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DEDICATION

To family and brotherhood. 

May someone always have your back no matter what.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART ONE: HEATH
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Our father, Zack, was once the president of Areion Fury MC until he was ready to retire and pass on the gavel. The gavel itself is light in the hand, while the burden and responsibility weigh heavily. This is why my identical twin and I became co-presidents because we share almost everything since we were thrown into this world.

Meeting a woman in the middle of a turf war lacks timing, even more when an attempt to get close to her ends in bloodshed. When she saves my life, the havoc neither my twin or I saw coming is double-edged. I’m Heath, and this is my part of the story they call living.

AF MC Descendants: The Gavel Duet Part One is NOT a standalone. The storyline will continue in Part Two.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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– HEATH –

“Have you seen the new pussy at the gym?” Hayden, my twin, asks.

He sounds eager enough to get his cock wet this instant, which is not something I’m in the mood for. Either hearing about his urge to fuck or who he would like to do it with. Then again, I do have to remind him of something.

I keep my eyes on the tablet I’m drawing on and mutter, “Working out or simply working? Because you know Mom will kick you in the ass if she so much as suspects you’re trying to fuck one of the employees.”

“She’s always trying to cock-block us,” Hayden grumbles.

Now I do lift my gaze and raise one of my eyebrows. “That’s because she doesn’t like walking in on us with our dicks out or stuffed into one of the holes a chick has.”

Hayden shrugs. “She’s the former president’s old lady, you would think she’d be used to club shit. I mean, Dad and the others weren’t saints until they claimed their old lady.”

I shake my head and continue with the sketch I’m working on for a client. My twin and I are both tattoo artists and we’ve taken over the club-owned tattoo shop where our mother used to work. Hayden and I also took the gavel and took over as  co-presidents of Areion Fury MC when our father stepped down. 

One would think we’d divide tasks where one becomes the president and the other the vice president, but we don’t divide shit; we share. Which means we both wear the president patch and Kyan is our VP. Kyan’s father, Calix, is a former member of this MC and current president of AF MC Ohio.

Since Kyan has an older brother who will take the gavel once his father retires, we decided to snatch him away and make him our VP. We all grew up together and have our own mindset of how to run this club. 

Of course, we still have the same values and respect the brotherhood founded by our parents, but we have our own plans and ideas we slowly implement. Like two presidents for instance. We don’t give a shit what others think or do; this is our club.

“Besides,” Hayden says as he gets to his feet. “The reason she hired the new chick was because I fucked the one she fired.”

I glare at my twin. “You mean she was fired because you fucked her.”

Hayden shrugs. “There’s a ‘don’t fuck the owners’ policy so she knew what was coming...besides me.”

I close my eyes to shove my thumb and forefinger in there and rub while I grumble, “You should stop thinking with your cock and stop acting like a horny teenager.”

“Like you do?” The fucker snickers.

Blinking a few times to clear my vision, I snap, “I’m not denying I’ve indulged in stray pussy, but we only have to snap our fingers nowadays to get our cock sucked. That right there has become a meaningless overload that doesn’t spike my interest anymore. So, yeah, take a page from my book and keep it in your damn pants.”

“Maybe it’s time for a run, travel through a few states, and indulge in some fresh piece of ass to change things up,” Hayden suggests. “Sounds to me like you’re just bored and need a new flavor.”

I shut the drawing tablet off and shove it into my backpack. “Not the point, Hayden. I want something solid instead of meaningless, and the way we’ve been fucking? It makes me realize the fact that all this time I haven’t run into one single chick that holds my interest longer than the two times we fuck one.”

“Two times is enough. It’s been that way for us ever since we were old enough to play with our cocks.” Hayden shrugs. “We’re too young to settle down, and there’s not one chick out there who would understand the way we live. There’s nothing I want to change either. So, I hope you’re not talking about claiming an old lady, man. ’Cause that will cock-block us more than our mother would.”

I grimace at the reminder that my twin and I only fuck a chick twice. It’s the rule we have in place between us because we’re twins. Early on we’ve noticed how chicks liked to fuck both of us to compare cocks, or whatever twisted reason they have to compare twins. 

It might be true that we share everything...except that shit doesn’t fly when we’re fucking. Folks might think otherwise, but that’s their assumption even if we do create that mindfuck. A mindfuck; we share everything except pussy.

We’ve created said mindfuck by only one of us fucking a chick twice. Once as ourselves and the second time by using the other one’s name. The chick thinks she’s nailed us both while she’s just been fucked by the same guy twice. Blown to smithereens is the idea of comparing twin cocks, fucking style, or whatever drives them to fuck twins.

“You know damn well I hate change. I don’t know what I want, okay?” I snap and rub the back of my neck.

Hayden narrows his eyes. “Well, you seem to know damn well what you don’t want, and that’s stray pussy. Hey, what if we hit pause on getting our cocks wet? It’ll clear our minds and no fucking will get us horny enough to fire back up after–”

“A couple of days?” I finish his sentence and snort. “You can’t even last a day without getting your cock wet, fuckwad.”

The fuckwad in question grins slyly back at me without any remorse. “You know it.” His face becomes serious. “But you know I’ll do it if you need it.”

That’s my brother, my twin; the other half of me. This is why I might crave a change, but deep down I know it’s unrealistic since not many understand our connection. We live in the same house and neither of us will ever give up our shared home or have someone breach our space. Yeah, definitely no old lady for me, and for damn sure not for Hayden.

“I need to put a pin in fucking,” I find myself saying. “At least for a while to keep our heads focused.”

Hayden gives me a tight nod. “Done. Besides, it’ll be good to keep our heads clear with those new guys showing up in our town.”

“Have you heard back from Class yet?” I check my watch. “He should have been able to find something about those fuckers, it’s been over an hour already.”

“Class is always fast with getting any intel we need, but he’s also easily distracted and goes overboard with computer shit once he starts running his programs. Let me check.” Hayden takes his phone from his pocket and thumbs off a message.

The whoosh of an incoming message fills the air and Hayden states, “He’s in church, asking for us to join him.”

I check my watch again. “I don’t have much time.”

“Same. We both have appointments set in an hour. Let’s get this shit done.” He stalks out of our office and I follow him into church.

Class is our computer guy, he was raised in this MC, just like us. He doesn’t even take his eyes off the screen of his laptop when we enter church. Briggs does lift his chin in greeting along with his brother, Lee. 

Briggs and Lee are also brothers by blood, their father is Sico, one of the older generation. Sico and his old lady, Simi, also have a daughter, Lyla, who lives on the property. Lyla works in the club’s tattoo shop as one of the piercers.

Lee is our enforcer, Briggs our road captain, and they both switch shifts as bartender to run The Purple Bean, a bar the club owns. Yates and Soren are sitting at the table across from Class, Lee, and Briggs. 

Class is clearly waiting for us to join them because when Hayden and I take a seat, he instantly starts to spew details. “It’s an MC trying to set roots in our town.”

“The fuck you say,” Hayden snarls.

Class ignores him as he continues, “We thought it was another ink shop trying to compete with us, but their shop is only a front for their shady shit.”

“Let me guess,” I grit. “Drugs.”

“Anything you can snort up your nose, swallow down your throat, or shoot in a vein,” Class affirms.

Lee clears his throat. “Derek’s Quest MC. Derek Gage is the president, Dash is his VP. Gage has been in and out of prison. He had his sister, Mia, sign a lease for the shop and she’s living in the apartment above it. The fucker has moved in there as well as his VP and another fucker by the name of Ned. It’s a small club but they are trying to set roots here and grow.”

“How the hell did you get that intel?” I wonder. “A living situation isn’t exactly registered if they’re all shacking up in there, right?”

Lee smirks. “True. Lyla got all the information out of the chick when she not so accidentally bumped into Mia. She played the innocent ‘girl next door’ chick and asked about the tattoo sign in the window. You know how my sister is, you give her one look and she’ll make you confess all your sins.”

I’m about to remind Lee it’s not a good thing his sister is so damn slick when my brother already speaks up. “Lyla has balls, but no cock and therefore no damn cut, Lee. That shit she pulled is fucking dangerous, especially knowing it’s a drug-dealing MC trying to breach our territory and start a fucking turf war.”

This is why we’re both wearing the president patch. We practically share a brain when it comes to running the club and making crucial decisions.

“Try telling her that,” Briggs mutters, making Lee snicker.

Hayden and I stare at both fuckers, making their laughter cut short as they both nod and grunt, “Understood, Prez. It won’t happen again.”

“I’ll have a talk with her myself to make sure,” I tell them. “I’m heading to the shop within the hour, and I assume she’s working today.”

“Yeah, but she’s off within the hour and told me she’s gonna hit the gym right after,” Briggs says.

“I’ll find her,” I assure. “Class, contact Ganza from Broken Deeds MC and give him the names you just mentioned. I’ll give Archer a call and shoot Austin a message as well.”

Broken Deeds is a motorcycle club who has a signed contract with the government. They solve crime cases by using any means possible to let justice prevail. We’re connected to this MC by blood since Archer is my cousin.

My aunt used to be the president’s old lady and over time there’s been a lot of trading going on between our clubs. For instance, Bee, Archer’s old lady, is the daughter of Dams, our former VP. Austin is Pokey’s son, one of our older generation members, and Austin switched patches after he claimed Jersey, a daughter of a Broken Deeds MC member.

This connection makes a strong foundation between our clubs and we’ve worked together for decades. It’s definitely useful now when we can let them do an extensive background check and give them a little heads-up as well that some potential bad shit just hit our territory.

“Will do,” Class replies.

“You go to work, brother,” Hayden states while he glances at his phone. “I’ll make that call to Archer and message Austin. Maybe you can catch Lyla if she’s still at the shop or find her at the gym, that way you can handle everything before your client shows up. My client just messaged me that he’ll be an hour late, so I have some time to spare.”

I get to my feet and give them all a nod. “Perfect. See y’all later, and make sure no one heads out alone. We don’t know what these fuckers are up to.”

“Agreed,” Hayden rumbles.

Stalking out of church, I grab my backpack with the drawing tablet inside and leave the clubhouse. I place the backpack on my back after I straddle my Harley Davidson Softtail Fatboy. Firing it up, I take a moment to enjoy the rumble before I hit the road.

It’s a short ride from the clubhouse to the shop, and I park my bike around back. We have a private parking lot since we own the gym as well as the tattoo shop next to it. Lyla’s bike is still sitting in the space reserved for personnel so she’s still either in the shop or the gym.

I grab my phone from my pocket and shoot Lyla a message. She instantly replies with an answer that she just arrived at the gym and is currently sitting in the office. Shoving my phone back into my pocket, I take the stairs to enter the gym through the personnel entrance.   The office is the first room on my left. 

The door is open and I notice Lyla sitting on the desk, so I instantly growl, “That shit you pulled today was dangerous. You might think you have the balls to face danger head-on, but you’re considered collateral damage when shit hits the fan, Lyla. You knew damn well when you deliberately ran into Mia that her brother was the president of another MC, one who fucking deals in drugs and shit. Dammit, Lyla, how many times do you think you can pull the devil’s tail and not get burned, eh?” She tries to open her mouth and I hold my hand palm up. “Don’t fucking answer, just listen real good. This was the final time you mess with club business, understood?”

Lyla narrows her eyes. “Or what? I’m out? Newsflash, Prez. Oh, wait...you’re not my president, or my old man, for that matter. I’m just the daughter of a member, and a sister of two members. I know my place damn well without your little reminder. And for your information? All I did was chat with a chick as a favor to my brother when I overheard those two idiots chatting about how one of them should try and hook up with her. Now that would have been a catastrophic disaster if you asked me.”

I release a harsh breath, knowing she’s right, but I can still hear myself say, “Heed the warning I just gave you, Lyla. You don’t need to get caught up in club business that will get you hurt...or worse.”

Lyla jumps off the desk and glares at me. “Understood, Heath.” Her eyes slide past me and her voice sounds a tad nicer when she says, “Talk later.”

She stomps out of the office and I instantly turn to see who Lyla was looking at before she left. My gaze collides with eyes that can only be described as ocean blue. Fuck, what a load of different shades of deep blue, it’s almost unnatural.

“Are you wearing contacts?” The question practically falls right out of my brain.

The corner of her mouth twitches. “I’m not the kind of person who would stick a finger into her eye to add some color.”

“So, that’s a no,” I mutter, and then finally fire up another brain cell or two when I add, “The shit you just heard wasn’t meant for your ears.”

The chick gives a tight nod. “Club business, understood, boss.”

I let my gaze wander over the woman standing before me. She has ice blonde hair which is pulled back. Sharp jaw, high cheekbones, perky nose with a tiny loop in the left nostril, and her cheeks are dusted with freckles. Nice tits, curvy hips, quite the stunner. She’s different than the chicks I’ve recently met and yet she’s definitely the type I’d like to shove my cock deep inside.

Wait. She said boss. “You’re the new gym clerk my mother hired?” 

“Not quite. Well, I told her I’d also handle the front desk, but I’m also one of the trainers.” She shoves her hand out. “I’m Brandee, but you can call me Bran.”

My fingers slide over her skin until our palms are merged together. Her warmth seeps into me and it feels electrifying. 

“Heath,” I manage, completely enthralled with the woman standing before me.

Our hands and eyes stay locked when she murmurs, “So I’ve heard. You’re one of the two I should not kiss or get hot and naked with. Heath and Hayden. Your mother put your name into the non-disclosure contract I had to sign. Pretty impressive if someone adds those kinds of details into a contract.”

I wince and feel the need to admit, “Hayden’s fault.”

The corner of her lush mouth twitches again. “I’m sure it is.”

My gaze travels from her lips to her cute as fuck nose and it makes me wonder, “Is that the only piercing you have?”

An unfeminine snort leaves her. “Are you sure it’s Hayden’s fault? ’Cause that line right there sounds more like an opening to discuss my possible nip or clit piercing.”

Fuck. My cock is as hard as the warning in her non-disclosure contract.

“What if we discuss my possible Prince Albert piercing?” I smirk.

As expected, her eyes dart south and it makes my pierced cock twitch behind the zipper of my jeans. Her thumb strokes the back of my hand and it’s then I realize that we’re still holding hands. The tip of her tongue slides over her bottom lip and I’m completely drawn to the movement.

Invisible strings pull me forward. I need to have a taste of her delicious looking mouth. What would it feel like to slide my tongue over her plump lips, breach her mouth to rub my tongue against hers? I could definitely palm one of her breasts to check if her nipples are pierced. 

My other hand would wander off too, needing to grab her ass so I can grind my cock against her belly. Leaving her breast, I could easily shove my hand into her pants to strum her clit and also check if the hood is pierced or if there’s some other hardware hiding in her panties. The way her pupils dilate? She’s having the same lustful thoughts and would definitely do all of those things.

None of it happens, though. A throat is cleared, and then pain bursts through my nose. Bran mutters a string of curses and rubs her forehead.

I glare at Pierce, a prospect, who is standing awkwardly in the open door. My nose stings and I know it’s bleeding by the feel of something warm and wet sliding over my lip, along with the metallic taste on my tongue.

“S...s...sorry, Prez,” Pierce stammers. “I didn’t know you were...busy. I was looking for Bran.”

“Get the fuck out, prospect,” I snarl, making him stumble back into the hallway as I give the door a push to make it slam shut in his face.

I mutter a few curses of my own and turn my head as I hold up my arm to wipe my bloody nose on my sleeve.

Bran grabs my head in her hands before my nose makes contact with the fabric. “None of that, let me see.”

She’s so damn close when her piercing blue eyes check out my nose. Her delicate fingers leave a tingling sensation wherever she fucking touches me. I want to feel it on my cock right fucking now. The hell with no sex. This woman is worth breaking whatever rules I’ve set in place with my brother.

I’m about to lean in and try to kiss the woman for a second time when the door bursts open and my fucking mother enters with a look on her face that’s created to burn down complete villages.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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– BRANDEE –

The woman who hired me steps into the room. Her white hair is down, showing the blue ends that swing through the air as her head whips our way. Dammit. Great way to start a new job, headbutting the woman’s son. On the other hand, during my job interview, we talked about a lot of things, which gave me the knowledge that Blue has a medical background. 

It’s why I ask, “Blue, could you check if the headbutt I gave your son broke his nose?”

I wince at what I just asked, and admitted to, especially when I now notice the anger on her face. Though, after hearing my words the anger is instantly replaced by amusement.

A chuckle slips from her when she asks, “You gave him a headbutt?”

Blue takes a moment to glance at her son’s bloody nose and keeps a huge grin on her face. She stalks to one of the shelves on the wall and grabs a first aid kit to take some gloves out. Instead of pulling them on, she rummages through a drawer of the desk and pulls out some papers. Placing them on the desk along with a pen, she finally puts on the gloves.

“All right, Heath, let’s have a look,” Blue murmurs and I step back to let her take my place as she guides the guy’s head back. 

His tattoos on his lower neck, peeking out from his collar, hinting at the possibility of having his whole back inked are mesmerizing. I guess they should be since he’s one of the owners of the tattoo shop next door. He’s basically a walking billboard to promote what they do. I wouldn’t mind getting inked by him, though. It’s the blue eyes that pull me in.

Mine are a disarray of blue, but his are a solid bright color, drawing me into the deep. Add the sandy blond hair, sharp jaw, ruggedly handsome features, strong shoulders, all the muscle of a professional fighter, and I’m ready to drop my panties and have some fun.

Except, I can’t because we need this job and the woman checking out her son made me sign a contract that includes me not fucking the staff. Especially Heath and Hayden. Yes, she put her sons’ names in there. At the time I thought it was funny, but now? After seeing one of her sons? Yeah, I can imagine women risking a job to get some action with a badass, handsome biker.

Not to mention, he’s potent. Instant attraction I’ve never experienced. Like I’m not even in control of my own body. There’s a pull causing our bodies to close in on one another while naughty, dirty, raunchy thoughts fill our brains and we want to act on them and would have if we weren’t interrupted. Twice.

My sister and I just moved to town and we can’t afford to pick up and move again. The awkward headbutt caused by the jump scare I got when that prospect interrupted us was the wake-up call I needed not to freaking kiss him. I almost did. The man is a babe magnet for sure because that’s what it felt like; as if we were automatically drawn to one another to fuck like rabbits and not come up for air any time soon.

“Next time you should throw a little more force into it,” Blue states and snaps the gloves off.

Heath snorts. “Thanks for taking my side, Ma. You do remember I’m your kid, right?”

“Pssshhh. All my kids can handle themselves, there’s no need for me or your father to take your side.” Blue waves her hand and dumps the gloves into the trash can next to the desk.

She then takes the pen and shoves it my way. “Sign here.”

Confused, I bounce my gaze between the pen and the papers on the desk. “I already signed a contract. What’s...oh, if it’s about the headbutt–”

Blue cuts me off. “Oh, it’s about the headbutt alright, but it’s not what you think. I’m gonna tear up the other contract you signed, so you need to sign this one.” I’m still confused until she turns to Heath and declares, “I like her. A lot. I’m having her sign a standard contract so the no fucking rule is dropped. Please use the head on your shoulders before you use the one between your legs when it comes to this one. And I’m not talking about kissing her and risking another headbutt. I’m talking about thinking before you act on instinct.”

I’m still baffled when she thrusts the pen in my hand and snaps, “Sign.”

The snap in her voice makes me follow through and it earns me a grin when she takes the pen from my hand, along with the signed papers, and walks out the door without another word. 

“Well, that wasn’t weird or anything,” I mutter.

The corner of his mouth twitches. Damn. I wouldn’t mind kissing the hell out of that man. Between his muscles, length, rugged handsomeness, and attitude? Everything screams great sex. It’s been a while since I’ve had some action, and none of that was with someone as potent as this man right here.

He steps closer and my breath catches. His pupils dilate when he stares at my breasts, lust takes over his face. This is a bad, bad idea, and yet I find myself inching closer. The pull this man has on me is hard to resist.

His hand comes up and tingles shoot through me when his fingers make contact with the back of my neck. A growl rumbles through him and I want to grab his shoulders, dig my nails in, and kiss the hell out of him.

“Yo, Prez,” a man rumbles from the hallway.

“Fuck,” I snap and jump back while Heath releases a few curses as well.

This is the third time we almost kissed and yet again, we’re prevented from doing so when something rudely rips us apart. It’s not just a sign; it’s a neon flashing billboard warning that we shouldn’t be doing anything. At all.

“I gotta get to work,” I state, mostly to myself, and practically run from the room.

I bump into another biker who’s wearing the same leather cut as Heath and mutter a quick, “Sorry.”

“No worries, darlin’,” the guy states and then adds, “The name is Yates.”

I keep moving while I state, “Brandee.”

Heath’s voice growls out something low I can’t hear. To be honest? I don’t want to know what he says, so I rush away from the guy as fast as I can. Shit. If I knew this place was swamped with bikers, I wouldn’t have applied for a job. Bikers equal danger, and it’s something I’m painfully aware of.

“Bran,” Lyla’s voice pulls my attention in the direction of the training area. 

It’s near the punching bags and dummies and covered in mats. I was heading in the direction of the front desk, but I turn toward her instead.

“Wanna spar?” she asks once I step onto the mat, and she doesn’t wait for a reply when she throws the mitts my way.

I easily catch them and shoot her a grin. “Always.”

My sister and I were raised by our father. Our mother disappeared from our lives when we were barely a year old, and we never heard from her again. Dad trained fighters until he was killed three months ago. 

He was filling up his car at the gas station, minding his own business when he was caught in the line of fire of some idiot who was aiming for another man walking out of the gas station. At least, that’s what the police report states. I wasn’t there, but my sister, Dee, was with him when it happened. She saw the whole thing go down.

“Hey, are you sure? You seem distracted,” Lyla quips.

I give a quick shake of my head to clear it and let her know, “I’m fine, let’s do this.”

Being a trainer, sparring partner, and managing the front desk...all of it is in my job description, and it’s a routine I know and love. It’s why I have a huge grin on my face when I hold up my mitt-covered hands. 

Lyla and I were talking in the office about sparring together when Heath barged in and started spouting shit at her. We discussed the fact that we’re both trained and the same size. She mentioned there aren’t many girls her age to spar with.

We trade some light kicks and block punches to get into a routine. This is what I love most about being in a gym. Normally, I’d spar and train with my sister. We lived and breathed this life up until three months ago.

We’re both working up a sweat and it feels damn awesome to be in my element after the weeks of havoc my sister and I just went through. Yet, a short whistle catches both of our attention and we instantly drop our hands. Turning, we see Heath standing at the edge of the mat.

“You.” He points at Lyla. “Heed the warning I gave you.” His gaze shifts to me. “You, don’t repeat club business you overhear by mistake to anyone. Understood?”

I give him my middle finger, but it’s useless due to the mitt I’m wearing. Heath’s chuckle lets me know he’s aware I just flipped him off.

“Gotta work, ladies. Bran, it’s been a pleasure,” he rumbles and turns to walk away.

Without thinking I reply, “If a headbutt is your version of pleasure then come see me whenever you need another bloody nose.”

He glances over his shoulder and the corner of his mouth twitches. “Next time we’ll do a few rounds in the ring, see if you’re able to draw blood when we’re on equal footing.”

I’ve never been one to shy away from a challenge, so I tell him, “Name the time and place ’cause you and I will never be on equal footing, champ.”

I throw in the champ part to let him know I’m aware he’s a boxing champion. His mother raved about how her sons had the same title she held all those years ago. Fighter blood runs in the family; just like it does in mine.

“Never say never, plucky.” He shoots me a wink and saunters out the door.

“Plucky,” I muse. “Why the hell would he call me that when I told him my name is Bran? Such a weird guy.”

Lyla comes to a stop beside me and joins me in staring at the door Heath just left through. “Brave or courageous, that’s what plucky means.” She bumps her shoulder against mine. “From the shit you fired back and forth? If you really headbutted the president of AF MC? I’d say you sure as fuck are plucky.”

I grin and Lyla chuckles. 

“Come on, show me some moves, plucky,” Lyla challenges and I roll my eyes.

“Great, if you’re gonna use it too I’ll never get rid of that stupid nickname,” I grumble.

Now Lyla is the one grinning. “Not any time soon if I can help it.”

We start to spar again and are at it for the next hour. My shift flies by and before I know it, I’m walking out of the gym. The car I share with my sister is sitting right in front of the tattoo shop and I can’t help but throw a look inside. There are several people talking to one another, but I don’t see Heath. 

My sister honks and I glare at her when I climb into the car.

“Was that really necessary?” I grumble and strap on the seatbelt. 

“Yes, you were staring at the tattoo shop and you don’t need another piece of ink,” Dee replies as she guides the car onto the road.

I check my phone and scroll through my timeline on various social media apps.

A few minutes pass when Dee says, “We’re having nachos for dinner, I bought everything we need, so I hope you’re hungry. Anything I need to know about your first day at work?”

“Remember the weird lines in the contract I had to sign? The ones I messaged you about?” I quip and shove my phone back into my pocket.

Dee parks the car in front of the apartment building and gets out of the car.

I slam my door shut when she quips, “About the no fucking the boss’s sons rule? What were their names? Hot and Heavy, right?”

Hot and heady, that’s certainly one way to describe Heath.

“Yeah...about that.” I wince.

We head up the stairs and Dee opens the door to our apartment; she waits with her reply until we’re inside. “What did you do?”

I throw my gym bag onto the couch. “Why the hell do you assume I did something?”

Dee rolls her eyes. “We both have the same temper, remember? Well, I have a double dose, but that says something about yours. What I’m trying to say is...we share the same sharp tongue.”

“Among other things,” I mutter and release a deep sigh before I admit, “I was talking to Lyla in the office and suddenly a guy stomps into the room. He didn’t notice me and started to reprimand her about something. After their discussion ended Lyla walked away and then Heath noticed me.”

“Heath and Hayden,” Dee muses. “That’s what they were called. Oh, damn, so you were alone in the office with one of the boss’s sons. Then what happened?” 

I plunk my tired ass into one of the chairs. “I swear within two seconds flat we were talking about genital piercings.”

Dee sits down on the couch across from me and says with a sarcastic tone, “Which was not your fault, I’m sure.”

Shrugging, I continue, “We were about to kiss when someone stepped into the office, and out of reflex I gave him a headbutt,” I ramble, deciding to throw it all out there in one go.

She blinks a few times and then she’s laughing her ass off. 

I rub my temples. “He was bleeding so I grabbed his head to check if I didn’t break his nose...we would have almost kissed again if his mother hadn’t walked into the office. I swear the man is a living and breathing babe magnet, or so it feels like it. There’s this magical tension, a pull that’s hard to ignore, I can’t describe it.”

Dee snorts out her laughter and doubles over.

“Great, glad to amuse you with the awkward moments of my day where I almost got fired,” I grumble, causing my sister’s laughter to cut off, so I add, “In the end, Blue tore up the contract and made me sign another one.”

She narrows her eyes. “Another one? Why the fuck would she make you sign another one?”

I close my eyes and lean my head back. “Something about her liking me and dropping the no fucking rule. She told Heath to think with his head, the one on his shoulders before using the one between his legs.”

Dee jumps to her feet and pats my shoulder, causing me to open my eyes.

“Atta girl,” Dee praises and saunters into the kitchen. “I’m gonna fix the nachos and throw them in the oven.”

I follow her into the kitchen to gape at her. “You’re not gonna give me shit about almost losing the job?”

Dee starts to pull the ingredients from the cabinets and fridge while she keeps talking. “Nope. What’s there to give you shit about when you managed to get the boss to drop a weirdo no fucking rule from a contract? Nothing I tell you. So, give me a second-by-second playback of your day, and don’t leave anything out.”

Stepping closer to the counter, I grab a knife and start chopping the sweet pepper while I tell her all about my day. We work side-by-side and once dinner is done, we eat in comfortable silence.

I’m sitting on the couch, reading a book while Dee is taking a bath when my phone lights up with an incoming message. Reaching forward, I snatch it off the table and frown at the unknown number along with the message.

UNKNOWN SENDER:

Seven, tomorrow night, same place, H.

I murmur the message out loud and suddenly realize who it’s from; Heath. Tomorrow is my day off and it’s Dee’s turn to work. Her shift is from nine to three so I would have all the time I need to return to the gym at seven. However, everything about this spells disaster. I mean, there hasn’t been one man I’ve been this awkward with since...ever.

For real, who the hell fails a first kiss not once, not twice, but three times? Right. Some warnings can be ignored, but fate intervenes for a freaking reason. I might not know what it is, but the universe is trying to tell me that hooking up with this man isn’t a good idea. Shit. The first megawatt spotlight should have been hitting me when I signed the contract that included not getting hot and naked with Heath or Hayden.

BRANDEE:

It’s your nose, my head is ready when you are 😉

I add his name to the unknown number and his reply is instant.

HEATH:

You can give me head anytime.

HEATH:

*Your

HEATH:

You can give me your head anytime. Fuck me, I’m tired.

BRANDEE:

You should go to bed to sleep if you’re tired and skip the ‘fuck me.’

HEATH:

Tomorrow. Seven.

I decide not to reply and am about to lean forward when Dee strolls back into the living room with her hair up in a bun and her face flushed from the hot bath she just took. Waiting for her to sit down next to me, I hand her the phone and let her scroll through the messages. Taking the bottle of water, I take off the cap and drain the whole thing.

Dee places the phone on the table in front of us. “You should definitely do him, even if the whole thing spells disaster with a capital D. The D in question stands for dick by the way.”

The last little bit of water goes down the wrong way and I choke. My nose stings while I try to cough up the water that feels as if it hit my lungs. Dee laughs while slapping me on the back and I try to bat her hand away.

My voice is raspy and raw. “Are you trying to kill me?”

“No, Bran, I’m trying to get you some cock action. You even got the all-clear from his mother, and he implied his cock is pierced. If the roles were reversed, you’d be the one pushing me toward a potential orgasm delivery dude. Besides, after all the weeks of insanity we’ve had? You deserve some pleasure. Need I remind you of the pierced member? Have you ever had one? I haven’t. Do it, for the sake of trying all new things at least once. If not, I’ll be happy to take one for the team.” 

I wince and grit my teeth. This spells disaster. Not just because of Heath...there are a lot of different things that will screw things up. For one? He’s a biker. Our father despised them, and how ironic that he was killed by getting caught in the crossfire of one.

“Hey.” Dee wraps her fingers around my wrist and gives me a gentle squeeze. “You know I’d never steal your thunder, or any dude that spikes your interest, right?”

Unease fills my veins and I don’t know why. Is it jealousy? That doesn’t make sense. Dee and I are close, like she just mentioned, we’ve always been loyal, true, and respectful toward one another.

“I know,” I muse. “It’s just that...I don’t know, I can’t explain it.”

“Sometimes, some things don’t need to be explained,” Dee simply states and grabs the remote. “Now, what are we going to watch? We have one hour to kill before my head has a date with my pillow. You know, early day and all...work, dodging weirdo boss’ sons and everything.”

She grins while I roll my eyes. I guess I have one hour to kill too because on my day off I’ll be cleaning the house to keep my head and hands busy so I won’t think about my sister possibly running into Heath. 
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​CHAPTER THREE
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– HEATH –

The clubhouse is busy with members drinking while enjoying music and conversations. Two of the sweet-butts throw their tits out and rise from their seat when Hayden and I saunter into the room.

Chèrie is the first one to reach us. She’s a sweet-butt who’s been coming to the clubhouse to fuck brothers for about five months now. Hayden has fucked her, and as we always make them believe; she thinks she had us both. Yet, it was just my twin who dicked her twice.

She’s been trying to get more action, but we don’t do seconds. Certainly not when one of us has hit the chick already.

“Go away,” I grunt before she so much as utters a single word.

She flutters her lashes. “Oh, come on now, Hayden–”

“Not Hayden.” I throw a thumb over my shoulder. “That’s him and we’re heading out. Besides, it’s no either way and you know it.”

Even if she would’ve addressed me with the correct name I still would have said it wasn’t me. My twin and I are carbon copies and it’s hard for anyone but our parents and close friends to tell us apart. Though, if people are perceptive, they would see that Hayden has a tiny cut in his eyebrow, and his hair is slightly darker than mine.

Chèrie shrugs. “I’ll be right here if you guys come back and need anything I can offer you two.”

Hayden smacks my back and states, “Didn’t you get the memo? We’re into celibacy for the time being. Which means we’re done with easy pussy, Chèrie.”

Her eyes go wide and then she giggles. The sound is rather annoying, as are the words she utters after it. “Yeah, right. You two fuck like rabbits and even have your one fuck each and done policy. There’s no way either of you would give up a free blow job.”

That’s what I get for being polite and telling her we’re leaving, but I’m done with this bitch.

Leaning into her personal space I growl, “Any blow job we’ve had, or will have is free, bitch. There is nothing special about an easy warm hole, and that’s just it. We’re done with easy.”

“My brother is referring to any warm hole, pussy, mouth, or ass for that matter,” Hayden snaps right next to me. “Acting all high and mighty with that rubber-smelling cunt of yours, due to all the brothers who fucked you today, isn’t pretty. Neither is the dried cum right there.” My twin swipes his thumb over the corner of his own mouth. 

Chèrie huffs and spins around to get her ass as far and fast away from us. 

“What lit her ass on fire?” Nat, the other sweet-butt, questions.

She cocks her hip out and hooks her thumb through a belt loop, letting her fingers dangle in front of her crotch. Her jean shorts are really fucking short and have holes in them. She could have ditched wearing any shorts. The red, long nails match the thong she’s wearing, easily seen through the scrap of denim. 

It doesn’t so much as make my cock twitch. The thought of Bran, though? Yeah, I’d like to feel her pussy wrapped around me. For her, I’ll make an exception to the ‘no more fucking’ rule. Well, if we ever get to first base. Fuck. Just the scent of that woman made invisible strings pull me to her.

“Like what you see, hot stuff?” Nat croons.

I can barely snatch the sweet-butt’s wrist to stop her from reaching for the boner that’s tenting my jeans. “That’s not for you. Not ever.”

She jerks her wrist loose and cradles it in front of her chest. I barely touched the bitch and Nat’s acting like I snapped her fucking wrist.

“Stop the drama and go hop another brother’s cock. Lee looks kinda bored, go entertain him or something.” Hayden places his hands on her shoulders and gently turns her, giving her a pat on the ass to get her moving in the right direction.

Hayden jerks his chin in the direction of the door and we head for our bikes. 

As soon as we step outside he asks, “Dude, why the boner? You were staring into nothing, clearly thinking about something, all while earlier you put sex on hold. Explain.”

I straddle my bike and place my forearms on the gas tank. “The chick Ma hired for the gym?”

“Yeah?” Hayden grins as if the fucker knows what I’m about to say. “What about her?”
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