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Dedication

The first English story I wrote was about Zack & Blue. Lynn is Zack’s sister, and Blue’s best friend. Where I gave Blue some of my own stuff (like the tips of her hair blue, popping her gum and such) I based Lynn on my best friend, Christi Durbin.

Lynn pops into every Broken Deeds story, along with spinoff series the way Christi has touched every story I’ve written over the past ten years.

Lynn is my favorite character, and I can’t imagine a world without her. Same goes for my bestie. 

And to you, as my reader, thanks for the support throughout the years. Here’s to more stories, best friends, and unforgettable moments.
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DEEDS BROKEN DEEDS MC


[image: ]




Deeds has just spent the last few weeks jonesing after a woman he only knows as Hotlips. Apparently pissing off a female can be rather entertaining from the safety of a text and their witty banter has left the President of Broken Deeds MC wishing for more.

The annoying, yet funny, communication comes to an end when they meet face to face. Lynn is the sister of Zack, current president of Areion Fury MC. Brought up the daughter of an MC President, Lynn is hell bent on not being a biker’s bitch.

When an enemy of Broken Deeds MC comes to play, Deeds is willing to give his last breath protecting what he claims is his. Deeds, a former MMA fighter, will need to revive his old fighter skills to protect his woman. Will it be enough to bring their enemy down or will he not only lose his only love but also his life?
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​​​​CHAPTER ONE
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– LYNN –

A cold blast of air conditioning greets me as I stroll out of the locker room. For a weekend, it isn’t too busy, and the sound of metal clanking against metal mixes with the occasional grunt. I make my way to the stairs to wait for my best friend to come downstairs so we can workout together. 

To kill time, I scroll through my phone and click on the last text message I received. Smiling when I re-read it. The dick that sent it is so freaking funny. Annoying, but funny. I have no clue who he is, that’s why I call him dick. He, on the other hand, calls me Hotlips. 

“Hey! Texting Mr. TakeAMessage again, are we?”

I turn and see Blue coming down the stairs. Her apartment is attached to the gym that  she co-owns with Areion Fury MC, the motorcycle club my brother, Zack, is the president of.

Smiling at her, I give her the truth. “Nah, haven’t heard from him in over an hour.”

“Wow, over an hour! Well, there might be something wrong with his phone then, right? Or he’s dying in a corner or something.”

Giving her a shove to the shoulder, we both burst out in a fit of laughter while we start toward the treadmills. My head turns away from Blue and my eyes meet the most perfect man I’ve seen in my whole life. Coming to an abrupt halt, I put my arm up to stop Blue. I’m sure when she looks at me she sees drool coming from my mouth.

I just can’t help myself. Just a few weeks ago, Blue was at the gym late at night. There was a hot guy training there. Or so she said, so I made her send me a picture to prove it. One look at that picture and I baptized him my dream man. That same hot guy is here, right now! Working out again with a training mask on. Looks like he’s boxing except there are dumbbells in his hands, and he’s just punching into the air in front of him. It doesn’t matter that I can’t see part of his face, because it’s hidden behind that mask. For me, that just adds to the hotness of the complete image.

I can’t help myself when I say. “Mmmmmm my dream man! He’s here, not just a picture this time! Re-fucking-ality. Now him. His cum, I’d swallow.”

Blue gives a snort and asks. “Yeah? No burping or gagging?”

“Oh, fuck no! Look at his skin, slick with sweat and muscle. Oh God! That ink. Even his legs are covered and disappear right into his shoes, I bet even his feet are covered. That mask...”

He turns as he stops his workout and steps closer to us. He sets the dumbbells back on the rack and takes off his mask. I whisper to Blue. “He’s hot as hell, with and without the mask.”

He gives Blue a slight nod. That’s when our eyes meet and lock. Just one look in his eyes and heat flows through my body, making it flame up inside.

“Hello, lovely ladies. You enjoyed watching me.” It was more of a statement than a question.

My brother comes up from behind and grabs Blue in a tight hug. He sticks one hand out in front of him, towards the hot guy. They grab each other’s hands and pump once before letting go.

“Deeds, good to see you, my man. You’ve already met Blue. This here is my sister Lynn. Lynn, meet the president of Broken Deeds MC.”

He keeps looking into my eyes while he takes a step closer to me. Slowly, his eyes slide down my body and back up again, landing on my lips. That’s when I see recognition flash in his eyes. Fuck, no. A memory flashes through my mind of a picture I sent that dick that’s been texting me. A close-up of my middle finger in my mouth. Yeah, I sent him that picture to flip him off after he asked me to send a picture showing my tits.

“Hotlips.” He smiles brightly while his eyes now fill with hunger and satisfaction. Like a freaking dog who just found his favorite bone.

The heat flowing through my body now turns to ice. This can’t be happening. He can’t be the dick who’s been texting me all this time. My stomach twists into a knot.

“Fuck! I need to throw up,” I mutter as Blue’s head turns to me and I can see her thinking things through.

“So two minutes ago you felt the need to swallow his cum without burping or gagging, but now you know who your dream man is you need to puke? You’re funny...and he should put the mask back on.”

“Blue!” That freaking bitch has a nasty habit of thinking out loud.

“Oh fuck, I said that out loud again, didn’t I?”

“You need to learn the difference. That shit ain’t funny!” 

I’m furious while Deeds, the fucker chuckles. “I disagree with you there, Hotlips. And you need to put your mouth where your words are.”

Zack’s booming voice fills the gym. “Back the fuck off Deeds. That’s my sister you’re talking to and about. Off-limits. Not. Gonna. Happen. Pal.”

Deeds’ body language gets defensive as he throws back his shoulders and draws up to his full height. Making a visible stand against my brothers threat. “That’s where you’re wrong Zack. She was mine the moment she answered my call for a sit-down with you. That was your request; you’re the one who hooked us up in the first place. So.... thanks, I guess.”

I can’t take this shit. This is so not happening. Turning on my heels, I practically run toward the women’s locker room. I cannot believe the guy who’s been texting me for the past several weeks is the president of a fucking MC. Christ, I'm so stupid. How could I not have known? 

Sure, I knew he was a biker. An arrogant, filthy-mouthed dick, calling for a sit-down with my brother, the president of Areion Fury MC. Fuck! The president of Broken Deeds MC, himself! Why the fuck would he text me all day, every day, for weeks? What the hell was my friend Blue thinking when she gave a random guy my cell number? I shouldn’t have let her answer the phone after I hung up on the rude asshole. Calling me a cunt. Mother fucker. I gave him hell after the first few words he said to me over the phone. 

Oh, how I hate that word. Cunt. I don’t care who says it, just don’t ever call me one. Fuck! Me and my big mouth. Okay, so I might have enjoyed his messages. Just a fun distraction, that’s all it was, right? Me calling him Dick, him calling me Hotlips. On. My. Phone. Fucking hell! Why did I have to run into him? 

And to discover who he was when my brother introduced us? Shit. For him to know who I am? That... that... dick! A Prez. No wonder I’ve been calling him dick, he really is one. I mean, doesn't he have ho's all over his dick? I mean clubhouse. Ho’s that keep him and his dick occupied? I am so, so fucked. God, how could I be so, so...

"Stupid!"

With a grunt, I shove open the door to the locker room. Two girls gasp when I burst my way inside. I mumble an apology and they both tie their shoes and walk out. Taking a deep breath, I’m thankful that the locker room is now completely empty. Enough with the humiliation. I need to change and get the fuck out of here. 

Heading over to my locker, I grab my bag. Kicking off my sneakers, I strip off my workout pants so I’m down to my lime green thong and black sports bra. I toss the pants back into my bag and as I reach for my shorts and tank top, I hear the door slam shut and the snick of a lock. Shit, that can’t be good. 

Turning around to face the door, I see Deeds standing right there. I have no control of how my body reacts to him. Though I keep my breath steady, my heart is pounding in my chest. There’s no way around him, no escape. He’s slowly walking toward me while his eyes scan my body, from my face to my bare feet. They linger way too long on my thong before moving up to my tits. I drop the bag and cross my arms in front of my chest. Pushing up my tits, I act like I'm fully dressed. I refuse to be intimidated by him. 

It's fucking over. I could have been texting with anyone for that matter. Just like those social media scams. You think it’s a hot guy, but in reality it’s just a tiny old wrinkled man wanting naked pictures. 

Except in my case it is a freaking hottie. Ink all over, cut muscles, gorgeous face, solid chest. I mean this guy is built but moves with so much fluidity. And he’s freaking flexible. Yeah, I noticed all of that when my eyes locked on his body for that shortest of moments watching him train. So hot! That is, until my brother introduced us and we both realized who the fuck we were. 

It was just words from one phone to another, right? There was nothing between us to begin with. I sure as fuck ain’t getting involved with anyone from another chapter of Areion Fury, let alone someone from another MC. I’m sure as fuck not hopping into bed with the president. My father was a president and a huge dick. Pure alpha caveman, just like his son is now. I grew up in a house full of bad boy alphas and they’re annoying as fucking hell. Besides, my brother would rather lock me in a barn way out in the country than let me date this guy. Oh, who am I kidding? These guys don't date. They grab your hair and fuck you till you’re screaming and...

"What are you thinking? I like the sounds coming from those sexy-as-fuck lips."

Fuck, how embarrassing. Was I moaning at the thought of him grabbing my... Stop! I need to stop and focus. "What the fuck are you doing here? Deeds, was it?"

"Yeah, babe, Deeds." He steps closer and his chest bumps against my arms.

Pushing my shoulders back, I straighten my spine, lifting my chin as my gaze locks with his.

"Don't fucking call me babe. You dicks always call pussy those bullshit names. Babe, Sweetheart, Darlin’, Sugar. You know what? Don't call me, period. Not. At. All. No need to text, call, email... Hell, don't even send smoke signals. Nothing. Just fucking leave and get back to the ho's you guys like to stick it in and be all happy and shit."

I sidestep him and grab my bag off the floor. But before I can even take one step, my back is up against the lockers. My bag hits the ground and my hands are pinned on each side of my head by his hands.

His face is already close to mine and he inches even closer. "Such a mouth on you. Do you know that was the first thing that turned me on? The moment I heard your voice utter those filthy words. So rattle on, Hotlips, stroke my ears as if you’re stroking my cock."

He grinds his hips into me and I feel his hard length. Holy shit, he's huge! He licks my lower lip and with the tip of his tongue, flips the metal stud from my snake bite piercing. I have one on each side of my bottom lip, near the corners of my mouth. 

Starting on the right, his tongue traces my upper lip to the other side as he now gives my other piercing the same attention. Sucking in a breath, my mouth opens slightly, and I’m surprised by the jolt of desire that runs through me. This is a very bad fucking idea, but I can’t help being extremely turned on by him right now.

He takes advantage and licks into my mouth, tracing my teeth with his tongue. Giving in to temptation, I let my tongue meet his. He moans loud and long when he discovers my tongue piercing as he pushes his body into mine. He slides my arms above my head and switches his grip, placing both of my wrists in one of his huge hands. He strokes his free hand down my neck, over my collarbone, brushing my nipple, past my belly and over my hip to grasp my ass. 

His grip tightens as he pulls me forward and grinds his hips at the same time. The friction sends a jolt through my clit and I gasp in his mouth. A rumble of satisfaction vibrates from deep within his chest. He leaves me no time to react as his hand slides from my ass to the edge of my thong, tracing it down to the lips of my pussy. 

His fingers slide up and down as I feel myself getting wet. His actions shoot jolts of pleasure through my body. I'm sure my thong is drenched by the time he pushes two fingers inside me.

"So wet and ready. All this for me?" 

I can't seem to think of any words. I don't even think I can find my voice right now. Fuck, what's he doing with me? My body seems to react automatically. I want him. Can't think of anything else. Well, except for the fact that this is a very bad fucking idea. Oh, what the hell! Just once and then he's done. It's a fucking fantasy that's been built from all those fucking texts back and forth. We just have to fuck it out of our system and be done with it. Somehow he's managed to free his cock and enters me with one hard push. Fuck. Me. That feels so fucking good.  I’m so damn full I’m stretched like a rubber band ready to pop. 

"Fucking tight, Hotlips."

His hips stay still as his mouth moves to my ear. He bites down on my earlobe and releases a deep breath.

"I knew you'd feel this good. Just fucking knew it. The kind of cunt that's a special edition. No, make that a fucking limited edition, created just for my cock.”

I squeeze my inner muscles at the sound of his words. He bites my neck in response and pulls out half way and slams back in. Each time he thrusts he grinds himself deeper. I need to grab him, touch him, get my nails into his skin. Pulling at my trapped hands, I let out a frustrated sound. 

"Not the one in charge here. I am. "

He keeps pounding as fire starts to grow inside me. I'm about to come when he bends slightly with his knees and pushes harder upward. Hitting me at just the right angle, my head slams back into the lockers and I scream his name. I’m lost.

"Deeds! Fuck. Move that ass. Oh! YES!"

He pumps a few more times before biting down hard on my neck and sucking my skin into his mouth. His hand on my ass holds me still as his body freezes and it feels like he's showering my insides with his cum. 

He moves his hips slowly as if he's pumping the last of his seed. Making sure every last drop is gone. At last, he releases my neck and his tongue laps a few more times at the sensitive spot. By the feel of it, I'm pretty sure he left the imprint of his teeth on my fucking neck.

"So fucking good, Hotlips, so fucking good. Remember now. This..."

He pushes his hips forward, and his cock that's going from soft to half erect twitches inside my pussy.

"...is my cunt. You're not even allowed to look at another cock. You hear me, Hotlips?"

Who the fuck died and made him king of my pussycastle?

"Seeing as this cunt is attached to me, it would be my own fucking choice if I let a cock, any cock in there. And seriously, stop calling it a cunt! It’s fucking degrading."

He chuckles as he pumps his hips a few more times.

"Wish I had more time; then we'd go for round two. Your mouth sets my dick on fire. You'd best to remember that."

"Just pull out, dick. Leave so I can go to work. You're not the only one who needs to be somewhere."

He chuckles as he pulls out, steps away from me, and releases my wrists. I feel his cum sliding down the inside of my leg as realization hits home. Again the blood in my veins chills to ice, making my heart stop for a few seconds.

"You fucked me bare? What the hell, fuckhead? Now I need to get tested and take a morning after pill.” Holding my breath as I rub a hand down my face. I shake my head at the thought of getting pregnant or catching an STD. “Fuck! I'm so fucked right now."

The asshole has the nerve to act offended.  "Shut those hot lips for a few seconds, would you? First, I'm clean. I always have my dick wrapped in rubber."

"Yeah, I feel ya, brother. Thanks so much for wrapping it in a rubber. Oh, no, wait. You didn’t fucking use one. So excuse me while I don't trust your ass. Or dick for that matter."

"Hotlips."

That fucking nickname. That fucking phone call! Demanding to speak to the president instead of some stupid cunt. I cursed him to hell and back the moment he called me that and voila, Hotlips was born. The way he says that nickname now, though? All low and husky? It begs my traitorous mouth to reply. "What?"

"What did I tell you about your mouth?"

My eyes go to his cock as it stands up proud, jumping to get back inside me. I huff as I cross my arms in front of my chest again. "He's not getting back in, so you might as well lock him the fuck back up."

He chuckles again as he stuffs his dick back into his pants. Stepping closer, he grabs my chin with one hand while he looks into my eyes. "Leave my cum where it is, you get me?"

"Fuck off, dickhead."

He smiles before he kisses me hard and fast. Making my pussy flame up while I try very hard to ignore the feeling and instead try to push him away. He pulls back but grabs a hold of my bottom lip with his teeth and gives it a slight pull. Backing up, he releases me completely.

"Get dressed, Hotlips."

He turns and leaves the locker room. Standing there, unable to move, the only sound I hear is the pounding of my heartbeat in my ears and my breath that seems to pick up. What the hell just happened and what the hell am I doing? Oh yeah right, I was fucked. Am fucked. Oh shit this is just, fuck! Damn, I need to stop using my favorite word. Stopping myself from freaking out, I stalk to the bathroom and clean up. 

Getting dressed quickly, I step into my jeans shorts. I made them myself, so they might be a bit too short and show a little ass cheek, but I like them. I pull my tank over my sports bra and adjust my tits, then grab my Harley boots and slide them on. I pick my bag up from the floor and walk out, glad to see Deeds isn't waiting for me outside the locker room. 

I push open the door to leave the gym but come to an abrupt stop when I see Deeds leaning against his bike. On his left and right are two other motorcycles, with bikers sitting on them. One is a very freaky tiny dude with lots of ink. And when I say lots of ink, I mean even his face is covered in that shit. The other guy could be a cover model for a fitness magazine. He looks a lot like Deeds, except this one has a 5 o'clock shadow. He has blue eyes and...

"Get your fucking eyes off my brother."

Shit! No wonder I was drawn to the hot guy. He really does look just like Deeds, well, not completely. This guy doesn't seem to have any ink, while Deeds is covered in it. Deeds has dark, long spiky hair while his brother’s hair is just a few inches long and seems a bit lighter. Deeds has more muscle too. I bet...

"Hotlips!"

"What?"

"Stop eye-fucking Broke."

"Well, get him out of my sight then! Not my fucking fault he's standing there asking to be eye-fucked when he looks like that!"

"Hotlips."

Fuck, the hairs on my arms stand up at the way he says that stupid nickname. It’s threatening, yet very seductive. Taking a deep breath I close my eyes.

"Fine."

I turn to walk to the shop.

"Where are you going?"

"Work."

"I’ll take you there, hop on."

"I ain't getting on the back of no man's bike, dickhead. Besides, it's not that far."

As I walk away from his bike, the other two chuckle. He tells them to wait right there as he walks up to me and slides his hand in the back pocket of my jeans shorts and falls in step beside me. After a few seconds, I come to a stop.

"Why are ya stopping?" He asks as he steps in front of me.

"I'm here." I nod toward the shop that is right next to the gym. 

He takes it all in and shakes his head. "What do you do for a living?" 

"I pierce and sometimes ink."

The left corner of his mouth comes up in a smile while his eyes give away a hint of shock. "Well, fuck me, ain't you just full of surprises."

"Yeah, well, here’s another surprise for ya. We're not doing it again. The fucking or the texting. Or the meeting or walking me to work. None of it. Done. Not happening.”  

A lazy smile forms on his face as he leans in. One hand circles my waist as the other grabs my neck. He crushes his lips down on mine and pushes his tongue inside. He finds my piercing and plays with it. With the hand around my waist, he pulls me into his body and I can’t help feeling a little annoyed by the fact my body responds to him. The fucking heat is back, flashing through my veins and fueling desire that’s shooting straight to my clit. 

"Feel that? We’re doing all of that again."

"I don't feel anything, dickhead."

His hand slides down my ass as he grips it hard and pushes his hips forward. He is hard as fuck and his cock tries to leave an imprint on my body. I refuse to give him the satisfaction of knowing he’s getting to me. My body might betray me, so for that very reason I’m telling him the opposite of what I feel.

"Nope, still nothing. Maybe I need to pierce that sucker so it adds something."

Fisting his hand deep into my hair, he pulls my head back to look into my eyes. "I'm perfectly fine with the holes in my body I was born with. No fucking way in hell am I adding more."

I smile at his tone of voice. Deep and throaty, almost a growl. And I just love the way I get to him that fast. Might as well add more fuel to the fire. "Well, isn’t that just disappointing?"

"Didn't hear you complaining a moment ago." 

Before I can give another reply, his mouth is on me again. He kisses me deep and hard for just a few seconds. Then his lips leave mine and go to my ear.

"I'll be back for round two soon." The hand on my ass slides to the edge of my very short shorts and slips beneath. Yet again, his fingers push my thong to the side, stroking the lips of my pussy. “Keep it wet and ready for me.”

Leaving with a soft brush of his lips on mine, he steps away and saunters to his bike, leaving my body to vibrate with desire at the promise for round two. I am truly fucked. I know it’s better if this stops right here, but with what just happened? My body craves more. Never have I felt so much desire and pleasure in all my freaking life. He made me feel wanted, needed, like I was solely alive to be with him. Right, like that’s the biker way. 

Shaking my head, I turn and open the shop. Stepping inside while leaving the door open, I check my watch. Just ten more minutes before the shop opens. Lee and Blue will be here soon. 

Lee, as in Brandlee. My partner in crime. We own this shop. We can both pierce and ink. He’s a good friend of mine and is very good at what he does. I look at the agenda on the counter. Lee’s only got three hours scheduled this morning. Blue, on the other hand, has a full day. 

Since she returned from Japan, I talked her into working with us in the shop. She’s one hell of an artist and everybody loves her work. I, on the other hand, have never liked giving anybody ink. I’m good at it, don’t get me wrong, but I’d rather just do the piercings. Oh, who am I kidding? I don’t like ink at all. Funny, right? Owning a tattoo shop and not liking ink should be blasphemy! 

I don’t know why I don’t like it, but I just don’t. Well that was until a few weeks ago, when Blue sent me a picture of my dream man. Inked muscles slick with sweat, oh shit. Then seeing him again, just now in the gym. Punching the air in front of him while he’s holding dumbbells in his hands. And wearing a training mask. It covers his nose and mouth so all you can see are his eyes. I know it’s used for strengthening the lungs but for me, it strengthens the need to fuck him. 

Fuck! I still can’t believe that was the guy who was texting me all this time. Holy shit, I need to focus. I don’t like ink. I need to remember this. No ink, no Deeds. I should blame Blue, for throwing Deeds at me, but I don’t. She’s been my best friend my whole life. We used to live right next door to each other. I’m so happy she’s back and reunited with my brother. Those two are literally made for each other. I also like the fact she’s taken over my load of ink appointments. But mostly, I just like having my best friend back in the same town. 

I walk into my workspace and toss my gym bag in the corner. Hearing footsteps behind me, I turn. Before I know what's happening, a large fist slams into my face. I'm unable to recover as I take another hit to my left eye. Pain blurs my vision and I crumple to the ground. Pushing myself up, I try to crawl away, but somebody grabs my shoulder and spins me around.

He’s a skinny, ugly fucker with greasy hair, bad teeth and crazy eyes. "So you're Deeds’ ol'lady, huh? Fucker tries to keep you away from prying eyes. Good to meet you, cunt. Now you're going to give him a little message for me."

"Up yours, you piece of shit! Get the fuck out of my shop!"

I shrug off his hand and scramble back in a crab walk. I need to get to my gym bag. My 9mm Luger is in there. I've almost reached my bag when the guy pulls out a hunting knife. My eyes widen; I'm frozen to the spot. My heart stops for a moment while I don’t even dare to take my next breath. It takes a few seconds for my mind to unfreeze. 

He's going to fucking kill me. Right here, right now. 

Isn’t your life supposed to flash before your very eyes at a time like this? Fuck my life. Can I just relive what happened in the locker room before this shit?  Focus, Lynn! Get your shit together. I dig into my bag. I need my fucking gun. The guy looms over me and presses the knife to my throat. Fear flashes through every nerve in my body.

"You tell that fucker, game on. If he thinks he can keep digging into our business, then Lepack will fight back. Got that cunt? Game. Fucking. On."

The knife presses deeper into my flesh and I feel my blood trickle down my neck. I barely register the sting of pain as he pulls the blade fast toward him. Using my bare thigh, he wipes the blood off the knife leaving a few small cuts here and there. My hand goes deeper into the gym bag, searching, groping. Where the fuck is my gun? The guy stands up and kicks my ankle. Pain shoots through it and I pull my legs toward my chest.

"Remember the message, cunt."

He turns and stalks out. At last, I find my gun! Adrenaline burns away my fears, replaced by red-hot anger. I flip off the safety and call out to the fucker.

"Hey, asshole!"

He spins around, standing in the doorway, looking all big and bad. But the smirk drops from his face when I growl.

"Stop. Calling. Me. Cunt!"

I raise the gun and aim for his heart. His eyes go wide and he whirls around as I squeeze the trigger. The round tears into his shoulder, knocking him off balance as he runs off. I curse, angry at myself for missing a perfect shot because of my fucking mouth. Scrambling to my feet, I take a step and fall right down. Fuck! My ankle hurts like a bitch. It takes some effort, but I finally manage to get up. I hop on one leg, trying to get to the fucker to shoot him right between his fucking eyes, but when I get to the door, he's gone. I see Lee coming down the street. 

Thank fuck he's early ‘cause I don’t feel so good right now. The guy is always the last one in and let's his clients wait ten minutes while he gets his coffee from the diner across the street. When he sees me, his eyes go wide as he starts to run in my direction. Probably because of the gun. Flipping the safety on, I tuck it away in the waistband of my shorts. I glance down, noticing for the first time that my tank and shorts are drenched in blood. 

Shit, I should have eaten something this morning. I hear my name being called in the distance but fuck, I'm tired. I think I'm gonna take a nap now. Yeah, sounds good to me. Ah, Lee's here. I mumble to him as he wraps his strong arms around me.

"I'll be taking my break now."

– DEEDS –

As I guide my bike onto the compound, my mind returns to Lynn. Finally, after all that time texting, I fucking meet her face to face. And what a face! Stunning doesn't do her justice. She is one fine piece of ass. The moment I saw her I knew my dick was meant to be inside that cunt. Fucking mind-blowing. I still can’t believe that hot chick is my Hotlips. 

The one I’ve been having annoying, yet extremely funny, contact with ever since I called back on Areion Fury’s request for a sit-down with my club. No doubt about it, she's mine. Never before have I felt the need to claim a woman. Now? Yeah, I need to claim her, that cunt is mine.

I walk inside with my little brother and my VP as a prospect approaches me. 

"Prez, this just came with the mail."

He hands me an envelope. Taking it from him, I open it and peer inside. It’s empty. Flipping the envelope in my hand, I look it over. No writing, no address. No nothing.

"Is this a fucking joke?" The prospect looks at me like he hasn't the faintest idea what I'm talking about. "There's nothing in there. What the fuck is it about, boy? Who dropped it off?"

"It was in the mailbox, Prez. I swear I dunno."

"I'll pull up the surveillance," my little brother mumbles beside me.

I nod to let him know I appreciate his move to get ahead of things. Hearing the phone ring behind the bar, the prospects jogs to answer it. He calls my name and says it's for me. I walk behind the bar and grab the horn. "Yeah?"

A ragged voice hits my ear. "Did you get my little message? I’m not talking about the envelope, that’s just so you know you got nothing. I’m talking about your little cunt. Did she make it clear to you? We ain't shitting around, fucker. We Lepack’s fight back if you keep interfering with our business. Oh, and think before you retaliate. Next time I won't be such a gentleman. I will take that piece of ass and her tight cunt. Then I'll slice her neck. Again. But this time a little deeper. Or maybe I’ll just keep her and put her to use."

I see Broke walking back to us as anger boils inside me. Who the fuck does this guy think he’s talking to? Before I can get one word in that guys vent, he hangs up on me. Doesn't matter, I know exactly who the fuckhead is and I can't wait to get my fucking hands on him. 

Then it dawns on me. My little cunt? Oh, fuck no. A flash of panic hits straight through my chest. He can't... it wouldn't... My blood pressure spikes as I grab my cell and call Lynn. The phone rings but goes straight to voicemail. Fuck! I brace myself for the next call I make.

"Zack, it's Deeds. Lynn isn't answering her phone."

"I don't have time for this shit, Deeds. I'm in the fucking hospital. She was attacked at work. Some looney with a knife. I just got here, okay. Fuck. Just... I’ll call ya later, man. I gotta go."

Stuffing my cell back in my pocket, I look at my VP. I’m betting he can see the anger and frustration that’s flashing through my eyes right now. Maybe even a slight spark of fear as to not knowing what the hell that fucker did to my woman. "They've took a fucking hit on my ol'lady."

"Ol'lady? You've got a fucking ol'lady?" Goffa, my VP, looks shocked when he almost chokes on his own words.

Fuck! That came out of my mouth without a single thought. Fuck yeah, she is. Might as well lay it out there.

"Yeah, I do. Zack's sister. She's mine. I gotta get to the hospital. Broke, you're coming with me, little brother. VP, you need to get the guys to church and order them to turn Kard Lepack inside and fucking out. I want all the intel they can get."

"Is he behind this Prez?"

"He's the fucker who just called to take credit for what he did to her. Lemme know what you find out."

"Sure thing. I think Muffler handles the Lepack case. We'll get to the bottom of it."

A single nod and we're out the door. I need to get to my ol'lady, even if she doesn't  know she's been claimed yet.
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​​​​CHAPTER TWO
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– DEEDS –

Before I can even open the door I hear her sweet fucking voice. "I fucking hate hospitals! Get me the hell out of here now!" 

When I open the door, I see her screaming at the nurse who tries to handle this. "You need to calm down Miss." 

Is this bitch for real? That’s what the nurse says to a person who sounds like they won’t be calming the fuck down any time soon? 

"Get my fucking brother back in this room!"

Fucking Hotlips. Every time I hear a curse or a smart reply leave her lips, my cock jumps. I step inside the room as the nurse ducks out the door behind me.

"Good luck with her," she whispers out to me. I hear Broke chuckle as he hears it too. He steps toward the door but I signal for him to wait outside. After bracing myself, I shut the door behind me. 

Her long dirty blond hair is pulled back. My chest tightens when I see the bandages on her neck. When her head whips in my direction, her green eyes widen with disbelief. "Get the hell out of my room! Now!"

"Nope."

Surprise flashes across her face. "What the fuck do you mean, nope? Out! You have no fucking business here. Go get my brother and leave me the hell alone."

The door opens behind me and Zack walks in with his ol'lady, Blue, behind him. She’s holding two coffee cups and hands one to Lynn.

"Did you get them to sign off? I need to leave. I wanna get the fuck out of here and go home. I need a shower or a hot bath."

She throws the blankets off her legs with one hand while balancing her coffee in the other. Starting at her toes, I skim my eyes up her body, trying to take in every tiny detail.  Her ankle is wrapped in a compression bandage and just past her knees I see cleaned cuts on her creamy thighs. My hands turn into tight fists, barely containing the anger that’s flashing through my body. When I step forward, her eyes go to me for a second before she looks back to her bare legs, making her whip the blankets back over them. 

"They're getting shit ready for ya Lynn, just a little longer. Promise." Blue's gentle voice tries to soothe Lynn.

"What the hell are you doing here, Deeds?" Zack asks me. Lynn stays quiet but her eyes stay on me.

"I needed to check on Lynn. What happened?" I step forward and point to the bandages around her neck.

"It's just a little cut." Lynn mumbles out to me while she keeps her eyes on her coffee cup.

Blue’s voice squeaks through the room. "Little? Little? You got forty-eight stitches in your neck, Lynn! That shit ain't little! And from what I've been told earlier you're damn lucky to be here to complain about that shit!"

An annoyed look flashes over Lynn’s face. "Oh shut it already bitch, I ain't complaining. It's you who's nagging my ears off."

My blood pressure spikes, damn woman, I could turn her over my knee for being so casual about what happened.

Blue places a hand on her hip and takes a step closer to Lynn. "Oh yeah? Well, let met rip out those stitches in a few days and we'll call it even!"

She gives Blue an eye roll and huffs. "You know what, Blue? I'll let you ink the scar, how's that? I've always wanted some ink on my neck so now I have a good fucking reason."

Shock washes over Blue’s face before she waves a finger in Lynn’s face. "What the hell? Bitch, now I know something is wrong with you! You freaking hate ink. Hate as in shoving appointments to me instead of doing it yourself. Hate as in, I only want extra holes and no color to my skin. Hate as in..."

"Shut it, bitch. Stop puking out words, I get the idea already. I'm allowed to change my fucking mind, okay?"

I smile, because this is my fucking moment. "Yeah, you're allowed to change your fucking mind, Hotlips. So glad we've got that straightened out. Now, when you get out, you're coming with me."

Her eyes could spit fire and her voice is laced with anger when she throws out her words. "The hell I am! I'm going home."

"Then I'm coming with you. One way or another we’re teaming up, so get used to it. You’re not going to be staying home alone."

"She's not going to be alone, Deeds. She'll be with us or I'll put a prospect on her." Zack’s hard statement bellows through the room. The hair on my neck bristles as I take in Lynn’s bruised face. She’s got one hell of a black eye and her jaw is starting to swell on the opposite side. 

I feel the need to kill someone right now. Barely containing myself I fail to keep the anger out of my voice. "No. You aren't putting a fucking prospect on my ol'lady. She's mine to protect and she's staying right beside me."

The room goes silent for a few seconds before all hell breaks loose. Lynn’s voice carries over everyone else’s and she is not being shy about letting the whole hospital know that she ain't no one's ol'lady. Zack is screaming nonsense. Or maybe he’s just cursing. The fuck if I know. Blue, well, I think she's laughing. So hard in fact that she doubles over. Zack looks at his ol'lady. The door swings open and Broke steps in. "What the fuck is going on in here?"

The nurse peeks in from behind Broke with papers in her hand. "You're gonna release her?" I ask. The nurse nods at my question. I step forward to take the papers from her and hand them over to Lynn. "Look them over and sign. Blue, stay with her while she gets dressed. Zack, I need a word with you outside."

He nods and even though Blue is still laughing, she pulls out the chair next to Lynn’s bed and sits down. I walk into the hallway and assume that Zack will follow. I turn as Zack closes the door behind him. 

His cut doesn’t show years of wear and tear like mine does, yet he’s older than me. He might seem a bit bigger, but I’m leaner. He runs his hand through his hair, clearly frustrated with this whole fucked up situation. Okay, moment of truth here. 

"Listen up and just choke the anger back, ‘cause I need to get it all out first, okay?" 

I wait until Zack gives a tight nod, the muscles along his jaw clenching. This is going to be just fucking great. 

"Lynn is mine, I've claimed her as my ol'lady. Nothing you can do about it. It's done. She's part of Broken Deeds. I'm gonna put a ring on her finger and my name will be inked on her skin."

The fucker just smiles at me. "Good luck with that." 

"There’s more. I think someone might have hurt Lynn to get to me." The moment I get the words out, my back hits the wall and his hand is around my throat. Out of the corner of my eye I see Broke moving, and I’m pretty sure he’s gonna throw Zack off of me. My hand goes up to signal to Broke that I've got this. 

I need Zack to chill out and listen to me so I’ll give him this and not break free of his hold. Struggling to get the words out with his hand wrapped around my throat, I somehow manage. 

"Listen, Zack. I can’t give you all the details. All I can say is that Broken Deeds  handles things differently than Areion Fury. Club business means sometimes handling fucked-up cases that might involve some pretty fucked-up people. I didn't know I had a tail, okay? You know I would never have left her alone if I knew I was being watched. I'm working on the intel as we speak. But you’ve gotta know I'm not fucking leaving her alone ever again. You okay with that?"

Zack growls out, "Cases, what fucking cases?" 

"Did I say cases? I mean people. Motherfucking idiots who do crazy things."

His eyes are spitting fire and his grip is tightening around my throat.  He leans in some more and slowly bites out his words to get his point across.

"I'll never fucking be okay with that. She's fucking Areion Fury. It runs in her blood. She'll never bow down to any man. Hell, if she had a dick she would be the fucking president, not me! That’s how fucking deep it runs in her and how tough she is. The asswipe who attacked her?” He lets out a disgusted sound. “Yeah, she said thanks with a bullet. Lucky for him, he took it in the shoulder instead of through the heart. That’s who she is.”

My mind goes back to when I was balls deep in her tight cunt. The corner of my mouth goes up. Yeah, I remember her wanting to take control.

"She’s my perfect match and she knows it. You know it. Besides, my first and only priority is keeping her safe."

"You better fucking keep her safe! Let's be clear here. I am not fucking happy about any of this. This is my little sister we’re talking about, you ass! This could have been so much worse, and to know you put her in this position pisses me the fuck off. Did you see what that assole did to her?"

I see the look in his eyes and brace myself. I can always see the punches coming before they let loose. I was a fucking MMA fighter once upon a time. One of the best before I managed to get myself disqualified for life. Fighting outside the ring is the quickest way to make that happen and my fucking temper got the best of me. It was my own fucking fault, but honestly, I don't regret beating the shit out of that fucker who taunted me and got me disqualified. As my head whips back from the punch I realize that none of it matters. I lick the blood from my lip and look Zack in the eye.

"Are you done? ‘Cause I wanna get my ol'lady home so she can take a fucking bath and rest her ass."

He pushes himself off me and takes a few steps back.

"No, we ain't fucking done yet! You watch her and keep her safe. But the ol'lady part? Off the fucking table.” He drags a hand through his hair. “You know what? Just like I said, good luck with that. I know Lynn, and she'll never be caught dead on the back of a bike. She's been shouting that shit for as long as I remember. Hell, probably as long as she’s been able to talk. Just... just keep her safe, Deeds, and keep your dick in your pants."

I wanna rub it in that my cock was already buried deep in his sister’s cunt. My cum is still in there. But I'll keep my tongue. For now, at least. Instead I answer with a smile. Pushing off the wall, I enter the room. I need to get my ol'lady home.

******
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Being Prez gives me privileges like having my truck delivered and bike hauled home with a simple phone call. Draping my wrist over the steering wheel of my Chevy, I glance to my right and I see Hotlips staring out the window. 

"Why are we heading this way?” She asks. “My house is on the other side of town."

"We're going to our house."

Her head whips toward me, locking her blazing eyes with mine. She lifts her chin and throws her shoulders back, and I swear she grows a few inches in her seat.

"We don't have a house. You do and I do. There is no “ours” or “we.” Now take me to my house, right the fuck now, so I can shower. And then maybe sleep for three days."

I chuckle but keep driving to my place. Another twenty minutes of silence and I pull up to the compound and head around back. There are ten buildings in total; eight duplexes and then two more buildings further down  that have been split up into several one-bedroom apartments. My Grams lives in one on the ground floor but the rest of those are used like a hotel, whenever other members of a chapter come to visit or some shit. The eight duplex buildings in front are used by the higher ranking brothers. 

I park in front of the last one on the left and shut off the engine. Before I can walk around the car, Lynn's already pushing herself out the door and trying to hop on one leg. I bend my knees, take her arm and push my shoulder into her belly. Standing up to carry her fireman style, I close the door and open the back to get her backpack that Blue dropped off for her at the hospital. Knowing it’s not wise to carry her like this when she’s got forty-eight stitches in her neck, I’ll make this fast. I walk up to the house and pause to unlock the door. She's just hanging over my shoulder like a silent sack of potatoes. I know one hundred percent she's fuming on the inside so after locking the door I walk straight to the bedroom while I wait for the explosion. The moment I step over the threshold she starts to kick and scream.

"You need to stop moving, Hotlips, before I drop you."

"Yeah, well, you need to take me the fuck home! I'm not going into your bedroom! Not getting my ass into that bed or even touching those sheets. You might have wrapped your dick, but those VG juices of all the ho's that have come to visit are all over the place. No fucking way am I gonna put my ass on there! That shit is gonna rub off!”

I chuckle at her logic. Sure, I fuck when I want to. I’m not gonna sugarcoat it and it doesn’t sound like I need to. However, there is one thing she needs to know.

"Shut it, Hotlips. I never bring a cunt into my own bed. We have rooms for that shit in the clubhouse. Besides, now that I have myself an ol'lady, I don’t need another cunt."

I smack her ass to make my statement and slide her down onto the bed. She stares at me in disbelief while her mouth imitates a goldfish. "Keep that up and I might play a game of in and out with my cock and your mouth."

"You do realize I have teeth, right?" She snaps her teeth at me to get her point across.

"Right. Are you hungry?" Switching subjects, because the thought sends a shiver up my spine. Ouch!

"Yes. Are you going to cook?"

"You think I can't?"

"No, I don’t. As a matter of fact, I think you're one of those guys who dials the phone, gets cash, and opens the door instead of actually making a meal. Besides, you said you have an ol’lady, so she probably cooks for you. Where is she by the way? Run off because of the cheating dick that you are?"

She's in for a surprise, judging me like that. On all of those things.

"She’s currently got her ass on our bed and she doesn’t have to cook for me today. So what am I calling out for?"

Annoyed by my response she answers. "Pizza. I don't fucking care what's on it. No anchovies or olives, though. And if that's you trying to say I’m your ol’lady, you might wanna go back to the hospital because dude... you’ve lost your mind, and maybe you left it there."

I give her a nod as I walk out of the room because I really don’t want to get into that discussion right now. Fuck me and her gritty remarks. 

"Oh wait!” She calls out, and I stop in my tracks. “Ice cream, I want ice cream. But, fuck it all, I want my own freaking ice cream. Never mind. I don't want any ice cream. Fuck!"

Turning to face her I wonder what's so special about her ice cream. "What brand of ice cream do you need? I can have a prospect get it for you."

She glares at me like I’m stuck on stupid. "No, you can't have anyone just get it for me. I make my own, so if it's not coming from my fridge, I don’t want it. So unless you got some healthy shit with chocolate whey and Greek yogurt I'm not interested. It’s gotta fit into my clean eating so never mind."

"Shit, should we skip the Pizza too, Hotlips? That sure as fuck doesn't fit into the whole clean eating thing."

"No, you dick. I'm allowed a cheat meal. I just pick and choose when to eat healthier instead of adding another food bomb into my body, you little shit for brains."

Turning away, I leave her on the bed and go to the kitchen. I open the fridge and grab two buckets from my own stash to see if she might like the ice cream I make. Apparently we're a lot alike in that area. Swiping a spoon out of the drawer, I tuck it in my back pocket and head back towards the bedroom. I hope she isn't stuck on chocolate since I ate that one already but I have two other flavors to choose from. 

When I enter the room she's still in the same position I left her, only now her arms are folded in front of her chest and her head is tipped back staring up at my ceiling. 

"Why add mirrors to a bedroom you don't have sex in?"

"I like to look at myself when I jerk off." The mattress dips under my weight when I sit. Holding up the white buckets I add, "Banana or pistachio?"

"I told you I don't want normal freaking ice cream!”

"Who said it’s normal? You think you're the only one who eats ice cream that way? Now, do you want some of my private stash or don't you?"

She’s staring with a hint of shock on her face at the buckets like they’re full of cyanide or something. Bet she’s shocked I also make my own stash of ice cream. 

"Chocolate?"

"Did you hear me mention chocolate?"

A tiny smile appears on her face and I hear her voice soften. "Yeah well, a girl could hope you were that stupid. Not mentioning it but have it in your hands anyway. Wouldn't be the first time. Now give me the spoon and those buckets."

Placing the buckets on the bed, I grab the spoon out of my pocket and toss it to her. She practically attacks the ice cream. Apparently, I make good ice cream judging from all of the moaning  and watching her tongue flick over that spoon. Dammit, I need to leave the room. Standing up fast, I adjust my cock in my pants and make a quick exit.  

I walk into the kitchen to order pizza and make a quick call to my VP to catch up. A few minutes later I walk back in to see her rubbing her belly.

"Is it safe to take them away now?" 

She smiles and nods. 

"Can you fit pizza in there or do you need to make room first?"

"Oh shush, you just called so it'll be a good forty minutes before they get here, right?"

Shaking my head, I return the buckets to the fridge. I take off my shirt and shoes. Before I know it, the doorbell rings and I grab my wallet for some cash. When I get back to the bedroom I see her with one leg on the ground, trying to get up. "Don't you dare fucking move, get that leg back into bed."

"Gimme my pizza and I will."

"That easy, huh?"

"Don't be a dick. Hand over the pizza and let me eat."

I flip on the fifty-six-inch wall-mounted television and see that a documentary about World War II has just started. I’m not sure if she’ll enjoy it but when I’m alone I like to watch those things so I leave it on and turn the volume down. Lynn grabs the remote, gives me an angry look, and cranks the volume up. I can’t help but laugh. She seems to like documentaries too and the similarities keep adding up. We both eat in silence as we sit back and watch the show.

Pretty soon, there’s only one slice left. We both keep an eye on each other, while we finish the one we’re eating. Who’s gonna be fast enough to grab that last piece. It’s a silent competition and whoever takes it wins. Wins what? Who knows, but with what Zack said, I have to own that last slice. Even if I’m not hungry, I’ll swallow that sucker whole. Forcing down a huge chunk, I grab the last piece.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” 

My lip curls into a smile as I bring the slice to my mouth slowly. 

Her eyebrows scrunch together in annoyance. “You owe me, dick!”

“I don’t owe you anything, Hotlips.”

Right before I try to take a bite she says, “By the way, Lepack says game on. If you think you can keep digging into their business, they will fight back. Game. Fucking. On. Now hand me that slice."

My face falls and all I can do is hand over the slice of pizza. Well, fuck me. She gives the brightest of smiles as if she’d just won the fucking lottery. That motherfucker. Lepack is in for a fucking surprise if he thinks we’ll back off.  

My eyes are still on Lynn. She’s one hell of a tough woman who could deal with anything you throw at her. Zack’s right. If she had a dick, she’d be wearing a cut with the president patch on it. She’d be the head of Areion Fury instead of Zack. 

She’s fucking perfect and she’s all mine. I need to get my property-of-patch inked on her skin as soon as possible. I need to keep her locked in here since rules of the club state I’ve only got three weeks between verbally claiming and patch in as an ol’lady. 

Fucking bull shit ridiculous timeframe. That doesn’t give me much time to get this hard-headed woman to ink her skin with my name. Not even mentioning the fact that my brothers are gonna test her these upcoming three weeks. Until she gets her ink, her loyalty will be questioned. 

Well, for the next three days, I have her in bed. I need to talk her through the shit that my brothers might come up with to test her loyalty. So she’s at least a bit on her toes for when a brother ties to trick or confront her. Or hell, one might even try to see if she’d put her balls on the line for the club. Moaning draws me out of my mind rant. 

“That was sooooo freaking good. Me and my belly need a nap now. Could you leave so I can shower and sleep?”

“And leave my own bed?” I let out a low laugh. “Not happening, Hotlips. Besides, my dick has seen the inside of your cunt. No need to be all shy now. We’re sleeping in this bed. Together. Now listen up, I’m gonna carry you into the shower. You’ll clean up and after that I’ll carry you back. No fucking around, Lynn. Your ankle is fucked and you can’t use it right now. Before you slip and fall on those hot lips of yours, top or bottom. So, while it heals, I’m taking care of you.”

She tries to look annoyed but I can clearly read the amusement on her face. “In that case, what are you waiting for? Move that ass and get me in the fucking shower!”

I chuckle. Damn this woman, and the way she managed to claim my heart in such a short fucking time.
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​​​​CHAPTER THREE
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–  LYNN –

I need to get the hell out of here. It's been two freaking days and all I've done is lie in this goddamn bed. Every time I place one foot on the ground, Deeds is there to put it back under the blankets. I'm so fucking annoyed and bored out of my mind. I need to do something, anything, other than watch television and stare at the fucking ceiling. I know Lee is covering for me back at the shop, but I want to get back to work, or at least make myself useful. 

Glancing over to the alarm clock, I notice it´s just before six in the morning. Deeds left for two hours last night. Apparently, something needed his attention in the clubhouse, or so he claimed. He left his vice president in the room with me to make sure my ass stayed in bed. That creepy tiny guy with all the tats, Deeds called him Goffa. Whatever, it doesn’t matter, I kept my mouth shut and my eyes glued to the television and ignored his creepy ass. 

Looking over at Deeds, I see him sleeping on his belly. Naked. Not that him being nakey is doing me any good, especially since he hasn´t touched me since that time at the gym. Enter the annoying aspect of being stuck here for two days. He won't touch me but he can go over to the clubhouse and stick his dick in a ho? He’s not giving it to me so that means someone else has to be getting it, right? Motherfucker. Well, I guess it could be good in a way. I need to get him the fuck out of my life. 

He might think I’m gonna be his ol´lady, but I´m not going to be some guy´s bitch. All these alpha-cavemen bike-riding manwhores think about is being on top. On top of a woman. On top of their bikes. On top of every fucking dickhead that needs his head smashed in. Always on top. Well, fuck that! It´s lonely at the top. I should know, I kicked everyone out of my way, to be where I am now. Fuck!  And now I’m in bed with a fucking alpha caveman manwhore. That’s where the fuck I am now. Dammit, I need to get out of here. 

I slide out of bed and try to balance on one foot while gently putting weight on my ankle. Thankfully it´s not too bad and I limp to the bathroom. I grab the bag Blue brought for me in the hospital on my way. 

I change into yoga pants and a tank with a built-in bra and then slide into my sneakers. I open the small window and throw out my bag. When I hear it hit the ground I lift my leg to crawl out. My good leg goes through first. Thank fuck the bathroom is on the first floor. Stepping out easily through the window I turn, smacking right into a hard chest.

"Where the fuck do you think you´re going?"

"Where the fuck did you come from? And why the hell are you naked?"

His face is angry and so is his body language. Legs spread, arms crossed over his muscular chest. Yeah, he's definitely pissed.

"My woman decided to sneak off, while she's in danger I might add. Through a bathroom window no less. While she’s still injured.” He moves in so close I can feel the heat from his body. “We have a security system, one that sends an alarm straight through an app on my phone when there is a breach. The alarm also says where and what time. So, since I was sleeping and I thought I was with my woman, I freaked the fuck out when she wasn't in bed when the alarm went off."

"Well, I'm glad the alarm works. Everything needs to be tested from time to time. Now, could we go get some breakfast? Although I would suggest maybe finding some clothes first if you don't want people looking at you all weird."

The fucker dares to glare at me as if I’ve lost my mind. "Why the fuck should people look at me weird? Especially when there are no people in our kitchen!"

"Um, because we're going out. Duh."

"No we're not, we're staying right here and you're going back to bed."

Fuck no! That's not gonna happen. I'm done with mister alpha cavefucker. Grabbing my bag off the ground, I reach in. Finding what I was looking for, I pull out my gun and I point right at him.

"Move, dick. I'm not staying here one freaking second longer."

"Safety is on, sweetheart."

"Fuck off with the sweetheart, you ass. I said move!"

Flipping the safety off, I step towards him while he takes a step back. We continue this for a few steps more, until I feel movement at my back. I say feel, but it's more like a six sense kind of thing. That and I saw Deeds’ gaze flick over my shoulder for an instant. Bracing myself for the pain that might come I balance all my weight on my bad ankle as I kick back hard with my good foot. Hearing a grunt and a thud, I know I struck gold. 

God, how I love having a best friend who kicks ass. Blue and I used to workout together back when she was kickboxing and I loved having her teach me things. Pointing the gun down, flipping the safety back on and stashing it back in my backpack I throw the backpack at Deeds.

"I want breakfast in a normal diner. I haven't been out in days and I'm fucking bored. Are we clear?"

He looks pissed that I shoved a gun in his face and yet understanding is flowing through his eyes. "Crystal, Hotlips. Now get that tight ass back inside so I can put on some clothes before we leave."

I turn and now see a guy on the ground, grunting and holding on to his dick. It’s the creepy inked up guy, Goffa. I bend over and get close to his face.

"Don't ever fucking sneak up on me again, yeah?"

I get a grunt in return and move to step over him as I head back to the house. I'm limping a little more than before and Deeds must have noticed because he comes up behind and tries to grab me by the waist to relieve some of the weight. 

"Don't freaking touch me, naked man."

Needing space, I put my hand on his chest and try to push him away. I look down and  gasp. I honestly might have let out a high-pitched scream but I will deny that. I pull my hand away and place it over my mouth as I stare at his bare chest. Holy fucking shitballs! My name is inked in huge bright red across his heart. Property of sits right above it in hard black permanent ink. Since he was already inked there with shadow lines it’s tangled up but with the red, holy fuck it stands out. 
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