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        No one would ever expect what haunted him because he hid it so well....

      

        

      
        As a former Navy SEAL sniper, Brick has faced his share of intense situations, but nothing could have prepared him for his latest assignment. The king of hookups, going undercover with a ring on his left finger may as well be a noose around his neck. If that’s not enough, he’s paired with a whirlwind of a woman who’s as outspoken as she is curvy.

      

        

      
        Fresh off the heels of a life-changing breakup, Londyn crashes at her sister’s house. To prevent knocking heads with her future brother-in-law, Mercy, she jumps at the opportunity to take the undercover job that has her “playing house” with the notorious playboy of the Shadows crew. His laid-back personality, coupled with stunning good looks, should make this a walk in the park. If they weren’t trying to catch a murderer.

      

        

      
        Brick, however, is unprepared for the intimacy that comes with living as a married couple and soon the lines between real life and assignment begin to blur. But beneath his easygoing smile there’s a secret he hides from the world. One he’s not sure he’s willing to let it come to light.
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      The glass-shaking slam of the front door had all the Shadows shooting straight up in their chairs. Brick wasn’t the only one sitting around the table whose hand automatically fell to the handgun strapped to his ankle.

      What sounded like a woman’s heels came down the hallway in their direction.

      “Shit,” Ryder muttered. “You said she was out with the sisterhood tonight.”

      Mercy’s silver eyes slid to him. “Yeah, she’s fucking supposed to be out most of the night with the rest of them.”

      “I knew we should’ve had poker night at the fucking warehouse,” Steel grumbled.

      “The motherfucking heat is out,” Hunter said. “We would’ve had to cancel because of blue balls. And all the women are occupied with Bella’s baby shower, so it’s the perfect time to play.”

      “We could’ve worn layers,” Walker muttered.

      All eyes slid to him. “And your momma could’ve dressed you up in your fucking snowsuit and mittens, too.”

      Walker gave Steel the finger.

      A stutter of those clicking heels was heard, a stumble, then a bang. Like Rissa had fallen against the wall.

      Brick glanced at Mercy. “Jesus, is she drunk? What’d you do wrong to make her get smashed?”

      Mercy frowned and surged to his feet. “Nothing. I never do anything wrong, asshole.”

      Chuckles and snorts circled the dining room table where their chips, cards, ashtrays, cigars and booze were strewn.

      Before Mercy could go check on Rissa’s condition, a woman burst into the room, her dark blonde hair—the same color and almost the same length as Rissa’s—a wreck. Her blue eyes—also the same color as Rissa’s—wide as she took them all in.

      “Fuck,” Mercy muttered and sank back into his seat, scraping a hand down his scarred face.

      “You didn’t set the alarm?” Ryder asked, grinning.

      “You know I fucking did,” Mercy grumbled, then turned to face the intruder. “How do you have the fucking code?”

      “From the last time I was here. Parris gave it to me.” The woman made a face at Mercy. “What? I’m her sister, not a terrorist.”

      Brick pursed his lips as he took in a younger version of Rissa, but one just as curvy and whose attitude, and other similarities, could make them twins.

      Gorgeous, but a pain in the ass.

      Or at least, that’s what Mercy said. Not the gorgeous part, the pain in the ass part.

      Though, Brick never had a chance to meet her in person. And he only half paid attention when Mercy bitched about her during their poker games.

      Normally, Mercy wasn’t one to bitch. He usually kept shit to himself and let it eat at him like acid. But apparently Rissa’s sister liked to do stupid things. Or, at least, make stupid decisions.

      The biggest one being, moving across the country to shack up with a man she met on the internet after only talking with him for a month.

      Mercy said she was “impulsive.”

      “She lets you smoke cigars in here?” Not only were Londyn’s S’s slightly slurred, but her balance wasn’t so steady, either, as she wrinkled her nose and waved a hand around to break up the smoke. “Yuck.”

      “Rissa know you’re here?” Mercy growled.

      Brick read the look on Mercy’s face and hoped to hell that Rissa hadn’t forgotten to tell Mercy something so important.

      “No, I sent her a text when I landed at the airport... For some reason she hasn’t responded yet.”

      Brick swore Mercy rolled his eyes.

      Actually, rolled his fucking eyes.

      Brick dropped his head and hid his chuckle.

      His chuckle died when Londyn stepped up to the table, grabbed the bottle of whiskey sitting next to the pile of poker chips in the center, removed the cap and guzzled straight from it.

      While Brick had noticed many similarities between Mercy’s woman and her sister, he’d also noted that her chest was just about as big as Rissa’s. And Rissa had a great rack.

      Brick’s eyes swung back to Mercy to make sure he wasn’t going to die for even thinking those thoughts. He swore the man could read minds.

      Luckily, Mercy was too busy scowling at Londyn, so Brick turned back to her. She had dropped the bottle for a second, took a breath and then took another guzzle.

      Brick noticed he wasn’t the only one whose eyes were glued to her exposed cleavage in the deep V-necked pant-suit thingy she was wearing, or the way her throat moved as she swallowed.

      “Bet it would look like that if she was swallowing something else,” Brick said under his breath, unable to contain it.

      Next to him, Steel stifled a snort and dropped his head.

      Mercy surged to his feet and snatched the bottle from Londyn. “Why the fuck are you here?” He slammed the bottle down next to him and out of her reach.

      “I had nowhere else to go since you made Parris sell her house in Vegas.”

      “I didn’t—” Mercy’s mouth snapped shut and he just shook his head.

      “I can’t understand why she’d want to leave Vegas when Michael spoiled her. You’re just a big ol’ grump.”

      Steel jerked beside Brick, and he had to turn his face away before his laughter got him a .45 bullet smack between the eyes.

      Her red-rimmed blue eyes landed on the bottle next to Mercy. “I need a drink.”

      “How much have you had to drink already?” Ryder asked, looking more concerned than amused.

      Londyn lifted a shoulder. “A couple on the plane... And... maybe...”

      “Right. We can figure it out on our own,” Mercy stated. “No more booze.”

      Londyn’s lips parted as she stared at Mercy for a long, uncomfortable moment, then, as if she shook something loose, she clapped her hands together loudly and yelled, “Then I need ice cream! Your wife have any ice cream?” and beelined right out of the room toward the kitchen.

      “Wife?” Brick’s head rotated from watching Londyn’s thick, but luscious, ass disappear around the corner to Mercy. “You get married and forget to tell us about it?”

      Before he could answer, Londyn backed that caboose right up so they could only see her head tilted back, her long hair spilling down her back and the sweet, sweet ass that, if he was a dumb fuck, he’d try to tap.

      But, one, he wasn’t dumb, and, two, he preferred his balls to not end up on a skewer and served for dinner.

      “Oh... That’s right. I meant your girlfriend, Ryan. Over two years now and my sister still doesn’t have a ring on it.”

      Then she set that train in a forward motion and disappeared.

      “Damn,” Brick whispered. He picked up his beer and took a sip to hide his smirk.

      “No wonder her fucking man left her,” Mercy grumbled.

      “I heard that!” came from the kitchen.

      “That was the fucking point!” Mercy bellowed back.

      “Can we get back to the game?” Steel asked.

      “Why? This is so much better,” Brick said under his breath, though Mercy heard him and shot him a look that could curl wallpaper.

      “Should we just call it a night?” Hunter asked.

      “I’m not leaving yet,” Brick announced. “This is too good.”

      “And anyway...” Londyn announced as she came back into the dining room in record time, carrying a heaping bowl of ice cream and dragging a chair behind her from the kitchen. She worked it around the table to shove it in between Brick and Steel.

      Giving each other a look, they shifted their seats enough to make room.

      “He didn’t leave me. I kicked him out.” She circled her spoon around the table with narrowed eyes. “Doesn’t look like any of you eat ice cream.”

      Before any one of them could answer her, Mercy barked out, “Notice something?”

      “Yeah, a whole bunch of panty-wetting men sitting at a table not eating ice cream. But, helloooo, I’ve given them up. All of you. I don't care how hot you are. How skilled your tongues are. I’m done!” She shoved a full spoon into her mouth and closed her eyes like she was having an orgasm. “Damn, that’s good.”

      Yes, it was. Brick watched as she jammed the spoon into the frozen mountain again and lifted it to her mouth. His eyes were glued to her lips as they parted and her tongue darted out. Then the spoon disappeared again, her eyes closed once more, and she made a mmm sound.

      Mmm. Yeah. Fuck.

      His hand dropped to his lap as he wondered if she liked to eat cock as much as she liked ice cream. Though by her curvaceous figure, he guessed she liked ice cream a whole lot.

      Mercy’s shout of, “No women!” pulled Brick out of his ice cream fantasy.

      “What?” Londyn asked as the now empty spoon exited her mouth.

      “What you apparently hadn’t noticed, Londyn, is there are no fucking women sitting at this table.”

      She raised her brows. “Well, I am.” As Mercy’s mouth opened and the rest of them sat on the edge of their chairs to watch this all unfold, Londyn cut off whatever he was going to say. “Where’s my sister, anyhow?”

      “With the rest of the women, where she belongs.”

      Londyn’s raised brows plunged dangerously low and she dropped her spoon into the bowl with a clatter. “Where she belongs?”

      Brick crossed his arms over his chest and sat back. This was better than porn. More entertaining than Heaven’s Angels Gentlemen’s Club.

      It was...

      “Why the fuck are you here, Londyn? Did your man kick your ass out finally?”

      “You know my man didn’t kick me out. You know I kicked his ass out.” She dropped the bowl onto the table and a little bit of ice cream landed on Brick’s arm.

      She noticed it, too. “Sorry.” She glanced around the table. “I don’t have a napkin.” Then she leaned over, giving him a perfect view of her tits, and licked the melting ice cream off his arm.

      Rewind.

      She licked the melting ice cream off his arm.

      Who did that?

      But that warm, wet tongue on his skin...

      Shit.

      “Why?”

      What? Was Mercy asking her why she licked his arm?

      “Didn’t Parris tell you? He hit me.”

      The room went electric, snapping and popping circled the table. The woman, whose mouth was again full of ice cream, seemed clueless to what she just set off.

      “What’d you do?”

      Londyn was now licking the back of the spoon like a cat licking its paw.

      Brick’s fingers twitched near his dick.

      “Why do you assume I did anything?” she huffed, then shrugged with a grimace. “I shot him.”

      Spines snapped. Jaws tightened. Eyes slid around the table. That little tongue on his skin and on the back of the spoon were quickly forgotten.

      Did she just say...?

      “You shot him,” Mercy repeated in a scarier than normal tone.

      “Well, yes.” She sucked in a breath and launched into, “I first kicked him in the balls, then I shot him.”

      “Get the fuck out of here,” Steel grumbled low. Brick wasn’t sure if the man was impressed or surprised.

      “He struck you once and you shot him.”

      “Once was all that was needed.”

      On the other side of Brick, Hunter released a long “Fuuuuck” as he dropped his head in his hands.

      Mercy’s face turned thunderous. And for him, it took a lot to make it so. He was seriously pissed. The man normally went subzero cold when he was angry, not the other direction.

      She leaned forward, jabbing her spoon toward the center of the table. “Okay, here’s what happened...”

      Everyone—except for Mercy, who rolled his eyes toward the ceiling and kept them there—leaned forward, totally entranced.

      “Poker night’s over,” Mercy muttered.

      “Oh no. Fuck no. This is just getting good,” Brick announced. He wasn’t going anywhere until he heard what happened.

      “Okay, so...” Londyn started, ignoring the scary look Mercy was shooting in her direction. “I thought he was my soulmate⁠—”

      “Brick meets a new soulmate every time he swipes right,” Hunter said.

      Brick ignored him and kept his eyes on Londyn’s lips as she took a breath to continue her story.

      “It turns out he was anything but. Because you can’t have two soulmates.”

      “Says who?” Steel asked, playing along.

      “Says me,” she spouted.

      Brick heard a long trying-not-to-murder-someone sigh at the other end of the table. He ignored that, too.

      “You can’t have a second soulmate when you’ve married your first one.”

      Brick shook his head confused.

      Londyn turned hers to look directly at him and began to talk, like he was the only one interested in her story. He wasn’t pulling his eyes from her to look around to see if that was true. Because fuck the rest of them, he wanted to hear it and she also now had a spot of ice cream on her bottom lip. And, for fuck’s sake, he wanted to lick it off, just like she licked his arm.

      But just as hot, that little tongue of hers darted out and swept it away.

      “Which one are you?” she asked, her eyes narrowed on him.

      “Brick.”

      “I never met you before, have I?”

      “No.”

      “I would’ve remembered you,” she stated.

      Before he could ask why, Steel prompted her, “Soooo, you found out your soulmate was married.”

      “Not just married but had a family. It turns out I was his side-bitch! For years! And I never knew.”

      “So… he then used that as an escape tactic when he finally figured out you were a crazy bitch and decided he’d rather deal with his wife?”

      Londyn gave Mercy a look. “No, he didn’t use it as anything. I found out by accident.”

      “Then he slapped you?”

      “Actually, he backhanded me.”

      “Why?” Mercy asked with another impatient sigh.

      “Because I threw a lamp at him and hit him in the face, busting open his eye.”

      “Hold up,” Brick said, more humor in his tone than there should be. “You find out he’s a cheating dog. You crack open his melon with a lamp. He backhands you. You rearrange his nuts, then shoot him. Do I have that all correct?”

      “Close enough,” she said around another mouthful of ice cream.

      “Are the cops looking for you?” The last thing any of them wanted was the cops anywhere near In the Shadow Security or the compound owned by the Dirty Angels MC. That could bring trouble.

      “Why would they be?”

      Jesus. This woman. Was she for real? “Because you shot a man?”

      Londyn waved a hand around in the air. “It was just a scratch. A warning shot.”

      “What was the warning for?” he asked, still unable to keep the amusement from his voice.

      “To never hit me again. And to fucking pack up his shit, get the fuck out of our house and go back to his damn wife.”

      “Goddamn,” Walker mumbled under his breath. He wasn’t the only one mumbling shit.

      “Do you even know how to shoot a gun?” Brick asked, finding all of this so much more entertaining than a poker game.

      Londyn lifted a shoulder as the spoon scraped against the bottom of the almost empty bowl. “You point and pull the trigger.”

      “That you do,” Brick said around a chuckle.

      “Tell me, if you kicked his cheating, woman-hitting ass out, why the fuck are you here?” Mercy growled.

      “Because I don’t want to live in New York alone anymore. I only moved there for him. I’d go home to Vegas, but Parris lives here now because of you. So... here I am.”

      “Here she is,” Ryder announced loudly with an accompanying snort-laugh.

      “For a visit,” Mercy said. “Like a quick layover before you fly somewhere else.”

      Londyn dropped the spoon into the bowl and pushed it away. “Until I figure out what I’m going to do.”

      Mercy’s lips flattened out. “While in a motel.”

      Those blue eyes narrowed on the big man at the end of the table. “I doubt my sister will want me staying in a motel when you have a big, beautiful home here.”

      “Along with that big, beautiful ring she has on her fucking finger, which you apparently had forgotten earlier.”

      “Oh, is that an actual engagement ring? Or a just-something-to-appease-her ring?”

      “She isn’t fucking needy like you,” Mercy said tightly.

      “Fine,” she surged up, grabbed an empty plastic cup, moved around the table and snagged the bottle from next to Mercy. “Sorry if I’m going through some tough times and I’m needy. I’ll wait for Parris elsewhere.”

      “Like at a motel,” Mercy yelled over his shoulder as Londyn rushed out of the room. When Brick didn’t hear the click of heels, he realized she was now barefoot.

      He dropped his head and saw her heels under the table. They were fucking hot as hell. He had no idea how women walked in shoes like that, but he did not care.

      Then he pictured Londyn sprawled on his bed, her dark blonde hair spread over his pillow, her blue eyes on him, while wearing a black lace negligee that hugged all her curves and those red fucking heels.

      Fuck yes.

      He lifted his gaze from the shoes to Mercy, just to jerk his chain. “You should be a little more supportive of your future sister-in-law.”

      “You’re welcome to go console her.”

      Brick pushed to his feet.

      Mercy pointed a finger at him. “Sit the fuck down. You’re not getting a piece of that. She’s buzzed and in a position to being susceptible to your man-ho charms.”

      Apparently, Mercy hadn’t been serious about his suggestion of consoling her.

      “His perfect type!” Steel said, laughing and smacking Brick on the back.

      “Rissa would kill me. After she killed you. So, sit the fuck down.”

      “But—”

      “Sit the fuck down!” Mercy shouted. “Don’t even think of going there.”

      “I thought you said poker night was over,” Brick said.

      “It is. It was. God-fucking-damnit,” he shouted, then scrubbed a hand over his hair. “I need a fucking drink and she took the whiskey.”

      Brick leaned over, plucked a can from his six-pack of Iron City. “Beer?”

      “I’m not drinking that swill,” Mercy grumbled.

      “Suit yourself,” he said and popped open the can, the beer sliding down his throat. His eyes sliced to the doorway where Londyn disappeared. “We playing poker or are we done?”

      “Poker,” Steel, Hunter and Walker said at the same time. “We’re women-free tonight, so we need to take advantage of it.”

      “A-fuckin’-men,” Ryder said, sitting back in his chair and lighting a cigar. “And who knows when the next time we’ll get to do this again. Women and children make life complicated.”

      “You don’t even have kids yet,” Hunter said. “I’m the only one sitting at this table with kids.”

      “Kid,” Steel corrected him.

      Hunter smiled.

      Walker whacked him on the back and laughed. “I was starting to think you were shooting blanks, old man. Congrats.”

      “It’s getting to the point where we only have poker games when they’re all at a baby shower,” Steel complained.

      “As long as one of them in the sisterhood keeps getting knocked up, that should be pretty fucking often,” Mercy grumbled.

      “I keep saying that the club needs to start a fucking daycare,” Ryder stated, watching the smoke roll toward the ceiling from the tip of his cigar.

      “Soon they’re going to need their own school district,” Steel said.

      “A-fuckin’-men to that, too,” Ryder answered.

      “Z’s talking about the club running a daycare,” Mercy said, shaking his head. “A fucking strip club and a daycare. Not in the same building. Thank fuck.”

      “Well, Moose’s strippers could probably use it, too.”

      “We all could,” Hunter said.

      “Speak for yourself,” Mercy stated.

      “Okay, Frankie and I could.”

      “Jesus fuck, we’re turning into the fucking women here! Can we just play fucking poker, smoke cigars and scratch our damn balls like the men we are?”

      A few grunts were heard in response to Mercy’s outburst, and Brick began to shuffle the deck of cards that had been abandoned in front of him. “I’m dealing, fuckers. Ante up.”
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      Brick stepped out the front door, his remaining two beers hanging from the plastic rings hooked over his fingers. With Thanksgiving approaching, it was actually cold enough Brick could see his breath as he watched Walker and Ryder cut across the lawn to their houses in the same cul-de-sac. And Hunter headed down the dark sidewalk circled occasionally in light from a streetlamp since he lived a couple streets away.

      Steel pounded him on the back and snorted, “Good game. Thanks for donating to our new place tonight.”

      Brick’s eyes automatically went to the empty lot to the right of Ryder’s house. Steel and Kat would be building there. Just a week ago they bought the lot from the DAMC with the winnings of Kat’s last fight and once spring came, they’d start breaking ground. That left one lot in the cul-de-sac to the left of Mercy’s house.

      Diesel told him it had his name on it when he was ready.

      Brick had no problem with his current pad. He was renting the Dirty Angels VP Hawk’s old place in town and it was plenty big enough for him. It had a huge master bedroom perfect for entertaining the ladies. And he didn’t have to worry about remote-controlled gates, concrete walls and security codes to get them in the front door. Or out of it, either.

      Easy in. Easy out.

      Steel’s phone pinged and he glanced at it. “Kat’s home. That means the baby shower’s over. That also means Rissa will be pulling up soon and finding out her sister has invaded Shadow Valley unexpectedly.”

      “Unless she knew,” Brick said distractedly as he stared at the dark empty lot to his right. His lot. One he wasn’t sure he wanted or would ever need.

      “If she knew and kept it from Mercy...?” Steel shook his head. “I doubt it. Mercy said Londyn’s impulsive, so I could see it being a complete surprise. Though, if Kat’s sister decided to just show up at our front door, I’d be torqued as fuck.”

      “Yeah, but they aren’t close like Rissa and Londyn.”

      “Right. Gotta go home and make my Kitty Kat purr.” Steel grinned. “I’m out.” He jerked his chin at Brick and headed toward his Jeep, which was parked next to Brick’s TUV. Even though Steel’s custom Wrangler was not small, it was still dwarfed by Brick’s Rezvani Tank.

      Because bigger was always better. Right?

      Fucking-A right.

      Bigger rifle. Bigger vehicle. Bigger dick.

      He snorted, shook his head at his own asshole thoughts and climbed into his tactical urban vehicle. Like his bedroom, it was also perfect for impressing the ladies.

      Brick waited until Steel pulled away and hit the start button on his Tank, letting the growl of the engine rumble through his chest.

      “You must have a really small fucking dick.”

      He had the Glock 19 that was stowed in an under-the-seat holster pulled and pointed toward the back seat and at the intruder’s forehead before the last word even trailed away.

      His heart began to beat again when he realized his target wasn’t a threat. At least the kind that would kill him.

      “You gonna shoot me?” Londyn asked.

      “I should,” he lowered the gun and turned around, tucking the Glock back into its holster, “for breaking into my vehicle.”

      “I didn’t break in. It was unlocked. Unlike the Jeep.”

      “You were a finger twitch close to dying, Londyn.” He twisted to face her again, even though she was hidden in the shadows of his back seat.

      “I doubt your fingers ever twitch. Parris said you’re a sniper. Bet you have some really steady hands.”

      “Former.”

      Londyn belted out a laugh. “Sure. Former. Wink, wink.”

      Was Rissa running her mouth? “What’d she tell you?”

      “No secrets, if that’s what you’re worried about. Just general information. But I have a clue to what you all do... I’m not stupid.”

      If she was anything like her sister, she certainly was not stupid. She just did dumb things on occasion. But then, they all did. Like by him not kicking her ass out of his vehicle the second she revealed herself. Especially since she’d been drinking.

      She wasn’t only slurring slightly, her U’s were being dragged out. However, she didn’t appear to be sloppy drunk from the little he could see from where he sat.

      “Why are you sitting in my Tank?”

      “This is a tank? I’ve seen tanks in movies, and this does not look like one of those.”

      “It’s the name of the vehicle.”

      “Is it bulletproof like Mercy’s?”

      While he loved his Tank, he hadn’t liked writing the check for it and a bulletproof model was twice as much. “No.”

      “Have you tested that theory?”

      “Londyn, why are you in my back seat?”

      “Because Mercy doesn’t want me inside and I’m waiting for Parris to come home.” That declaration ended on a sniffle.

      Oh fuck.

      “I’m just...” Sniffle, sniffle. “I...”

      For fuck’s sake. He was not used to being around emotional women. He never stuck around long enough for them to become emotional. He did hookups, not relationships.

      There was too much variety out there to be limited to one type. He was sure monogamy could get boring fast.

      Another muffled sniffle drew him back to the woman in his vehicle. Who was not a hookup, he reminded himself. “Did you finish off that bottle?”

      A soft “maybe” drifted toward him.

      He sighed, took a whole two seconds to decide what to do, got out of the driver’s seat and opened the door to the back. With a quick glance back at the house of the driveway they sat in, he climbed in and she scrambled to give him room.

      As he closed the rear driver’s side door, he quickly glanced toward the house again, feeling a little bit of an asshole pucker. Was he going to die in his beloved vehicle?

      He just needed to keep his hands to himself. That was all. Easy.

      She was buzzing big time—if not totally smashed—on whiskey. Since he didn’t know her, he wasn’t sure what her current level of pickling was. But no matter what the level, he wasn’t going to die tonight. There was plenty of other pussy out there without that threat attached.

      But, hell, pickled or not, Londyn was hot as fuck. Even in the limited light of his back seat.

      “Are you still barefoot?”

      Her face turned toward him; her brow furrowed. “What?”

      “You left your...” sexy-as-fuck, “shoes under the table. Did you put on another pair?”

      “No.”

      “It’s chilly as hell out here. Are your feet cold?”

      “A little.”

      He pushed past her and leaned over the console to the front of his TUV to turn up the heat. “Are you going inside once Rissa gets here?”

      “Yes. I just can’t take... him right now. He doesn’t understand.”

      Brick winced at the little bit of whine in those words. “What he doesn’t understand is why you’d move across the country after meeting someone online.”

      “I’ve been with Kevin for years.”

      “Yeah, but you didn’t know him before you moved in with him.” And apparently, she didn’t know him after that, either. But now was not the time to point that out.

      She groaned. “I know, I know! I thought my life was getting on track. I thought I was finally going to be happy. He said all the right things. I thought...” She shook her head. “Why am I telling you this?”

      “Because you’re sitting in my vehicle and you like to talk?”

      She sniffled, sighed and wiped a hand over her eyes. She twisted in the seat to face him. “My sister is the strongest woman I know. She got freaking kidnapped and could’ve died and didn’t even cry once when she told me about it. And here I am crying about a man. One fucking man. An asshole who tricked me into thinking he loved me and that I was his one and only. And I wasn’t. I never was.”

      “Londyn—”

      “I need my sister. I need to figure out where to go from here. I have nowhere else to go and she’s all I have left.”

      The last part sounded pained and raw, causing a strange feeling to fill Brick’s chest.

      It was like he almost... cared.

      Huh.

      He wasn’t sure what to think about that. It could be just a fluke.

      “Like you said, Mercy’s just a ‘big ol’ grump.’ Ignore him. I’m sure he won’t mind you staying a few days.”

      “You’re really nice.”

      No, he wasn’t. If he was nice, he wouldn’t be thinking about peeling that outfit off her and having her ride his cock in the back seat of his vehicle like a drunk chick on a mechanical bull.

      Both jumped when a pounding on the window startled them.

      “Your dick better be in your fucking pants,” they heard before the door flung open and Mercy’s scarred face appeared. “Get in the house, Londyn.”

      “You don’t want me there.”

      “I sure as fuck don’t want you in the back seat with Brick.”

      “Why? He seems nice.”

      Brick grinned.

      Until he heard Mercy’s parting shot. “So did Kevin.”
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        * * *

      

      Brick swiped left, groaned at the next photo that came up and swiped left again. He was going to have to find a new app soon, the pickings on his current one were getting slim. He’d either already tapped it or would never tap it, even with Steel’s dick.

      And last night’s hookup went horribly wrong.

      The photo and bio he’d swiped right for ended up being fake.

      Maybe not fake, but the photo had definitely been outdated. And the bio was total bullshit.

      The hot blonde he expected to show up at their neutral meeting place?

      Wasn’t so hot.

      Or blonde.

      And Brick even wondered if she was female.

      Luckily, he’d spotted her before she spotted him and did a quick reverse, then sent a message apologizing for canceling because there was an emergency at work he needed to deal with.

      He lifted his head from his phone and wondered why no one was talking around the table.

      Oh, wait. Maybe they had been, and he hadn’t been paying attention.

      Fuck.

      Hunter was saying, “So, the client whose daughter was murdered...”

      “Allegedly,” Mercy stated.

      “Allegedly murdered,” Hunter corrected. “By the husband...”

      “Allegedly,” Mercy repeated.

      “Allegedly by the husband.”

      “We now have a bead on where he landed,” Walker reported.

      “And surprise, surprise...” Hunter added with dramatic flair.

      “He’s shacked up with a woman,” Steel guessed.

      Walker jabbed a finger toward Steel. “Bingo. Not only shacked up with a woman—not six months after his wife was accidently killed—but they bought a huge fucking house together nine months ago.”

      “Huge,” Hunter echoed.

      “That was quick,” Diesel grumbled.

      “Not really. He killed her—allegedly—a couple years ago, but they hooked up six months after,” Hunter clarified. “And then he moved them out of state. My guess is to escape the suspicions from the wife’s family.”

      “Still. Only six months before replacin’ her? No wonder why Dad thinks it was foul play instead of an accident,” Ryder murmured.

      Walker nodded. “The investigation showed it was an accident and not homicide. The detectives couldn’t point to anything proving otherwise and neither could the medical examiner. So, for them, case closed.”

      “Right, which is why Daddy Warbucks is payin’ us a fuckton of scratch to find out the truth,” Diesel announced. He was leaning against the wall of their “meeting” aka conference room with his beefy arms crossed over his chest and no little girls to be seen. But then, he didn’t like to talk business in front of his daughters if he didn’t have to.

      Especially dirty business like this.

      “Did he say what he’ll do with any info we dig up?” Brick asked.

      Diesel grunted and shook his head. “Gonna hand it over to the pigs.”

      “No action is needed on our part other than the investigation?” He was a bit disappointed he wouldn’t be able to dust off his MK-11.

      “For now? No,” Mercy said.

      Well, he just lost all interest in that fucking job. “Okay then, who’s taking this job? And where’s it at?”

      “Somewhere warm,” Mercy stated.

      “Fuck. Vegas?” Steel grumbled and grabbed his crotch. “My nuts are still dehydrated from that goddamn heat.”

      “It’s November, asshole. The heat’s gone,” Diesel said.

      “No, out there your balls hang low during the day and then hide at night. It’s fucked up.”

      “Well, it ain’t fuckin’ Vegas,” Diesel shouted at Steel. “Jesus fuck. You guys are turnin’ into a bunch of fuckin’ pussies. Too much whinin’ about jobs. Grow a fuckin’ set or get gone.”

      Brick’s gaze slid around the room, noticing everyone else’s brows were held high, too. “Jewelee got her tubes tied so I know you aren’t cranky because she’s pregnant again.”

      “Got four fuckin’ females in my house an’ don’t need to have six more fuckin’ females in this room, too. You’re makin’ me fuckin’ cranky.”

      “Okay, then,” Brick said, clapping his hands together, trying to get them back on track. “Who all’s getting this assignment and where’s it at?”

      Walker shifted in his chair. “The job’s going to take a while since it’ll be mostly surveillance and undercover work. We found a house for sale two doors down that isn’t getting any bites, so we talked the sellers into renting it to us temporarily and leaving it furnished for now. They jumped on it since they’re sitting on two mortgages. Whoever goes can set up there. Watch, reach out, make friends with the couple. Do a little recon. You all know the drill. Gather evidence and once we got enough either way, get out.”

      “How long is a while?” Ryder asked with a frown.

      “Figuring at least a couple of weeks. Maybe a month. Could be longer depending on what’s found or not found,” Walker told him.

      “Fuck,” Steel groaned.

      Diesel’s eyes slid to him, his dark eyebrows drawn low.

      Steel raised his palms up and grinned.

      “I think it should be a couple.” All eyes landed on Walker. “With the neighborhood they’re living in, it’s mostly couples and families. Well-off ones, too. I think a single guy or even two of us going in and out of there might catch unwanted attention. I also think a couple would be able to befriend them easier.”

      “A couple... You expect us to get our women involved? Drag them along for a job?” Ryder asked. “If so, then Steel and Sarah Connor would be the best choice.”

      “Fuck, brother,” Steel groaned, shaking his head.

      “What? It’s a compliment, not an insult,” Ryder stated. “Kat’s a badass in her own right. She could handle a job like this.”

      “Can’t be us,” Steel said. “Kat’s got two fights coming up in the next few weeks. She’s in the middle of getting ready for those and I plan on flying to both of them with her. That means we’re out.”

      “We’re out, too, because Frankie’s pregnant and I’m not getting her involved in this type of shit while she is,” Hunter announced.

      “And Ellie needs Frankie here to help get the Walker Foundation off the ground. Because of that, we’re out,” Walker announced.

      “That leaves Mercy and Rissa, or Ryder and Kelsea,” Brick said with relief, glad he was out of the running. Surveillance was the most boring assignment.

      “No, it doesn’t,” Mercy grumbled, surprising them all.

      “It doesn’t? I doubt the boss man’s going to do that job,” Steel said, twisting his head toward Diesel.

      “Not him. Brick.”

      At Mercy’s words, Brick glanced up from his phone again where he had just swiped left ten times in a row. He still wasn’t having any luck with finding a hookup for tonight. “Me? I’m not a couple, I’m a single. You just stated it should be a couple.”

      “Doesn’t have to be a real couple. Men and women go undercover together pretending to be a couple all the time,” Mercy reminded him.

      “What woman do we know who could handle an investigation like this beside Kat? And also would be willing to put their life on hold for maybe a month?”

      “If not longer,” Walker reminded Brick.

      Brick swung his head toward Mercy when he didn’t answer. “Oh no.”

      It wasn’t the scar pulling up the corner of Mercy’s lip. Oh fuck no, it wasn’t. It was a real fucking smile.

      “Oh fuck no. I know you want her out of your house...”

      “Yeah. It’s been a month. It’s fucking shit up.”

      “How can two hot women living in your house be fucking shit up?” Brick asked. “It’s called the perfect fantasy! Especially two sisters.”

      “Because one he probably wants to gag but not with his dick,” Steel said, then burst out laughing.

      “This would kill two birds with one fucking bullet. One, we get her to play your wife and two, it gets her the fuck out of my house. And, bonus, she loves to fucking talk, so she’d be perfect to get friendly with the murderer and his woman.”

      Murderer.

      “So much for that ‘allegedly,’” Brick muttered.

      “Alleged murderer,” Mercy corrected.

      “Will Rissa be all right with puttin’ her sister in danger?” Ryder asked.

      “At this point, yes. She’s...”

      “She’s a distraction during your romantic interludes?” Steel finished for Mercy with a smirk.

      Mercy frowned. “She puts a damper on things.”

      “What kind of things?” Brick asked, fighting his own smirk.

      “She can earn her fucking keep by doing this job, since all she’s doing right now is sitting in front of the TV and eating all our goddamn ice cream.” Mercy’s silver eyes pinned Brick to his seat. “Doesn’t mean you guys need to share the same bed. You get me on that? I don’t need her stay at my house extended because she’s all broken up about you next. Bottom line is, keep your dick out of her and I’m going to tell her the same.”

      “And what the fuck am I supposed to do for those weeks?”

      “Fist it,” Steel suggested next to him.

      Oh no. He’d find another way. He couldn’t become a monk for the next month or so. “Doesn’t Rissa and Londyn have to agree to this?” Brick asked, not liking this whole scenario at all. “Don’t I?”

      “You? Fuck no. Don’t like it? You know where the fuckin’ door is,” Diesel said, jabbing a finger toward the actual door. “Mercy’ll work on the women.” Diesel leaned over the table, planting his knuckles onto it and locking gazes with Brick. “Daddy Warbucks said he heard we’re the best. Let’s not fuck that rep up, asshole.” With that, the big man lumbered out.

      Steel clapped his hands together. “Well, glad that was settled!” He surged from his chair and left the room in a hurry.

      Everyone else filed out after him.

      “Wait! You never said where this fucking assignment was!” he yelled to the empty room.
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