wraps his big hand around Mateo’s throat again and squeezes. “Don’t come yet, baby boy.” 
“You either,” Hart rasps. “I want to watch Mateo ride that big dick until you both come.” 
Mateo and I groan at the same time. Gray and Hart shift us again so our cocks are no longer touching. Gray pushes Mateo down until his chest is against the bed, and Hart does the same to me, so Mateo and I are face to face. Hart pulls my arms back until the back of my hands are sitting on the base of my spine and then slides his arm through both of them to grasp my bicep. His other hand grips my hip, and he starts slamming into me, giving me exactly what I told him I liked. 
“God, yes,” I moan. “Fuck, Hart.” 
Gray and Hart pick up a rhythm together, completely in sync with each other. The only thing Mateo and I can do is stare at each other, lost to the pleasure. 
I never thought I’d like this, letting someone else take control of my body. But I know now that has everything to do with trust, and I trust these guys entirely. 
“Micah,” Hart grunts. “Turn around. I want to see your face.” Hart eases from inside of me, and I turn around to lie on my back. Something about this position was always intimate. You could look into someone’s eyes, and usually see everything they were thinking. With Van or even Mateo, it never bothered me, but with Hart, who was an enemy not that long ago, I could feel the vulnerability creeping up. I’m about to push him away when he leans down beside my ear. “I got you, Micah,” he whispers. 
Words are locked in my throat, so I nod my head, swallowing everything I wanted to say and couldn’t. I don’t like being weak, and this moment with Hart makes me feel that way. Something that I haven’t felt in a long time. 
Hart reaches between us and lines up with my back hole. He pushes until just the head of his cock is sitting inside me, places his hands beside my head and leans down until his forehead is against mine. Begging me with his eyes to look at him, he starts to slide in. I knew I needed to give Hart this, for him and myself, so I keep my eyes wide open. By the time his thighs press against mine, we’re both breathing heavily. 
He slants his mouth over mine, and this kiss is different. It’s softer, slower. We aren’t fighting for dominance; we’re just lost to the feeling. Hart starts to move, slowly dragging his cock in and out. I was still aware of Mateo and Gray beside me, but they fade into the background. My hands go to Hart’s side, fingers digging into his hips. His body shudders at my touch, and I know I’m not the only one feeling this shift between us. It isn’t just about sex, or wanting to feel him inside me anymore. This is us finally letting go of all the bullshit that used to exist between us. Letting it go not just for Evie, but for us, too. 
Hart starts to move faster, my dick twitching against my stomach, begging for me to touch it. But I resist. Hart pulls his mouth away from mine and leans down. “Do you want me to pull out?” he pants. 
“No. Fuck no,” I rasp, moving my hips to fuck myself onto his cock. 
“Goddamn, Micah.” Hart latches one hand onto my hip, and we start to move together. Sweat is gathering on our bodies and rolling down Hart’s temple. 
“Fuck, baby boy,” Gray groans, bringing me back to reality. I was so lost in Hart that I forgot they were even there. I look over when Gray grabs Mateo’s hips and slams himself inside of him, coming with a long groan. 
“Shit,” Hart grunts, his thrusts getting erratic. Two more thrusts and he buries himself as deep as he can. I feel him swell inside of me, and my eyes latch onto him again. “Micah,” he half-moans when he comes. He slams his lips against mine in a hard, quick kiss. “Let Mateo take care of you.” He kisses me one last time, pulls out, and lays down on his side, facing me. 
Mateo reaches over and lubes my cock up. Tossing the lube back on the bed, he throws a leg over my waist. Hart reaches down and lines my cock up with Mateo’s asshole. 
With Hart holding me at the base, Mateo starts to sink down. My hands fly to his hips, a groan ripping from both of us. I can’t take my eyes off him. 
“Ride him, baby boy,” Gray says, stretching out on my other side. 
Mateo locks a hand around his own cock and starts to ride me. I lift my hips to meet him thrust for thrust, both of us racing toward the finish line. The tendons on Mateo’s broad shoulders are standing out, his teeth are gritting, and he’s stroking his cock in an almost brutal way. 
“Fuck. Me,” Mateo pants, slamming his free hand down on my chest. I tighten my grip on his hips and brace my feet on the bed. I start fucking him hard from the bottom, and the noises that are leaving him are music to my ears. 
“Come all over me, Tay.” I can feel my release blazing down my spine. I slam my hips up and bring him down at the same time, coming so hard my fucking toes curl. Ropes of cum land on my chest when Mateo finally lets go. 
“Micah,” Mateo moans deeply and collapses on my chest, not giving a fuck about the mess he just made. I circle my arms around him and hold him against me. 
Once our breathing is under control, we each take a shower and then curl up in my bed with me in between Hart and Mateo, and Gray behind him. It doesn’t take long for sleep to claim us. 
My last thought before I fell asleep was we could take on anything thrown at us. 
Together. 




Chapter 35







Evie


My mind is reeling from everything that happened last night. From Ghost’s admission to who he really is and meeting the Saviors, I have no idea what to think.     
Evander explained that the Saviors were a myth until Axel told us who he was. He left us with so many questions, but he gave Gray the answer he needed to go to his sisters. 
I was so worn out from all the hustle and bustle of the day yesterday that when Evander and I finally collapsed into his big bed, we passed out. Not that I was complaining. Nothing compared to waking up to one of them curled around me. When I woke up, he told me to get ready and meet him downstairs, that he wanted to spend the day with me. So I hurried through a shower, brushed my teeth, and walked into the empty bedroom. There is a bag of clothes on the bed, and I smile, knowing one of the other guys brought it for me. I pull out one of the long dresses that I’ve fallen in love with in a deep maroon with a built-in bra. I’ve decided I like going without panties, so I shove those back in the bag. I slide on a pair of white wedged sandals and go in search of Evander. 
I find him downstairs in the living room, waiting for me. He stands from the couch when I enter the room.  
“Morning, mi reina,” Evander says, kissing my forehead. The nickname change was still a shock. I loved being his little queen, but I love being his queen even more. 
“Morning,” I reply, wrapping my arms around his waist. “What are we doing today?” 
“First, I have some work things to do. And I know that’s not an ideal fun time, but I’d just like you by my side.” 
Now how could I say no to that? “Any time with you is the best time, Evander.” 
His answering smile is breathtaking. “We’ll head out for breakfast first.” 
We sip our coffee in companionable silence, and then head to his Alpina. He opens the door for me, offering me a hand to step in. He shuts the door softly behind him before striding around the hood and into the driver’s seat. I can’t help but to watch him get comfortable in the seat. He has gray on again, darker this time, and just the slacks with a button up, but something about that color on him does things to me. Maybe because that’s the color he was wearing when he fucked me over his desk in his office. 
Evander smoothly backs out of the garage, and when he’s headed for the gate, he takes my hand, kisses my knuckles, and folds our joined hands in his lap. 
Evander drives us to uptown Abbs Valley and pulls over in front of The Coffee Shop. I look at him and he chuckles. “Seemed fitting to bring you back to the first place I saw you.” He gets out and opens my door for me. Hand in hand, we walk into the place where my life completely changed. 
We get into line, and Evander wraps his arm around my shoulders, bringing me into his side. I’m so lost in him that I don’t even notice when we get to the front of the line and a familiar voice cuts in. 
“Well, well. If it isn’t Evie,” Amber says with a fake smile. 
“Hi, Amber,” I greet politely, not willing to play her games. 
She clicks her tongue. “What can I get you?” she asks, speaking directly to Evander. 
“What would you like, mi reina?” Evander asks with his total focus on me. 
“A bagel and a coffee is fine.” 
“I’ll have the same,” he answers. When he moves his arm to get his wallet from his pocket, Amber gives me a look that I know I won’t like what’s about to come out of her mouth. 
“Where have you been?” she asks. “You just didn’t show up one day.” She eyes Evander. “And that’s definitely not the guy that was in here that day.” 
“She’s been with me,” Evander answers, handing over his credit card. “And that was my brother.” 
Amber’s eyes widen. “Cheap shot messing around with brothers.” 
Evander moves us over to wait for our order. “Not when we’re aware of each other.” 
My cheeks heat, but not from embarrassment. I don’t care what people like Amber think about me anymore. It’s a damn freeing feeling. I slide my arms back around Evander’s waist when he throws his arm back over my shoulders. Amber’s eyes look like they are about to bug out of her head. 
“I’ll take cream and sugar for my coffee,” I say to get her moving. Her eyes narrow, but she flounces away with a huff. “I think she might have had an aneurysm.” 
Evander laughs. “Not many people can handle that type of information, mi reina.” 
“Imagine if she knew there were five of you guys aware of each other,” I joke. 
“What? How the hell did you get five guys interested in you?”  
My head whips around to Amber’s squeak, and I shrug. I don’t owe her any explanations. I didn’t even know she walked up. She slides our tray to us when she sees I’m not rising to the bait. Before, she would have made me cry with a comment like that. “Come back and see us,” she says with a smile that looks more like a grimace. 
“Not likely,” Evander says, grabbing the tray. “The service here is lacking.” 
I bite off a laugh. “Evander!” I scold under my breath when we’re walking away. He gets us situated in a booth with him by my side. 
“What?” he asks innocently, preparing my coffee for me before sliding it to me with a grin. “She deserved worse.” 
She did, but I knew Evander was too polite to say anything else. We eat the food in silence, and when Evander is done, he relaxes in his seat, wraps his arm around my shoulders, and sips his coffee. “You look amazing today, mi reina.”
“Thank you,” I say softly. I was still getting used to all the compliments, and they didn’t lack with telling me. He lays his cup down on the table and runs his thumb across my cheek, bringing his lips to mine. He kisses me slowly until I’m practically melting in his arms. 
He pulls back and pecks my lips. “I love you.” 
“I love you, too,” I answer with a smile. 
“Let’s go look at this building and we can get the day started,” he says, standing from the booth and extending his hand to me. 
“How did you get someone to meet you on a Sunday?” I ask, sliding my hands into his. He helps me stand but doesn’t let go of my hand. 
“You will find most people will do what I ask.” 
“Because you’re so scary?” I joke.
Evander pushes the door open for us to walk through. “You can’t forget who we really are, mi reina. We might be soft with you, but that doesn’t extend to everyone.” How messed up does that make me that I find that hot as hell?
He takes a left from The Coffee Shop and walks three doors down. Standing in front of a building with a sign that said for sale is a tall blonde showing off more than a healthy dose of cleavage that bordered on unprofessional. 
“Mr. Perez,” she purrs, and I have to resist a snort. 
“Kelly,” Evander replies politely, but his voice is clipped. “Thanks for meeting us on a Sunday.” 
Her eyes land on me, and I don’t miss the slight curl of her top lip. She looks back at him with a bright smile. “Anything for the Perez brothers.” Gag me. 
She sticks a key into the lock and pushes open the door. The building is one big open space with natural light filtering through from the windows and a skylight. Evander keeps a tight grip on my hand as she shows us around. It is gorgeous all the way around with authentic wood floors and exposed beams. 
“So, what do you think?” Kelly asks when we make it back to the front. “You said you wanted an office space. Are you thinking about moving to uptown?”
Evander shakes his head. “It’s not mine. It’s for her.” I startle at that, and my eyes land on his. “It’s your office, mi reina.” 
“Evander! I haven’t even started school yet.” 
“What are you going to school for?” Kelly asks, feigning interest. 
“Interior design.” 
“Oh. Well, I don’t think this is a good fit for that. My office is right next door and I think it would be better suited for his business, or Mr. Poletti’s, since he’s in real estate….” 
“Leave us,” Evander says, cutting her off. 
“Mr. Perez….” 
“Leave. Us,” Evander bites off, and her face pales before she scurries away. His features soften when he looks at me. “I have no doubt you will do amazing things in school, but you also have our house to design. We can set this up to showcase that to start your own business.”
“Evander, the whole point of this is so I can do it myself.”
“I understand that, but think of this as a graduation present.” 
I huff. “I haven’t graduated.” 
He grins. “But you will.” 
“You’re impossible.” 
“And you are the most beautiful woman in the world.” 
“That’s not fair,” I grumble. “You make it impossible to say no.” 
“I hope you never say no to us, mi reina.” 
Something is lurking behind that simple phrase. And I have a feeling I know what it is. 
[image: image-placeholder]After Evander told Kelly we would take the building, we went shopping, had lunch at Whispers, and headed back to Evander’s house. He stated he wasn’t ready to give up his time yet, and I had to admit I liked spending one-on-one time with each of the guys as much as I loved us being all together. We were going to discuss what their next plan of action was after Axel said he wasn’t after us when we went home later. 
When we get back to his house, Evander takes a phone call, so I make my way upstairs to his room. Making a snap decision, I slide my dress off and recline on the bed facing the door, naked. I wanted to feel his body against mine, and I am getting better at making the first move on the guys now that I know there is no chance of rejection. I hear Evander’s foot steps on the stairs, and I wait. 
“Good news, mi reina. I just accepted an offer on this house….” His words fade off when he sees me laying there. 
“That’s great news,” I reply with a smile, spreading my thighs for him. 
“Fuck,” Evander breathes when I slide my hand between my legs. “You going to play with that pretty pussy for me?” 
“Yes,” I gasp when my fingers circle my clit. 
His fingers go to the buttons on his shirt. “Fuck yourself with your fingers. Show me how wet you are for me.” 
I slide my hands lower and press two fingers inside of me. I move them slowly, grinding the heel of my palm against my clit, keeping my eyes on him the whole time as he undresses. When he pulls his pants and boxers off, I lick my lips when I see his thick cock standing between his legs. He stalks toward me, stroking himself. “Evander,” I moan, working my fingers faster. 
With his dark eyes glittering with lust, he takes his other hand and shoves two fingers into my pussy with mine. “Make yourself come,” he demands, voice rough. “Then I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll feel me for a week.” 
I move my fingers up to my clit while he’s fucking me with his. I am so wet I can hear every move he is making. I tuck my elbow under me and lift up so I can watch him stroking himself. There is something about watching a guy play with his cock. Their grip is tighter and rougher. Evander sees where my eyes are glued and slides his hand up to the head, squeezing until a drop of pre-cum seeps out. He swirls his hand around it and spreads it back down his cock, using it to stroke himself. 
“Evander,” I moan, moving my hips to fuck his fingers, my fingers rubbing my clit in tight circles. 
“That’s it, mi reina,” Evander rasps. He starts finger fucking me harder, and then I feel the stretch of him adding a third finger. 
“Oh, god,” I gasp. My release hits me hard, and my fingers fall away from my clit. Evander doesn’t let up or work me down, he gets rougher working me up to another one, right on the heels of the first. “It’s too much!” 
“You can do it. Give it to me.” His other hand comes down on my clit, rubbing it in fast circles while his fingers are moving inside me. 
“Fuck,” I moan, my back bowing. My hips start moving on their own, slamming so hard down on his fingers, I grunt each time. 
“Take your pleasure, mi reina. Goddamn,” Evander groans. 
I feel the tug in my stomach, and a long ragged moan leaves me. “Evander.” 
“Fuck yeah, squeeze them. You going to come for me?” I nod crazily. My breathing gets erratic, and it hits me like a freight train. I clamp down on his fingers, and he jerks them out, rubbing my clit fast back and forth. When I squirt, it sprays all over his cock, and his answering growl is the only comment I get before he’s lining up, wrapping his hands around my thighs, jerking me to the edge of the bed, and slamming inside of me. 
“Evander!” I scream. 
“You take my cock so good. You’re so fucking wet and sweet,” he pants. His thrusts are hard and brutal. His thighs are slapping against the back of mine, his grip on my thighs is hard enough to bruise. “That was the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. Give it to me again.” I reach down to circle my clit so I can give him what he’s asking for. It doesn’t take long before he’s jerking out to watch with rapt attention as I squirt again. 
He climbs onto the bed and scoots his legs under my thighs so they are laid over his. He slams back inside of me. Evander puts one hand under my head to tangle his fingers in my hair, braces his other hand on the bed, and starts to rock back and forth. When he swivels his hips to rub my clit, my mouth falls open and my fingers close into the bedspread in a fist. 
Sweat is slicking both our bodies, but he doesn’t let up. His thick cock is sliding in and out easily from how wet he made me. He lays kisses on my face before looking back into my eyes. I come again and can feel the wetness soak the bed under me. 
“Perfect,” Evander breathes, watching every moment of pleasure cross my face. He fucks me through three more orgasms, never giving me a chance to recover from the last. When I’m practically boneless on the bed, he slows his movements and leans down, kissing me slowly. My hands slide down his sweaty back, holding him against me. He groans into my mouth when he finally lets himself go. 
“That was amazing,” I whisper against his lips. 
“It was,” he agrees, rolling so we are face to face with his dick still buried inside of me. “I love you, mi reina.” 
I brush his hair back from his forehead and run my hand down his stubbly cheek, amazed that these men love me. It was written all over their faces every time they said it. “I love you, too.” 
Evander kisses me again and starts moving his hips lazily, and that’s when I realize he’s still hard. I move with him, ready for whatever the rest of this day is going to bring. 
Because I get to live it with them. 




Chapter 36







Mateo


It was dinnertime before Van and Evie came back to the house. When she walked into the house, she looked well and thoroughly fucked, and Van had a sappy, lovesick smile all over his face. I loved every second of it.     
We eat and conversation flows like normal. My mind keeps wandering back to last night with Gray, Micah, and Hart. It was sexy as fuck, but it was more than that. I watched Micah let himself go with Hart, and that meant everything was on the right track. 
Micah pushes his plate back when he’s done and takes a sip of his wine. “We need to discuss all the shit we found out last night. Hart, why don’t you tell them about Agent Reeves?” 
Hart explains what the Agent said to him, and I frown. “He was seriously trying to recruit you?”
“Yep. Not that it would work and he didn’t put much effort into it, but it was what he said when I was walking away that got me. He said ‘Mark my words, Mr. Cruz. Their days are numbered. Make the right choice now.’ And since Axel said this isn’t a legit investigation, it makes me wonder what he really meant.” 
“What did Holden find out about him?” Van asks, leaning back in his chair. 
“Forty-two, divorced times four. Heavy drinking problem. Kids grown and are no longer around here. He lives in Wilmington Estates,” Micah replies. 
“Did he find out anything else about Axel?” Evie asks. 
“He started digging harder into his background and got an anonymous message telling him that he might find something we might not like,” Micah answers. 
“Axel must have alerts on when someone digs. That means he knew when we were looking into him before,” Gray says. 
“I don’t get it, though.” Micah runs his fingers through his hair. “We’ve all heard the stories about the Saviors. We stepped over a line, dropping a dead body for everyone to find, and he came to thank us? It doesn’t add up. Something more is at play here.”
“Fill me in on the Saviors?” Evie asks, looking around the table. 
“We’ve heard rumors about them since we were kids. Mercenaries trained as kids to turn into killing machines. They know everything about everyone. They are supposed to be ruthless, with no moral compass, and completely insane. The Saviors run on their own orders. They kill anyone from some random person on the street to the most powerful crime boss.” I take Evie’s hand after I answer. “Which is why last night doesn’t make sense.”  
“If the guy from Maximus wasn’t sent by Axel, then who did send him?” Evie asks. “And what did he mean he knew Les’ MO?” 
“I think someone else escaped from Goldmine that night, and that’s who’s orders that guy was going on. They just used Axel’s name. And I guess he was talking about Les wearing masks when she went out,” Micah answers. It still shocked the shit out of me that Les trusted Evie enough to tell her that she was the Black Demon.
I look at Gray. “Did you look at that USB?” 
Gray shakes his head. “No. I don’t want to until Agent Reeves is gone.” Reeves would be the last thing standing in the way of Gray finally getting his wish. 
“I say we pay him a visit, then. If this isn’t sanctioned, then it can’t be pinned on us,” Hart suggests, and I lift a brow. 
“You want to go after a federal agent?” I ask, surprised.
“He threatened us last night, and he laid his hands on Evie. I don’t give a fuck who he is.”
Micah nods. “I agree. We can go see our new friend tonight.” 
[image: image-placeholder]We are just pulling our hoodies on over our bullet-proof vests when Evie walks into the living room. Micah pulled in more security to watch the house because she is going to be here alone. No way are we taking her with us on this, even to just sit in the car. Going into someone’s home is risky enough. Add in that he is a federal agent, and it’s a recipe for disaster. 
“I don’t like this,” Evie states, wringing her hands in front of her. 
“We’ll be fine, buttercup. It’s nothing we haven’t done before.” We stormed a fortress loaded to the teeth with guards when we went after Viktor Orlov and came out mostly unscathed except for a few minor cuts and bruises. The worst of it was Micah getting hit in the vest. 
“Come home to me,” she says quietly, giving each of us a kiss, and saying her I love you’s. 
“Every time, mi reina.” 
Micah looks at his phone and shoves it back in his pocket. “We need to move. Ghost is almost there.” Ghost is going to do his thing by slipping in and grabbing the Agent. I still can’t figure out how a man his size moves with so much stealth. 
I pull my mask down and advance on Evie. Her breath quickens, but I don’t think it is entirely out of fear. I walk her back until she’s pressed between me and the wall. 
“That’s not funny, Mateo,” she breathes. 
“I don’t think you mind it, buttercup.” I press harder against her, and she bites off a moan. I grin inside the mask. “I think you’re turned on.” 
“No way,” she argues, pushing at my chest. “That’s just creepy.”
“Hm,” I hum, leaning in beside her ear. “I think you’re lying,” I whisper. I slide my mask to the top of my head and kiss her down-turned lips. “I love you, buttercup.” 
We take one last kiss before loading into a SUV that Banger stole. He is going to be waiting on us at a rendezvous point to bring us back home so we can ditch this one. 
The drive to Wilmington Estates is silent except for the low hum of the radio and clips clicking into place. Gray throws the SUV into park on the next road over so we can go in through the backyard instead of right up the front steps. 
“Let’s do this,” Micah says, sliding his mask into place and flipping his hood up. We follow suit and silently slide from the car, shutting the doors softly behind us. We melt into the shadows and straight to the backdoor. I twist the handle and it opens just as planned. Ghost said he would make sure it was unlocked so we could slip in without alerting any neighbors. 
We find Agent Reeves with his arms and legs tied to a chair, with duct tape over his mouth. The chair is sitting on a piece of plastic to cover the floor, and Ghost is leaning casually against the wall with his own mask on and his arms crossed over his chest. 
“You could have covered that up,” I say, gesturing to Reeves’ gut hanging over his boxers. 
“You said to grab him. You didn’t say I had to fucking dress him.”
Reeves is yelling behind the tape when we walk into the room. Micah drags another chair from the kitchen into the living room in front of Reeves. He sinks down into it and braces his elbows on his knees, leaning forward. He tilts his head to the side, and I have to remember we are on an important mission, so I don’t jump him. 
“I think it’s time I ask the questions, Agent,” Micah says. “If he takes that tape off, you promise not to scream?” He nods his head, so Micah gestures to Hart to remove it. Hart rips it off without preamble. 
“What do you want?” Reeves asks, eyes swinging wildly around. “I know who you are! I’m a federal agent. You can’t come into my home….” 
“Shut up,” Hart barks from behind him, making Reeves jump. That was fucking hot. “Listen to him.” 
Micah leans back in his chair, sitting in that sprawled way that drives me insane. “I got some interesting information last night, Reeves. Someone told me that this wasn’t a sanctioned investigation, so we did our own digging. Come to find out, you submitted the request, and it was denied. Four times.” 
“That’s bullshit. I have the bureau’s full support.” 
Van laughs darkly, coming to stand behind Micah. “No you don’t.” He pulls the Glock from his holster and starts screwing the silencer onto the end. “This could get bloody real fucking fast or you could just tell us why you’re following us.” 
“I told you….” His words are cut off with a scream when Van shoots him in the knee. Gray slaps a gloved hand over his mouth a second later. 
“A warning would have been nice,” Gray says dryly. 
“What’s the fun in that?” Van answers. “That was for touching Evie, motherfucker.”
Micah snorts a laugh. “Okay. You ready to talk now?” 
Gray cautiously moves his hand. “There’s nothing to tell!” 
Van pops off another shot into his other knee. “Goddamnit, Van,” Gray growls when he screams again before he can put his hand back. 
“No one can hear this far out, Hulk,” Hart jokes, clapping Gray on the shoulder. 
“Do you really want to take the fucking chance someone isn’t walking by?” Gray argues. 
“Who? Grandma Betty walking her dog at midnight? We’re in the suburbs, big guy.” 
“Every single one of you is insane,” Ghost grumbles. 
“Isn’t this your handiwork?” I ask, waving my hand in front of Agent Reeves. Ghost shrugs, but I can practically hear him grinning under his mask. 
“Where’s your information coming from?” Hart says, picking up the questioning. “And you’re out of kneecaps, so you might want to think before you answer.” 
“You’re going to pay for this,” Reeves threatens, tears and snot rolling down his face. 
“Wrong answer,” Van aims again. 
“Wait!” Reeves yells. “I’ll tell you what you want to know.” 
Van gestures with his Glock. “Start talking.”
“My brother used to work for the Poletti’s. He was killed last year in the raid of Victor Orlov’s house.” 
Fucking hell. Five guys died that day, and his brother must have been among them. 
“I’m sorry he lost his life, Reeves, but he knew what he was getting into when he signed up for that job,” Micah says sincerely. We never wanted anyone to die under our watch. It always sucked losing one of your own. 
“You don’t give a fuck,” Reeves hisses. 
“I do, but that’s beside the point.” Micah leans forward again. “Let me guess? You did all of this to avenge your brother’s death?”
“We should have known when you showed up alone,” Hart continues. “Birds of a feather and all that.” 
“I wasn’t going to get involved until you started parading that girl….” 
I whip my Glock out and press it against his temple. “Woman,” I correct. “That woman is ours, and I’d be very careful what you say next.”
“And we didn’t grab her. We saved her. But once again, it’s none of your goddamn business. Where did your information come from?” Micah asks. Micah and Reeves stay in a stare off until Reeves’ shoulders sag, and he knows he’s not getting out of this alive no matter what he says. 
“His name is Nolan. We arrested him years ago for hacking government servers, and I went to him for information on you.”
“Where’s this information now?” 
Agent Reeves laughs. “I’m as good as dead. I’m not telling you anything else, you piece of shit.” 
Micah jumps forward, and his fist slams into Reeves’ face, knocking the chair backward. Reeves’ head hits the floor with a loud thud followed by a pained groan. Micah walks over Reeves’ body so he’s standing over him. Very slowly, Micah lifts his mask, and the grin on his face is pure evil. “You’re right. You are as good as dead.” 
“The bureau will….”
“Won’t do shit,” Van finishes, walking to stand beside Micah. “We also found out they put you on leave because of your drinking problem after you fucked up an investigation for an abducted child. For that alone you should die, just like that kid did because of your negligence.” That honestly was the last nail in the coffin for Reeves. We were furious when we found out this asshole messed up so badly that a nine-year-old child died because of it. Van aims his Glock at Reeves’ forehead. “Any last words?” Reeves opens his mouth, and Van pulls the trigger before anything comes out. 
“That was cold, brother.” I laugh. 
“He deserved worse,” Van defends. 
“I want this house turned upside down for every bit of that information, and you know what to do with the body,” Micah instructs Ghost. 
Ghost nods, pulls up his mask, and pushes off the wall. “I have guys waiting on standby. Banger’s in place at the dump site to take you home.” 
“You talk to Caden, yet?” I ask. 
Ghost looks away before looking back at me. “He won’t talk to me. I’ve tried since last night.” 
“Take it from me?” Micah says. “Try harder. Don’t pass up on something that could be the best thing to ever happen in your life.”
“There’s nothing going on. He’s my best friend, that’s it.” 
I snort. “Bullshit. I’ve heard that before.” I slap Micah on the ass. “Let’s go, best friend.” 
Hart howls with laughter, causing Micah to shove him toward the backdoor. “Assholes,” Micah grumbles. Hart is still chuckling when I slide in beside him in the back of the SUV. Micah gets up front with Gray, and Van stretches out across the middle seat. 
Van starts looking around the car. “Why do I feel like I missed something?” That sets me and Hart off again, laughing so hard we’re wheezing. “Okay,” Van says slowly. “Who’s going to explain?”
“I became very acquainted with Micah last night,” Hart says between laughs. 
Van’s eyebrows hit his hairline when he slowly looks at Micah. “Did he now?” 
“Fuck my life,” Micah mutters. “Yes. Yes, Hart fucked the shit out of me last night.” Micah turns around in the seat to face Van. “Happy?” 
Van strokes his jaw, thoughtfully. “I’m just wondering how those piercings felt.” 
We start laughing again, with Gray even joining in. “I hate you all,” Micah declares, turning around in the seat. 
“You love us,” I say, wiping the tears from my cheeks. 
“No, I don’t. I’m starting to rethink this whole relationship.” That would worry me if I didn’t see his lips twitch when he said it. 
“You still didn’t answer my question,” Van says to Micah. “How do the piercings feel?”
“Goddamnit,” Micah groans, and we all start laughing again. 
I love that we can joke around with each other about this stuff. It’s really what made it work, and the fact that Evie is willing to put up with five of us. 
Fuck. I love this family.




Chapter 37







Gray


Nothing is standing in my way anymore. So why can’t I plug in the USB to see where my sister’s stalker is so I can take care of him?    
We got confirmation from Ghost that Reeves’ body was taken care of, and they found every bit of evidence that he had hidden in various places of his house. Holden is tracking the hacker, Nolan. We need to see what he knows and possibly take care of him, too. 
For nine years, I’ve run from my past. Wallowed in self pity and guilt so much that I almost turned into a complete monster. Axel calling me the Reaper last night made acid boil in my gut. I don’t regret the killings, they all deserved it in my eyes. I regret how cold I was. I can’t pinpoint the moment I realized, but it’s like it snapped me out of a nightmare. One minute I was detached and the next, it was like I could feel all the pain I inflicted. 
“What are you doing, big guy?” Mateo asks, walking into my room where I’m staring at the closed laptop on my desk. He relaxes on the bed behind me. “You still haven’t looked at it?” I shake my head. “What are you afraid of?” 
I scrub a hand down my face. “That they’ll fucking hate me.” 
“Gray, come on….” 
“No,” I stand up from the chair so fast it almost tips over. “Quit making excuses for me. What I did was fucked up! I left them there defenseless!” 
“You were just a kid….”
“Stop it. I was not a kid. I wasn’t a kid since I was nine.”
“You didn’t know what was going to happen, Gray.” 
“If I had stayed, none of it would have happened.” 
“You don’t know that. If you stayed, you all could have really died in that fire.” 
“No. I should have gotten them out.” 
“What would you do? Run with them? Come on, you’re being too hard on yourself.” 
“Shut up!” I yell, and it echoes across the room. 
Mateo stands from the bed. “I’m going to let that one slide because I have no idea what you’re going through. But the next time?” he leaves that threat hanging, walking out of the room and slamming the door shut behind him. 
“Fuck,” I breathe, sinking down onto the bed, all anger leaving me at once. I just hurt the one person who’s always been there, no matter how fucked I was. My door swings open and I’m expecting Mateo to step through the door ready to fight, and I look up into Hart’s very pissed off eyes. 
“Let’s go,” Hart says, crossing his arms over his chest. 
“Hart….”
“I’m not giving you a choice. Let’s go.”
Hart spins on his heel, leaving me with no choice but to follow him. I heave myself off the bed and make my way to the stairs. When I walk through the house, I don’t see anyone around, and I have a feeling that was on purpose. Hart is already waiting in his truck when I get there, and he doesn’t say a word when I get in and shut the door. 
He backs out of the garage and takes the right past the gate so he can go the back way instead of the highway. I stare out the window while he drives, and everything I could have done runs through my head. 
It doesn’t take long before he pulls into Marcella’s property, punches the code in, and drives through the gate. 
“What are we doing here?” 
He pulls to a stop in front of the house and shoves the truck into park. “I promised I’d help her today,” he answers before stepping out of the truck, and I follow behind him. 
“Hart! Gray!” Marcella yells from the front porch. She hustles down the steps to us and pulls us in for her signature cheek kiss. 
“Hey, Marcella,” I greet, giving her a hug. Since working for Micah, she’s become like a surrogate mom, like she has to all of us. 
“The boys are already in the barn. I’ll bring lunch down in a little bit.” She spins on her heel, making her bright skirt flare out behind her. 
Hart chuckles. “I love that woman.” He takes off for the gate that takes you down into the field and toward the barn. 
When we walk in, Giovanni and Vincenzo are up in the loft. “What’s up, guys?” Hart calls out.
“Oh, fuck yeah. They sent the muscle,” Vincenzo says with a grin. “Come on up.” 
We climb up the ladder and see the roof is entirely missing on one side. “Damn thing caved in,” Giovanni answers. 
We get to work on tearing down the rest of the old roof, and before too long, the shirts come off, and we’re pouring sweat. I’m so lost in the work my mind is clear enough to think rationally. And that’s when I realize Hart brought me here on purpose. I wasn’t good at sitting idle, and when I have too much time to think, I overthink everything. 
I need to take a lesson from Evie, and take a leap of faith that my sisters don’t hate me. I am one step away from having them back in my life. All I have to do is take it, and now I have a family behind me to push me to do it. Just like Hart is doing now. 
“Boys!” Marcella calls out. “Time to eat!” 
Giovanni shakes his head with a smile. “We’re ten times her size, and she still calls us boys.” He leans down to look down the steps. “Be down in a minute, Ma.” 
“Don’t forget to eat like you did last time. You know Vin’s sugar drops if he doesn’t eat.” 
“I know, Ma,” Vin answers with a chuckle. “Let’s go before she comes up here and drags us down.” 
We go down the steps and meet Marcella at the bottom. She looks Hart and me over and fans her face. “No wonder you have that girl falling all over you.”
“Ma!” Giovanni and Vincenzo exclaim at the same time. 
“I might be old, but I’m not dead.” With that, she turns around and leaves the barn, her laughter carrying across the yard.
Hart picks up his plate with his sandwich and jerks his head toward the door. I follow him out and we sit down and prop ourselves against the side of the barn. After we finish eating, I finally look at him. “Thanks for this.” 
“I figured you needed something to do with your hands so you could think.” He shrugs. “You’re a lot like me in that way. And I figured I needed to get you out of the house before I had to break up a massive fucking brawl between you and Mateo.” 
“I feel like shit for yelling at him.” 
“I’m not saying it’s right, but Tay will get over it. You ready to talk about it?” 
I sit and stare off in the distance so I can get my thoughts together. “I keep thinking about all the shit I could have done different so they didn’t have to run. Or so I didn’t think they were dead.” 
“I get it. But we can’t change the past, Gray. All we can do is move on from it.”
“I want to kill that motherfucker stalking them.” 
Hart nods. “Then let’s do it.”
“Alone.” That one word drops between us and I can see the argument all over Hart’s face. I know what I needed to do to finally let my past go. “Reaper style.” 
[image: image-placeholder]After I finally got Hart to understand why I needed to do this alone, I had to go home and tell the rest of them. All of them understood except Mateo. So, after I got the location from the USB, and even more confirmation that Phillip Brooks needed to die, Les put Mateo and me on a plane to Casper, Wyoming. Mateo made a good argument, saying that he just wanted to be there for me after I did what I needed to do, and I had to admit it felt good to have him by my side. Turning into the Reaper filled my mind with darkness, and it sometimes took me days to come out of it. My hope for Mateo coming is that maybe he can help me out of it faster. 
The plane finally touches down, and an SUV is waiting at the airstrip. We get in and a heavy silence fills the car. 
Plugging the address in for the hotel that Mateo will be staying at, I jerk the car into drive. Fifteen minutes later, I pull in front of it, and he still hasn’t said a word just staring out his window. 
He finally turns to look at me. “If you get into trouble, you better fucking call me.” 
Instead of arguing that there was no way I would get into trouble, I nod. “I will.” 
“And don’t go off somewhere and fucking hide when this is done. Come back to me.” I know he doesn’t just mean physically. He’s seen me slip from time to time into that mind frame, so he means mentally, too. I nod again, and he sighs. “I don’t want you to go alone, but I get it. I love you, Gray.” 
I jerk him to me, laying a hard kiss on his mouth. “I love you too, baby boy.” 
He pecks my lips one more time, jerks his door open, but before he gets out, he turns to look at me. “Come back to me,” he says again. He slides from the car, shuts the door, and strolls into the hotel. 
Before I can rethink this, I plug in the address for Phillip Brooks and let my mind settle. I needed a certain mindset for what I am about to do. 
I keep my mind carefully blank on the twenty minute drive to a nondescript house on the outskirts of town. I don’t think about anything or anyone except what I’m going to do. It’s completely pitch black outside, perfect for sliding through the shadows. I park in a group of trees that Mateo found on the way down to hide the SUV and give someone my size a chance to sneak around undetected. Strapping the backpack to my back with my toolkit inside, I take off through the trees. I don’t even worry about covering my face because that’s the last thing I want him to see before he goes to hell. 
The house is dark when I approach, not even a TV light shining through the windows. Pulling the lock pick kit from my pocket, I expertly let myself in through the backdoor. 
Silently, I move through the house, searching for everything that I need to make sure this is the right person. Seeing the evidence up close and personal in one of the spare bedrooms, I find Phillip in bed in another room, flat on his back, fast asleep. I feel that familiar darkness taking over my mind and, for once, I let it. When the red haze fills my vision, I know it is time. I pull the syringe from my pocket that Les gave me to sedate him enough to get him where I wanted him without waking him up and stab his thigh quickly. Besides the small grunt of pain from him, he dozes right back off. I heave him over my shoulder and go straight to the kitchen. One swipe of my arm knocks everything off, and I drop him onto the table on his back. 
Taking the backpack from my back, I set it down, unzip it, and pull the rope out. I tie him methodically to the table. Arms tied together under the table and legs tied to his arms. It hyper-extended the shoulders every time you moved, which made it even more painful when you jerked at the binds. One wrong move and it will dislocate your shoulders, something I am hoping for. 
I’ve killed many ways as the Reaper. I made them die quickly or slowly. Phillip is going to die slowly and painfully after what I saw on that USB. He can scream all he wants, but no one will hear him out here. 
I pull the ammonia capsule out last, roll my shoulders back, and snap it open. Waving it under his nose, I step back into the shadows before he jerks awake and quickly realizes he can’t move. 
“What the fuck?” he mutters, jerking harder, hissing in pain when he realizes his arms are tied at an odd angle. He still hasn’t caught sight of me, so I reach over and turn on the kitchen light. He shuts his eyes at the sudden brightness and then cautiously opens them, searching for whoever turned them on. His eyes land on me, and they widen. “Who are you? Did he send you?” 
I tilt my head to the side and don’t answer. I liked making them sweat it out, and I wasn’t one for talking to my victims. But this motherfucker deserves to know why he is going to die. “Yes,” I lie smoothly. 
“Fuck,” Phillip groans. “He said he was giving me another month! I almost figured out where they went!” 
“He’s tired of waiting,” I answer. Phillip wasn’t just stalking the twins because he wanted to. This piece of shit sold them, and when they ran, the buyer was pissed. The buyer is a rich fucker living in Tennessee with a taste for twins and has waited nine goddamn years for his prize to be brought to him. Something that Phillip has been trying to do all this time. The buyer is going to get a visit very soon. 
“I can find them!” Phillip begs. I saw the room. He wasn’t lying. One week max and he would have pinpointed their exact location, and I don’t know if they would have gotten away this time. 
“I already found them,” I inform him and step toward the table. “Which means you are of no use anymore.” 
I start pulling knives from the kit and lay them gently on the table beside him. I haven’t used them in so long they almost feel foreign in my hands. I can feel his eyes all over my face, and I want him to figure out on his own that I don’t work for his boss. I let my eyes finally meet his, and the moment he takes in my hazel eyes, it dawns on him. 
“Holy shit. Gray?” 
I smile, letting him know he’s right, and even to me, I know it’s off. “You can call me the Reaper.” With that announcement, I pick up the long knife with the wicked sharp blade, twisting it around so the light bounces off the shiny metal. 
“You don’t work for Joseph,” Phillip says, eyeing the knife like it’s a poisonous snake. 
“No. I don’t,” I answer in a cold, detached voice. “I’m here because you sold my sisters to a fucking freak. Your own daughters.” Now that I am looking at him, I knew for sure Hart was right. Phillip Brooks is definitely their sperm donor. You could see it in the set of the jaw and around the mouth. Everything else they got from our mom, like the same hazel eyes that I have. 
“I didn’t know they were my daughters when I did it!” 
“Ah, but you still went through with stalking them for nine years to deliver them to the buyer. I’m not here for the excuses though.” I lay the knife on his exposed stomach and let it slice through the top layer of skin, soaking in the scream that echoes around the room. “Do you know what Joseph does when he gets his hands on these girls?” I ask when his screams die down. “He ties them in his basement. Naked and scared.” I slice over the exact same spot, just a little deeper this time. 
“Please!” Phillip blubbers. “I didn’t know.” 
“Bullshit. You want to know what happens next?” I ask. Phillip shakes his head hard, making snot fly from his crying face. “He rapes them, but that’s not all. He has parties for all his sick fuck friends to come do the same.” The Saviors had compiled a list of the people who attended these parties, and it was longer than I would have imagined. One by one, these people are going to die. I don’t give a fuck who they are. 
“I didn’t know!” Phillip insists. I don’t know if he did or not, and I don’t give a fuck. He is still going to die. 
Sick of the talking, I cut my way up his stomach in the same way I made the first cut. When I get right below his pecs, the screams, crying, and begging die off when he finally passes out. His stomach looks like flayed meat. Blood is soaking the table and dripping onto the floor. I look at it without even a flicker of guilt and slice his throat wide open. Cutting his binds, I pack up my stuff and slip through the backdoor, leaving it wide open for the animals to get in. 
When I slide into the SUV, I wait for the haze to fade so I can finally celebrate that this is finally over. Only it doesn’t come. 
I jerk the car into drive and head to the hotel.




Chapter 38







Mateo


I’ve done everything I can to distract myself while I am waiting for Gray. Even talking to Evie, who is just as worried as me that we might not be able to bring him back from this. Which is why I insisted that I come along. He didn’t need to do this shit alone anymore, and it is about fucking time he comes to terms with that.   
The hotel door finally clicks open, and I look up from my spot on the bed. He’s already stripped out of the clothes he wore so he could dispose of them so he’s in nothing but a cut off shirt and a pair of shorts. 
He doesn’t say a word as he walks toward the bed, and that’s when I notice his eyes. They are glazed over, almost lifeless.  
“Gray?” I say when he just stands there and stares at me. 
“It’s done,” he answers, his voice almost robotic. Fuck. This is what I was afraid of. 
I swing my legs over the side of the bed and stand in front of him. I reach out to him, and he flinches, taking a step back. “Gray?” 
“Don’t,” he says harshly. 
“Don’t what?” I ask, confused. 
“Touch me right now. I don’t want to hurt you.” 
“You won’t hurt me,” I insist, stepping forward only for him to take another step back. “Stop,” I beg, reaching out and grabbing his arm. 
His other hand flashes out and wraps around my throat, squeezing. None of the usual softness is on Gray’s face. It’s hard and kind of fucking scary, but I’m not backing down. I control my reaction and look at him head on. “I said not to touch me,” he grits out. 
“I can handle it,” I push out past his hold. It wasn’t enough to hurt me, it was just a warning. One that apparently my fucked up brain isn’t heeding. 
He pushes into my face until his nose is touching mine. “You don’t know what you’re saying. Go to bed, Mateo.” He pushes me away from him and turns like he’s leaving. Oh, hell no.  
I grab his arm again, and he spins way too fast for a man his size. This time, when his hand wraps around my throat, it’s no longer a warning. The Gray that I know is no longer there. I’m staring into the face of the Reaper. The name that ran fear through even the most dangerous group of criminals. “This is your last warning. Back. Off,” he barks. I have two options. Fight to get Gray back and potentially die, or let him sink into that mindset and possibly lose him forever. No one said I always made the smartest decisions. 
“No,” I argue. “This isn’t you.” 
His grip tightens, and he rolls his neck around like he’s trying to relieve the tension. When he looks at me, I can see some of the old Gray again, and know I need to push. Words aren’t going to do anything right now because he isn’t listening. So I use actions instead.  
I reach out for his shorts and shove them down with his boxers. Wrapping my hand around his hard cock, I stroke it, and his lips peel back from his teeth. 
“What are you doing?” he asks between clenched teeth. 
“Showing you I can handle it,” I gasp. His hand has only gotten tighter on my throat, but it is still not enough to do any damage or bruise like it did before. 
He steps the rest of the way out of his shorts and jerks his shirt over his head, only moving his hand long enough for it to drop. He locks his hand back on my throat and shoves my shorts down until I’m standing naked in front of him. “You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he warns and shoves me to my knees. 
That’s the only warning I get before he shoves his cock in my mouth, grabs the side of my head, and starts fucking my mouth so hard that it’s almost painful. Almost. I’m not a bitch, and I can take whatever he throws at me if it brings him out of whatever hell his mind is putting him through. 
I slide my hands up his thighs, and his body shudders. His hand locks into a fist in my hair. He tilts my head back and steps up close, his cock sliding into my throat. The move cuts off my air, making my eyes water, but I don’t look away from his face. 
“Goddamnit,” Gray groans. “Back down, baby boy.” I shake my head the best I can, denying him. He called me baby boy, so I am taking that as a good sign. 
He jerks his cock from my mouth, and I suck in air. He jerks me to my feet and spins me until I’m bent over the side of the bed. Bracing his hand on the back of my neck, he pushes until my cheek is against the bed, and my ass is aimed right at him. As fucked up as it makes me, I am hard as a rock. 
I knew what he was going to need when he got back, so I sat the lube on the bedside table, and when he shifts, I know he spotted it. The cap clicks open, and I feel Gray lubing his dick up against my ass, and then his hand slides through my ass cheeks quickly, making sure I am ready for him. If he really wanted to hurt me, he wouldn’t have taken the time to slick his cock up, he would have gone in raw. 
The head of his cock prods between my cheeks, and he pushes until he’s barely sitting inside of me. “Say no now, baby boy,” he growls. I keep my mouth shut and relax my body against the bed. “Goddamnit.” 
He grabs my hip in a painful grip and slams his hips forward. With one hand still on the back of my neck and his other hand on my hip, he starts to fuck me hard enough to make the bed scratch against the floor. His thighs are slapping against my ass, and his breathing is rough. 
I bite my lip to stop any noises from leaving my mouth because even if they were from pleasure, Gray wouldn’t see it that way right now. He isn’t even close to hurting me, but he will think he is.
Gray moves his hand from my neck to my other hip and ruthlessly pounds into me. When he bottoms out, he swivels his hips, and I can’t stop the moan that leaves my mouth. His thrusts stop immediately. “Don’t stop,” I beg, reaching back with my hand to grab his thigh. 
He shoves me until both my knees are on the bed then slides one arm around my throat, and the other around my waist to pull me to my knees on the bed. With him still standing, it sends him even deeper, and a long moan rips from my chest. He starts shoving his hips upward and pulling me down with his hold on me. I lock my hand around my cock and stroke it. I am painfully hard and not even embarrassed to admit I love the way Gray takes control of me.  
“Harder, Gray. Take what you need.” 
“Fuck, baby boy,” Gray gasps, and I can tell his voice is returning to normal. 
He shoves me back to the bed so I have to catch myself on my hands, grabs my hips, and unleashes on me. Every third or fourth stroke, he holds himself as far as he can before he starts fucking me again. My cock is throbbing and leaking everywhere. He pulls from me suddenly and I can’t stop the needy fucking whimper. 
“I need to see your face,” Gray says, before shoving me to my back. He climbs up on the bed between my spread thighs and shoves back inside of me. 
“Shit,” I hiss, my back bowing. 
“Baby boy,” Gray groans, and finally takes my lips in the kiss I’ve been dying for. It’s rough and demanding, but I will take it. He jerks his mouth away. “Fuck me.” 
“What?” I say, surprised. Gray and I have already talked about this. Because of his past, he didn’t think he could ever let me take control of him like that, and I understood completely, never questioning it. 
“I need you to make it go away,” Gray says raggedly. Now that the darkness has faded away, the memories are creeping up on him. I can see it in the tortured look in his eyes. He is trusting me enough to show him that it isn’t always bad to let yourself feel. He wants me to take the memories away and replace them with the good. 
“Okay,” I say softly. “Lay on your back.” 
Gray pulls from me with a long groan and lies back on the bed against the pillows when I slide out from under him. I lie on my side beside him and kiss him slowly, thanking him for allowing me to do this for him. 
When I pull back and see his eyes are still burning with the past, I almost second guess myself. “Gray, are you sure?” 
He swallows and nods, then hands me the lube. I flip the top, put a generous amount on my fingers, recap it, and toss it on the bed behind me. Taking him at his word, I gently nudge his legs apart and slide my hand between his legs. When my fingers come in contact with his back hole, he squeezes his eyes shut. “Look at me, big guy. You need to see who’s touching you.” His eyes flash open, and I peck his lips. “I’ll never hurt you, just like I know you’ll never hurt me.” 
He takes a shuddering breath, adjusts his hips so I have better access, and lets his legs fall open. 
I rub back and forth, slicking him up until I feel him fully relax, his eyes still locked on my face. Once I ensure he’s fully with me, I push my middle finger forward, breaching his hole. 
“Oh,” Gray breathes. 
“I want to take it all away,” I say, emotion clogging my voice. “I want you to feel what I feel when we’re together. I want to give you the connection your body craves.” Working my middle finger in and out a few times, I pull back and slowly work a second finger in. I don’t push it past the resistance yet, just patiently wiggle my fingers until I see the moment Gray is fully with me. Then I push through. 
“Fuck,” Gray groans. I adjust my hand and keep pushing until my knuckles touch his ass, and the pads of my fingers rub across his prostate. 
Without removing my fingers, I move between his legs and take his cock into my other hand. Focusing on his prostate, I move my fingers against it while sliding my hand down his cock. It’s twitching and throbbing with my movements.
“Baby boy,” Gray sighs, running his hand down my chest. 
I work him like that until his hips are rolling, asking for more. Now that I know he’s ready, I start moving my fingers faster, scissoring them apart to stretch him for me. I want him ready, and I don’t want to hurt him. 
I look deep into his eyes and without asking the question, Gray nods his head, indicating he’s ready for me. I gently pull my fingers free, and grab the lube, making sure I’m well covered. Keeping my eyes on his, I line up, and his whole body turns to stone. 
“Relax, big guy. I got you,” I soothe, running my hands up his thighs. 
“Please just do it.” 
I shake my head. “Not until you’re ready. We have all night; we don’t have to rush this.” 
I move my hips slowly, teasing him with the head of my cock. His body slowly starts to melt into the bed, and I grab myself by the base. Pushing my hips forward, the head of my cock pops inside him, and his eyes slam closed. “Eyes, Gray,” I remind him. 
“I don’t know….” He trails off, and I stop moving. 
“Do you want to stop?” I will in a heartbeat. No way in hell will I push him to do this. 
His eyes open, and I watch as he searches my face. “No. I don’t want to stop.” 
I nod and work my hips forward in slow shallow thrusts, pushing against the resistance. When he relaxes, I put more pressure against it until I slide slowly inside of him. Holy shit. He is so fucking tight and hot. 
A strangled noise leaves Gray’s mouth, but it isn’t out of fear. 
“Holy shit,” Gray breathes. 
I lean down so my hands are braced beside his head and lay my forehead against his. “I love you.” 
“Goddamn, baby boy. I love you too.” 
His hands slide down my back, and I watch as he comes fully back to the present. Away from his past and whatever he did at Phillip Brooks’ house. “There you are.” 
I finally start to move and start making love to him like he’s done to me plenty of times. It’s unhurried and slow, neither of us wanting this connection to end. 
We stay locked like that until sweat starts slicking our bodies, our mouths so close together that our breath is mixing together. 
“Stroke your cock and come with me,” I whisper. 
His hand slides between us, and he starts jerking it fast when he feels me twitching inside of him. When the first jet of cum lands between us, I finally let myself go. Our groans mix together, our eyes still locked. 
“You’re mine too, Gray,” I declare, and his eyes fill with tears. I watch him struggle to stop them, and I know deep in my fucking bones he needs this. I roll until we’re face to face, pull my cock free, and stroke his face. “It’s time to let it go.” 
When he finally does, I pull him to my chest, stroking his back, reminding him I will always be here for him. I let him let go of all the pain and regret.
Nothing is going to tear any of us apart now. 




Chapter 39







Evie


Mateo messaged us late last night and told us that Gray did what he needed, and he was okay. But I wanted to lay my own eyes on him to see for myself.     
Mateo sent the plane back last night, so it was gassed up and ready for us first thing this morning. We packed and were ready to go so we could pick them up in Wyoming and fly to Montana so Gray could finally see his sisters. 
We arrive at the airstrip at a little after ten to find Mateo and Gray already waiting for us. When they board the plane, they both look exhausted, Gray more than Mateo. 
The other three move to different seats because they knew I would need time with Gray, and Mateo would also want to be here with him. 
“Hey, buttercup,” Mateo says, kissing my lips. He collapses in the chair in front of me. 
“Angel,” Gray rumbles, taking up the other seat, and kissing me, too. Dark circles line his eyes, and he looks like he hasn’t slept in days. 
I take his hand in mine. “Are you okay?” 
He goes to nod his head, and Mateo clears his throat loudly. Gray shoots him a look and then looks back at me with a sad smile. “No. But I will be.” 
The flight from Casper, Wyoming to Billings, Montana, is not even a four-hour flight, so I settle into my seat when the plane takes off with Gray’s hand still locked firmly in mine. 
I can hear the low murmur of Micah, Evander, and Hart talking a little further back and lock eyes with Mateo. He looks worried and keeps sneaking glances at Gray, who’s slouched down in his seat, staring off into space. I want to ask what happened last night, but I don’t think this is the time to bring something like that up. I have no idea what kind of person Gray becomes when he turns into the Reaper, but he warned me that it wasn’t good. 
I have no idea what he’s going through right now with finally getting to see Tessa and Torri. And as much as I hope they won’t blame him for what happened, a nagging feeling in my gut tells me that it’s entirely possible that they could. There is no way Gray can handle that. He’s blamed himself enough over the past nine years. 
Hart makes his way over to sit beside Mateo about an hour into the flight. “How you doing, Hulk?” 
Gray barks a laugh, but it sounds way off. “Quit calling me that.” 
“Why? It’s the truth. The Hulk had split personalities in a way. He was a normal man until someone pissed him off, and then he hulked out. You know what stopped that anger so he could control if he was the man or the Hulk? Love. Love from a beautiful woman and love from his family.”
Hart’s words settle over us, and I realize he’s a hundred percent right. Gray leans forward and jerks Hart’s forehead against his by the back of his neck. “Thanks, brother.” 
Hart mirrors his pose. “We love you. Man or Hulk. No matter what happens here today, just know you’ll always have us.” 
Tears start leaking down my face from Hart’s words. These guys have a deep bond that goes far beyond anything sexual. They truly love each other as much as they love me. 
Mateo slides his hand down Hart’s back, thanking him without words. Micah and Evander surround us, lending Gray their strength as well. 
Showing him that he has a family that has his back.
[image: image-placeholder]We touch down in Montana and there is a heavy mood settling over us. We climb into the waiting SUV without a word and drive to the townhouses the twins are staying at. Gray doesn’t want to overwhelm them, so only Mateo and I are going to go in with him at first. 
“I need to call Stella,” Gray says, staring at the outside of the townhouse. 
“I’ll call Stella,” Hart says, turning from the driver’s seat. “You need to go see them.”
Gray nods, looks through his phone, and rattles off the number. We sit there for so long I think Gray is going to change his mind, and then he shoves the door open, leaving me and Mateo to scramble to get out behind him. 
We get halfway up the sidewalk before he stops. “Gray, baby, you can do this,” I say, grabbing his hand. 
Mateo takes his other one. “She’s right, big guy.” 
Gray hangs his head for a second. Then his head snaps up, he squares his shoulders, and he’s walking again. Mateo and I exchange a glance around him. Gray doesn’t hesitate when we get to the door. He knocks and takes a step back. It was like he knows he will change his mind if he didn’t push. 
The door swings open and I have to suck in a gasp, threatening to escape. It is definitely one of the twins with the same black hair and weird hazel eyes that Gray has. 
“Can I help you?” she asks, looking between us. 
Gray clears his throat. “It’s Grayson.” 
Her brow furrows. “Grayson?”
“Your brother,” Gray supplies with a little crack in his voice. “I’m your brother.”
“This isn’t funny. Grayson was killed in combat almost nine years ago. You should leave.” She goes to shut the door, and Gray places a hand on it gently to keep it from closing. Why would they think Gray died in combat?
“Tessa, it’s me.” 
The argument dies off on her tongue when she takes a closer look at his face. Her hand flies to her mouth, and tears gather in her eyes. “Oh my god.”
“Tess, who’s at the door?” Torri asks, coming around the corner. She catches sight of her sister, and her face morphs with anger. “What did you do to my sister?” 
“Torri, it’s Grayson!” Tessa cries, turning to her sister. 
“What kind of fucking game is this? Gray died….” She trails off, noticing the same thing her sister did. “Holy shit,” she whispers. 
“Can we come in?” Mateo asks quietly. “You guys have a lot to discuss and a lot of catching up to do.”
Tessa opens the door further, her wide eyes locked on Gray. “Thank you,” I say softly, shutting the door behind us. 
“How?” Torri whispers. 
“If we can sit, I’ll explain everything,” Gray says, tears in his own eyes. I can tell he just wanted to jerk them into a big hug, but they weren’t ready for that yet. He’s had weeks to realize they weren’t dead. They’ve had minutes. 
They lead us into a living room and we sit on the couch and they sit side by side on the love seat in front of us. Gray introduces Mateo and me, making their eyes widen when he says, this is my girlfriend and boyfriend. 
They are almost eerily identical except Tessa has a beauty mark beside her lip on the left side. I guess that’s how Gray knew which was which, because I never would have guessed. 
“I don’t understand,” Tessa says, tears pouring down her face. Mateo slides a tissue box on the coffee table toward them. They smile gratefully and pull some from the box. “Stella said you died in combat on your first tour.” 
Gray shakes his head and grabs my hand. “I don’t know who told her that, but no. I only served one tour overseas and came back to the states.” 
Torri sniffs. “Why didn’t you come get us sooner?” 
“I’ve lived the past nine years thinking you were dead,” his voice breaks on the last word, and I squeeze his hand. “I thought you died in that fire.”
“Why did you leave us?” Torri asks, and I realize she’s the mouth piece of the two. Mateo slides his hand onto Gray’s arm at that question. “You could have taken us with you.” 
“I know,” Gray says raggedly. “But I wasn’t….right then. A lot of shit happened, and I couldn’t take being there anymore.” 
“So, you left us there to deal with Mom alone? If it wasn’t for Stella, its hard to tell what would have happened,” Torri argues. 
“Torr, shut up,” Tessa hisses. She looks at Gray. “How are you here now? How did you find us?” 
“Your stalker problem is taken care of,” Mateo supplies when Gray opens his mouth several times and no words come out. “And we found you through Stella and a friend of ours.” 
Tessa and Torri’s eyes widen. “He’s gone?”
“For good,” Gray says, his voice rough. “You don’t have to worry about him anymore.” He drops my hand and digs through his pocket for his phone. He pulls it out, pulls up Stella’s contact, and lays it on the coffee table. “You can call her to confirm.” 
Torri grabs the phone, dials and flips it to speaker.
“Gray! Thank God! Your friend called….”
“Stella, it’s Torri.” 
“Oh my god,” Stella cries. “It’s over. It’s finally over! I’m on my way to you girls right now. One of their friends is sending a plane, and I’ll be there as soon as I can.” I look at Mateo and he mouths Alexey. I should have known someone else in this life would have a plane. “Listen to him, Torr. He’s been through it, too.” 
“No more running?” Tessa asks, crying all over again. 
“No more running, baby. I’ll see you soon. I love you. Both of you.” 
“We love you, too,” they say at the same time. The call disconnects, and Torri hands the phone back to Gray. 
“I think we need to have a long talk,” Tessa says with a sad smile. 
“I agree.” Gray looks between me and Mateo. “I need time with my sisters.” 
“Of course.” I stand and reach my hand out for Mateo’s. “It was nice to meet you both,” I say when his hand slides into mine. 
We make our way silently through the door and exhale in a whoosh when we’re finally outside. “I think it’s going to be okay,” Mateo says, kissing my knuckles. 
“I hope so. For all their sakes.” 
We climb into the back of the SUV and fill them in on everything that just happened. 
“Alexey and Dmitri were already in New York, so it won’t be long until Stella gets here,” Micah says, turning to face me from the middle seat. He grabs my other hand. “It’s going to be fine, la mia stella. They let him stay, so that’s a good sign.”
“I hope so,” Mateo says. “Because after the way he was last night, I don’t think he can handle the rejection.” 
“What happened?” I finally ask. 
Mateo runs his hand through his hair and leans his head back on the seat. “When he got back to the hotel, he wasn’t Gray. He was lost to whatever bullshit. We worked it out, and all was good. But I woke up last night because I couldn’t sleep, then I got nosey. So I went to Phillip’s house to see why he was so fucked up.”
“Fuck, Mateo,” Evander says, exasperated. 
“Fuck off,” Mateo grouches without even lifting his head. “Anyway, I’ve seen some shit in my day, but nothing compares to what I saw when I got there.” 
“Not only did you invade Gray’s privacy, you went back to a murder scene?” Micah asks dryly. 
“Will you assholes let me finish my fucking story?” Mateo explodes, finally glaring at Micah and Van. “At least Hart knows when to shut the fuck up.” 
“Go on, Tay,” I say, squeezing his hand. 
“As I was saying, it was some fucked up shit. When I got there, the door was wide open, and I almost turned around, but my curiosity won out.” He glances at me and I nod at him to continue. “Dude’s body was everywhere. I’m talking it was completely dismembered. But the thing is, Gray doesn’t remember any of that. He swears all he did was torture him for almost an hour and then slit his throat when he passed out.”
“You think he blacked out?” Hart asks thoughtfully. I am still swallowing back bile from the picture Mateo was painting. It doesn’t change how I feel about Gray, but I don’t want to think about a body being torn apart like that.
“I don’t think so,” Mateo answers, sitting up in the seat. “I disposed of his clothes and there wasn’t enough blood for something like that. There was barely any at all. Gray is a methodical killer, but even he would have caught some blood spray with the way this guy’s body was.”
“You think someone went in after him?” Micah asks, confused. 
Mateo nods. “Yeah. The Saviors.”
“Why give Gray the address if they were just going to go in behind him?” Van asks. 
“They said they were going to let Gray take care of him. This was a message. I guarantee this was to scare away anyone else who does some fucked up shit like Phillip did,” Micah supplies. I nod in agreement. I know what was on that USB, and this was a warning to the sick dude who bought Tessa and Torri to begin with. “I have a feeling they are on their way to Tennessee now to take care of the other problems.” 
“Good,” Mateo says. “Gray’s had enough. I just don’t like that they were following us.” 
“Maybe they weren’t. They might have been checking to see if Gray took care of the problem,” Hart replies. 
“Thank you for helping him through it,” I tell Mateo. 
Mateo barks a laugh. “You need to be thanking my ass. It took a pounding for my efforts.”
“Mateo!” I exclaim with a giggle. He always knew how to break up the tension, and that had the effect he wanted because it made the guys laugh too. 
“I’m serious. I’m not going to walk right for a week.” 
“You’re ridiculous,” Micah chuckles. 
“I’m actually partially joking. He did pound my ass, but I asked for it. I knew what he was going to need when he got back and it wasn’t pretty words. He needed action, so that’s what I supplied.” I can tell something else happened, but I wasn’t going to push. Mateo would have already told us if we needed to know. This was something that can stay between him and Gray.
We’ve been sitting in the car for about an hour when Micah’s phone starts ringing. “It’s an unknown number,” he says, then slides to answer. “Hello?” Whatever the other person says has him switching it to speakerphone.
“I see Gray took care of business.” Axel’s voice filters through the line. 
“I see you went and had a little fun, too,” Micah replies. 
Axel chuckles. “Yeah. I sent one of my men to send a message. Tell Gray damn fine job.” 
“He didn’t do that for you,” I say and then clap a hand over my mouth. What the hell am I doing back talking mercenaries? 
“I’m aware, Ms. Sinclair. Job well done all the same,” Axel replies easily. 
“Why are you calling?” Micah asks. 
“I wanted to let you know the mess in Tennessee will be cleaned up tonight, but I left old Joe for Gray if he wants him.” 
Micah stares at the phone in confusion. The guys are still convinced there is something bigger at play here with Axel and the Saviors. From what I understand, they help no one, but here they are repeatedly helping us.
“Why would you leave him?” Micah finally asks. 
“I’m hoping to stay on good terms, Mr. Poletti. You have a team that might even rival my own. Do you want me to leave him or not?” 
“Leave him,” Micah growls. “One of us will take that sick fucker out.”
“Ah, that’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” 
“Why are you helping us?” I ask because I can’t stop myself. 
“Let’s just say we have something in common. Someone we both want to protect.” That answer just confuses me more. What could we have in common with the Saviors? Is it me specifically, or one of the guys? “Is there anything else you need?” 
“Nolan,” Evander says. “What do you know about a hacker named Nolan?” 
“I’ll tell you he doesn’t have shit on your hacker. I’m damn impressed he was able to find the information on me. So, if your hacker is on it, he’ll find him. You have my number.” The call disconnects and Micah looks around the car. 
“What the fuck was that?” he asks. That was a question we’ve kept asking ourselves. “And what did he mean, we have someone we both want to protect?” 
“Holy fucking shit,” Hart says, grabbing his phone. He shoots off a message and looks back at us. “I knew something seemed familiar about him. The build, the height.” 
“What are you talking about?” Mateo asks, sitting up to lean his arms on the seat. 
“Hold on,” Hart says rapidly, typing on his phone. “Motherfucker.” He flips the phone around and on it is a picture of Gray and Axel side by side. “Axel is Gray’s brother.” 
Holy fucking shit.




Chapter 40







Evander


Gray messaged us two hours after he’d been with the twins and told us to head to the hotel that he was fine there. We took him at his word and checked into the room, still reeling from Hart’s announcement.     
There was no doubt Axel was Gray’s brother. Holden ran some programs with them and it came back a ninety percent match, but we didn’t even need that. Seeing them side by side like that was all we needed. 
Evie, Micah, and Hart are sitting out on the balcony, leaving me and Mateo inside. 
Mateo flops on the bed beside me. “What the hell do we tell Gray? Hey, man, Hart had a sneaky suspicion and confirmed it. Surprise! You have a fucking brother.” 
“Honestly, I don’t know, Tay, but he deserves to know.” 
“I know that, but fuck, he just found Tessa and Torri.”
“What I want to know is how long Axel has known.” 
Mateo sighs. “My guess? Not long. I have a theory about that.” 
“Go on,” I say. 
“Axel didn’t start showing up until we first saw him at Goldmine. I don’t think the Saviors were actually going after them. I think Axel was going after them for Gray. Some kind of brotherly bullshit trying to make up for the shit Gray’s gone through. That’s what I think all of this is.” 
I take a minute to consider that, and Mateo is probably close if not spot on. Mateo paid closer attention to stuff that other people wouldn’t. He always picked up on the smaller details, and he is onto something here. 
“It makes sense,” I admit. “But what does this mean for the long term?” 
Mateo shrugs. “It would mean we would have the infamous Saviors on our side, and from the sounds of it, it’s somewhere we want them to be.” Mateo jumps off the bed. “I’m stealing my woman and going to take a nap.” He marches onto the balcony, flips Evie over his shoulder, and marches right back through the room. 
“I love you, mi reina,” I say with a laugh. 
“I love you too,” she answers with a giggle. 
The door shuts to the adjoining room, and I lay back on the bed, shaking my head. I didn’t think anyone was ever going to be able to deal with Mateo and his craziness, but Evie takes it in stride. 
“Hey, amore mio. I’m going for a walk, you want to go?” Micah asks, walking into the room. 
“No, I’m fine here.” 
He kisses my lips. “I’ll be back in a bit. I love you.” 
“I love you too, mi rey.”
The door clicks behind him when he leaves, and I settle back on the bed. I must have dozed off because I roll over and encounter a body. I smile, thinking it’s Micah, and throw my arm over his waist. 
“If I knew you wanted to cuddle, I would have done it when I laid down.” Hart’s voice cuts through the sleepiness, and I chuckle. 
“You can cuddle me anytime you want, Hart.” 
He throws his arm over my waist and drags me closer. “That’s damn tempting, Van.” 
I finally open my eyes, and we’re almost nose to nose. I want to see if we have that spark we had the last time we kissed, so I lean in and lay my lips against his. 
Hart doesn’t hesitate and seals his mouth over mine, licking the seam of my lips. I open and the first stroke of his tongue with mine causes both of us to groan. I guess that answers that question. 
He rolls so he’s on top of me and grinds his cock against mine. Both of our hips start moving, seeking friction against each other. 
Hart pulls his mouth away and starts kissing and sucking on my neck. “I want you so fucking bad,” he whispers, then nips at my pulse jumping wildly in my neck. 
“I want you too, Hart.” 
His hands slide under my shirt and I lift so he can pull it over my head. I do the same with his. When we’re both shirtless, he starts kissing my neck again, my pecs, down my ribs, and then across my abs. “You and Mateo have to be the sexiest brothers I’ve ever seen.”
A surprised laugh busts out of me. “Micah said the same thing.” 
Hart looks up with a boxer melting grin. “Micah has good taste.” 
His hands go to work on my pants, and when they’re undone, he hooks his hands on the top of them and pulls them off with my boxers. My cock slaps my stomach with a smack. “You have too many fucking clothes on.” 
Hart slides to his feet and makes quick work of his own pants. When he’s naked, he climbs back up on the bed, his hard pierced cock is standing proudly between his thighs. “Is that better?” he asks, stretching his body over mine. 
“Yes,” I hiss when his dick rubs against mine. 
“Fuck,” Hart grunts, sealing his lips back over mine. Our hips are moving faster, lost to the feeling. “What the fuck?” Hart mutters, pulling from my lips. He looks over his shoulder, and I follow his line of sight. 
Mateo’s standing at the door. He gives us a smile and a thumbs up before shutting the door. “What was that?” I ask. 
Hart reaches beside him and brandishes a lube bottle. “Asshole just threw that at us.” 
“He gave us a thumbs up, at least.” 
“Yeah, he did.” Hart starts kissing a path down my chest, straight to my dick. “He gave me permission to fuck this sweet ass right into the mattress.” He doesn’t give me a chance to respond to that before he closes his mouth around the head.
“Oh shit,” I gasp when he sucks hard on it, and then slides his mouth down, letting me into his throat. A groan rips from my chest, and my hand flies to his head. His mouth is like magic on my cock, working me fast and hard just the way I like. “Hart, fuck.” He hums against my cock, and my hand tightens in his hair. 
I feel his hand slide between my thighs and then his slicked up fingers circling. I was so lost in his mouth I didn’t even feel him getting the lube. He sucks my cock to the back of this throat at the same time he breaches my ass with two fingers. 
“Fuck!” My hips raise, shoving my cock even further. I swear even with my cock jammed in his throat, I feel Hart chuckle. “You asshole,” I breathe. 
His mouth slides off with a wet pop. “You complaining, Van?” 
“No,” I groan when he starts working his fingers harder. “Are you going to talk all day or fuck me?” 
Hart’s fingers stop moving and the look that crosses his face makes me think I really just fucked up. “You want my cock that bad, Van?” 
He slides his fingers free, sits back on his knees, grabs the lube bottle, and flips it upside down, letting it drip directly on his cock. He recaps the lid and tosses it onto the bedside table. Hart works his hand up and down his cock and then scoots his knees under my thighs, tilting my pelvis up. Without taking his eyes from mine, he notches his cock at my asshole and wraps his other hand around my throat. The more he works his cock inside of me, the tighter his hand gets. 
I feel him pass the resistance and he slams himself forward, burying himself to the hilt. With his hand still on my throat, he starts fucking me in hard, deep thrusts. “Is that what you wanted? You want it hard and rough?” 
His fingers tighten and a moan slips past my lips. “Hart.”
“That’s it, Van. Moan my fucking name.”
My hands go to his hips, pulling on them to let him know I can take whatever he’s about to dish out. I liked it rough, craved it. Micah can be rough, and sex with Micah is always mind blowing, but I have a feeling Hart is about to give me something I didn’t even know I needed. 
Hart places one hand behind my knee and pushes it back toward the bed. His thighs are slapping against mine, and my back is sliding up the bed with the force of his thrusts. I lock my hand around my leaking cock and stroke it in time with his thrusts. The piercing on the head of his cock is rubbing against my prostate with every hard thrust, and I know I’m not going to fucking last. 
“Yes. Stroke that big cock for me. You like my dick, Van?” 
“Fuck,” I moan. “Yes, fuck.” 
“Your ass feels fucking amazing.” 
Hart lets go of my leg and throat, letting his body drop on top of mine. Sliding his arm under my neck, he anchors it to my shoulder, using it for leverage for his brutal thrusts. I kiss him hard, and he meets me kiss for kiss, each of us groaning and grunting from the sensations into each other’s mouths. 
“Goddamn,” Hart exclaims, and my eyes snap open only to meet Micah’s. I didn’t even know he came in. 
Micah grins from over Hart’s shoulder and winks. Fuck, he is sexy. Between him and Hart, I am going to go into overload. 
Hart groans long and loud, and Micah’s grin just widens. “That feel good, Hart?” I can see Micah’s arm moving behind him and know what he is doing. Hart’s thrust slow and he adjusts his hips so Micah has better access to his ass. “Are you silently begging for my cock?” 
“Fuck,” Hart breathes, laying his forehead against mine. 
“Just say the word,” I whisper. “Or he won’t give it to you.” I lick a line up his neck. “His cock feels amazing.” 
“Please,” Hart says gruffly, and Micah smooths his hands up Hart’s back. 
“Please what?” Micah asks. I have to suppress a laugh, knowing that Micah is going to make him work for it. 
“Please fuck me.” 
Micah shifts and Hartley releases his breath in a whoosh. “I don’t think that’s good enough.” 
“Shit,” Hart grunts. “Stop teasing me and fuck me. Please,” he adds as an afterthought. 
“Come on, Hart,” Micah purrs, leaning down so he’s right at his ear, letting his hands run over Hart’s pecs. “Beg for my cock.” 
Hartley locks eyes with me. “Please give me your cock.” Damn, there is something sexy about Hart begging for Micah because Micah loved it. It turned him into a fucking savage. 
Micah slams his hips forward, and the movements sends Hart so far inside of me that it almost hurts. Hart moans so loud that it has Micah groaning in return. 
Micah latches onto Hart’s hips and starts pounding into him. Micah’s face is almost feral, and Hart’s face is creased with pleasure. 
Hart pulls himself up to his hands and starts moving his hips to meet Micah thrust for thrust while fucking me. 
“Oh shit,” I gasp, my hands latching onto Hart’s biceps. 
“That’s it, Hart,” Micah pants. “Take my cock.” 
“Fuck, this feels good,” Hart moans. “I’m not going to last.” 
“Come inside of him,” Micah demands. “I want to see it dripping from that sexy ass.” Hart locks his hand around my cock and starts stroking it hard. “Make amore mio come for me.” 
I plant my feet on the bed and lift my hips. Micah thrusts hard and sends Hart plowing into me. My cock is twitching, my balls drawing up. Hart locks his other hand around my throat and squeezes. 
Come spurts from my cock in long ropes, and it just keeps coming. Hart swells inside of me and comes with a strangled moan. 
Micah wraps his hands around Hart’s arms and pulls him to his knees. “Clean the come from his chest. I want to taste it.” 
Hart shuffles back so his dick slides free, and leans down, looks me right in the eye, and licks up every bit of my come, letting it gather on his tongue. Micah jerks him back to his knees, and when Hart turns his head to look over his shoulder, Micah slants his mouth over his. Holy hell. 
Micah locks an arm around Hart’s chest and starts slamming his hips forward. He finally comes with a long groan, still with his lips locked on Hart’s.
They both collapse on the bed in front of me, and I roll over, throwing an arm over Hart’s waist. 
“I’m too old for this shit,” Micah jokes, causing Hart and me to laugh. 
“You seem to handle it just fine,” Hart laughs. 
“He does,” I agree, squeezing Micah’s hip. 
“You guys make it easy.” 
He is right about that.
Everything with these people is easy.
[image: image-placeholder]“I’m so glad, Gray!” Evie exclaims, hugging the big guy’s neck. She snuggles further into his lap, and he holds her just as close. They are cuddled up in one of the chairs in the little living room in the hotel and he hasn’t let go of her. 
Gray just explained that everything is good with his sisters. They still have a lot to work through, but he feels good about it. Stella arrived in Montana about forty-five minutes ago, and Gray came to us to tell us the good news. He is going to give them time to adjust to the news that he is alive, and they are going to come visit him in California. He also told them everything that happened to him starting at the age of nine. Gray said that he felt a huge weight lifted off his shoulders when he told them, and I think he finally realized that he was just a kid himself when he decided to leave home and get away from the sick fuckers his mom brought home. 
Hart sits beside me on the couch, and it leaves me smashed between him and Micah. Not that I was complaining. After our fuck fest this morning, we passed out for a good two hours, only to be woken up by Mateo jumping on the fucking bed. 
Mateo bends down and gives Gray a kiss before leaning his forehead against Gray’s. “I’m so fucking happy for you, big guy.”
There is still the truth about Axel hanging over us, and we need to get that out in the open. I clear my throat, and Mateo sighs, already knowing what needs to be said. 
Mateo sits on the coffee table in front of Evie and Gray and rakes his hand through his hair. “There’s something we need to tell you. And you don’t need to do anything about it now, but we just didn’t want to hide it from you.”
Gray frowns. “What’s going on?” 
Hart hands over his phone with the picture of Axel and Gray already pulled up to Mateo. Mateo flips it around so Gray can look at it. “We couldn’t figure out why he looked so familiar.”  
Gray takes the phone and examines it closer. I see the moment that it dawns on him. His eyes widen and he looks at all of us. “No fucking way.” 
“There is a ninety percent chance that Axel is your brother. I think you guys have the same dad,” Mateo explains. They have the same color hair, build, height, nose, and mouth. The only difference are the eyes. Axel’s are a dark brown instead of hazel like Gray’s. 
“I want to find out for sure,” Gray says. 
“I have his number,” Micah says. “But I don’t know if he’s going to admit it or not.”
“How did you guys figure this out?” 
I jerk a thumb at Hart. “Mr. Detective over here. Evie asked Axel why he was helping us and he said we had someone in common we all wanted to protect. Hart had a hunch and called Holden. You know the rest.”
“I think he wanted Gray to figure it out on his own,” Evie says softly. “That way he could make the decision whether he wanted Axel to be a part of his life or not.” 
“I think you’re right, mi reina.” 
“What’s the call, big guy?” Mateo asks. 
Gray scrubs a hand down his face. “You can’t have too much family, right?” he says, looking around the room. 
Evie kisses his cheek. “Never.” 
Gray hands Hart’s phone back and takes Micah’s. He dials and flips the phone to speaker. 
“What can I do for you, Mr. Poletti?” Axel answers. 
“It’s Gray.” 
The line goes silent, but you can hear a door shut in the background. “What’s up, man? Nice job on Brooks.” 
“Thanks,” Gray replies. Evie squeezes his hand in support, and Gray blows out a breath. “There is no easy way to ask this, so I’m just going to go for it. Are you my brother?”
Axel whistles. “Damn. I thought it would take you longer to figure it out.”
“Is that a yes?” 
Axel sighs. “Yeah, man. We have the same dad. And I’d love to tell you that he’s been dying to meet you, but he’s a piece of shit. A problem that I’m currently working on taking care of.”
“Is that why you asked me to join your team?”
“That and you have a skill set we could use. But no sweat if you want to stay with your family.” Axel sighs. “Look, I know this is some surprising shit, but I’d like to get to know you. I just found out, like, three months ago that you were my brother.” 
“But you knew who I was?” 
“The Reaper? Fuck yeah, man. You’re a legend in the Savior’s circle.” Voices start raising in the background. “I have to go, but you have my number when you make up your mind.” The phone disconnects, and Gray shakes his head. 
“Christmas’s are about to be real fucking crazy,” Gray jokes, and we all start laughing. 
He’s right, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 41







Hartley


“What about this one?” Evie asks, holding up another color swatch.     
“This is your thing, princess. I’m just here to watch you work.” 
Two weeks passed by in a blur. 
After everything settled down, Evie got to work on the house and also started school. Gray has been spending time with his sisters who came to stay in California for a few weeks, and he is also getting to know Axel when he isn't on jobs. I took my house off the market for the time being so the twins would have a place to stay. Stella decided to come stay with them for a while so it just made sense for them to have their own space.
Tomorrow we are going after Ghost’s dad’s human trafficking transport. It is a big damn deal, one we can’t afford to fuck up. Things are still tense between Ghost and Caden, but Caden assured us he would be there to help take them down. 
“Hart,” Evie fake whines. “You’re no help.” 
 I chuckle. “Trust me, you don’t want my opinion. Those are questions better left for Micah.”
Evie crawls over to my sprawled position on the floor. “Don’t you want to have a little bit of a say?” She straddles my waist and crosses her arms on my chest, leaning her chin on them. 
I slide my hands down her back. “I don’t care about the paint in the house, princess. All I care about is who’s in it.” 
“Aw, isn’t that fucking sweet.” I lean my head back and look at Mateo upside down. He grins down at me. “No, for real. That was sweet.” 
“You’re an asshole,” I declare. 
“Tell me something I don’t know.” He flops on the floor beside us, looking at the mess Evie has on the floor of paint colors and fabrics. “You look busy, buttercup.” 
She flips him the middle finger. “I was. I’m just taking a break.” 
He grabs her hand and sucks her finger into his mouth, letting it go with a wet pop. “Save that for later.” 
“If that’s how you suck dick, no wonder they come back to me,” she quips, making me howl with laughter and Mateo’s mouth pop open. 
Mateo grabs his chest. “Why, Evie, I do declare,” Mateo says in a horrible southern belle impersonation. “That was mean and dirty.” 
Evie grins. “Don’t dish it out if you can’t take it.” 
He lunges for her, making her squeal. She scrambles backward off me before he can grab her. “Run, princess, run!” I laugh. 
She pops to her feet and takes off toward the stairs, Mateo hot on her ass. I can hear their laughter echoing through the house and soak it in. 
I am finally at a point where I can start building a relationship with my dad again. He still doesn’t like who I associate with, but he’s trying. Telling Mom was harder than I thought it would be. She didn’t know anything about this life, but I needed her to know most of it, so she was aware. As always with Mom, she’s just happy that I’m happy. And I’m the happiest I’ve been in my fucking life.
And tonight we are going to celebrate everything. 
[image: image-placeholder]New Vision is packed, just like it always is, but our room is already reserved. We lead Evie upstairs and just like last time, she’s struck by the scene in front of us when Van opens the doors to the main room upstairs. 
A lot has changed since the last time we had her here. All of it for the better. 
“Wow,” Evie breathes, looking at everything with new eyes. She looks drop dead fucking gorgeous tonight with a long shimmery silver dress with a plunging neckline. We almost didn’t make it out of the damn house when she walked downstairs. 
We take her through the observation rooms and let her watch for a minute before leading her back to the room where it all really began. The night Evie, Mateo, Gray and I watched Van and Micah fuck through the window. Except tonight, we are all going to the big room. Not for anyone to watch, just for memory’s sake. 
Mateo pushes open the door and beckons us all in with a flourish. Gray pulls Evie to the side, whispering in her ear. She shoots a look at Mateo and gives a nervous giggle. They’ve been whispering all day, and I’m starting to get very curious. 
“Baby boy,” Gray says, walking over to Mateo. He tilts Mateo’s head up with fingers under his chin. “Angel has a surprise for you.” 
Mateo raises a brow. “For me?” 
“Yeah.” Gray kisses Mateo until they’re both breathless. “Get naked and get on the bed. Hands and knees. Don’t look until I tell you.” 
“Color me intrigued,” Micah says, crossing his arms over his chest. 
Mateo gives Evie a look, and she just smiles sweetly at him. With a shrug, he starts unbuttoning his shirt and then peels the rest of his clothes off. “I feel a bit underdressed,” he jokes before sauntering to the bed. He climbs up with his ass facing us just like Gray asked him, too. 
“Goddamn,” Micah says under his breath, his eyes glued to Mateo’s ass just like mine. 
“The rest of you, strip,” Evie says, clapping her hands. “And face that way.” 
Van, Micah, and I share raised brow looks before following her command. We strip down and stroke our cocks in anticipation. Rustling comes from behind us, along with Evie’s breathless giggles. Gray is murmuring something to her, but it’s too low to hear.
“Fuck, you look gorgeous, angel,” Gray groans. I want to turn around and look so bad, but I wanted to give Evie what she wanted more. Whatever she is up to, she is excited about it, and I won’t take that away from her. 
“Gray,” Evie moans, and we all share a look again. 
“On the bed and close your eyes,” Gray demands. I climb on one side of Mateo while Van and Micah get on the other side, all with our eyes shut. “Go on, angel.” 
I listen for the soft pad of her feet on the floor and then the bed dips. “Open your eyes,” she breathes. 
My eyes almost bug out of my head. Evie has on a strapless strap on, the one where you didn’t need the harness. One side is nestled deep in her pussy, and the other is aimed right at Mateo’s ass. 
Gray climbs onto the bed right in front of Mateo. “It’s time for your fantasy, baby boy.” 
“No way.” Mateo’s head whips over his shoulder, and he groans. “Goddamn. You look hot as fuck.” 
“Are you sure this is what you want?” Evie asks, smoothing her hands up Mateo’s back. 
“Uh, fuck yeah. Fuck me, buttercup.”
Evie takes the lube from Gray and flips the top open. She squirts some into her hand and massages it onto the fake cock. 
“Motherfucker,” Van pants, stroking his cock, watching her as hard as the rest of us. 
“Tell me what to do,” Evie says nervously. 
“Line up and push in slowly,” Micah instructs. “He’ll fucking love it.” 
Evie takes a deep breath, grabs the end of it, and positions it with Mateo’s asshole. She pushes forward, and Mateo’s head drops with a moan. Her eyes flash to us, and we smile in encouragement. 
“He’s fine, angel,” Gray soothes, working a hand over his cock.
Her eyes are glued to where she’s entering him, and the blush on her chest is spreading rapidly. This has to be the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. I’ve heard Mateo joke about Evie pegging him, but I never thought she would make it happen. But Evie continues to surprise us. 
Evie’s thighs settle against Mateo, and both their breathing is heavy. Gray flips something over in his hand with a grin. “Start moving.” 
“Please, fuck,” Mateo groans. 
Evie locks her little hands on Mateo’s hips and drags back out. She pushes forward again, still not sure on how hard she can be. 
“Harder, princess.” 
“Hold on, buttercup,” Mateo warns. She holds on tighter when he pulls forward and slams back against her. 
“Oh,” Evie gasps. 
Gray gets up and slides on the bed behind her. “Go, baby boy,” he says when he has steadying hands on Evie’s hips. Mateo starts moving, fucking himself back on the strap-on. A vibrating noise fills the room, and I realize what was in Gray’s hands. A remote for the strap-on. 
“Oh God,” Evie moans. The vibrations are stimulating Evie and Mateo at the same time, if his moan is any indication. 
“Lean forward a little,” Gray says. He lubes his fingers and pushes between Evie’s shoulder blades. Her head flies back with a moan when he starts fingering her ass. “You like that, don’t you, angel? Fucking him while I fuck your ass.”
“Yes. Oh my fuck, Gray.” 
Gray chuckles and lubes his cock up with the other hand. He switches his fingers for his dick and starts pushing into Evie. 
“Jesus Christ,” Micah mutters. 
“That’s it, angel. Take my fat cock.” Gray settles against her, clicks a couple more buttons on the remote, drops it, and cups her breasts from behind. “Now move.” Evie starts meeting Mateo thrust for thrust, fucking him hard. 
“Come here, Hart,” Micah says. I scoot over until I’m directly in front of Mateo. “What do you say about a repeat from the hotel?” I raise my brow, and Micah gives me a husky chuckle. “Except this time you’ll fuck me while Van fucks you.” 
In answer, I jerk Micah’s mouth to mine. Micah moans into my mouth, and I crack an eye open to see Van’s arm moving. It’s such a fucking turn on to know Van is getting Micah ready for me. I pull my mouth away and start kissing his face and neck. “You want my pierced cock, Micah?” 
“Fuck, you know I do.” 
“Good,” I growl in his ear, making him shiver. “Lay on your back in front of Mateo.” 
I slide back off the bed at the same time Van does. Micah settles onto the bed sideways. I walk around the bed, and Van grabs me before I can climb onto the bed, kissing me hard. 
I climb onto the bed on my knees, watching Micah slowly stroke his cock with his eyes locked on me. Gray hands me the lube, and Micah doesn’t look away as I work it onto my dick. 
Scooting on my knees between his spread thighs, I notch my cock at his back hole and work just the head of it inside of him. I lean down with one hand beside his head and slant my mouth over his. He kisses me eagerly, his hands running up my arms to my shoulders. I work my way in slowly, savoring how his ass feels wrapped around my cock. 
“Yes,” Mateo hisses. “Take that pierced cock.” I can hear Evie’s thighs slapping against Mateo’s, and I want to high five her for giving it to him hard. 
I settle against Micah and I feel Van’s hands slide over my ass. His slick fingers slide across my asshole, and I groan into the kiss. “Fuck, your ass is tight,” Van says, working his fingers fast. He works them until I’m practically wiggling my ass at him to fuck me. Van chuckles darkly. “Don’t worry, Hart. I got you.” 
His fingers disappear and then the head of his cock is prodding. He works himself slowly inside of me, just like I did Micah until we’re all a moaning fucking mess. I don’t even feel embarrassed about it. It feels too damn good. 
Tucking my knees under Micah’s thighs, we start moving slowly. Micah’s lips never leave mine, and Van starts kissing my shoulder blades. I feel worshipped between the two of them. At first, I admit, it was just about sex with them. A blind person would be attracted to them. But now it is so much more. I love them both. I love all of them so much it fucking hurts sometimes. But I would never change it. This is it for me. 
I pull my mouth away from Micah’s and lean down beside his ear. “I fucking love you.” 
“Fuck,” Micah groans, his back bowing. “I fucking love you, too.” 
“And I love you both,” Van says, massaging my hips in his hands. 
“Goddamn,” I breathe. “I love you, too.” 
 “I love you all,” Evie moans. 
All the pieces slot into place. This is what I was waiting on, whether I realized it or not. 
Their love and full acceptance. 




Chapter 42







Mateo


Evie is inside of me. Those are words I didn’t think I’d ever say.     
I told Gray one day when he was balls deep in my ass that I had a fantasy of Evie pegging me, and it was happening. 
While she’s fucking me, I get to watch one of the hottest and strangely sweet threesomes in front of me. Van, Micah, and Hart are locked into their own little world, working each other slowly, whispering soft words. 
“I love you all,” Evie declares after hearing the I love you’s said between the other guys. 
“Same,” I grunt when her thighs slap into mine. Fuck, she is good at this. It feels so goddamn good that my cock is throbbing between my legs. The strap on is just the right size to rub across my prostate, and the vibrations are driving me up the wall. 
“Reach under him, angel. Stroke his cock,” Gray instructs. 
“Fuck,” I breathe when her hand wraps around me. 
“I’m going to come,” Evie moans, her thrusts getting harder, working herself on the strap on. Her hand tightens to an almost painful grip with the force of her release. “Fuck!” she screams. 
“Keep going,” Gray says gruffly. 
Evie digs her hands further into my hips and starts moving again. 
“Damn, Tay.” I look up into Micah’s blue eyes and just the pure look of lust written all over his face makes me groan. “You look sexy.” Micah reaches out with one hand and rubs his fingers down my cheek. “Don’t hold back on him, la mia stella, our boy loves it.” Our boy. Holy shit. 
“Oh god,” Evie groans. Her thrusts get even harder, and I know that’s not just her. I look over my shoulder, and Gray has his arm locked under her tits, hammering into her. Her face is creased with pleasure, and her eyes are completely glazed over. 
“Take that thing off and let me fuck you,” I say. As much as I love this, I love her pussy more. 
She slowly slides out of me, and I roll to my back with my head on Micah’s arm. Still buried in her, Gray walks her up the bed until she’s straddling my waist and pulls the strap on free. I slide my cock into place, and she’s already dripping wet, easing me into her pussy. 
Gray helps her sink down until her thighs settle on mine. Her hands slap down on my chest and she starts moving immediately, chasing that orgasm I can already feel. 
“That’s it, buttercup. Fuck, you feel good.” 
“That was fun,” Evie moans. “We need to do that again.” 
I chuckle and roll her nipples between my fingers. “Definitely.” 
“Fuuuuuuuck,” Hart groans. I look at him upside down, and his eyes are closed. The most euphoric look is all over his face. I look over at Van and he has the same look.
Evie moans, and my eyes drag back to her. Gray is plastered to her back, fucking her with long deep strokes, and her hips are rocking, fucking herself on my cock. Her eyes are glued to the threesome behind my head, and I’m not even mad. The bed is rocking from their movements. They are all groaning, and every once in a while, Hart or Micah will moan. It is times like this that I wished we could record these interactions. My eyes want to be everywhere at once, but they are stuck on Evie. 
I slip a hand between us and circle her clit. Her hips jerk, and she lets out a shuddering moan. “Mateo.” 
“You going to come for us, buttercup?” 
“Yes,” she pants. 
I apply more pressure when Gray slides his hands up and pinches her nipples. He tugs on them hard, and her pussy clamps down so hard on me I have to fight to keep from coming. 
“Harder,” Evie begs, placing her hands on top of Gray’s.
He groans and pulls harder, rolling them between his fingers. Her movements are starting to get out of control, but I keep steady pressure on her clit. 
“Oh God,” Evie groans, her fingers digging into my pecs. 
Gray nods his head toward her nipple and I replace his hand with mine. He rears back and slaps the side of her ass. The sound echoes through the room. Evie’s eyes go wide with a gasp and then dissolves into a moan when Gray smooths his hand over it. 
“You like that, angel?” Gray asks gruffly. Evie nods her head fast. He pulls his hand back and smacks her ass again. 
“Holy shit,” Evie cries. “Please, Gray.” 
I feel him slip free from her ass. “Push your ass out,” Gray demands roughly. She does what he says, and a primal look flashes across his face. “Keep riding his cock. You stop, I stop.” 
That’s the only warning she gets before he stands, landing blow after blow on her ass. Evie’s moaning, whimpering, and tears are streaming down her face. But she’s still riding my cock hard and fast, and the look on her face after he smooths away the burn shows how much our sweet innocent Evie likes to be spanked. 
When she starts wiggling away, Gray lubes back up and slams into her ass. He grabs a handful of her hair and pulls her back against his chest. He starts slamming into her, and all I can do is hold on for the ride. 
“Your ass looks so sexy red from my hand,” Gray says. “You feel that?” 
“Yes. Fuck.” 
He pulls harder on her hair until her neck is bent. Gray starts laying rough kisses against her neck. Her pussy starts quivering, so I pick up speed on her clit. 
“Oh,” Evie gasps. “Oh shit. Don’t stop.” 
I start hammering my hips up until her tits are bouncing out of control. “Shit,” I grunt. 
Her body starts shaking, and she’s making mewling noises, digging her fingernails into my chest and dragging them down, leaving angry red marks behind. That is fucking sexy.  
Her body convulses, and Gray hooks an arm under her breasts, pulling her from my cock. I rub her clit hard and fast, and she squirts. It lands all over my cock, abs, and drips onto the bed. 
“Holy fucking shit,” I pant. I hold my cock in place when Gray starts to lower her back down. When I get halfway inside her pussy, I slam my hips up, burying myself to the hilt, causing her to cry out. 
We don’t stop moving, steadily working her up to another one. I vaguely hear a groan behind me and know one of them just came. But I can’t spare a second to look because Evie is about to explode again. 
Gray pulls her up and, just like last time, she sprays everywhere. He lowers her back down. “Again,” he demands. I slam my hips up, and her mouth opens in a silent scream. 
The bed bounces beside me and I look over into Micah’s eyes. Then I see Hart’s leg come into view, running his hands up Micah’s back where he’s on his hands and knees. 
Micah jerks forward. “Fuck, Hart,” he groans when Hart slams back inside of him. Keeping one hand on Evie’s clit, I reach over and start stroking Micah’s throbbing cock. “Mateo, shit.” 
“Gray! Mateo!” Evie screams when Gray pulls her up again. Her chest is heaving, her body fully flushed. She’s never looked more like a goddess than at this moment. She soaks me again, and when Gray lowers her back, I know I won’t be able to hold back again. 
“I’m going to fucking come,” I warn them. 
“Come inside our girl, baby boy,” Gray says, loosening his hold on her. 
I grip her hips and start pounding into her from the bottom. My release rips fire down my spine, and I jerk her down hard. “Buttercup,” I groan, emptying everything I have inside of her. 
I collapse back on the bed, panting. “Move over,” Gray says, lifting Evie again. I grin and slide underneath Micah. 
Without hesitation, I suck his cock into my mouth. “Shit!” Micah shouts, making me chuckle against his cock. Hart’s fucking him so hard, it’s sending Micah into my throat. I feel Micah’s mouth on my cock, tasting me and Evie mixed together there, and my hips jerk. Well played, asshole.  
I suck Micah harder and he comes down my throat with a long groan, and it vibrates against my sensitive cock. I slide down the bed so I’m still under him, but his cock slips free from my mouth, and he has to stop torturing mine. 
I look over at Evie and Gray, and he has her on all fours, pounding her pretty red ass. He pulls himself free and starts stroking his cock. “Hold it open for me,” he says gruffly. 
I watch with wide eyes as Evie lays her shoulders on the bed, reaches back with both hands and pulls her ass cheeks apart for him, showing him her back hole. He sets the head of his cock against it and pumps come into her hole. 
“Fucking shit,” Hart groans, and I know he’s seeing the same thing I am. “Micah,” Hart grunts. 
“Push it out,” Gray breathes. Evie’s ass puckers, and his come starts dripping out. 
“Good fucking girl,” I praise, rubbing my hand up her thigh. 
Micah half collapses on top of me, and Hart pulls him back against his chest when he lays down beside him. Evie stretches her legs out and scoots into mine with Gray against her back. Van leans down from his position at the head of the bed and lays gentle kisses all over her face, making her giggle. 
“You’re amazing, mi reina.” 
We all whole heartedly agree. As tired as we are, we still have one more plan for tonight.
[image: image-placeholder]Before we left New Vision, we all took turns getting cleaned up. We pile back into the SUV and Micah is texting like crazy from the front seat. 
“Everything’s set,” he says finally, and I breathe a sigh of relief. Les and Bridget came through for our next surprise. 
“What’s set?” Evie asks, snuggling into Van’s chest.
“Everything for tomorrow,” Van replies, kissing her head. 
She hums her agreement and snuggles deeper. 
I’m practically bouncing in the seat from excitement, and Hart reaches over to squeeze my thigh. 
“Calm down,” he mouths with a smile. 
I shake my head fast, and he covers a laugh with a cough. “I can’t,” I lean over and whisper. 
“You can’t give anything away, Tay.” 
I know, damnit, I know, but I’m so fucking excited. 
When Gray finally pulls up to Micah’s house, I’m two seconds away from running from the car. Instead, I slowly follow everyone out and into the house. 
Micah takes Evie’s hand and pulls her toward the back of the house. “We have something to show you, la mia stella.” 
We step out onto the back patio by the pool and I owe Les and Bridget big time. They have everything set exactly how we wanted it. Lights are lining the palm trees, rose petals and candles are floating around in the pool, and candles are also lining all the way around it. 
Evie gasps and her hand flies to her mouth. “It’s so pretty.” 
When Evie first came here, this was her safe place. She would sit out here for hours with a book, and she loved every minute of it. We are about to give her another memory here. 
I step forward and take her hands. Micah clicks a button on his phone and Truly Madly Deeply by Savage Garden starts playing.
“Buttercup, the moment you walked into my life, I knew there was going to be something special between us. You drew me in and you wouldn’t let go. I wouldn’t change any of that for the world. The only thing I would change is us.” She frowns at that. “Because I want to make you my wife. Our wife.” Her eyes widen and tears start flowing down her face. “I love you.”
Hart takes my spot, wipes her tears with his thumbs, and grips the side of her face. “I’ve loved you for most of my life. There wasn’t a moment that I didn’t think about you and wish you were mine. Now you are, and I’ll be damned if I let you go. You’re my now and forever, princess. I love you.” He pecks her lips and steps to the side for Gray. 
Gray swipes more tears away before cradling her face in one big hand. “I never thought I’d find someone in this life that chased away my demons. Mateo started the battle, and you finished it, angel. With you, I’m finally fucking free. Because of you, I have my sisters back. Because of you, my life is complete. I love you.” 
Van steps forward and I can’t stop the stupid smile from spreading across my face. I got to share the love of my life with my first friend in the whole world, my big brother. 
“Mi reina,” Van says, taking her hands. “You are more than any one of us could have asked for. You walk this earth with such fucking grace that I’m in awe all the time. You were able to capture my heart in a way that only one other person has been able to do, and I couldn’t be happier that I get to share this with him, too. I plan on making you the happiest woman on this earth. I love you.” 
When Micah steps in front of her, she’s practically shaking with emotion and so is he. Micah isn’t one for big speeches, but I know he’s going to do this for Evie. He takes a deep breath and grabs her face. 
“I didn’t realize looking into someone’s eyes could turn my world upside down until I looked into yours. I couldn’t get you out of my head, and when I saw you sitting at that kitchen island, my world tilted again. I know I wasn’t easy in the beginning, but from this moment forward, I’ll do everything in this world to be the man you deserve. I love you so goddamn much, la mia stella.” 
Micah steps into line with us, and I step into the middle. As one we drop to one knee, I pull the ring box from my pocket. Inside of it is a princess cut diamond with five sapphire diamonds surrounding it, one for each of us. It’s set into a platinum band, and we knew it would look amazing against her pale skin. I flip the top open. 
“Will you be our wife, Evelyn Louisa Sinclair?” I ask. 
“Oh my god!” Evie cries. “Yes. YES!” 
I jump up and slide the ring onto her finger, laying a kiss on it. We surround her, each kissing her breathless. Champagne gets popped, and we celebrate the night away. 
Surrounded by people we love. 
People we’re spending the rest of our lives with. 
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Micah


None of us wanted to leave Evie tonight after the proposal last night, which is why she’s currently sitting in the surveillance van right now. I’ve never been this fucking happy in my life.     
It’s finally time to take down this human trafficking ring, and we’re all on the edge of our seats. I absently rub the back of my neck where Doc Sorenson placed Holden’s trackers in us before we left the house. We didn’t know what we were getting into here, and Van was insistent we all have them done. I didn’t take much convincing. We all needed that peace of mind that no matter what, we could always find each other if something should happen to go wrong.
“This is your show,” Les announces to me, leaning back against the inside of the van. I look around at my family, all of them. Les and her guys, and the ones I just vowed to spend the rest of my life with. 
I roll my neck to release some tension. “Evie stays in the van with Holden to watch cameras. Zane and Hart are going to be stationed on the building across the street from where the transport should show up.” I look at them. “Take out anyone you see, so we have easy access.” They both nod, getting the sniper rifles set up. “Everyone else, we go in as one. Shoot first. Ghost, you need to keep an eye out for your dad. Don’t engage. Let one of us know. Between the Vipers and the Disciples, we’ll have this place surrounded. We need this taken down, but you need to remember there are scared women and possibly children in that container.” 
Gray shakes his phone before slipping it back into his cargo pocket. “Axel just confirmed they’ll be here.” Axel and his guys are going to take care of transporting them back home because at this point, we can’t trust the cops. 
“Good. Zane and Hart get into position.” They slip their masks down and quietly leave the van. The cameras on their hoodies show clear on the monitors, thanks to Holden. We watch as they melt into the shadows and climb onto the building, getting ready. 
“In position,” Hart whispers. 
“Turn your sniper cam on, Zane,” Holden instructs, punching buttons. It flickers to life, and we see the cargo ship heading right toward the port. 
“Right on schedule,” Ghost grits out. 
“You have to keep it together,” Caden says. “This is important shit. Don’t fuck it up because of your feelings.” Caden has barely looked at Ghost this entire time, confirming he still hasn’t forgiven Ghost for lying to him. 
“Heads up,” Gage says, leaning over Evie’s shoulder to see the camera. “We have company.” 
Two vans pull into the spots in front of the port. “That’s our cue.” 
Gage bounces on the balls of his feet, slipping his mask down. “This is so fucking exciting.” 
“Hell yeah,” Mateo agrees, bumping his fist. We each pull our masks down and wait until the ship glides in. 
Four guys step out of the SUV and I’m surprised that’s all they brought. But I’m also assuming there are more on that fucking ship. 
We watch as they unload the container, and as soon as it touches the ground and the chain drops, we move. 
We already said everything we needed to say before we left the house, so we slip from the van. “Please be careful!” Evie calls out right before we shut the van doors. 
Spreading out like we planned so we could cover everything, we start moving forward with Gray in point with Dex. Gray holds up a hand, and we halt behind him. Six more guys step off the ship and the odds are still in our favor. 
“Watch out when you pop that lid. There might be more hiding,” Ryder whispers into the comms. 
“On three,” Gray whispers to Zane and Hart. Gray starts counting backward from three. When he reaches one, the first body drops, and we’re moving. The rest of the crew looks around in shock, trying to find where the threat is coming from. 
We move in and start opening fire, doing our best to avoid the container. It’s thick enough that a bullet probably won’t penetrate, but we can’t take any chances. Bodies start dropping like flies before they can even get a few shots off. Two of them run behind the container, trying and failing to get out of this alive. 
“Can you see them?” I ask. 
“No clear shot,” Zane replies. “Flush them out to our side.” 
We creep closer, moving to the right of the container so they move left, right into Hart and Zane’s line of sight. When we get closer, you can hear the screaming coming from inside. 
“Son of a bitch,” Les grits out. “Let’s finish this.” 
I pop around the corner of the container, and I have a Glock pressed to my forehead. 
“Drop!” Hart yells. I drop down and I hear the sickening thud of Hart’s bullet piercing the back of his skull. 
“Nice fucking shot,” Caden laughs. 
“One left,” Zane announces. 
“Come out, you motherfucker!” Ghost shouts. 
A car fires up and Ghost takes off running. “Ghost!” Caden calls out after him. “Fuck!” 
Several shots fire off and we all round the corner to find Ghost with his automatic rifle pointed at the destroyed windshield of one of the vans. He slowly lowers it. “None left.” 
“You stupid asshole!” Caden bellows. “Do you have a death wish?!” 
“Fuck it out later,” Gage says. “We have shit to take care of.” 
“Come on down,” I tell Zane and Hart. 
Two minutes later, they’re jogging across the parking lot. “Is it done?” Evie asks quietly. 
I smile behind my mask. “The hard part is, la mia stella.”
“Good. I don’t like that part,” she replies. 
“Us either, mi reina.” 
“You guys are sickening. I love it,” Les laughs, walking toward the container. 
Screams are still erupting from it, and we all get into position just in case someone else wants to point a gun at us. Gray and Dex get to work unlocking the door. When it swings open, we aren’t met with guns. We are met with more than fifteen women and some very small children. 
“Holy shit,” Holden whispers through comms. Dex is equipped with the same camera, and they are getting the same look that we were. 
Les slides her gun to her back and pulls her mask up. We follow suit. “It’s okay,” she says softly. “We’re here to help.” 
They’ve all moved back to the far corner of the container and when Dex steps inside, panic ensues. “Wait!” I call out. “Back up.” 
We back out, leaving Les standing there. They seem to do better with her. “I need Evie down here. They aren’t going to like men,” Les whispers into the comms. 
I want to immediately say no, but Les is right. “Evie, let Holden fit you with a vest and come down to us, please,” I say reluctantly. 
“Okay,” she says softly. 
When she comes walking through the parking lot with Holden, I want to usher her back to the van, and I know the rest of the guys want to do the same. I take a deep breath and look around. She is completely surrounded and protected with more firepower than we need. Evie will be the kind face these people needed. 
“Oh my god,” Evie whispers. “What do I do?” 
“Just talk to them. They’re scared, but we need to get out of here,” I instruct. 
Evie nods, pulls her shoulders back, and walks inside with Les. “Hi,” she says softly. “My name is Evie, and we’re here to help.” She continues to talk softly to them as she walks further into the container with Les, and we stand back, ready for anything. 
One way or the other, we are getting these women and kids to safety.
[image: image-placeholder]An hour and a half later, Evie convinced them that they needed to come out of the container. She never got irritated or impatient, just quietly explained over and over that we were the good guys. Alexey and Dmitri showed up when we called because a couple of the women were Russian and that’s all they understood. In total we had sixteen women, and four kids in our custody hidden away at Marcella’s. 
Les and Evie took them one by one to help them get clean and into fresh clothes. Axel showed up ready whenever we were to take them home. The only problem we had was a girl around three whose mom apparently died, and they dumped her overboard, according to one of the women. 
She was buried in Marcella’s lap while she sang to her in Italian. The little girl only let go of Evie if Marcella took her. As soon as the girl saw Evie, she ran into her arms, sunk her poor dirty hands into Evie’s hair, and that’s where she stayed. 
“Damn good mission,” Axel says, stepping up beside me. “Did Augustus ever show his face?” 
I shake my head. “Not that I know of.” 
“I told Ghost I would put eyes on him,” Axel informs me, crossing his arms over his chest. Now that I know he’s Gray’s brother, there’s no unseeing it. “He told me to fuck off that he has it handled.” 
“Do it anyway,” I say and look at him. “Ghost’s not thinking right.” 
“I get it. Your own father being a sick motherfucker sucks.” Axel told us about his dad, and he almost has Frankie Perez beat in the sick motherfucker department. 
Evie walks into the living room, and the little girl scrambles out of Marcella’s lap with a cry. Evie scoops her up and hugs her to her chest. 
“Hm,” Axel hums. 
“What?” 
He chuckles and shakes his head. “Nothing. She’s good with her.” 
“Evie’s good with anything she does.” 
“I’m glad my brother found someone like her,” Axel says and then rubs his hand across his chin. “We need to get them loaded. What are we doing with that one?” he asks, pointing to the little girl currently in Evie’s arms. It’s doing weird things to my chest, seeing her with a kid in her arms. I make an executive decision. “I’ll talk to Evie.” Evie explained to us that when she was fifteen, she was told she could never have kids. Something that she obviously wanted. If I could give that to her in another way, I damn well will. “Whatever she says goes.” 
Axel whips his head to me. “You know she’s keeping that kid, right?” 
I shrug. “She can have whatever she wants. Come here, la mia stella.” 
Evie walks over and stands beside me. The little girl peeks her eyes out from behind Evie’s hair, and I smile. She has big brown eyes, just like my woman. 
“Do we have a name?” 
Evie shakes her head. “She won’t talk. I tried while I was giving her a bath.”
“We’ll figure it out.” 
Evie’s eyes widen. “What do you mean? Isn’t Axel taking them?” 
“Do you want her to go?” I ask. It’s not something that any of us have talked about, but I’ve seen the way the other guys look at her holding this child. 
“No,” Evie whispers, holding her closer. “But we can’t just take her.” 
“I’ll have Holden search to see if she has any other family. Until then, she can stay with us.” I can tell by the look in Evie’s eyes this is what she wanted. “Let’s take her home, get her some food, and sleep. We’ll figure it out tomorrow.” 
Because I planned on having many more tomorrows with my family. 
Even if we just added one. 




Epilogue

3 months later


“Maria!” I yell, looking around the corner for a sneaky three-year-old.     
“Looking for something, buttercup,” Mateo says, walking around the corner with Maria hanging upside down in his arms, and she’s giggling like crazy. 
I laugh. “Yes, but it looks like you found her.” 
“Found who?” Mateo spins around, looking behind him, her swinging with him. She starts laughing like crazy. “I don’t see anything,” he says, spinning back to look at me. 
“Mama!” she squeals, and my heart melts. 
We found out her name and that she didn’t have any family. After a long discussion with the guys, we decided to adopt her. It’s going to be a long process, but I knew in my soul that she was ours. It took her some time to adjust to the guys, but once she did, she fell in love with them just like I did. She will be one of the most protected and loved little girls in the entire world.  
Each of my guys has stepped up to their dad roles flawlessly. She’s showered with love every day, and she’s blossomed because of it. Just like I did. 
She was severely underweight when she came home with us, but thanks to Micah’s cooking, she is filling out nicely and actually looks like a three-year-old. 
“What are you doing?” I ask, popping my hands on my hips. “You’re supposed to be getting ready.” 
She grins and shakes her head. “Play with dada Tay.” 
Mateo flips her the right way and tucks her onto his hip. “How about dada Tay helps you get dressed so Mama can finish getting ready?” He leans in and kisses me. “Because Mama has a wedding to get ready for.” 
She wrinkles her nose at the kiss, making me bust out laughing. “Go get ready and you can go see Uncle Gage.” 
“Yay!” she squeals, clapping her little hands. She wiggles out of Mateo’s arms and takes off toward the stairs. 
“Not so fast,” Hart says, scooping her up. “Hey, princess,” Hart says, kissing me. 
“Daddy!” Maria says, pushing against Hart’s chest. “Unkie Gage!” 
Hart chuckles. “We’ll go see Uncle Gage. But you can’t go in jammies.”
She sticks her lip out in a pout, and Hart rolls his eyes. “If I didn’t know any better, I would swear….” He trails off with a grin when I glare. 
“I don’t pout.” 
“Uh huh,” Hart laughs. “Come on, pumpkin.” He flips her over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and she laughs the whole way down the stairs. 
“I love that smile on you, buttercup,” Mateo says, sliding his arms around my waist. 
It was hard won after we brought Maria home. She was so confused, and she hardly slept. But we all banded together and showed her what family really was, and we are getting there. We aren’t perfect parents by any means, but for that little girl, we would be anything. 
Growing up, I didn’t think I would ever have kids, and I was okay with that. Until the thought of giving Maria away. 
“We got her. You go with the girls.” Mateo kisses me again and follows Hart down the stairs. 
Butterflies attack my stomach, but out of excitement. Tomorrow I am marrying the men of my dreams, and I can’t wait. I rush to my room and finish getting dressed. It’s what I was doing when Maria slipped from the room. We just got moved into the new house, which wasn’t the easiest to design with a kid and going to school, but I was doing it. Little things still needed to be done here and there, but it was home. 
I grab my purse from the dresser and make my way downstairs where the guys have Maria at the dining room table, stuffing pancakes into her face. I look around at all of them and can’t believe this is the rest of my life. 
“Good call on not changing her first,” I laugh. 
“Pancakes!” Maria exclaims, but it comes out muffled by them in her mouth. She finishes eating and starts squirming in her booster chair. “Papa! Unkie Gage!” she demands, reaching out to Micah to unhook her. She loves them all, but Gage is definitely her favorite. 
“Alright,” Micah grumbles, wiping her hands and face. “Let’s go, la mia vita.” Micah picks her up from the chair, lays a kiss on my lips, and takes her to her room to get dressed. 
“Mi reina,” Van says, circling his arms around my waist, mine go around his neck. 
“Yes, dada Van,” I joke. 
His smile almost splits his face. “I’ll never get tired of hearing that.” He kisses me until I’m practically climbing up him. “Save that for the honeymoon,” he whispers against my lips. “Go on.” He pulls away and pats my ass to get me moving. 
I have one last dress fitting, and then nails. 
To get ready for my wedding.
[image: image-placeholder]“Okay. So, poppy Gray has to be the cutest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” Bridget declares, putting the finishing touches on my makeup.
We decided to have the wedding at our new house. I had the patio around the pool designed just like Micah’s old house but with more room. It was the perfect spot for a wedding. 
“I didn’t think I’d ever see Micah with a kid,” Les laughs. “I love that little girl, though.” 
“She’s perfect,” I agree. 
“Alright,” Bridget says, spinning my chair to face my vanity mirror. “What do you think?” 
My eyes immediately fill with tears. “It’s amazing.” 
She fans my face. “Stop that, Les junior. I didn’t think I’d ever get her to stop crying on her wedding day.” 
“I’m getting married,” I whisper with a smile. 
“Stop!” Bridget laughs, fanning her own face. “We need to get you into your dress.” 
I stand up and slide my robe off. Les and Bridget help me into my dress. When I turn to face the mirror, I barely recognize myself. 
My hair is up in an elegant bun, with tendrils curled around my face. My makeup is a light smokey eye, highlighter for my cheeks, and a soft pink lip. The necklace the guys had specially made for me sits nestled against my cleavage, exactly where it always is. 
The dress is white satin held up by one strap that is covered in sapphire accents to match my ring. It is tight under my breasts to my waist and then flows out into a full, beautiful skirt. 
“Evie,” Les whispers. “You look incredible.” 
“I feel incredible,” I admit. 
Les is in a dark blue one-shouldered dress that hugs her body, and Bridget, as my maid of honor, is in the same color except hers sits off her shoulders. 
“Let’s go get you married,” Les announces, helping me step into my shoes. Someone knocks on the door and Les pulls it open. 
“Can I speak with Evie?” Carlos? She gestures him in and he tugs on his tux uncomfortably. “I’d love to stand in and walk you down the aisle.”
“You would?” I ask quietly, tears already threatening to fall. Bridget and Les start fanning without a word. 
“Of course. You’re marrying my son,” Carlos smiles. “It would be my honor to stand in for your dad.” 
“Thank you,” I cry, hugging his neck. 
“Anytime,” Carlos whispers. I was so afraid Carlos wouldn’t show given who is going to be here, but I know it will make Hartley happy that he came. 
He leads me down the stairs and we stop at the bottom so Les could slide open the doors to the patio to signal that the ceremony could start. Les turns around, hands me my bouquet, and it’s full of buttercups. Marcella hustles Maria in front of Les in her big, white frilly dress for her duties as a flower girl. Marcella smiles at me and motions for whoever’s controlling the music. It starts filtering through and my heart starts beating double time. 
Maria takes her cue perfectly, soon followed by Les and Bridget. When I get to the door, Lover by Taylor Swift starts playing and I get my first look at my guys in their classic tuxes. They catch sight of me and it’s like the whole room disappears. 
I didn’t think about my dress being too low cut or too tight in the waist. All I thought about was getting to the end of the aisle and starting the rest of my life. 
My life could have turned out much differently if I didn’t find the courage to escape. Without that, I wouldn’t have been able to find these guys and this family. Everyone showed up for the wedding. Stella, Tessa, and Torri. Marcella and her boys. Caden, Ghost, Alexey, Dmitri, and even Banger. The biggest surprise was Axel with one of his team members, Cole. 
I start walking toward them with my arm tucked into Carlos’ and I watch Micah take a shuddering breath, his eyes never leaving mine. None of them did. Hartley smiles softly when he sees his dad walking me down the aisle. Caden is standing proudly at the front, officiating the wedding. He begged Micah to let him do it and in the end, none of us could say no. 
“You look just like a queen, buttercup,” Mateo says gruffly, taking my hand. 
With my guys surrounding me, we say our vows and exchange rings. 
As soon as my wedding band slid onto my finger, my life with them officially started. 
And we are going to have forever.

The End






Afterword



Book four.  
Damn, it’s been a long journey since book number one. As always, I couldn’t do this without you guys. Each story that I’ve written so far has held a special place in my heart. I loved Les, but Evie spoke to me on a personal level. Watching her grow into her own skin was truly a beautiful thing to me, and I hoped it touched you guys in some way.
Stalk me!
TikTok
Instagram
Facebook readers group 
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