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   Christi Durbin
 
   Everyone sees our friendship. Except we are the ones who feel the love and warmth. Fucking love you, Bitch.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Did you just fucking moan on me?
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   The music is banging as liquor flows. With my back against the wall, I watch the people around me in this shithole bar. I’m here for one reason and one reason only: to get some sexual-takeout. 
 
   I indulge myself the pleasure once every three months. Yeah, I need it every damn day, but the cleanup is a bitch. Like I said, I indulge myself four times a year. Four women a year. It’s a fifty-fifty thing. Half end up in the ground, while the other half beg for more but get a stash of cash and a kick to the curb.
 
   To be honest… I like the ones that end up dead afterward; less trouble to deal with and I prefer closure. Besides that? I like the struggle. Listening to them beg, watching the terror in their eyes while I make them come. I quite enjoy shocking the hell out of them. Most can’t handle it and threaten me after we’re finished playing. That right there is their mistake. And that’s when they end up dead.
 
   Someone bumps into me, making the vodka in my glass slosh over the rim. 
 
   “You okay, Ford?” My right hand, Yegor growls as he reaches for the woman who spilled my drink.
 
   The moment he spins her around, I take her in. Long strands of black hair that would tickle her ass if she were naked in front of me. A good handful set of tits and a great ass to grab onto. Her lips are deep red; the same color that leaks out when I slice a person’s throat.  Beneath the dark eyebrows and lashes that match her locks, the brightest blue eyes focus on me.
 
   “Let go of my arm or my fist will connect with your nose, mister.” Her voice carries a promise.
 
   I think I’ve just found my fun for the next two days. And I will fucking bet this one won’t be breathing when day three comes, but fuck… my dick was hard the moment I saw her face. Seeing the determination in her eyes before her body takes action, I grab her wrist mid-swing and pull her against my body.
 
   With her back to my front, I lean in next to her ear. “None of that, Angel Moy.” 
 
   “Cut the crap and let me go, Slick.” Just the sound of her feisty voice makes my balls tighten.
 
   My free hand reaches between us, grabbing what I need out of my pocket. “What’s your name, Angel Moy?”
 
   “Well it ain’t Angel Moy, that’s for fucking sure. It’s Justice, so prepare yourself.” She growls while she’s fighting my hold.
 
   Bringing the syringe close to my face, I pull off the cap with my teeth. Spitting out the cap, I place my face next to hers. Biting down on her earlobe, I jab the needle into her sweet body. She gasps but it’s over before she realizes what just happened. 
 
   Normally, before the needle hits their skin I ask them, “Do you consent to one night of me bringing you to extreme climax?” The second I hear, ‘Yes.’ I knock them out so I can bring them to my house safely.
 
   Handing the syringe to Yegor, he picks up the cap so nothing is left behind. I lift my little Angel into my arms and carry her out of the club without any questions. Thanks to an overabundance of drunk people, the action raises no flags. In their eyes, I’m just the caring boyfriend who is taking his passed-out drunk girlfriend home. Little do they know…
 
   Didn’t you get the hint yet? I’m not a nice guy. I’m a guy you need to fear. Hell, I sell fear. We call it protection, but in the end… fear is what they want in return for their payment. We take care of threats, any gangs, enemies or distasteful situations our clients may find themselves in. I’m Grigory ‘Ford’ Dudnik, head of The Dudnik Circle. The Russian mob if you care to label shit.
 
   Yegor opens the door to the limo so I can drape the black-haired angel over the backseat. I’m slightly frustrated I couldn’t drive my Ford F350, but I never use it when I’m on the prowl. It’s only four times a year, better to be safe than sorry. Climbing inside, I lift her head and sit down. Yegor closes the door and gets in the front seat. His eyes are fixed on my angel through the rearview mirror.
 
   I push the button that guides up the window between us. He needs to focus on driving and not on my Angel. Looking down at her sleeping face, my heart skips a beat. Her pale skin stands out with the black silk surrounding it. Those long lashes need to fucking flutter when she looks up at me with my dick in her mouth.
 
   The groan that leaves my throat surprises me. I never put my dick in a chick’s mouth. Like I said, I indulge myself four times a year but I have rules, standards if you will. Every time it’s different; never the same type of girl and every bitch handles herself differently when I put them in this situation. But the one that’s out cold with her head on my lap walked right into it, into me. She took the decision out of my hands and fuck, she’s perfect.
 
   Toying with the edge of her turtleneck sweater, I see faint lines hiding underneath. Leaning forward, I reach for the knife in my boot. Holding on to the fabric, I slice open the neckline, revealing tattoos. Not wanting her naked just yet since I still need to carry her into the house, I leave it how it is now. Just barely showing a hint of cleavage. 
 
   Gently rubbing my finger over her throat, it freezes on the ink on her collarbone. It’s a Russian doll tattoo. Either my Angel likes the way it looked when she got it or… she has a background. Fuck. Let’s hope it’s just part of the whole old-school tattoo thing she’s got going. I know of only one particular gang who uses a Russian doll as its signature, and I really don’t want to go there.
 
   If she’s attached or linked with another Russian gang, I could have inadvertently started a war. I shake my head and with it the thought floats away. I don’t fucking care, she’s mine now. My finger trails down the swell of her breast. God, she feels so good. 
 
   When the car slows down and makes a right turn, I know Yegor is driving up to the mansion. Those twenty minutes it took to get home were not enough to admire her. Oh, what the hell am I talking about? The moment I take her inside my home is when the fun begins.
 
   The car door opens and I get a good grip on that fine body before I lift her to my chest and carry her out. Yegor walks in front of me, taking the steps two at a time, and opens the door. The moment I’m inside, I turn my attention toward my right-hand man.
 
   “That will be all for tonight. No interruptions.” I keep my eye on him long enough to see him agree to my words before I head up the stairs.
 
   Yeah, up the stairs. Weird choice, I know. Normally, I have the basement set up. It’s an easy cleanup with the cement floors and ceilings. Each time I have to make the lethal decision I add a new skim coat of cement after the major cleanup. You know, just to be sure there isn’t a trace left on the surface.
 
   Something tells me I’m going to need more than two days with the woman I’m holding in my arms. That will most definitely be a first, but hey, there’s a first time for everything and if I can get a few extra days of indulging myself… let’s just say I won’t argue with my dick on that subject.
 
   When I enter my room, I cross to the large bed and lay her down. I step back to admire the view. Damn, she looks so perfect in my bed. That black hair spread over the wine-red sheets. 
 
   The room is decorated in Victorian style. The main colors in here are white, wine red and gold. Even the floor is white with a stroke of red around the room. Taking another step back, I turn and make my way down to the basement. I need to gather my things and get to work before she wakes up.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   My eyes are heavy but I need to open them. What the hell happened? I try to move but my limbs are tied. Finally, my eyes follow the command my brain gives them except nothing changes. I’m positive that I’m blindfolded by the feel of it. A little thrill washes over my body. Dammit. A person should be scared shitless in this position, and yet I’m turned on.
 
   Well, this is interesting; assessing my body, I can tell that I’ve been frog-tied. I’m lying face down, and my legs are bound ankle-to-thigh and my wrists are each tied to my ankles. Slightly moving my hip to make sure that…yeah, I also have a crotch rope. 
 
   I moan at the feel of the rope through my pussy. It’s stupid, I know. But believe me…  I’ve been wanting this, Shibari; rope bondage, for so long and the two who dared to do this for me… yeah, let’s just keep it at one word. Disappointment. 
 
   “Did you just fucking moan on me?” I hear someone move around me. “Fuck. I knew it.” I recognize the rough voice with a hint of a Russian accent, but nothing clicks. 
 
   Snapping back to the present, I shake my head. I need the fog to clear. What was the last thing I did, how the hell did I end up here, like this? Not that I’m complaining but for all I know it’s a tiny ugly old dude that has me… wait… Moving around a bit, I feel everything is quite comfortable. I should be terrified, and yet desire flows through my body instead of fear.
 
   “Remove the blindfold.” Trying to keep my voice even and to please him, I grit my teeth and release them before I add, “Please, sir.”
 
   “Fuck. Me.” He growls out each word.
 
   “Well, most of the time that comes next with this shit. Now remove it so I can see.” The words are out of my mouth before I think things through. Dammit. So much for pleasing him.
 
   To my surprise, the fabric that blocks my vision is softly lifted. Blinking a few times, my eyes move away from the view of white boxers hugging a huge bulge and find a long mirror on the wall next to me. I admire the position he put me in as well as his handiwork.
 
   After a moment, my eyes slide to him. He’s studying my face. I’m sure he’s trying to get a read on me; I’m clearly going nowhere and all of this must be to scare the crap out of the girls he captures. I’m not like other girls… and yeah… I get the feeling he’s done this before. His reaction to my moan earlier and when I asked him to remove the blindfold the correct way? Yes. I know so. With this in mind, I might as well enjoy myself.
 
   “Your style is very distinct. Tell me, did you have your eyes closed when you tied me up?” I can’t even keep the genuine awe out of my voice. I have definitely lost my mind.
 
   He squats down in front of me and shakes his head slowly. “I’m not going to tell you, Angel Moy.”
 
   His gaze is still fixed on me when a memory clicks in my mind. Grigory ‘Ford’ Dudnik is the man standing in front of me. They call him Ford since he drives a modified Ford F350. The thing is like a tank on wheels, just like him. He’s a hairy tank, though… lots of chest hair, although he’s trimmed his beard very nicely into a little goatee. He’s covered in tattoos, even on his hands. I didn’t know that little detail before, but now I’m adding it to my mental rolodex.  How do I know the other things, and more? Because Ford is part of a gang, mob, mafia if you like… and yeah, so am I. 
 
   Clearly, that little piece of information is lost to him since I wouldn’t be here if he knew it. 
 
   “Well, now, Ford… Get on with it then. I’ve got other things to do, places to be, and all that happy crap. Let’s see if you’re good for an orgasm or two, so I have something to remember you by because I never intend to see you after this.”
 
   His smile is as deadly as I’ve been told he is. Inching closer to my face, he whispers. “You seem to know me without an introduction; care to introduce yourself?”
 
   Instead of going against the grain, I am going with the flow of everything he throws at me. What the actual hell is going on with me? My cheek brushes along his when I tilt my lips toward his ear. “No, I’m good.” My tongue darts out and flicks his earlobe.
 
   In one swift move his hand is cupping my jaw in a tight grip, his nose inches from mine. The corner of his upper lip curves up and I’m sure it’s a muscle reflex. Like when a wild wolf bares his teeth.
 
   “God, that’s sexy.” Shit. I need control. This is going all wrong. “Sorry. It’s the crotch rope I tell you, it’s too damn arousing. Can’t concentrate. Go on with being mad and villain-like. I’ll play nice, or the helpless little… nah, I’ll just play nice.”
 
   He stalks around me, like a predator circling prey. With my thighs tied and tucked underneath my body, my ass and pussy are up in the air. The feel of his finger sliding over the crotch rope is sending shivers all through my body. Strangely, I can’t wait for him to fuck me, or at least give me more. I need release; the sooner, the better.
 
   “You just ruined it, Angel. I’m just going to fuck you now.” Before I can get one word out… like ‘Yes!’...I see him reach for a knife on a nearby desk.
 
   Shuttering my face from showing any fear of what he might do, I see his eyes twinkle as he takes me in.
 
   “I’m going to have a lot of fun breaking you.” 
 
   The smug bastard’s got another thing coming if he thinks I break easily.
 
   “I’m not sure you’re gonna be the one having all the fun, but have at it, Sir.” Yank his chain and stick a feather up his ass. I’m good like that. He won’t know what he’s got in front of him until I kick him in the balls and have them come out through his nose.
 
   The cold steel of the knife is pressed between the rope and my body. One tug and the crotch rope falls away. Next thing I know, something big and hard fills me up in one stroke. Fuck, that hurts. I clench my teeth to hold back any noise. I’m no longer a virgin with him buried deep inside me. 
 
   He stays perfectly still for a few long moments, which I’m thankful for because it gives my body time to adjust. The pain ebbs away and all that’s left is the overflowing delight of being filled. My inner walls hug the object that seems to fit so perfectly inside.
 
   His fingers bite into my hips when he slides me off his cock and guides me back. I turn my head to press my face deeper into the mattress, preventing myself from crying out in pleasure.
 
   I feel the loss of his hand on my hip a split second before my hair is pulled and the scream of pleasure I was trying to hide escapes freely.
 
   “That’s it. Don’t even fucking think to keep that shit from me. I own anything my cock, mouth, fingers or any other fucking part of my body gives you. Now, give me what I demand, Angel.”
 
   My hips rotate every time he grinds himself hard inside me. The feel of his balls slapping against my clit, the tightness of the rope, the position I’m locked in, my hair in his fist… it’s everything.
 
   Struggling to get the air inside my lungs to stay alive, I am consumed with pleasure. The orgasm that rips through me is none like I’ve ever felt before. This doesn’t compare with the result I achieve when I work my clit with my own fingers. My body needs to give credit to the one who ignited it. His name leaves my lips as it bounces off the wall in a moan, “Grigory, oooohhhh…”
 
   His body falls over my back while he keeps a hard, yet steady rhythm, pumping in and out of me. A few more surges and he bellows, “Fuuuuuckkkk.”
 
   I can still feel his cum pumping as he pulls out. He curses and my eyes study his face in the mirror. He’s watching my pussy. Feeling what he’s seeing, I realize he didn’t wear protection. Shock covers his face and judging from his expression there’s something more than just the condom that’s missing.
 
   Another second goes by before he turns and walks out of the room. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
   I ain’t no angel, Slick.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   I’ve lost my fucking mind. I’m sure it all went fucking south when she picked me instead of me picking the bitch who would entertain me for two days. How the hell did I end up fucking her, bare for fuck’s sake, and not play with her? I never put my dick inside them. Jerk off? Yes. Pleasure them to satisfy my own cravings? Yes. That’s why they are tied so their hands won’t touch me.
 
   The hot water rushes over my body, soothing me, yet at the same time I feel fucking guilty for leaving her like that. And that right there scares the shit out of me. I never have those kinds of feelings. Hell, most of the time I don’t have feelings, period. Turning off the water, I take a moment to listen for noise. Nothing. The only sound is the water dripping from the showerhead.
 
   After toweling off, I reach for my white and gold embroidered Versace robe and take one last look at my reflection in the mirror. I shake my head. Crossing the hallway, I step inside the bedroom and the smell of sex hits my nose. That’s not fucking helping one bit. I need to focus and get a handle on it.
 
   She’s still in the same position I left her. But now instead of hot and slick with sweat, she’s covered in goosebumps. She cooled off fast from the time I left the room. Focus. She’s takeout, I shouldn’t fucking care.
 
   I place my ass on the bed. Her head is turned away from me but when I look into the mirror, our eyes meet. Instead of fear, disgust, defeat…she’s just smiling back at me. I mean, twinkle in the eyes, fucking gorgeous smile, on that angelic face beaming right at me.
 
   My phone starts to ring before I can toss out a remark. Grabbing the damn thing from the bedside table, I glance at the screen but don’t recognize the number. My gang knows not to fucking bother me for two days, so it can’t be any of them. I hit the icon to accept the call. “Speak.”
 
   “You just started a war, you know that, right? I’m going to give you two hours to end it peacefully.” The guy on the other end has a Russian accent and some balls, gotta give ‘em that.
 
   I keep my voice void of all emotion. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
   “Put her on the fucking phone; I know you took her. Do you think I’m an idiot?”
 
   My hand falls away from my ear and I press the icon to end the call. Who the hell does this guy think I took and how the fuck did he get my number? Tossing the phone on the bed, I cross my arms and look at her. Sometime during the phone call she turned her head. Her pale blue eyes are locked on mine.
 
   I lace my tone with some humor. “Your boyfriend is a little pissed off, so I gave him some time to cool down.” 
 
   Gently shaking her head, she closes her eyes. “Not my boyfriend. My brother must have…”
 
   Her voice trails off when my phone starts to ring again.
 
   “Please let me take that call, I need to…”
 
   Now I’m the one shaking my head, because that’s not going to happen. I accept the call after the fourth ring. “Speak.”
 
   I need to pull the phone away from my ear, that’s how hard the fucker is shouting through the phone.
 
   “Enough!” My angel snarls in Russian.
 
   The guy goes quiet and I’m kind of intrigued. Putting the call on speaker, I throw it on the bed in front of her. 
 
   Her eyes stay on me when the guy asks, “You okay, Tarzan?”
 
   Tarzan? What the fuck? I’m sure my eyes go wide as hers twinkle.
 
   “Yeah, just peachy. Little tied up at the moment, yet comfortable. So keep your cool, Nico. I’m going to call back in an hour so don’t do anything until then. Clear?”
 
   “An hour, not one minute longer.” He growls in English before he hangs up.
 
   Why the fuck did he call her Tarzan? The Russian doll tattoo… The gang that uses that signature is the Rybin Gang, with the elusive Tarzan Rybin as their leader. The only contact with the Rybin Gang is through the middle man, Afon, who everyone deals with and meets face-to-face. No one’s met Tarzan and now I know why. It’s no. Fucking. Wonder. Because Tarzan’s a fucking woman.
 
   From what I learned, the nickname Tarzan was given since he… well, clearly she, likes to use ropes. Strangulation techniques, tying assholes up behind a car and dragging them around, tying limbs off and wait for them to die; that kind of shit. But the most famous one was when Tarzan hanged a guy at a construction site and then proceeded to climb the rope and stomp down on the guy’s neck while swinging on the rope. Like she wanted to kill him twice or some shit.
 
   Now it clicks, the fucking rope. No wonder she reacted that way when she came around, tied up on my fucking bed. Fuuuuuuck. This has all gone to shit. “It seems we have a slight problem.”
 
   Her left eyebrow arches with my statement and mischief glints in her eyes. “Says the person who’s not tied up.” 
 
   Reaching for my knife, I make fast work to cut her loose instead of taking my time to enjoy freeing her with my hands. This needs to end. Right now. She stands up and rubs the areas that were tied before she lets her hands travel up and down her body. Her very naked body, I might add. 
 
   “You did well.” Approval rings from her voice.
 
   “What?” I question. “With cutting you loose just now or fucking up?”
 
   The side of her mouth tips up in a smile. “With tying me up and the fucking. The cutting… not so much. Why ruin such a nice thing?”
 
   She saunters over and reaches for the belt of my robe. After loosening the knot, her hands slide in between my shoulders and the robe. It slides off me and falls to the ground around my feet. Then her knees hit the carpet and my mouth goes completely dry. 
 
   Fuck. My dick twitches with her face within reach. Her head tilts up, and her eyes flutter. My god, I could come right now, without even so much as her breath stroking my dick. She leans forward and my eyes close in anticipation. But then a rush of cold air hits my body. I open my eyes to see her standing a few feet away, wearing my robe and a satisfied smile. 
 
   Determined not to show any signs of emotion, I go to the closet and grab a new one. Yes, I have seven of the exact same robes. I can’t help it, they’re perfect. I need it. Strapping the belt, I turn to face her again. 
 
   “Seems like we need to discuss things. Do you want to start?” I lift my chin up in defense.
 
   She shakes her head. “No, I don’t want to start. What I want, and need, is a shower. Right now.” She’s got her hands across her chest and her bare foot taps on the carpet. 
 
   Without a second thought, I walk up to her and lean down into her face. “Well, since you asked nice, by all means… have at it, Angel.”
 
   She stands on her toes to inch her face closer to mine. “I ain’t no angel, Slick.”
 
   My hands slide to her arms and I spin her around, taking her with me toward the door with my hand pressed on her lower back. “Right this way, Angel Moy.”
 
   She lets me guide her out of the room and across the hall. I could have let her use the bathroom attached to my bedroom, except for some reason I guide her to the one I prefer to use. It’s actually a bedroom turned into a bathroom. It’s massive, with a tub you could easily label as a tiny pool. The shower is a long line of rain downpour and is decorated all around with natural stone panels.
 
   In one swift move, she shrugs out of the robe and walks off, naked, to the shower. Adjusting the water temperature, she throws her head back and glides her hands over her face. Water slides down her arms and back, trailing along that soft, inked skin.
 
   I can’t help but stare at her beauty. Damn, I really fucked up here and yet I can’t fucking help the content feeling that washes over me because she’s here with me right now. Fuck. Why the fuck was she alone in that bar? And come to think of it… how the hell did they know and find out I had her?
 
   Dropping both robes, I step in behind her. I reach for her waist and pull her back against my chest. She isn’t even shocked but throws her hands back to grab my hair. Her head falls to the side as she guides my face so my lips have no choice but to latch on to her neck.
 
   I slide one hand up over her belly to cup one of those magnificent tits so I can tweak her nipple. She leans that tight ass into my hard cock. One movement against it and I yet again lose all sanity. 
 
   “Hands against the tiles. Now.” I order.
 
   Her hands slap against the wall as I anchor her with one hand while the other grasps my dick. She only has a second to brace herself before my cock finds its way inside her. She rotates her hips as if she’s trying to get closer. That would be kind of hard since I’m balls deep in the best pussy ever.
 
   Who am I kidding? The only pussy my cock has ever seen since I never bury myself inside one. I was close once; way back when I still lived in Russia. A man needed to be taught a lesson, and I intended to teach it by using his daughter.  I bent her over the table and ripped her pants down, set to rape her. That moment ruined my life, but probably not as much as it ruined hers. Even though my dick never came near her pussy, I’m sure she was traumatized for life. I’ve never put my dick near another woman. 
 
   And while I didn’t carry through with the lesson, the action did catch the eye of Nestor Orlov. He was the former head of the gang that now carries my name. So I guess I didn’t completely ruin my life. Just fucked it over pretty well. 
 
   The only attention my cock gets now are during those four times a year when I indulge and it’s from my own hands. I give the women pleasure while I get myself worked up, horny as fuck and then I take care of business. Twisted, believe me, I know. That’s why it’s such a shocker to be turned on instantly by this Angel. The pussy I’m pumping in and out of right now? My dick is sliding through such tight warmth that jerking off will never be enough from this point forward. 
 
   Driving into her harder, she has no other option but to brace her weight against her forearms instead of her palms. I need to feel her, me, connected. My hand slides down and my fingers trail the lips of her pussy surrounding my cock while I’m driving in and out of her. I take some of her wetness on my thumb and then find her tight ring. Slowly pushing inside with short thrusts, I watch as her teeth sink into her own arm.
 
   Fucking hell. The burn in my balls lights up and it’s taking more strength to hold back than it takes to keep thrusting hard. My thumb slides deeper inside her ass and I can feel myself pumping through the thin layer between her ass and cunt. 
 
   She moans as her inner walls start to spasm. While I want to fuck her for the next twenty minutes, my balls decide twenty seconds is the limit. Again, my cock pulses and cum shoots deep inside her. Sliding my thumb out, I keep my dick buried deep. I’ve already shot my load twice now, so I might as well enjoy the feeling.
 
   Her head pulls back and she leans against my chest. With her eyes fixed on my mouth, she tilts her face and bites softly on my lower lip before she kisses me. Her tongue invades my mouth and fuck me… it’s addictive. My hands travel from her waist to her perfect rack and I tweak those hard nipples simultaneously. 
 
   Taking a step forward so I can pin her body against the wall, I slide one hand into her hair so I can guide her head. The other kneads her breast while my fingers strum her nipple. Swallowing her moan of approval, I rein in the need to fuck her again and pull back. I use every last ounce of my self-control and rest my forehead against the side of her face.
 
   Panting for my next breath, I say, “You’re addictive. Insanity ignites in me whenever I touch that delightful body of yours.”
 
   She groans. “Ditto. You know the moment you wrapped your hand around my wrist and pulled me into your body… If you hadn’t snatched me, I would have snatched you.”
 
   My head falls back and the bark of laughter bounces off the bathroom walls.
 
   The painful sting on my nipple cuts off my laugher. Looking down I see the fingers, that just fucking pinched me, fall away. “What the hell did you do that for?”
 
   I let her push me away from her body. “Because, Slick… you made fun of my seriousness. I would have you tied to my bed like I would have done with any other guy I picked up.” Fury laces her voice, like it burns in my veins, at her admission.
 
   I close the distance between us and get up in her face. “You pick up guys, tie them down, and fuck them?” I all but spit in her face in anger.
 
   “Says the guy who drugs a woman, strips her and ties her down, waits for her to wake up, and fucks her only to walk away. Any judgement left to throw at me, asshole?”
 
   She’s so fucking gorgeous when her eyes gleam with fire. I have no claim on her, but deep down I have to admit to the instinctual need to do just that. Ignoring that shocking thought, I ask the more important question.
 
   “How many?” My voice is stern, demanding an honest answer.
 
   She keeps her eyes locked with mine when she says, “Once a month, for the last four years.”
 
   Stepping away from her body, I spin around so she doesn’t see the disgust on my face. Hearing her footsteps walk away, I turn my head to see her grab a towel.
 
   “Just so you know, and I don’t have to say a fucking thing and I don’t fucking care if you believe me or not, but I never let them fuck me.” Her voice is lacking all emotion and somehow that bugs me even more than her words.
 
   I can’t help but lash out at her some more. “Yeah, that’s kind of hard to believe. Take them home, tie them up and then cut them loose. No guy would go along with that.”
 
   She flashes the towel and the tip hits my ass like a whip. Fuck. That’s sexy as fuck with her standing there, legs slightly parted and her brow furrowed.
 
   “I tie them up and give them pleasure. Without the use of my cunt and mouth, you fuck. No one has touched my pussy, ever. I’ve never wanted that, not since… Never fucking mind. Like I said; I couldn’t care less if you believe me or not.” 
 
   With a look of disgust, she throws the towel on the ground and picks up a robe. After putting it on, she walks out of the room, leaving me to wonder what the fuck happened to her when she mentioned not since… since what? Fuck. I need to know. Wait… no one touched her pussy? Ever?
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
   I’m going to keep this one.
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   Asshole. Arrogant, judgmental piece of… piece of… hotness. Dammit. I need to get away from him. Things can only go from bad to worse. Okay, I admit he is hot, sexy, and an extremely good kisser. I can’t even start to describe what he can do with his cock but let me just mention that shit is magical.
 
   Besides, I’m the head of a gang and so is he. There’s no way any good can come from two gangs bumping into each other. Although I guess it’s more considered humping each other. Ah, semantics. 
 
   Walking back into the bedroom, I look around for my clothes. Feeling someone behind me, I whirl around. Ford’s eyes are on me and I can read the apology in them. Before he can say one word, I cut him off. “Don’t you fucking dare try to smooth things over. Now where the fuck are my clothes and my phone?”
 
   Ignoring my words and with that my anger, he simply replies, “I only indulge four times a year and like you, I don’t fuck them. Ever.” 
 
   I take a step in his direction. “Save your breath for someone who cares. Now, where are…” 
 
   There’s a knock on the door and a guy is standing in the doorway. Black tailored suit and spikey dark hair. Brown eyes and a two-day scruff. 
 
   A cigarette hangs from the corner of his mouth and it bounces while he speaks. “Sorry Boss, but I need a word.”
 
   “Not now, Yegor.” Ford says dismissively.
 
   “Yes, now. Shit has turned bad, we need to…” He looks around Ford and his eyes find me. “Like I said, a word in private, please. Or is she like the good fifty percent so I can speak freely?”
 
   Fuck. It all clicks in my mind. Syringe to the neck. Naked, strapped on the bed. My clothes and phone gone. Indulges four times a year. The good fifty percent so he can speak freely. He fucking kills these women. Just like me, I could add but I need to focus on the situation I’m in right now.
 
   Getting killed is not on my agenda. Yeah, that would be; fuck no. A quick glance around the room, and I see the knife and rope are still on the bed. In one smooth move I’ve got the rope in one hand while I fist the knife in the other, hilt up and tip point down. Without a glance, I tie a slip knot using only one hand.
 
   Ford assesses me but my eyes are on the guy in the doorway. Seeing Ford just followed me out of the bathroom in only a robe… clearly, the other guy is the threat. When my mind flashes with that thought, I see Yegor’s hand slide towards his back.
 
   My arm shoots out before he can draw his gun. The lasso hits Ford around the neck in one swing. Yeah, I’m that good with a rope. Stepping forward and pulling the rope at the same time, I straddle his back. My arm that’s holding the knife wraps around the front of his neck. The tip of the blade digs lightly into his skin. 
 
   With my mouth close to his ear, I breathe out the words. “How does it feel to have the tables turned? This time, the woman is going to kill you after you’ve had your fun. That’s what you do, right? Kill them after you’ve had your fun?”
 
   He doesn’t tense up or act shocked. The bastard just chuckles. “Put the gun away Yegor. I’m going to keep this one.”
 
   Yegor doesn’t even hesitate to lower his gun and tuck it away. That kind of loyalty and trust is something I only have with my right-hand man, just like Ford seems to have with his. Yeah, I try to know a bit about every gang. That’s important information to have in a sticky situation. Look at it as a life and death necessity thing; it’s all in the details.
 
   I’m going to ignore the ‘I’m going to keep this one’ statement for now. Taking the situation into account, I choose to trust Ford’s word and I slide off his back. I ease the knife from his throat and with one hard throw, I bury it deep into the closet door. With both hands free, I step around him so I can look him in the eyes and loosen the rope from around his neck. Casually, as if I’m loosening the tie of my date for tonight.
 
   “Why the fuck did you have to ruin the closet door?” He growls at me.
 
   For growling at me, I tighten the rope before removing it. “Because, Slick… I’m not yours to keep.” 
 
   His eyes narrow to slits.
 
   Before I think things through, I blurt, “If you play nice, I may let you tie me up again.”
 
   His hands slide to my wrists as he guides his head out of the rope. Leaning down, his mouth goes to my ear. “You are mine and I will be tying you up again.” He nibbles on my earlobe. “If you play nice.”
 
   The harsh sound of someone clearing their throat makes me step back from his body before I jump him again, in a more pleasurable manner.
 
   “Boss, this really can’t wait.” 
 
   Ford nods at his man. “Speak freely.”
 
   Yegor takes a deep breath and looks back at me before his eyes find Ford again. “They tried to kidnap Borya. They shoved him into a car but when they started the vehicle, it exploded.” 
 
   He waits a moment for the curses that leave Ford’s mouth to tamper down before he continues, “That guy from Broken Deeds Motorcycle Club was there, Depay. They tried to take Nikki too, but Depay prevented that so they only took Borya. Anyway… Depay dragged him out of the burning car. Thank fuck he’s a volunteer fireman.” Yegor shakes his head. “Borya has second and third degree burns on his right hand, arm and shoulder. Depay’s EMT training came in handy”
 
   “Fuck! His fucking hand? What’s the latest? Any dead? Who the fuck did this? You got anything?” Ford scrubs a hand through his wet hair but stays calm, well except for his mouth.
 
   “The guy who tried to kidnap him died and another one was critical but died on the way to the hospital. It was the Rybin Gang, Boss.” 
 
   The moment Yegor states it was my gang, fear envelopes my heart. Not only for my own life but also what happened to my guy and maybe the worst thing… Who died? Which two guys? Turning, I see Ford’s phone on the bed. I snatch it up and dial my second-in-command. It takes two rings for Afon to pick up. 
 
   My voice is steady. “Details, Afon. Now, dammit.”
 
   I listen as he debriefs me while my heart is ripped apart. My eyes that were fixed on Ford close as I struggle to remain grounded. Swallowing hard, I reply, “I’ll be there within the hour.”
 
   I throw the phone on the bed. After rubbing both hands down my face and then up into my hair, I look up at both of them. “My brother and another one of my men were killed. I need to get back and get a handle on it. I… it’s… fuck.”
 
   Spinning around, I face the wall to get by the fucking lump in my throat. I hear faint footsteps before strong arms pull me back against a hard chest.
 
   With his head on my shoulder his words are barely a whisper. “This thing went from bad to worse. I shouldn’t have…”
 
   Turning around in his arms I shake my head while I place my hands on his chest. “Turn of events. My brother isn’t…” Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath before I continue. “He wasn’t a patient man. That’s the reason our father passed the leadership to me. Besides that… Filippov ordered the hit on my brother. He’s behind the car exploding and with that marked himself as the guy I’m going to kill before this day is over. Now, I either need to borrow your car or you can drive me to my house because I need a change of clothes before I go on a killing spree.”
 
   “Could someone tell me what the fuck is going on here? Why does this chick even know about Filippov or the Rybin Gang or what-the-ever-loving-fuck-Boss?” Yegor’s voice rings out.
 
   Ford doesn’t take his eyes off of me when he answers, “Yegor, meet Tarzan. Angel, this is Yegor, my right hand.”
 
   Looking around Ford’s muscled body, I meet Yegor’s gaze. “Yeah, kinda figured you were his right hand. Nice to meet you, fucked-up circumstances aside.”
 
   “Tarzan’s got a cunt?” Yegor says in awe.
 
   Ford turns and with that takes me with him. “Watch your fucking mouth how you speak about my woman.”
 
   “Yeah, about that? That’s the same dick statement that is to blame for the car bomb that killed my brother just now. Fuck this. This shit is the fucking reason why I don’t meet with anyone. I am my own woman, leader of the Rybin Gang, and very capable of handling my own shit. Now give me your keys.”
 
   Ford tightens his arms around me when I attempt to push away. “No.”
 
   “Fine, stick the keys up your ass. I’ll walk. Now loosen your grip or feel my knee squish your balls, Slick.”
 
   The smart man drops his arms. “Get my car ready, Yegor.”
 
   My eyes follow Yegor as he leaves the room and closes the door behind him. Ford walks to the closet and grabs a few things before tossing them on the bed. 
 
   “Put those on.” He turns and grabs himself a pair of black jeans and a black shirt.
 
   Seeing I have no bra or panties, I slide the sweatpants up my legs and tighten the cord around my waist. When I’ve put the shirt over my head, I hear his voice.
 
   “Filippov wants you?”
 
   Ford is standing with his arms crossed in front of his chest, legs slightly parted, shoulders back and his eyes fixed on me. He’s standing his ground and demanding answers. Just like I would if the tables were turned. I know I won’t get rid of him that easily, and to be honest… I don’t know if I want to. The thought of the orgasms only he gave me come to mind and it’s a done deal.
 
   “Yes. Ever since he got my brother drunk at a high-stake poker game, where that dick told him I was the head of Rybin, he’s wanted me. Actually, he demands me. As you know, we’ve build a great reputation for getting things done. My father was a big part of it and since his son wasn’t capable, he gave that task to me. Well, technically…he’s my uncle but he’s been a father to me for years now. Just like Nico, my cousin, is like a brother to me. Nico was fine with his father’s decision since he didn’t want the responsibility. He likes to fuck and party without doing too much. Filippov tried courting me with flowers, vodka, guns… hell, he even sent me one of my enemy’s heads. That was a nicer gift than the chocolates, I have to give him credit for that. Anyway, I made it clear that it was never going to happen. Then things changed, and he got aggressive. All empty threats… until now.”
 
   He nods and reaches inside a drawer, pulling out a pair of socks and throwing them at me. “Here, put those on. I don’t have shoes in your size, so those will have to do until we get your stuff.”
 
   “Get my stuff? I’m going home to change and then I’m going to call in my guys and plan shit so I can go kill the fucker.” I all but growl out my words.
 
   Ford raises his left eyebrow. “We’re going to grab your stuff and come back here. Then you’re gonna call your guys to meet us here with my guys within the hour. Then we’re gonna make a plan to kill the fucker.”
 
   Closing the distance between us, I jab my finger in his chest. “Now listen here, Slick. I’ve been running my gang since I was twenty years-old. There’s no fucking way I’m going to just roll over and give you lead, my gang, or my ass.”
 
   I don’t even have time to blink before I’m face down on the bed with Ford’s weight on my back. “Your ass is mine. My finger already pointed that out from deep inside it a moment ago and so will my dick soon enough. Now, this is going to happen as I say it will… or…”
 
   “Or fucking what?” I huff at his idle threat.
 
   His hand slides around my throat and he gently squeezes. “Or I won’t be tying you down any time soon, Angel Moy.”
 
   Dammit. I fight the urge to rub my legs together at the husky tone of his voice. “Wouldn’t that be your loss too? Not so much of a threat now, is it?”
 
   He chuckles at my reasoning and the sound shoots a shiver through my body. “Well, then… how about… or maybe I’ll just let you tie me up next time.”
 
   “Deal.” Shit. That was out of my mouth before I had time to think about it. Oh hell, what’s to think about? Ford. Naked. Tied up and at my mercy. Hell fucking yeah. Oh, and get extra man-power to kill the bastard who’s been harassing me for the last year and a half? Where do I sign?
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
   I owe you nothing. If anything, you owe me.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   I should regret taking her. Hell, I should have let her walk away once I knew who she was. Yet, even with the chain of events leading up to now… she’s fucking worth it. 
 
   I’m not saying what happened isn’t fucked up. I mean… fuck… Borya is my advisor. He’s deaf and speaks with his hands. So yeah, second and third degree burns on his hands is fucked up. That’s a long road to come back from. Toss in being Nestor’s son? That just adds to the need to retaliate. 
 
   Although it’s a classic ‘you grabbed one of ours, I’m snatching one of yours,’ so they have someone to trade and gain the advantage… Yeah, that shit doesn’t fly. No one tries to take one of my guys and walks away clean.
 
   My eyes are still locked on the woman in question. I’m still trying to figure out how she got under my skin the moment she ran into me. Right now, she’s pacing back and forth in the foyer of my mansion. We picked up a small suitcase from her house and she changed into fucking black cargo pants and a tank top. It’s tight as hell and shows how perfect her rack is. Her hair is tied into a long tight braid that falls right above her ass. I need to wrap that shit around my fist and yank her down on my…
 
   “Stop it.” Her voice rings out in the open space.
 
   I’m leaning against the stairwell while enjoying the lust-filled vision before me. Feigning innocence, I throw out, “What?”
 
   “You know exactly what I mean. We have business to take care of. When that’s over and done with, we’ll make an appointment to fuck our brains out every now and then. That way you and I won’t have to worry about cleaning up after…well, you know. It’s much easier since I won’t have to go dick hunting anymore.”
 
   Somewhere near the end of her statement a red blur intrudes my vision. “You never will be dick hunting again, am I clear?” I roar.
 
   “Didn’t I just state that, Captain Obvious? Pay attention.” She turns on her heel to start pacing again.
 
   “After this is all taken care of, I’m sure you won’t want to leave my side. So making an appointment is unnecessary; we could be fucking anytime and any moment since we’ll be living together.”
 
   She freezes mid-step at my statement. The look on her face is fierce; scratch that, try scary. “So I take one guy out who wants my gang and my ass, only to trade it all for another one? Hell no.”
 
   I stride toward her until I’m inches from her face. “Don’t fucking deny there isn’t a connection between us. And you better sure as fuck never compare me to Filippov.”
 
   “I’m not denying anything. The connection is there, but it’s just fucking. No way will I give up or merge my gang. Besides that… I don’t need another guy living with me twenty-four-seven, and I damn sure won’t be living with you any time soon.”
 
   We’re at a standoff and the blood boils inside my veins. “Another guy? You’re living with one now? You fucking told me earlier you didn’t have a guy.”
 
   Her eyes narrow to slits just as Yegor’s two-way radio squawks. Apparently, Justice’s  men are here. They were just cleared by my men so Yegor opens the door to let them in.
 
   The first man who walks through stalks toward my Angel and wraps her in his arms. She grabs hold just as fucking tight. What the fuck? I’m doing everything I can to stay grounded and not drag her from his arms and place her behind me so I can throat punch the fucker for touching my woman. Yeah, that’s right, she’s mine alright. 
 
   Fuck it.
 
   My hands wrap around her waist and pull. Her head whips back and she lets go of the guy. Smart fucking girl. Dragging her behind me, I swing my arm forward to wrap my fist tight in the fucker’s suit coat. 
 
   I don’t fucking care that the guy has a massive upper body or tattoos running up his neck. With his short hair and scruff, he might look tough, but I can have him in the ground within the next ten minutes. I won’t even fucking ruin my clothes or scrape my knuckles. Yeah, won’t be much of a fight if he goes up against me or if I want the guy to stop living on this fucking world.
 
   The hot breath against my ear doesn’t make me lose focus but the words make my anger fade slightly.
 
   “Calm down, Slick. You know very well that this is Afon, my right-hand. He’s like a brother to me. And yeah, this is the guy who lives with me but also the guy who has my back, so show a little respect if you please. Let’s make a formal introduction but I’m sure you guys have met in the past. Afon, Ford… Ford, Afon. Now play nice before I tie you both up.”
 
   “Hell, no,” Afon and I say at the same time.
 
   Justice snickers. “Thought so. Now let’s talk business.”
 
   My hand falls away from the fucker and he moves toward my woman. I see his intentions to pull her close and the words leave my mouth before I can swallow them back. “Don’t fucking touch my woman again.”
 
   Afon’s head turns back at me. Shock washes over his features but that’s quickly replaced with fury. He bares his fucking teeth at me.
 
   “She’s not, nor will she ever be your woman.” He looks back at Justice. “Grigory Dudnik, former Krysha… the extremely violent enforcer of the Savin gang.” His eyes return to me. “Like I said, she will never be your woman. You fucking lost that chance the day she turned nineteen.”
 
   What the fuck is this guy talking about? My eyes find Justice’s as fury and disgust wash over her. That look. I know I’ve lost her and I have no fucking clue why.
 
   “I’m leaving,” she says, her voice cold with the promise of death. “If you ever try to contact me in any way, you will be met with a knife between the ribs. And if I were you, I’d watch your back from now on.” 
 
   Speechless, I watch as she signals for departure. When she’s almost through the door, I finally find my voice.
 
   “What the fuck just happened, Angel Moy? You owe me some kind of explanation; don’t you think?”
 
   She spins around and that fucker Afon tries to grab her wrist but she shrugs him off. Standing in front of me, she jabs a finger at my chest.
 
   “I owe you nothing. If anything, you owe me. Be fucking glad I’m walking out of here without your fucking blood covering my clothes.” The vein on her forehead looks like it’s about to burst. “Didn’t your cock recognize my cunt? Three times it came near me. Those two times today were mutual itches scratched… The first encounter, not so much. Be glad you put your dick in your pants before you turned assault into rape and walked away, like I’m doing right now. We’re done.”
 
   My breathing stops, as does my heart, for three seconds before I murmur in shock, “Murin?” She’s the girl I assaulted in front of her father? Why the fuck didn’t I recognize her? Fuck. Back then I had my mind set on revenge and didn’t pay any fucking attention to the girl. All of it doesn’t make any fucking difference right now.
 
   She doesn’t even turn around. “Glad to hear my father’s name is branded in that fucked-up brain of yours.”
 
   For the second fucking time in my life, I feel regret for something I’ve done. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   It takes every inch of strength I can muster to keep from grabbing Afon’s gun and killing that fucker on the spot. Why the hell didn’t I recognize him? He doesn’t even look like the guy… well maybe now that it all falls into place, but he was so young back then. Clean shaven, not the rough voice…such a strong contrast to the man he is now.
 
   Apparently, Afon and I need to have a little chat later on. Why the fuck didn’t he tell me? Yeah, probably since he doesn’t want me to go kill the fucker who assaulted me in front of my father, especially considering the fucking idiot is now the head of one of the largest Russian gangs in the US.
 
   Dammit, why did it have to be him? The first guy I connected with, the first guy who brought me to orgasm, the first guy… my first. Fuck. How messed up is that? My heart is battling with fury and hurt. This situation has me running while my mind slips to the memory of him filling my body with intense pleasure. Twisting, the memory slips back in time to our first encounter. Those two combined are tearing my heart apart.
 
   Grabbing the sides of my face, my fingers slip into my hair and grab hold. I need to focus. Right now I need to dig a hole, throw my feelings in there, and cover that shit with freaking concrete. There are more important things going on right now, and personal vengeance has to be replaced with vengeance for my family. For my brother.
 
   Although Nico isn’t my brother by blood, he’s still my family. My cousin to be precise. His father, my uncle, took me under his wing when the Sevin gang killed my father. Since my mother was killed prior to that, I had nobody else to turn to. I grew up hard and fast. Ever since that day, I’ve had vengeance on my mind. I learned to defend myself with my fists, knives, guns, and rope. Obviously, rope became my favorite. 
 
   Back then, my uncle told me he’d captured the one who assaulted me and let me have him. I tortured the fucker every way I could imagine. Eventually, I hung him and even then that wasn’t enough, so I climbed the rope and stomped on his neck, holding on to the rope till my fingers bled. Swinging furiously until his body ripped from his head. That earned me the nickname ‘Tarzan.’
 
   “Was the guy I killed at theconstruction site years ago even connected to what happened to me?” Throwing the words at Afon, I manage to keep the emotion swirling inside of me out of my voice. This is business, so I must get a handle on it.
 
   He keeps his vision locked with mine. “He was the one who ordered it and at the time he was the head of the gang. Ford was…” He swallows the rest of his words.
 
   “Ford was what, Afon? Don’t leave out a fucking thing since this should have been on the fucking table years ago instead of buried in mud in the backyard.”
 
   “I don’t know the whole fucking story, but he switched gangs right after. What he did to you kind of made a statement. Either it caught Nestor’s eye, or Ford knew his gang was a sinking ship and left to team up with Nestor. I don’t know all the fucking details, all right? All I know is that he was the one who assaulted you. Your uncle wanted to bury it deep since he became the right hand and eventually the head of the Dudnik Circle. You need to stay away from him, Tarzan.”
 
   “What I need is none of your business. This isn’t finished yet. I can’t believe you and my uncle  kept this from me. Fuck.”
 
   Dammit, I need to pace to get this anger out of me. I can’t right now since we’re still in the fucking car. Taking deep breaths, I try to focus on the grief that I haven’t allowed myself to feel yet.  
 
   My voice changes as I address him yet again. “Update me on the car bomb.”
 
   Afon’s gaze flicks down to the carpet of the limo. “He didn’t listen to me, like fucking always. Act first, think later.” He shakes his head. “Acer sent me a text. He dug up some information I needed to check. When I walked back into the room, he’d already left with Vlad. Boris went after them in a separate car. He witnessed but couldn’t do a fucking thing about it.”
 
   My fingers wipe my thigh, plucking imaginary hairs off my pants. “You know I need to kill that asshole within the next few hours, right?”
 
   Afon let out a deep sigh. “Yeah, I know… Wait, are we talking about Filippov, or Ford?”
 
   I shrug my shoulders. “Both start with an F, and both need to be at my mercy.” The thought of killing Ford twists my gut, which tells me I need more information on Ford. “Since you just threw Ford at me… I would like to know every fucking detail. Who knows who else is involved now that I might need to kill first. So with that being said, Filippov gets my undivided attention.”
 
   The car slows down and comes to a stop. Afon steps out and his hand comes up to assist me. Nice fucking offer, dick. Slapping his hand away, I get out myself and head for the house. 
 
   “I’m not gonna be forgiven that easily, am I? Is it that I kept information from you or the fact that you regret fucking him twice? Like you mentioned in the foyer earlier, and somehow blame me, since you never would have let him if you had known who he actually was?”
 
   Spinning around, my fist connects with his jaw. “That’s for disrespecting me.” Bringing my knee up between his legs, he grunts and falls to the ground. “That’s for withholding information. Don’t fucking do it again or I’ll tie you up by the balls and decorate your skin using my knife, making art similar to fucking mosaic.”
 
   “Fuck, Tarzan… You feel for the guy, don’t you?” Afon grunts.
 
   No way am I going to admit that, to him or to myself. “You want more, Afon?”
 
   “Shutting up now.” He grunts as he tries to get up with one hand while the other is still cupping his balls.
 
   Thought so, fucker.
 
   Walking inside, I make a beeline for the conference room. There’s a large oval table with more than twenty chairs around it. Only half of them are occupied since only my best men were paged for this meeting.
 
   I grab my chair and place it behind me. Leaning down, I brace my hands on the table. That action sets all eyes on me. “Intel. Now. You’re up, Acer; let’s hear it.”
 
   Acer, our computer guy can get every kind of information that’s available in the digital world. The guy is tiny as fuck, but huge in his work.
 
   “I checked security cameras of the store where the car was parked before it blew up. We identified the two guys who placed the device, they are a straight connection to Filippov. Not that we needed proof since this was delivered about twenty minutes ago.” Acer shoves a black jewelry box my way.
 
   Leaning forward, I grab the velvet box and open it, knowing it’s already been checked out or it wouldn’t be here in this room.
 
   If I was angry before, I am furious right now. I read it again, this time out loud. “Take the ring or I’ll take your life.” 
 
   The box and the ring goes flying through the room and bounces off the wall. “Where the fuck is he?” I snarl.
 
   “He’s off the grid.” Afon replies.
 
   Jerking my chin up, I let my mind ponder over everything. Strong emotions are flowing through my veins; rage, frustration, fear. I need to push them back. Closing my eyes, I take a few deep breaths. Opening them, I let my gaze travel over my men.
 
   “We’re going to pay our respects to Nico and Vlad.” Crossing my arms over my chest, I continue. “Acer, you’ll reach out to Filippov’s gang and tell him that he will get my answer two weeks from now.” Voices sound out in disapproval, and I bring one hand up to silence them. “Giving false security so he surfaces. This will allow us the time to find him and end him within the next seven days.”
 
   My men slap their hands on the table in agreement. 
 
   Afon stands. “And the meeting Saturday?” 
 
   Shit. I forgot about that one. Twice a year there’s a meeting, disguised as a party where all the heads of the Russian gangs come to connect. Well, the ones who are standing on mutual ground that is. I always accompany as arm-candy for Afon, or so they think... for me that’s the perfect cover to attend.
 
   Rubbing the tip of my finger along my bottom lip, I think things over. “The meeting will go through as planned. You and me, Afon… we’re attending.” 
 
   I see the question in his eyes so I add, “That will leave less room for questions and I can give Filippov the impression he’s getting what he wants.” Before I tie a rope around each body part and let cars rip him apart, I mentally add.
 
   Afon smiles as if he can hear my thoughts. Taking a deep breath, I let my men know. “That’s it for tonight. I need a few hours to myself.”
 
   I march out of the room before I show any signs of emotion.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
   Please hear me out before you kill me.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   Talk about the past coming back to haunt you. I brace both hands on the counter as I stare in the mirror. It takes all of my strength not to plant my fist in the center of my reflection. Because that’s what it feels like inside my chest. Shattered. 
 
   What are the fucking odds of us meeting like that? The odds of her never having a dick inside her just like I’ve never taken a cunt. For me to hear her voice shake over our first encounter…chills run down my spine.
 
   All those years, all the people we both took pleasure from without actually satisfying our needs. Yet the reminder of the first time our lives crossed, shoved in my face. The hurt, pain, and shame that I feel do not fucking compare to a fraction of what she went through. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   Pushing away from the counter, I wrap my hands around the back of my neck as I walk into the massive living room. 
 
   I live in a huge mansion that’s been renovated but managed to keep the old Victorian style. Most things are ornamental wood with hand-painted elements decorating the walls and ceilings. I’ve got several couches throughout the open space with tiny tables. Near the end a large dining room table sits with five chairs left and right. Two sides of the room are filled with huge book cases and four chandeliers hang from the ceiling. It radiates family and warmth and yet I’ve never felt so fucking cold.
 
   “I’m sorry, boss.” Yegor’s voice rings out from behind me.
 
   “Yeah, not as much as I am. Fuck.” I walk around the table as my phone vibrates in my pocket. Pulling it out, I see a text message.
 
   “Borya is out of surgery. Evgeni is keeping watch. We’ll swing by tomorrow.” 
 
   Yegor gives a grunt of acknowledgment as my gaze is still fixed on the phone. A thought comes to mind.
 
   “Can you get me a new iPhone delivered within the hour?”
 
   “Yeah, Boss. On it.”
 
   He leaves the room and I stretch out on one of the couches, the one closest to the fireplace. With my phone still in my hand, I send a message to my intel guy, telling him that I want everything there is to know about Filippov. I’m going to find the fucker and tie him up as a gift. 
 
   There’s no way I can sit back in defeat. I will either get her to come to me or I’ll go to her. We need to fucking talk. Even if it’s with a knife between my ribs, she needs to understand the complete story. Start to finish. But mostly? She needs to know the reason. The turning point. The motivation behind my actions. This isn’t for me to have a clear fucking conscience; that ship sailed a long time ago and sunk to the bottom of the fucking ocean. No. It’s for her. I’m sure she was never told or never knew the fucking reasons. The story needs to be complete so she can have closure. 
 
   It takes Yegor forty minutes to walk back in the room with the new phone in his hand. After I’ve activated it, I punched the new number inside my phone before I place it back in the box. I head upstairs to my bedroom, grab the rope that’s still on my bed, and wrap it tightly around the box that holds the phone.
 
   Walking to the closet, I retrieve one of the golden Versace gift boxes I keep in there. Didn’t I already confess I have a robe addiction? Opening it up, I see  a brand new robe inside. I place the tied-up phone in the box. Finished, I make my way to the living room and make a beeline for the desk in the corner. I reach over and grab a pen and a piece of paper. Scribbling down a message before I throw it inside there too, I close the gift box and hand it to Yegor.
 
   “Make sure that’s hand delivered to Tarzan.” Yegor nods and walks off at the same time Kolya walks into the room with an iPad in his hand. He’s one of my most trusted guys. I take it from his outstretched hand and sit back on the couch in front of the fireplace.
 
   I have to swipe a few times to skim through all the information about Filippov. Without taking my eyes off the screen I ask, “Do we know where the fucker is right now?”
 
   “Nah, Boss. He’s been off the grid since yesterday morning. From what we can tell, he’s been planning this for a few weeks. Abram traced a purchase for explosives that could be linked to him. Also…”
 
   Lifting my gaze, I find him studying me. “Go on.”
 
   Kolya takes a deep breath. “Also… the fucker had a ring delivered to Tarzan. There was a note along with it that read; Take the ring or I’ll take your life.”
 
   Standing up, I throw the iPad on the couch behind me. “Fuck!” As soon as the word shoots out of my mouth, a questions pops into my mind. “How the fuck do you know this shit?”
 
   He stares straight down at his shoes. “Because my sister works in that fucking house, okay? I called her before I stepped inside the room. I had to call my fucking mother to ask for her number. My sister and I haven’t spoken for over eight years over a stupid fucking argument. But with all this shit going on… with what Yegor said… I had to make that call for you. She’s a cook in the main house of the Rybin gang and has a friend-with-benefits thing going on with one of the men there. My mom likes to fucking talk and even if I don’t want to hear about my sister, she tells me anyway.”
 
   Shaking my head, I chuckle. Fuck me, that guy is so fucking loyal. He’s been one of my best men for years now. But shit, I never expected that. “I appreciate you reaching out for me, Kolya. But tell me…what the fuck did Yegor say to you?”
 
   He takes a step in my direction. “Yegor told Abram, Evgeni, Vanya and me about Tarzan. Now we don’t know every detail, but we all agreed you shouldn’t let go. She’s a legend, like you. You guys make quite a pair. ”
 
   “Shouldn’t let go, huh?” I rub my temples with two fingers on each side. “We have a history. One she might not easily overcome. I’ve already set things in motion since she needs to know my side of the story, but I fucking doubt I’ll get the stubborn woman to listen.”
 
   Kolya groans. “Don’t talk about stubborn women. Between my mom and my sister, I don’t fucking need one any time soon.” His eyebrow rises as if he’s caught himself on a mistake. “Well, not for more than a good dick pounding anyway.”
 
   “Right. Well. Thanks for that little piece of advice, man.” My attention goes to the iPad on the couch. Kolya leaves the room as I grab it and plant my ass on a cushion.
 
   Going through the information I can only imagine how this guy forced himself on my Angel time and time again. She’s got a solid gang and a merger with her would only benefit him. His gang needs the fusion, not hers.
 
   I wouldn’t need it either, but fuck… right now I’d give my left nut for our families to become one. Standing strong together will make Filippov’s gang fall away and hell… we would even be able to squash the new gang that keeps popping up.
 
   That new gang is bad fucking news. Not only do they deal drugs, but they use that shit to drug the women they use to make snuff-movies. My stomach turns at the thought. That’s the main thing on the agenda for the next meeting, when all the heads of the gangs meet up.
 
   Normally, we all work alongside each other without interference. As close to ignoring one another; each of us going our own way. But a few times a year, we all meet up at a party. That way we can discuss shit that needs to be handled together, something that benefits us all.
 
   One of those meetings is coming up soon. Just two of each gang goes into a small office. Usually, it’s the head and his right hand. My mind automatically goes to my Angel. I’ve never seen her there or I never noticed, and I fucking wonder how she deals with this big shit. The heads of gangs are guys, sometimes they have chicks in there but that’s either entertainment or to sit and take notes. There are some major decisions made in there, and I can’t imagine Justice letting someone else decide.
 
   Dammit. Yet again, she enters my thoughts. From the moment she literally ran into me, again… She takes over my mind. It’s like she’s been thrown in my path for a reason. Making waves from the past… like the future knows ripples need to settle before you can grab hold and enjoy life.
 
   My mind still can’t wrap around the fact that I came inside her. I’ve never fucked a woman like that. Never sprayed my cum inside a cunt. I set them off with my hands, touch pussy, tits, and make them come that way, yeah. But when it comes to me and orgasms? I take care of business in the shower… by myself. It’s something that started the moment I assaulted her. 
 
   All those years ago… It was something I didn’t plan. The circumstances turned into a heat of the moment thing. Vengeance turned me blind, which led to me tearing a person up by hurting someone they loved. I’d tucked my dick back into my pants the moment I realized what I was about to do. But it was too fucking late, even if my dick never came near her pussy. Nothing will justify my actions back then. Not to her and not to myself. Fuck. Her name… Justice. All I remember are her heart-cutting sobs. The moment another guy in the room called out; “Fuck her good, show that fucker of a father what he did… See that, fucker? Your daughter is now the one who’s being used, want us to videotape that shit? Fuck no, we’re not like you, asshole.” Ice bucket. Realization had hit with what I was about to do.
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   The hard knock on the door makes me jump. Dammit. I was deep in my thoughts about losing my last family member. The last of the Rybin family. 
 
   “Come in.” My voice cracks, and I remind myself to swallow back the grief. I’m head of this gang and need to stay focused.
 
   Afon walks in, holding a box. “It’s been scanned. Not sure if you want this, but that’s up to you.” 
 
   He gives me a once-over and places the box on the bed. With a tiny sympathetic smile, he leaves the room and closes the door. The golden box on my bed says Versace on the lid. Opening it, I see a bundle of rope and the exact same robe Ford owns. Fuck. My pussy tightens at the reminder. Damn that man. Why, why did he have to be the guy who traumatized me? The guy who wanted to punish my father by hurting me. 
 
   Closing my eyes at the memory, the black behind my eyelids fade and I’m back inside that room, years ago… 
 
   My mind is still struggling; why am I in this room? My body is aching all over because my dad beat the shit out of me a few hours ago. I still don’t understand why my father would do that to me. He wanted to pack up and leave, so sudden and without any explanation. When I asked where my mother was, he hit me. The moment I fell to the ground, he started to kick and punch me. If it wasn’t for those guys barging into the house, I’m sure my father would have killed me. That’s how hard he was beating me. And yet… maybe he should have since it only got worse.
 
   My father is tied to a chair. The man I now know as Ford is leaning over a table and right in my father’s face. He’s angry. At nineteen I’ve never seen a person that angry. Not even my dad’s face had that kind of anger when he beat me up before these guys came and took us.
 
   “Thought you could slip through, did you? Unnoticed. Without consequences. Did you really think we wouldn’t know? Wouldn’t catch up? Even with the mask, we fucking knew it was you. Judgement day, fucker. Your time is now.” Ford’s voice is like ice. He’s the youngest guy in the room. Maybe a few years older than I am. 
 
   I whimper as I hug my own body. The beating I took is taking its toll and this weird situation isn’t helping. There are two guys behind me; they look to be a few years older than Ford. There’s an older guy in the corner, sitting in a chair. He’s just observing. Like Ford is right now. His gaze seems to drill right through me.
 
   I swallow my next sob, as I should have with the one that got his attention.
 
   “Leave her out of this.” My father growls.
 
   Ford’s head whips to my dad. Before I can react my belly hits the table and I’m staring at my father’s shocked face. Ford is leaning over me, trapping my body between his chest and the table. I try to push up but he grabs my wrists and places them in front of me, pinning them to the table with one hand.
 
   His other hand goes to my yoga pants and in one smooth move he rips my pants and underwear down to my knees. He slides his palm over my butt cheek and I freeze while I hold my breath. This is not happening. These last few hours are a nightmare and I need to wake up.
 
   Staring at my father, Ford’s hard voice snaps out, “This tight pussy is mine for the taking. I will rip it in half and after that you will see your own blood pump out of your body while I’m still pumping my cock deep inside you. My cock will enjoy every vibration till your life ebbs away and your soul leaves this earth.” His breath is ragged. “That’s what you said to her. Your last fucking words. The last thing she heard… The last your fucking daughter will hear.” 
 
   What is he talking about? Is he going to? I swallow hard while tears stream down my face. “Please don’t… please. No… please.”
 
   His hand leaves my ass for a moment. There’s a sound of a zipper and I feel heated skin touch my back. His hand is back on my hip, sliding down my front. I try to buckle at his touch but can’t do anything pressed over this table with my hands pinned in front of me.
 
   My father moves forward, regret and guilt in his eyes. “Take me, leave her out of this. She didn’t do anything. Kill me, just…”
 
   My screams fill the room. I’ve never had sex. Never had a boyfriend. Never been touched there. I was saving that part of my body for one person… the right person. The one who would treasure me. Love me… Not create the fear that slices through my body… through my mind… both body and mind shut down. Unable to comprehend the horror, humiliation, panic, despair… a loud speed train of emotions is tearing me apart. 
 
   The older guy in the corner, sitting on a chair speaks up. “Fuck her good, show that fucker of a father what he did… See that, fucker? Your daughter is now the one who’s being used, want us to videotape that shit? Fuck no, we’re not like you, asshole.”
 
   Then it’s all gone, his hands, his grip, he’s gone. Just as quick as he had me pinned and bared, he leaves me hollow and broken. 
 
   …My heart is pounding as though trying to break free of my chest. I’m panting hard until realization hits that I’m not stuck in the past. I’m in my own bedroom, sucked into an old memory triggered by the man who just entered my life like he intended to enter my body all those years ago. 
 
   Anger burns in my veins. The need to kill him. Looking down, I see my fists buried tight into the robe. Sliding the fabric from my fingers, the pain eases. Pain. The memory always ends the same. Abrupt. Like he caught himself before making a mistake…
 
   Not entering…
 
   Jumbled images flash through my mind. The way he came inside me when he had me tied up on his bed. Then left without a word, leaving me there. His shocked face in the mirror. Did he know? Did he remember who I was? Sometimes he kills the women he takes. He didn’t say… No, wait. What did Ford say to my dad when he had me pinned to the table? ‘That’s what you said to her, your last fucking words. The last she heard… The last your fucking daughter will hear.’ Why would he say that to my father? My father said that? To who? When? 
 
   Confused, I find myself hugging the robe when I see a note. 
 
   “Please hear me out before you kill me. I owe you that much.”
 
   Fucker. I grab the bundle of rope and almost let my mind travel to the pleasure he gave me. Ignoring my sore pussy that serves as a double reminder, I see something hidden in the rope. When I unwind it, there’s a new phone in my hands.
 
   He probably thinks it’s a nice gesture to replace the one he stole. Or threw away or, whatever. My annoyance and anger get the best of me, and without thinking I hit the call button for the only number that’s programmed in the list of contacts. I freeze the moment the call connects. For a few long moments, neither one of us speak. Each of us is holding our breath. Waiting.  
 
   Another few seconds go by before I hear him swallow and croak, “I’m glad you called.”
 
   Brought out of the moment, the only words I throw into the phone are, “You said… He said,” My voice turns into a whisper when realization hits. “What did my father do?”
 
   “I won’t tell you over the phone, miles away. It’s not something… I can’t, won’t. I need to face you and look you in the eye when I tell you my side of the story. Please.”
 
   Why does he get to me? He takes, he demands. He’s ruthless. He has a reputation that makes a grown man shit his pants. Yet this guy says please to me with the emotion like he’s on his knees, offering his soul.
 
   “Tomorrow. Noon. Old building on Gavinstar Road, you’ll get five minutes. Bring only one other person and I will do the same. You will leave when those five minutes are up, whether you’re finished or not. I don’t fucking care.”
 
   “I’ll only need two.” His voice turns husky. “Those other three I’ll use to be deep inside you again.” 
 
   The fucker hangs up before I can kill the damn call or him for that matter.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
   Mind set on revenge.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   Water rushes over me, just like the memories of me taking her right here in the shower. So fucking sweet. I still don’t understand why the hell I said that last part before I ended the call. Fuck. That just slipped out of my fucking mouth. I wanted to be honest and direct, but not that fucking direct. Dammit. Building trust by throwing up sexual promises isn’t the way to go. Except, in my mind… it’s the fucking truth. 
 
   We need this talk and yeah, it’s either fuck or fucking get killed. I’ve got my mind set on the first option, knowing it’s just wishful thinking. If she chooses to go for the second… my soul is ready to surrender and pay for my sins. I can never ask for forgiveness when I can never forgive myself. I just hope we can get past this, that she understands what… ah, fuck. No one can understand, I can’t even… She just needs to know.
 
   Getting out of the shower is as cold as the reality that hits me. The tiny shred of hope I get to fill her up while her inner walls clamp down around my cock slides away like the water on the floor… going down the drain.
 
   Instead of the suits I usually wear, I chose to go with black cargo pants and a black tank. I grab one of my favorite hoodies and zip up my Magnum US Viper Pro black boots. Ready for any kind of action, I make my way to the living room.
 
   The guys I trust the most are all gathered, and I’m sure they are here to talk me out of it. Yegor speaks up first. “Are you sure about this, Boss?”
 
   One by one, I meet the eyes of each man for a few seconds to be sure I’m fucking clear. “Yes. I’m more than ready for what’s about to go down. Yegor, you’re coming with me. If things don’t go as planned, you’ll be the one in charge. None of you will retaliate. Am I fucking clear?”
 
   Between curses, I hear a reluctant chorus of, “Yes, Boss.” 
 
   That’s enough for me. I make one last trip to the basement and when I get to the foyer, Yegor is already waiting for me. Reaching into my pocket, I wrap my fingers around my keys. When I toss them to him, he snatches them out of the air in one clean sweep.
 
   “Why in the hell am I driving?” he says with a hint of awe in his voice. “You never let anyone behind the wheel of your monster.”
 
   I shrug my shoulders before answering. “Might as well get to know the monster before it’s passed on to you.”
 
   “Fuck, man. You can’t be serious. Look, I know you feel deep down like you need to do this or some shit, and maybe she got to you, but fuck… Snap out of it, Ford. You’re top of the line; everyone shivers and bows at your feet.” His voice rises with every word he spits out.
 
   “There’s a reason why you’re coming along, Yegor. Just calm the fuck down and listen when I explain it to her. Then you’ll understand. Or not, I don’t fucking care. It needs to be done.”
 
   I stroll out the door, not caring if he trails along. I’m fucking sure he is though, since he always has my back. Even now, when I’m voluntarily walking into my own death.
 
   The ride takes a little over ten minutes. The only thing I do is stare out the fucking side window while my mind travels back in time. Even for me it’s hard to relive that dark moment from my past. My body shivers with the thought of voicing that shit.
 
   Yegor parks the truck in front of an old building. It looks rundown, like everything else in this part of town. Although the moment we step inside, everything looks new. The solid steel door slams shut behind us. There are two guys who look like buff baboons standing beside it. Without a word, one of them waves a hand, indicating we need to go upstairs. 
 
   Taking the steps two at a time, I’m not even panting as I reach the top. Yegor, however, is. The fucker likes his food. He might exercise, but that belly he’s got  sure blocks his six-pack from ever showing.
 
   Chuckling, I slap him on the back. But before I can make a comment, I hear a throat clear.
 
   “Enough with the male bonding. Step inside or the clock starts ticking right now.” I can feel the anger rolling off Justice before I turn to face her.
 
   Holding out my hand, I say, “By all means, lead the way, Angel Moy.”
 
   Yeah, I totally breathe the name I gave her all husky and sweet. Not just to ruffle her feathers, but to ease my heart that beats in a whole new pattern as soon as she’s in my presence.
 
   Her eyes narrow before she spins on her heel and her tight ass gives me no other option than to follow it. 
 
   The room looks like an interrogation room. There is a table that appears to be bolted to the floor with four chairs around it. One chair is different than the other three and that right there confirms my suspicion. 
 
   “Start talking.” She doesn’t even bother to sit down.
 
   Her second-in-command closes the door and stands in front of it. Yegor does the same and keeps an eye on them both.
 
   I saunter to the table and take a seat. My eyes turn hard as I meet hers. She gets my unspoken demand. She draws a deep breath and then huffs as she places that tight ass in a seat across from mine.
 
   “Since you didn’t give me a lot of time, I’ll make it short but give you most of the details.” 
 
   She quirks an eyebrow at my statement. “You will give me all of the information and details before I tie you up and finish you.”
 
   Damn if my dick didn’t just harden at the promise in her voice. “Now, Angel. That’s not yours to demand.”
 
   She opens her mouth, but before words leave those lush lips I manage to snap them shut by telling her, “You’re not allowed to speak.”
 
   Yegor chuckles. One glance and even his breath halts. That’s fucking right. I’m in control.
 
   “I will not permit one word. When I’m done, and only when I’m done, will I grant you permission to speak.” 
 
   Again with the one eyebrow. Her pupils dilate and the submission in her gaze shoots straight to my groin. Dammit, I need to focus. Focusing on my sister, hurt squeezes my heart as my thoughts are forced back under control.
 
   “As you know, all of this happened back in Russia. My sister was seventeen when she was murdered. The cops took forever to make a case. It’s like they didn’t even try. My mother was crushed; she couldn’t live with the loss of her daughter. Cops were standing in front of my house when I got home one day; told me my mother had committed suicide. The cop who stood in front of me was the same fucker who handled my sister’s case and I could just see the fucking pity in his eyes. That was when I decided to find out for my fucking self what happened. I didn’t have one soul left on this earth to take care of, and the need to hide the desire to kill the person who took my sister’s life and drove my mother to suicide was gone.”
 
   I close my eyes as I focus on my breathing. The anger slices through my body as my chest burns for every gulp of air that enters my lungs.  
 
   I swallow hard before I continue, “I knew I wouldn’t stand a fucking chance to get revenge by myself, so I went to the biggest gang in the area. I was very lucky they let me join. Mainly because I told them my reasons and was shocked to find out they were after the same fucker as me. Turns out there was a Japanese gang who kidnapped young girls for…”
 
   My hands ball into fist on the table, and my eyes close yet again to gain some semblance of control. The softest touch envelopes one of my hands. Opening my eyes, I see her fingers covering mine. Slowly, my gaze trails up to see she’s studying me. With a slight nod, she nudges me to continue.
 
   “Snuff movies. They kidnapped my sister. A man raped and tortured her before he sliced her throat and continued to fuck her sprawled over a table. Pumping from behind while the blood pumped out of her body until there was none left… I…I saw the video.”
 
   My throat clogs with anger at the memory of those images, forever etched into every cell of my body.
 
   “We tracked down the guy. It really wasn’t hard, considering his fucking face was on the video. He was wearing a mask at first, but my sister fought so hard she pulled it off so we had four seconds of clear image. It was your father, Justice.”
 
   The hand that was covering mine pulls back as if my touch burns her skin. “No,” she whispers, though her voice radiates yes.
 
   Fuck, that was hard enough to lay on her, but what comes next will be even worse.
 
   “My boss at the time left the tape for your father to find, except… your mom came home early and watched it… I wasn’t at the stakeout when it happened, so I only know what they told me. The head of the gang set up a team in an apartment across the street to keep an eye on your place. When your father entered the house…they watched through the window while they were on the phone with the boss, deciding how to handle the situation... before they could intervene, your father had snapped your mother’s neck. The boss told them to wait till I got there so we could collect your father and bring him to the warehouse a few miles out of town. They watched him tuck her in a closet and then you came home.”
 
   My breath catches in my throat. I don’t have to finish the story since we were both present when she and her father were taken to the warehouse. She was there when I lost control and wanted to make her dad experience what I felt when I saw my sister die. When I wanted his daughter to feel what my sister must have felt; the horror right in front of his face. How fucking wrong revenge is. I should have just killed the fucker. 
 
   My left hand goes to the side of my leg, where my ever-present knife is fastened. Unbuttoning the clasp, I take out my knife and place it on the table in front of me, and slide it toward her.  
 
   “Do not pity me for the events leading to the scars I branded your life with. Take what is rightfully yours… Reckoning… Make it quick, Angel Moy.”
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   A knife. On the table. Yet I feel as though I’ve been stabbed straight through my heart. My father. My own father. My mother…I just assumed those guys killed her…instead it was my own dad, he was the one who killed my mother and Ford’s sister. It all makes perfect sense. It’s like pieces of a puzzle falling together, showing me the complete picture. The truth reflecting in Ford’s eyes is undeniable. I knew my dad was off track when he started to beat me, but this…
 
   My focus drifts from the knife to my second-in-command. Afon’s soft gaze carries pity and hurt. With a slight nod, he gives me the answer I silently asked. He agrees that Ford is telling the truth. Who knows, maybe he and my uncle knew all along and kept it from me to shield me from more excruciating memories. Let’s face it… what I went through was enough. 
 
   When Ford released me from his grip back then, they just let us go, and we walked right out the door without another word. But once we were on the street, the first car that passed put a bullet in my father’s head. Problem solved, right? My uncle had people put me on a plane. I left Russia and became a prime member of the Rybin Gang with my mind set on revenge.
 
   All I have to do is pick up the knife, and I’ll have  the vengeance I’ve craved for so very long. Except…my father killed his sister. Not only that… he raped her. Humiliated her. His mother took her life because of it. All those years ago…he was about to take revenge by doing the same to me, what my father did to his sister… except Ford couldn’t… he didn’t… Understanding hits yet I can’t find complete forgiveness. My fingers curl around the knife. In one clean swift move, I lodge it deep into the table in front of Ford, right between his hands.
 
   Without a word, I get up and leave the room. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   She isn’t your woman, Ford.
 
    
 
   Do not pity me. Asshole. I should have taken the knife, sliced off his dick, shoved it into his eye socket and held up a mirror so he’d see what a dick he is. Do not pity me.
 
   It’s been a few days and with my brother’s funeral and the time that’s past since I sat down with Ford, my anger should have faded. Except it hasn’t. I’m a whirlwind of emotions. I damn well know where Ford’s motivation came from, but no fucking way does it justify or excuse his actions. Except… somehow it does. And yet, it doesn’t. Dammit. Did I mention a whirlwind?
 
   I don’t need this right now. There’s too much going on. We need to temper the connection since my brother screwed shit up. Sure Ford kidnapped me first, then my brother interfered, and then the car bomb… all of this, plus Borya getting hurt in the process. Shit. 
 
   Staring down at the file in front of me brings me back to my own screwed-up emotions and yet a brand new job. With the meeting coming up with the gang leaders, I have to review this information, and it’s gut-twisting. There’s a new gang on the rise. The fuckers are dealing drugs and kidnapping women to use in snuff movies. Sound familiar?
 
   There’s that whirlwind again. Why now? Seems like a fucking creepy coincidence. Except with this gang it seems they don’t target young girls. Yeah, I dug a little deeper the second I got home from meeting Ford. With a little arm twisting, Afon broke and told me everything he knew.
 
   Again, I try to focus on the stuff in front of me, shoving the shit with Ford in the back of my mind. The harsh noise of a throat clearing makes my head whip up.
 
   “Are you ready to leave?” Afon’s voice is as sharp as his Armani suit.
 
   Shaking my head slowly, I reply, “You can damn well see I’m wearing my robe. Gimme ten minutes and I will be.”
 
   Yes, I’m wearing the robe Ford gave me. So what? It’s a nice robe. Normally, I’d let it fall to the ground, but instead I drape it over the bed as I make my way to the bathroom for a very short shower. After quickly drying off, I step into my dark purple thong. I then slip into the gorgeous, dark plum-colored dress and cinch in my chest with the tight bodice before adjusting the straps encrusted in rhinestones over my shoulders.
 
   It’s made of soft flowing fabric that falls in waves to the floor. The tight top has a sparkling line of rhinestones going from the right side of my waist up between my breasts and over my shoulder. Silver-strap heels and long silver earrings complete the outfit. Instead of spending too much time on my hair, I keep it loose and spread out over my back. I keep my make-up to a minimum for a natural look since the dress is stunning enough to make a statement.
 
   Before I leave my bedroom I cross to the tiny closet in the corner and pull out a four-inch blade and strap it to the inside of my left leg. I check the mirror to ensure it doesn’t show in the large split of the dress. Content with what I see, I head outside to meet Afon.
 
   Slipping inside an armored, black Mercedes S600 Guard, we drive in silence for over thirty minutes before we pass through wrought-iron gates and reach a large mansion. There are a lot of classy cars parked out front, indicating we’re among the last guests to arrive. 
 
   Afon steps out first and walks around to assist me. He places a hand at the small of my back and guides me inside the mansion. All of the guests are in a large ballroom-like space, standing, chatting, and some are even dancing to the live music that’s set up in a corner. 
 
   Before we reach the bar, a huge chest steps in front of us. “Do not touch her.”
 
   Great. Ford’s rumbling voice makes goosebumps break out all over my skin. I feel Afon’s hand tremble at my back, and I know he’s close to making a scene.
 
   “Afon, would you please get me a drink so I can speak with Ford?” My voice is sweet, yet my second-in-command knows it’s an order.
 
   “You’re aware Filippov’s here?” Ford growls.
 
   My eyes scan the room and shit, the fucker is heading straight for me. Before I can think things through, I act on instinct.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   Justice’s eyes narrow when she glances around me. Before I can turn to see what caught her eye, her hands go to the back of my neck and lowers me down for a kiss.
 
   Fuck. Me.
 
   Automatically, my arms circle her waist and pull her against my body. Insanity ignites inside me again and I just let it ride, not caring or even thinking about her actions. I intend to take full advantage of this moment. Her lips are like velvet touching mine. Sliding  my tongue along her bottom lip, she opens and lets her tongue fight with mine. Every stroke and swirl heightens my desire to strip her right here and bury myself inside her hot, wet heat.
 
   Her hand slips into my hair and tightens to a fist, allowing me to take her mouth the way I would love to take her pussy. Hard and rough. My hand slides to the front of her silky dress, tracing the edge where her lush breast is hidden.
 
   “Excuse me.” An annoying voice dares to interrupt what I’ve been craving for the last few days. A taste of my Angel. 
 
   Regretfully, I pull my lips away and growl, “You’re excused, now fucking leave.”
 
   Hearing her sweet chuckle against my chest makes me pull her even tighter against me.
 
   “Excuse my over-protective man here,” she says, her voice practically humming with pleasure. “He rarely gives me time to breathe; I’m surprised he let me go to the meeting. Isn’t that right, Lapochka?” 
 
   Lapochka. A term of endearment…that’s how she’s addressing me now?
 
   My gaze lands on Filippov, the fucker who interrupted us, and anger boils in my veins. Keeping my Angel close to me and with that as far away from the fucker, I all but pierce him with my gaze.
 
   “You’ve made a huge fucking mistake by going after my woman.” Before I can threaten the fucker some more, he interrupts me.
 
   He dares to take a step closer. “She isn’t your woman, Ford. The Rybin Gang is mine.”
 
   I tip my head back and bark out a laugh. Sliding back to lock eyes; I let him know there’s no fucking humor in my words to come. “That right there, fucker, shows your lack of intellect and fucking respect. Back off. Or let me rephrase that in the way you told my woman…take my word for it or I’ll take your fucking life. Am I clear?”
 
   I feel Justice’s body freeze against me. She’s probably wondering how the fuck I knew what he wrote to her. Before the fucker can manage a reply, I turn and guide Justice to the bar. Afon is standing half way with two drinks in his hands.
 
   Condensation on the glasses indicates he’s been standing there awhile. Smart fucking move not to interrupt.
 
   “Afon.” I nod in appreciation and thanks.
 
   “Ford.” He lifts his chin and hands Justice one of the glasses.
 
   My arm is still wrapped around her waist. She doesn’t make any attempt to step away. It feels as though the weight of a stone has been lifted from my chest. Even if she’s doing this to avoid Filippov, I’ll make damn fucking sure to enjoy every fucking second of it.
 
   Besides that, the reason I walked up to her… the fury of seeing Afon’s hand on her, is the disturbing rumor that Yegor told me an hour ago. I know if I tell her, she’s going to close up and dismiss me so instead I focus on Afon.
 
   “Did you hear Filippov might be connected to the snuff movies? Word has it he’s offering his property for the shoots.” 
 
   My woman freezes under my touch. Afon’s upper lip curls in a snarl. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”
 
   “See what your computer guy can dig up. Here,” Reluctantly, I take my hand from Justice’s waist and reach inside my jacket to grab a pen and a piece of paper. After writing down Abram’s number, I hand it to him. Tucking back the paper and pen, I wrap my arm around Justice and she settles back against my body.
 
   “Abram’s our intel guy. Tell him I want two brains on Filippov to track down a solid connection to the property. Let’s see if we can have some hard intel before the meeting is over so we can kill the fucker.”
 
   Afon pulls out his phone. “Thanks, Ford. I appreciate it.”
 
   I’m hoping that smooths things over enough for what I’m about to say. “Trust me when I say I won’t leave her side. I’ll either be in her house with my men, although I’d rather have her in my own bed. Since I’m the one with the huge property, I’d be more than happy for all of you to stay.”
 
   Afon’shead bobs softly as though he’s going over things in his mind before his eyes connect with Justice. Reason. That right there shows his solid connection and devotion. He’s putting everything aside to keep his boss safe.
 
   “Before you alpha fuckers make any more plans about and over me, I’d like to have a little word with Ford alone. Excuse us, Afon.” She says his name overly classy as if he’s the king except the sneer clearly puts him in his place.
 
   She all but drags me away and we soon find ourselves in a tiny room that has no windows. There’s a desk in the corner and all the walls are covered with books. Rows and rows of books. There are pillows in one corner and when I glance over the titles I see they’re all romance. Well, that certainly sets the mood. 
 
   I pull off my jacket and throw it over the desk. “Nice little reading cave you pulled us into. Do you want me to read you some porn?” 
 
   A pink flush coats her cheeks. Now there’s a pretty sight. As I step up to her, she takes a step back. Her back hits the door and I reach around her. The snick of the lock makes her shoulders shake before her eyebrows knit together and she pushes me back.
 
   “Snap out of it, we’re here to discuss shit. That, and to make it clear to you once and for all that I do not want or need your help. I am none of your business nor will I ever will be. You got that?” She reaches out and before I know what she’s up to, she twists my nipple.
 
   A surge of heat flashes through my body and my dick absorbs it all, throbbing and becoming rock hard. My hand wraps around that small, silky wrist of hers and I spin her around and grab her other hand. With both pinned behind her back, I maneuver my grip so I can hold her in place with one hand.
 
   Leaning in, I nuzzle her neck. I nip her earlobe and move forward to slide my goatee along her cheek. Loosening my tie, I slide it off and bind her wrists without looking. Her sharp intake of breath is the sound I crave.
 
   “Let’s see if my little Angel is longing for me, shall we?” I slide one hand underneath that silky purple dress and trace one of her long legs. 
 
   Sliding a finger over damp lace makes me groan. I want her so fucking bad, I can almost smell her arousal envelope me. Pulling my hand away, I grab her shoulders and spin her around, caging her against the door, her bound arms tucked behind her. Holding her gaze, I fall to my knees and grip her ankle.
 
   Her pupils dilate and desire swirls deep inside me. Lifting her ankle, I lock her heel on my shoulder, opening her up for me. A dark strap around her leg catches my attention.
 
   “Well now, what do we have here?” With a soft move, the knife falls to the ground. “Won’t be needing that… this time.” 
 
   My finger slides her thong to the side, baring her sweet cunt. I take a deep breath and close my eyes to savor the tantalizing smell of her arousal.
 
   “So fucking incredible. You can lure me down to my knees with just one whiff. It ignites a craving deep inside me. The need to touch, taste…feel. There’s no other female that fires me up the way you do.”
 
   My control snaps and instead of keeping her thong to the side, I fist the lace in one hand and keep her pinned with it. My mouth covers her pussy and the moment those sweet juices hit my tongue, a deep moan rises from my chest and vibrates against her clit. She buckles and digs her heel against my shirt.  
 
   The sting of pain spurs me to suck and thrust my tongue deep inside her, showing her my intentions and the promise of what my cock is dying to do. It’s at that moment when my body freezes and I pull back. A sense of shame washes over me and it shocks me to the core.
 
   Again, I didn’t give her a choice, so ready to take what I need. Overpowered by my own impulses. It doesn’t matter if the impulses are good or bad, it’s still taking.
 
   “Hey.” The bite in her voice has my gaze flicking up to meet hers. “Don’t you dare stop; put your mouth back on me. We’re not stuck on the past in this room right now. I’m still fucking mad as hell at you, but I’d be even madder if you don’t get back into giving me what I need. What I want. What I long for.”
 
   I lift her foot off my shoulder and place it on the floor. Slowly, I rise to my feet and cup her face in my hands. 
 
   “And what exactly do you long for, Angel Moy?” The desire in her eyes equals the same amount as my voice.
 
   “Get it done, Slick. We’re not here to talk.” My feisty little Angel growls out the words.
 
   “But wasn’t that what we came here for?” My taunting words make her struggle against the restraints. At this point, she probably wants to strangle me.
 
   “There’s my Angel. What do you need? Where do you want my hands?” Tracing down the curve of her breast, I let my hand slide lower. “Or do you want my mouth back here?” My hand slides between her skin and the fabric to cup her mound. 
 
   The very thing that froze me a second ago, the test I’m about to do for her, for me… for us…I need to find out if our connection is solid; no triggers that will cause the past to flare up. Swallowing hard, I keep my eyes on her face to watch her every move.
 
   “I’m going to bend you over that desk, cover your body with mine, and drive my cock inside of you. I’m going to pound you hard, until your screams bounce off these books.”
 
   Shock washes over me. I expect her to be repulsed by the thoughts of me taking her like this. Bringing back the memories, our past. Instead she flames up and brushes her legs together as though she’s scratching an itch. An itch I created. An itch she wants me to scratch.
 
   Her voice sounds hoarse when she says, “Don’t pull out until my walls are done strangling your cock.”
 
   A bark of laughter rises from deep in my chest. Her honesty, her longing, she wants this, just as much as I want her. “I’d better not disappoint that sweet pussy.” 
 
   Grabbing her waist, I bend her over the desk. Slowly, I pull up that soft fabric and lock it underneath her bound wrists. I tug my zipper down and my cock falls out, its thick head pointing up, throbbing with need.
 
   The barrier of lace that has been bugging me has done it for the last fucking time as I rip her thong to pieces and shove it in my pocket. 
 
   With a groan, I rub the head of my cock along her slick heat. “So fucking wet, Angel Moy. You’re going to have me coming deep inside you within seconds. You wouldn’t want that, now would you?” 
 
   “Grigory,” My name resembles a moan and it’s the last thing my mind registers before my balls curve around her tight pussy due to the force of me driving deep inside her.
 
   Pulling halfway out, I fall into a fast rhythm that has the both of us panting with each thrust. With one hand locked on her shoulder, I keep her in place, allowing me to extend the force of taking her. With a tight grip on my tie that’s restraining her wrists, it gives me all the balance I need in this moment. My anchor.
 
   The sounds coming from her mouth are fueling the burning in my balls. Her walls start to tighten and strangle my cock. Her orgasm reduces the space I have to drive inside her. Narrow, wet, hot… my control snaps as fire flames up my balls and through my cock, exploding deep within her. 
 
   My cum coats her insides and ignites another strong orgasm in her body that takes my dick and demands ransom. More, her body is telling me exactly what I feel, what I need, with every inch that is me. This time, or the next…it will never be enough. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   I’ve got you now…
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   The whine that leaves my throat surprises even me. Dammit. That single mind-blowing orgasm wasn’t enough. Coming deep inside you within seconds…. That’s what it felt like. Way too fast. Again… dammit. I want him again and he’s still inside me. How is that even possible? 
 
   With everything that has happened between us? Our history, our connection. Fuck that shit. There’s no way around how my body feels about Ford. I could ignore it all and focus on the past, but I’d be lying to myself.
 
   “I thought you didn’t want to come within seconds. You need to practice some more. Maybe set a timer next time so you can stretch it out to a few minutes.” I manage to keep my voice even and slip in an offended scoff. 
 
   The hard slap against my bare ass brings a sting of pain and makes me clamp down on his cock. Feeling him twitch inside me, he starts to harden again. Just as the burn from the slap starts to flame up, he smacks my ass again. My pussy repeats the action and so does his hand. It doesn’t take long before I've lost count; my mind isn't focused and my body is craving the next burn. 
 
   Only it doesn’t come. Instead, his hand curls around my hip, his fingers branding my skin. The hand that was wrapped around my shoulder slides up my neck and into my hair. Fisting it, he tugs my head back. Leaning forward, he takes my lips in a demanding kiss while he keeps pounding hard and fast inside me.
 
   Pulling his head back, he brushes his goatee along my cheek. His lips stop right next to my ear. His grunts and hot breath ignites the first sparks of my orgasm. I hear myself beg, “Please, Grigory… I need…”
 
   Oh, God. I’m actually begging. His long, thick cock is filling me up, and with each stroke he shifts slightly… as if he’s searching… chasing… 
 
   “I know, Angel Moy. Let go… I’ve got you now…” He shifts his hips again, “Right… there…” 
 
   Racing heat. From a grain of sand to a fucking mountain. My whole body shakes as pleasure washes over me. I have no sense of anything except for euphoria. As I slowly come down, I feel his cum shoot deep inside me. His grunts are muffled against my shoulder when he bites down hard. Struggling for my next breath, I fall right back into the pleasure only he can give me.
 
   The rough sound of our panting bounces off the walls. His frustrated groan breaks the moment. “Why are we at this fucking meeting and not at home?”
 
   “Hmmmhmmm.” That’s it… that’s all I can manage right now.
 
   His chuckle leaves a trail of goosebumps on my skin. “We might want to leave early since I plan on taking you at least three more times before morning.”
 
   So cocky; let’s see if I can bring his ego down a nudge. “With the lightning speed you blow your load, we’ll only need five minutes. Two of those would be to give you time in between to catch your breath… so I think we’re good.”
 
   His hand circles my neck and tightens, making my breath hitch. “Careful now, Angel. Your mouth is taunting my cock and I’m not done with your cunt right now.”
 
   There’s a knock on the door. “Ford. You in there?”
 
   Ford curses in Russian underneath his breath. He pulls out and I whimper at the loss and emptiness. “Hush, I’ll be back deep inside you before the night is over. I thought we just made that very clear. Maybe not which side of you, but still… Deep. Inside.” 
 
   He smacks my ass and then slides my dress down. My hands are free within a few seconds and Ford strolls across the room. He picks up the knife I had tied to my leg and steals it. He looks back one more time while he’s trying… and failing drastically… to smooth out the wrinkles in his tie. When he reaches the door, he flips the lock and opens it.
 
   Yegor and Afon step into the room. They both look at each other and shake their head.
 
   Yegor speaks up. “Let’s step into the fucking hall because I’m getting horny just from the smell in this room.” He steps around Afon while he murmurs, “Dammit I’m going to need some action tonight.”
 
   Afon follows him and so does Ford. With no other choice I make my way to the door until I have to stop and press my legs together. Dammit. Cum is sliding down my legs and I’m sure I’m wrapped in the smell of it. How on fucking earth am I going to sit in a meeting like this? The instant I stand, I’ll have a huge cum stain on the back of my dress.
 
   Ford peeks his head inside the room. “Ah. Yeah… Not sorry about that part, Angel Moy. But let me help you out there.”
 
   He steps inside and grabs his jacket off the desk. “Would have forgotten my jacket if it wasn’t for my cum sliding out of your sweet pussy.” 
 
   He pulls out a handkerchief and drops to his knees in front of me. Sliding my foot up, he hooks it over his shoulder. Dammit, my breath hitches as I think of his tongue trailing my…
 
   “Yeah, I’ll eat that sweet cunt after we've both had a shower. Right now I’m going to clean you up so we can handle some business first. Okay?”
 
    “Hmmmhmmm.” Oh why can’t I manage words while he is stroking oh so slowly…
 
   “Stop fucking each other for a few goddamned minutes and handle some business for fuck’s sake,” Yegor’s frustrated voice booms through the room.
 
   “There, all done.” Ford sets my foot down and stands up. After lacing his fingers with mine, he guides me out of the room.
 
   “Don’t get your balls in a twist, Yegor. Now what’s…” Ford’s voice drifts off as he looks from Afon to Yegor. “What the fuck is going on? What did you find out?”
 
   Afon glances over at Yegor, who gives a quick nod as though silently telling him to share their news. “You were right. Filippov is connected. He’s been expanding his gang and fuck…” 
 
   His eyes find mine and the look he’s giving me sends shivers down my spine. Ford gives a sharp pull that makes me stumble against his body. He wraps his muscled arms around me making me, feel safe within the next second.
 
   Afon rubs one hand along the back of his neck. “With the shit he’s pulled, Tarzan... This ain’t no fucking donkey shit. We need to... dammit, I can’t even,”
 
   Ford grabs my chin and meets my gaze. “We merge. My name, your signature. He’s going down. We stand stronger together; two leaders, one gang. So he doesn’t have a fucking chance to take you. Because I, for fucking sure, know that’s his intent; make his own personal snuff movie. Am I correct, Afon?”
 
   “Yeah… Boss.” Dammit Afon. With an answer like that, he’s giving his blessing. Not even discussing this with me but making a clear statement that there isn’t any other way. It makes me appear weak, not a badass gang leader. Even though Ford is doing exactly what Filippov wanted… taking my gang, merging… I know deep down it’s very, very different. All of them…my men, Ford and his men…they place themselves in front of me, stepping up to keep me safe.
 
   A soft brush of his thumb along my bottom lip, the throbbing between my legs. Reminders of his strength, control, knowing my needs, and taking charge. Fuck. I can’t think.
 
   “Don’t fight me, Angel.” His voice is a sharp demand. Before I can think, my head moves in automatic agreement. Shit. How does he do that?
 
   “Then it’s done. Let’s get to the meeting so we can expose the backstabbing fucker and have his head on the fucking table.” Ford’s voice makes it final. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   The room where the meeting is going to be held is already filling with all the heads of the gangs. There are over eighteen of us, but only fourteen are present tonight. When vital decisions need to be made, it takes at least twelve heads for a motion to pass. 
 
   That’s what we’re fucking going for, except… banishing a gang from the elite ring requires a unanimous agreement. That’s why we needed the black and white proof. 
 
   “It’s done.” Afon mumbles as my phone chimes. 
 
   He’s sent the information to every member except Filippov, for obvious reasons. This way they will all have  time to decide before it's up for discussion and also because the non-present gangs still need to weigh in with their vote.
 
   Seeing multiple members reach for their phones, I know it’s time to get this shit on the road. Yegor is sitting on my right with Justice to my left, while Afon is at her other side. Thankful she’s boxed in between us.
 
   Filippov strolls into the room and his right hand trails behind. He glances around and takes a seat next to Afon. Fuck. I’d rather have him across the table where I can watch the fucker as this shit goes down.
 
   Before anyone enters this room, they have to go through a security check including a pat down. All weapons stay outside. No exceptions. Yet I still feel  a twist in my gut. Why? Well, maybe because I have Justice’s knife strapped on the inside of my ankle. Yeah, the fucker at the door is fucking failing drastically. So with that thought, there’s a definite possibility more weapons could have slipped through.
 
   The feel of a soft brush over my inner thigh makes my head turn. Justice leans close as her sweet voice strokes my ear. “Easy, Slick.”
 
   My nerves calm a bit. Well some, since the most responsive ones are now on full alert. Wanting her to stroke up just a bit and settle that hand on my cock.
 
   Her soft giggle makes my eyes flash up. Yeah, I had my gaze locked on the target and she fucking knows it. God, how I love the sound of her laughter. I make a mental note to bring it out some more at the exact same moment I hear the door close.
 
   Showtime.
 
   Filippov glances around the table, eying the members who are holding their phones. His gaze ping pongs between Justice and me and anger flashes in his eyes.
 
   With all of us being heads of our own gangs, we rotate on who is taking point when we gather. Peacock is the current appointed leader. He stands up, grabs a huge bowl, and walks around the table, sliding the bowl next to every member and patiently waiting for them to throw in their phone.  
 
   Another necessary precaution. Yeah, they could take the phones when they check us for weapons, but this is a show of trust. We all surrender to the Vegas mentality; whatever is said in this room, stays in this room. Once Peacock finishes, one of the guards takes the bowl and leaves the room.  
 
   With his hair tied back, Peacock's rough features show his years of experience. He was a fighter who spent his youth in the ring and worked his way up his father’s gang. He’s ruthless and yet always manages to keep the balance with good intentions. 
 
   Peacock’s voice rings out, “Okay, let’s start since we have a lot of vital things on the agenda tonight. Also, we’ve got a last minute item we need to discuss so if any of you need to get something off your chest, now is the time.” 
 
   Pushing myself off the chair, I plant two hands in front of me on the table and lean in. “Yes. I would like you all to know that Tarzan and I have decided to merge our gangs.” I risk a glance at Justice’s face to see it’s filled with anger. Yeah, I’m going to get my balls twisted the second we’re alone. “This will entail that my name, the Dudnik Circle and her signature, the Russian doll with the skull and roses, will stand strong together.”
 
   Everybody’s eyes are on Afon when Peacock asks, “Is this true? Did Tarzan agree to the merger?”
 
   “She does.” I growl and wrap my hand around Justice’s arm as I pull her against my body. 
 
   She tries to elbow me in the gut. “What the fuck, Ford? They could have gone without…”
 
   Peacock raises his eyebrows. “Well… wouldn’t you know, Tarzan’s got a cunt. No fucking vine between the legs. Somehow it does make sense since she still grabs and swings…”
 
   “Shut the fuck up, Peacock. That’s my woman.” I growl.
 
   Justice’s voice rings out. “A woman who can speak up for her fucking self and her gang. So yeah… as of now the Dudnik Circle has two leaders, and one bigass-gang.” 
 
   Congratulations ring out from every side of the table. Well, except from the spot next to Afon. I think I can hear Filippov grinding his teeth over the murmur of voices.
 
   After the room quiets down, Peacock raises his voice. “Right. Back to the agenda. What we need to go through first was brought to our attention within the last hour. I’ve got the proxy vote from the absent members. They have all been briefed and so are all of you, now…” He pins Filippov with a stare. “Mind explaining yourself before we rip your head from your torso?”
 
   Filippov’s head turns red as anger boils over. “She’s insane. Whatever you think I’ve done, it’s her. She’s the one who’s been chasing me. Blackmailing me. This cunt…”
 
   ‘Silence!” Peacock booms. “This has nothing to do with Tarzan. It does, however, have everything to do with women and snuff movies. Your connection to it, in black and white, fucker. Your name tied to the property. Even the fucking boat, the exact location where the videos have been uploaded. Everything matches and traces back to you. Kind of fucking brainless there, idiot, but it certainly makes our job that much more fucking simple. All of the evidence was leaked to the police before I entered this room. There's no fucking backing out of this, fucker. When they find your head missing from your body, it will be a simple, logical, open-and-shut case for them.”
 
   Glancing around, Filippov’s hand disappears inside his pocket as he stands. “This ain’t over.” 
 
   With a fast sweep, Filippov wraps one arm around Afon’s neck and pulls him in front of him to use as a shield. He’s got a six-inch blade tucked underneath Afon’s chin. Walking back, Filippov shouts, “Now, Albert.” 
 
   There’s noise behind the door right before it bursts open and we all see two dead bodies on the ground and who must be Albert standing in the middle. 
 
   “Now, you all go on about with your shit as I will continue mine. Oh and Tarzan. Another one down, the next one will be you.” 
 
   We all watch as the swift move of the blade leaves a red line that rapidly starts to flow, turning Afon’s white dress shirt into a sea of red. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   “Afon, no!” I watch as his hands come up and wrap around his neck as his knees give out from under him.
 
   At the moment, I don’t fucking care about that Filippov fucker. I rush to Afon and kneel down at his side. Ford’s jacket hits the floor as he pushes his shirt against my hands. 
 
   “Give pressure but not too damn much. Ambulance is on the way…. I gotta…”A flash jumps over Afon as I see Ford run out the door, Yegor hot on his heels behind him.
 
   Tears run over my cheeks. With all the turmoil in my fucked-up life, these last few days have been draining. Like the blood that’s… focus.
 
   “Don’t you fucking dare die, Afon. I need you, come on… hang in there.”
 
   Paramedics pour into the room and nudge me aside, and I watch them try to stabilize Afon. His eyes are on me when I see them fade as his head lolls to the side.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   Sweetie pie, my ass.
 
    
 
   “Sit down or I’ll drag you down myself.” Ford’s voice is a harsh command.
 
   I shoot a glare in his direction while I continue pacing the room they’ve put us in. I hate this. Waiting. No news. Surgery. That’s good, right? At least he’s not dead… yet. Fuck. 
 
   Strong arms wrap around me and I’m dragged against a hard chest. A naked chest, I might add. His smell surrounds me as my mind wonders if they put us in here because of his bare tattooed torso. Ford took his shirt off so I could put pressure… fuck, will Afon be? How fucking long has it been? Really? They keep us in the fucking…
 
   “Shush, Angel Moy. They’re doing everything they can. I’m sure they will give us an update as soon as possible. For now, let them focus on pulling him through.” 
 
   Shit. I said that out loud, didn’t I? I’m so tired. Why am I falling apart when I’ve been so strong for so long? I’m the damned head of one of the biggest gangs... Okay, even bigger now since we’ve merged. 
 
   I take a deep breath because I damn well know the answer. Within a matter of days, I’ve lost two people. And not only were they close to me, but also high up in the rank of my gang. Am I going to lose my second-in-command? He needs to pull through, he just has to.
 
   Ford’s lips cover mine in a lingering kiss that turns my mind numb. When he eases back, he touches his forehead with mine. This man from my past, who I’ve hated all my life, is now the very person I lean on.
 
   When I made the choice to use him to push Filippov, I couldn’t foresee this would happen. Although it feels right. He feels right. Deep down I know he would give his life for me. A cold shiver runs down my spine. Is he doing this because he feels obligated? Because he must pay for the hurt he’s caused me?
 
   “What are you thinking, Angel? Tell me.” His gaze penetrates my mind as if he’s trying to peel the thoughts right out of my head. Trust and honesty. Things I value. Things the men I’ve lost gave me as I gave to them in return. I need to be strong. He doesn’t…
 
   I straighten my spine. “Look, Ford, I’m thankful you’re here, but I’m fine now. We’re… fine. There is no reason for you to feel obligated to be here for me.”
 
   Hurt. That’s what staring back at me. He takes a step forward and another one and by doing this, he pushes me backward until I’m boxed in between him and the wall.
 
   “What’s this? You think I’d be with a woman out of guilt? Would give my life so she can live hers without a backward struggle? How wrong you are and how sorry you’re going to be for those thoughts the second we get home.” His voice is a low growl, breathing next to my ear.
 
   Those words, his tone. The place between my legs starts to throb. And now I'm annoyed by the way my body reacts to him. This whole fucked-up situation and we’re in the freaking hospital for crying out loud, but my body is still screaming for him. 
 
   My hand cups his hardware and I give it a tight squeeze. “Are you sure? Because you should be thankful I don’t have a rope on me or I’d string your balls so tight, your dick would be begging me to…”
 
   “My dick will always be begging for you, Angel. He’s just not allowed to speak so you’ll never enjoy that satisfaction. Besides that… there’s no fucking way rope will ever come near my balls or my dick for that matter. As for you… I can’t wait to wrap you up, totally under my control. Mine.”
 
   My body shivers at the promise in his voice. Damn that man. 
 
   His soft chuckle lets me know he caught my body’s surrender. “That right there, Angel… That’s what you stir inside me. No other woman has been able to do that. No other.“ He takes a deep breath. “I’ve never been inside a woman before you.”
 
   It’s barely a whisper and his confession confirms my thoughts. “Well, I could only get myself off until you. There, are we done admitting shit so we can get back to worrying instead of sexing each other up? Because I’d hate to have my legs around your waist when they come to,”
 
   “When I come, Angel… I don’t fucking care if anyone else is coming or going. Just as long as you and I do… preferably together.”
 
   Before I can reply, the door swings open, and a doctor walks in with his hands in his pockets. His slightly gray hair shows his age, while his slumped shoulders show the weight of his profession and he looks so, so tired. 
 
   “No,” I whisper. Dreading what comes next I strengthen my spine but place my head against Ford’s chest.
 
   His arms close around me as I feel the rumble of his voice in his chest. “Doc. Lay it on us.” 
 
   “We did everything we could,” 
 
   I hold my breath, bracing myself for what comes next. I press myself deeper against Ford’s warmth, afraid that if I let go, I will lose everything. Voices fade as my mind runs away with the thought of yet another huge loss.
 
   Ford grips my shoulders and pushes me away from his body. “Justice.” He snaps. “Like the doc said, it’s up to Afon now. He hasn’t given up yet, so you better not fucking throw in the goddamn towel until you’re standing at his fucking grave. And fuck. Then I still wouldn’t let you drop the damn thing.”
 
   “I suggest you all go home and get some rest. Come back in a few hours. He’s still sedated. I will allow one or two visitors in a few hours, once we move him out of recovery” 
 
   The doc steps forward and he grips Ford’s hand, then mine and Yegor’s. I totally forgot there was another person in the room.
 
   “Let’s go home.” Ford laces his fingers with mine which leaves me no other choice but to follow.
 
   “He’s got a little surprise for you.” Yegor whispers behind me.
 
   “Don’t ruin it yet, Yegor. She’ll find out soon enough.” Ford mumbles.
 
   My curiosity is piqued but I really, really hate surprises. I dig in my heels and come to a stop. “What’s going on, Ford?”
 
   He glares over my head at Yegor. Yeah, stuff it, I need to know. “Newsflash, don’t ever plan a surprise for me. I hate that shit and I have a trigger-happy finger reflex.”
 
   “Lapochka…you’re not even carrying.”
 
   Sweetie pie, my ass. I tilt my head. “Do you wanna take that chance?”
 
   He seems to ponder for a few seconds before he says. “Filippov vanished into thin air but we managed to grab his guy, Albert. He’s waiting...for us. You game?”
 
   “Why the fuck are we standing around here for? I don’t even need that shower; I’ll have time for that when I’m done with this piece of shit.” 
 
   Walking in the direction of the exit, I throw the words over my shoulder. “I hope to fuck you have enough rope.”
 
   I squeak out loud when Ford picks me up and throws me over his shoulder. “Enough, Tarzan. Don’t you fucking worry about that. My woman gets everything she fucking wishes for, and more.”
 
   Noooooo… Big, bad mob bosses do not squeak. What the hell is this guy doing to me? All those years, I’ve been one of the guys. Head. Respected. I still am, except now with a feminine vibe? Oh, damn. I need to box this shit in before I start wearing pink shit or something.
 
   The walk to the car is faster than the wait for Yegor to clear it. They take every precaution, double it, and then toss in an extra rundown. They're on full alert and who can blame them? The last car bomb killed my brother and another hell-of-a-good guy from my gang.   
 
   The drive to Ford’s house makes my mind wander and right when the car comes to a stop I think about how Filippov is still out there. He’s got a nasty street gang tied to him that’s itching to claw their way to the top. “You know the fucker is probably holed up in the nest of that new gang, right?”
 
   Ford nods as we climb out of the car and walk to his mansion. “We’ve got a few guys out and our computer guys are working together right now. Quite a team I might say. Or threesome.” He chuckles as he wiggles his eyebrows.
 
   “Aaaaah there it is.” A pang of jealousy hits me. Acer and Apple. Twins we nicknamed after their favorite computer hardware preferences. Apple is so addicted to her computer she rarely leaves the house. A gamer you have to smack on the head and drag her away by the hair. Besides that? She’s fucking gorgeous.
 
   The sharp pinch in my left ass cheek snaps me back in the conversation. “Ow, why did you do that for?” I rub my ass while he smirks at me.
 
   “I’ll do even worse if you don’t stop thinking less of yourself or me for that matter. Besides that? You’re fucking gorgeous and all mine, I don’t want or need anyone else. Ever. You get that or do I need to rub it… or pinch it some more before that ass knows it’s mine?”
 
   How the fuck does he do that? He’s like a mind reader and the master of my body, all rolled into one. 
 
   Glaring at him, I snap, “Take me to that fucking asshole, I need to unwind. Oh, but I need another set of clothes first.”
 
   I peer down on my dress that is ruined by all the blood. Yeah, I need to change into comfy clothes. Something I can move around in and have a little playtime.
 
   Once I’m upstairs, I grab my bag and take out my wetsuit. After throwing it on the bed, I strip naked before I slide it on. It’s a smooth black fabric with red and white flames on the arms and legs. I love these things. It allows me to move freely. Ford might have a stash of robes, but I have a stash of these things.  
 
   I grab my leather fingerless gloves, with extra padding on the inside and slip them on. Pulling the elastic from around my wrist, I tie my hair back and I’m ready. I hold my phone in my hand and walk to the door but come to an abrupt stop because of the hot, muscled, man who’s leaning in the doorway and staring at me with hungry eyes.
 
   “What?” My voice wavers a bit because of the longing gaze that penetrates me.
 
   Ford pushes off the doorway and stalks toward me. “You’re fucking hot in that second skin.”
 
   Sidestepping, I exit the room while I toss over my shoulder, “Save it, Slick. Play first, hot sex later.”
 
   “Oh, it will be hot all right.” He mumbles as he follows me.
 
   I have no idea where I’m going, so when Ford remarks that I need to turn left at the bottom of the stairs, I wait until he’s beside me and we both head in the same direction.
 
   His basement twists and turns like a maze and I kind of adore the place. His whole house has this very old mansion, comfy home, yet very creepy vibe. I like it. A lot.
 
   Ford stops in front of a door that hints of a soundproof room. Nice. 
 
   “Soundproof?” The gleam in those adoring pupils of his answers my question. I mentioned I liked it here, right?
 
   Opening the door, he allows me to walk in first. Wow. Just… wow. I stalk to the table instead of running like a damn five-year-old who’s going nuts in a candy store.  
 
   Holy fuck. My hand hovers above the table as though I’m getting the feel of the vibes of all the items laid out. And there are a lot. Ropes. All different kinds. Thick, thin, long, short, soft, rough, cotton, ropes made from metal strands. I’m in heaven.
 
   “Yeah, I got you a bit of everything since I don’t know your preferences… yet.” He pulls me against his chest as I tilt my head back and breathe out my gratitude.
 
   I’m at loss for words. It’s perfect. I can’t wait to… shit. I totally forgot why I’m here. Turning, I see a man strapped to a chair. His mouth is duct-taped but I still recognize him as the guy Filippov called Albert. Lifting my phone, I scroll through my music.
 
   “What are you doing, Angel?” Ford asks as he glances at my screen.
 
   “I’m deciding what song to use.” Looking up, I beam, yeah… totally in my element right now.
 
   “Hmm, that’s a nice choice.” He points at Blue Swede’s “Hooked On A Feeling.”
 
   “That’s almost three minutes. Maybe George Thorogood’s “The Sky is Crying.” That’s more than five minutes.”
 
   Muffled sounds come from the dude who’s strapped to the chair. Slightly irritated, I walk over and rip away the tape covering his mouth.
 
   “What was that, Roast?” Yup. Totally just nicknamed the guy I’m gonna off as a piece of meat that’s gonna be tied and fried.
 
   He pins me with a deadly glare. “I said, I’m not gonna talk.”
 
   I act shocked. Full bit too...Hand to my chest, I take a step back, mouth open, gasping and shit. The piece of garbage glares some more while Ford chuckles. Time to level this shit.
 
   “I’m not here to make you talk. I’m just going to torture the hell out of you until I squeeze out the last puff of air from your lungs and the essence of your soul leaves your pitiful body. That’s all.” Turning back to the table with the ropes, I halt. “Oh, and you have a little over eight minutes to live since I’ve decided to play both songs, so there. Extra bonus scene, just for you, Roast.”
 
   I make a playlist with the two songs and hit the repeat button, just in case I need a little extra time. I don’t want silence. I like music; it gives me strength and heightens my mood.
 
   I already made my choice when I took in all the beautiful ropes on the table, so I grab a cotton, sand-colored rope from the table and let it slide through my hand. I hit play and nod to Ford. Game on.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Too painful to even imagine.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   “Cut him loose.” Justice’s voice is laced with excitement.
 
   I raise my eyebrow in question. Cut the guy loose? For real?
 
   “Don’t judge. I got this. Yegor can shoot Roast in the knee if I manage to slip or something. Come on, I always play like this.” She actually pouts, with her bottom lip out and puppy dog eyes. It’s fucking adorable.
 
   She’s right, who am I to judge? Besides, I’ve heard the rumors and frankly, I’m dying to see firsthand what Tarzan can do. My eyes connect with Yegor, who’s standing in the corner. He understands, and without a word he wraps his hand around his piece. Not taking it out of the holster, but on standby if needed. That right there also says enough; he trusts her with this shit too.
 
   With a few swipes with my ever-present knife, I cut the guy loose. He doesn’t waste any time as he launches himself at Justice. She sidesteps and brings up her knee to hit him square in the gut while simultaneously lacing her fingers together to bring her elbows down hard on his neck. The face plant into the concrete floor looks and sounds painful.  
 
   You can see the excitement radiating from her eyes as her chest heaves. Satisfaction shines clearly on her face. She turns to me and holds out her hand. Still gripping the knife, I hand it over. She removes his clothes without much effort until Albert is naked and still laying lifeless on the floor, before handing the knife back to me. 
 
   She kicks out his hands and twists them behind his back. Tarzan then wraps the rope she’s holding around the wrists six times, leaving just a fraction of space where she then loops the rope, twice, and ties it.
 
   Justice walks to the table and grabs two other ropes and ties one to each ankle. She doesn’t tie it to anything, just puts the rope in place.  
 
   She glances over to the table and looks at me. “Could you grab that ball of rope and cut off a long piece?” 
 
   My feet move automatically as I make my way to the table and grab the ball. I hold up an arm’s length and show her. “Like this?”
 
   She scrunches up her nose. “Could you make it about four times that long?”
 
   I comply with her wishes and I make quick work of the rope and hand her the section she requested. Quickly, she manipulates the rope behind the man’s back and then drops him back to the floor the second she’s done. He groans when his head smacks the concrete. Great, he’s awake again.
 
   The song switches to “The Sky is Crying,” and Justice closes her eyes as she places her bare foot on the Roast’s hip. Tapping her middle and index finger to the tunes of the guitar, she starts to sing and goosebumps rise all over my fucking body. What a fucking stunning voice.
 
   Her enjoyment is contagious. She’s definitely in her element; totally relaxed. Fuck, how I’ve come to love that woman. Love? Oh, fuck yeah, she’s perfect. I’m not gonna fuck it up or give her a chance to walk away from me again. She’s mine.
 
   She pushes Albert with her foot and he rolls onto his back. Looking around, she sees the pulley and smiles wickedly. Grabbing a chair, she steps onto the seat and loops the thin rope through the pulley and holds onto the end, wrapping it a few times around her hand that’s sheathed in a fingerless leather glove. She hops off the chair and folds her hands together. Smiling, she rolls him back to his stomach and places a foot on his neck.
 
   What the fuck is she up to?
 
   “Wakey, wakey… time for a breaky.” She puts her hands all the way up, close to the pulley, braces herself, and in one hard, clean move, her hands yank to the floor.
 
   The guy screams bloody murder and then I see it. His fucking finger is dangling from the rope on the other side of the pulley.
 
   She releases the rope and glances around the room. Her gaze darts to the ceiling. I had several hooks and pulleys installed to hang various objects…or in some cases, people. I can see her thinking and plotting; holy shit I need to adjust myself. How in the hell can I be turned on by a woman who’s torturing a naked man in front of me? Fuck, I’m so twisted.
 
   Grabbing the chair again, she chooses a pulley with a brake system to guide the rope from one ankle through. With a little effort, she hoists Albert upside-down. Grabbing the other rope, she does the same. The guy is still cursing loudly and blood streams down on the floor from the hand that’s now missing a finger.
 
   Walking over to the table, she selects thicker rope and loops it around a few times  between her hands. Her eyes follow the movement as if they can jump in there skipping at any time or some shit.
 
   Pulling from both sides halts the rope till it’s trembling in a snap. She squats down to Roast’s face and loops it around his neck. Sliding the rope softly from left to right, I even start to feel the fucking burn in my neck.
 
   She suddenly stops as the music switches back to “Hooked On A Feeling”. Leaning in she whispers, loud for us to hear, “See what you did… you’ve exceeded my two-song limit. Now,” She glances over her shoulder. “That might be due to the awesome company… but for real. I need to cut this short.” She giggles. “Totally pun intended.” 
 
   Walking over to the table, she pulls up the length rope equivalent to what I cut from the ball and stalks back to his side. Reaching forward, she loops the thin rope around his pecker. 
 
   Suddenly Albert starts to squirm and whine like a baby. “All right, all right. What do you want to know? Just get this fucking chick away from me. I’ll talk. Stop, okay?”
 
   Justice ties a tight knot and lowers to her knees so she is staring him in the eyes. She slaps him a few times on the cheek. 
 
   “There, there, asshole. What did I tell you? I’m not here to get you to talk. I want that last puff of air. Now… Hang in there.” 
 
   Winking in his direction, she grasps the thin rope in her hand. I finally understand why she’s wearing the wetsuit. The thick straps underneath her feet are padded so she doesn’t slip once things start to get messy. The one piece also makes for an easy cleanup. The leather fingerless gloves protect her from rope burn. I bet she has everything custom made as well.
 
   Bracing herself, she looks up at me. “Hey Ford, you might wanna pay attention. I don’t share. So if I ever catch your dick anywhere near another pussy…” 
 
   I hold up both of my hands. “Say no more, Lapochka. Point taken. Aw, fuck. I can’t watch.”
 
   Turning my back, I cup my crown jewels, because fuck, that’s just too painful to even imagine. Right now I’m very thankful we’re in the basement where there aren’t any windows. There wouldn’t be any glass left after listening to this fucker’s screams. Slowly peeking over my shoulder, I see a torn, shriveled piece of flesh on the ground. The floor under Roast turns into a sea of red.  
 
   “The… the marina, biggest yacht... basement… hospital… please,” He groans out in distress and pain. “Old building, corner of Pine and Main. For the love of God, get me down and to the hospital. Please.” 
 
   He pumps all those words out in short, shallow breaths and then sucks in a new one to hold it for the pain he’s in. I almost feel for the guy. Sympathy pains, for real, my dick feels that shit. Like I said, almost.
 
   “Would you help me, Lapochka?” Her voice is silky smooth. Damn, I love the fact that we’re using endearments right now. 
 
   It makes me want to voice my feelings. “Yes, Lubov Moya.” My love. Since fuck yeah, she is.
 
   Her eyes widen for just a tiny second before a smile paints those pretty plump lips. She holds up one side of the rope that’s been looped around his neck while she has a tight grip on the other end.
 
   The moment my hands wraps around the rope, she yanks back. Bracing myself, I put my weight into it so the fucker’s air supply is cut off. He starts to struggle. Well, as much as he can, hanging upside down with his arms tied to his back while what’s left of his dick is bleeding all over the fucking place. Justice’s gaze is still locked on mine as we are forced to back away from each other to put pressure on the rope. It takes a while to strangle the fucker, but it doesn’t feel that long since we are frozen in time staring at one another.
 
   Yegor lets out an exasperated huff. “All right already, you fucking perverts. It’s been over ten minutes, he’s dead as a doornail. Now drop the rope and go find a room where you guys can fuck. Or anywhere really, just not around me.”
 
   I drop the rope and I curl my fingers around her neck to guide her out of the room. One last glance over my shoulder evokes another response from Yegor.
 
   “Get the fuck out. I got this, okay? I’ll clean up here. You go and do…whatever it is that you need to do.” He waves a hand in front of himself. “Don’t wanna fucking know.”
 
   He draws his phone from his pocket and I know he’s got this. He’s an expert at this by now; arrange to clean up that shit, get rid of the body, and make it so that shit never happened. Yegor loves his job. He’s damn good at it too.
 
   When I guide my woman up the stairs and into the bathroom, I strip her naked and shed my own clothes. The water is a warm comfort, raining down on us. Her body molds into mine as we enjoy the heat from our bodies as well as the liquid pouring over us.
 
   Her hand slides down my back to my ass. She digs her nails in and bites my neck. As her mouth trails up near my ear, she breathes out, “I need to feel you. Inside. Now.”
 
   My dick is already rock hard, working to find its way to her pussy on his own. I smooth my hand up her spine to bury it in that awe-inspiring gorgeous hair, and fist it so I can take possession of her mouth.
 
   I lavish a dominating kiss on those lush, full lips that beg for my cock to slide in between. Instead, I show her exactly what my dick wants with my tongue. There is not even a hint of surrender in her body. She guides and fights right alongside me. Both of us are fired up, trying to balance out the heat deep inside each of us that will only collide into combustion.
 
   I move forward, caging her against the tiled wall. Reaching down, I mold my fingers to her ass and lift. She automatically wraps her legs around me and locks her ankles, squeezing tight around me. It only takes one thrust forward to slide deep within her. Lips still locked, we both groan with contentment. 
 
   Instead of fucking her hard and fast, I stroke into her long and slow, savoring every inch of her tight, wet, pussy my dick is buried in. I loosen my fisted hand, pull it from her tangled hair, and wrap it firmly around her neck. Firm, but not tight. My thumb slides over her pulse where I feel the hammering of her blood. Her excitement shows in her elevated heartbeat and the inner walls of her pussy that’s hugging the fuck out of my cock.
 
   My head drops and my lips latch onto her perfect nipple. Swirling my tongue, I feel the hard nub peak even more.
 
   “Fuck, I love your body, Lubov Moya. It’s fucking mine, obeying my every demand without question. You belong to me; say the words.” I growl and bite her nipple to bring her out of that lustful haze she’s riding alongside my cock.
 
   “Yes, yes. I’m so close, Lubov Moya. Yours. Now give me what I fucking need.” Her ragged words send jolts straight to my heart and down to my dick.
 
   My love. That’s what we’re calling each other. My hips forget about long and slow, and turn to rough and fast. Four more times before her teeth sink into my shoulder revealing the intensity of her orgasm. Her cum coats my dick, causing me to slide in deeper. Like the prickles of adrenaline running through your body, the feeling that comes from my balls and shoots through my dick pumps cum in waves, blasting deep inside her body. Claiming, branding, mine and only mine.
 
   Struggling to catch my breath, I raise my head from her neck where I had my face buried to support myself. 
 
   I run my tongue along her earlobe first before I breathe out the words, “Your pussy might as well be a fucking wedding band, Angel, because I think my dick just spit out his vows.”
 
   Her laughter is like the fucking wedding bells that make it final, squeezing my cock with every giggle that shakes her body. I’m such a lucky bastard.
 
   “That’s a nice commitment there, Lubov Moya. Are you sure, or is it just because you fucked me from the front for the first time instead of being behind me?”
 
   She bites down again on my shoulder, sending out a jolt that gives a fucking double effect to her statement. She’s right. I’ve only fucked her from behind until now. Although that little detail doesn’t add to the fact she’s mine. Both of us have the desire to dominate and give our all. Or better yet, it just might be a whole lot more in comparison. We’re equal. Finally. I never was or saw myself as a victim; she, on the other hand, was. Look at her now, strong and in full control. She’s fucking perfect.
 
   “That’s right, Angel Moy. Be prepared to be fucked at every angle, because we’ve got forever to try everything and every-fucking-where.”
 
   “Hmmmmhmmm… you promise?” She groans while my dick slowly slides in and out with ease, compliments of the wetness surrounding it.
 
   I push one leg off my waist and place my arm around the other, lifting to take her deeper from another angle.
 
   “I’ll do more than just a promise. I’ll show you every fucking day of our lives.”
 
   The rhythm of my thrusts speed up as her head falls back in pure lust. Her mouth falls open and with the sound of her delightful moan, my control crashes. I take her against the wet tiled wall while our screams tangle and mingle in fluent waves.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   Leave it to Yegor to kill the mood.
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   We’re in Ford’s bedroom getting dressed when there’s a knock on the door. Ford glances at me, content to see I’m wearing black cargo pants and a black tank before he opens the door. 
 
   Yegor steps inside and glances at me before he turns to his boss. “A word please?”
 
   Ford smiles before he says, “She’s your boss as well, Yegor. So just spit it out already.”
 
   If that damn guy didn’t have my heart a moment ago in the shower, he certainly would have it now. My pussy wants to scream in sync with my mind and body, hell to the yes! He’s ours and we’re his.
 
   Instead, I just cross my arms underneath my tits and take a stand next to my man.
 
   Yegor lifts his chin. “I had a few guys check out the marina and the old building on the corner of Pine and Main. The old building turned up empty, but it was fucking clear as day some kind of shit happened there. As for the yacht in the marina… the guys are still keeping watch. Since it’s guarded, we need a team to clear that one. You in?”
 
   “Yeah, let me grab my stuff.” Turning to do just that, I feel a sharp sting across my left butt cheek. Motherfucker. “What the hell?” I stare up in Ford’s green eyes. 
 
   His mouth twitches before answering my question. “We talk first before making a decision, clear?”
 
   My anger spikes a little, not only for the fact that my ass still stings, but is he shitting me? “Does that work both ways? Because I know for fucking sure my opinion won’t matter when the situation is reversed.”
 
   His eyes narrow to slits. Good luck scaring or intimidating me; I invented that shit. Squeezing my arms tighter beneath my tits, I lift them slightly. His gaze lands on my rack and a muscle twitches beneath his left eye. Hello, distraction.
 
   “Well. You know that’s the truth; you’ll never let my opinion be a factor.” I state.
 
   He takes a step closer, leaning in as he speaks with a tone that holds only promise. “Don’t ever fucking doubt it. Your safety goes beyond anything. No way do you get a say in any shit that has to do with that. You’re mine and I protect what’s mine. Now, for other shit, we decide after we talk options. That clear?”
 
   “Sir, yes, sir.” Instead of a salute, I grab my tits with both hands while I shake them, just to make a statement about the bullshit he just threw out there. Since to me…all of this sounds like it’s because I’ve got tits instead of a dick.
 
   He bends his knees and places his shoulder into my belly, lifting me fireman style.
 
   “Yegor, look away.” Ford growls.
 
   He throws me on the bed and sits on the edge while he drags me across his lap. With my ass up, I feel him unbuckle my pants and slide them down to my knees while I struggle like hell to get away.
 
   His hand hits my bare ass, and fire spreads at the very spot. He rubs three circles to smooth out the sting. My body aches the moment his hand leaves but hates the second it comes back in a dirty slap. He repeats the action one more time before his hand slides down between my legs.
 
   “Now, Angel. Your pussy is telling me you rather enjoyed your punishment.” His husky voice makes me shiver.
 
   “Fucking hell, are you two done or should I just wait in the fucking hall or something? Because there is no fucking way I’m going to join your disturbed minds and sexual play.”
 
   Leave it to Yegor to kill the mood.
 
   Ford stands and pulls me along with him. Still stunned by his actions with Yegor in the room, I’m unable to react as he slaps my pussy three times with an open hand before he pulls up my pants. 
 
   “Nope, we’re good.” Ford chuckles. “But you need to kill that fucking cigarette, Yegor. How many fucking times have I told you, no smoking in my bedroom, asshole. Now, get a team together and meet us downstairs. We need to get our stuff first.” Ford’s voice still carries a hint of laughter.
 
   “Real funny, Slick. Nice discussion too.” I mumble as I walk over to my bag to get my weapons.
 
   Yegor turns on his heel, leaving a cloud of smoke trailing behind him.
 
   It takes just a few minutes for us to get ready. Ford laces his fingers with mine as we descend the stairs. He stops when there are four steps left and glances around the foyer. 
 
   About thirty guys are standing in front of us. Roughly half are mine and half his. These men are only our highest ranking warriors. The guys we call in when shit gets tough. Afon would be so freaking pissed he’s missing out. But he needs to concentrate on getting healthy. There are two guys on guard in front of his hospital room and as soon as I’ve got this thing handled, I’m going to check on him.
 
   Ford’s rough voice snaps me back to the present moment. “We’re headed for the marina. Yegor already briefed you guys, but I'd like to make sure all of you know that Tarzan is your first priority. She must be protected at all times. We might be after Filippov, but that asshole is after my woman.”
 
   My hand pulls back. If the fucker thinks that I can’t…
 
   Tightening his grip, the fucker turns his head and smiles down on me. “I know she can take care of herself and every single one of you while she's at it. But she’s mine, and I protect what’s mine.”
 
   Hollers bounce through the foyer. Great. Stupid alpha males. What’s next? A pissing contest? I roll my eyes and raise my voice. “Time to go sink that asshole’s yacht, find out if he’s there, and if he is… feed his insides to the fish.” 
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
   Darkness surrounds the marina. Glancing around, I see all of our guys are ready for action. Locked and loaded. We’ve got night vision goggles and all of us are armed with AR-15’s.
 
   Like a pack of wolves, we sneak slowly onto the yacht and split in three groups. It’s kind of frustrating how I’ve got one guy on my left, one on my right, two up front and six behind me. I’m used to being in front, like Ford, taking the lead.
 
   I know his intentions are good and that tiny fact smooths things over a little. Still it’s pretty freaking annoying. The first few pops of gunfire bring the whole team  to a halt, squatting down to evaluate the situation. Opening fire, there’s a fast moment of lightning and noise back and forth before it dies down. 
 
   Making our way inside, we go deck to deck and room to room, killing about six of Filippov’s men in the process. Two of our guys get hit; one just below the knee and another in the shoulder. 
 
   Once we clear the yacht, we come to the conclusion that Filippov isn’t here. Walking into one of the cabins, I see Yegor standing beside a bed. He’s got his rifle in his hand, his finger on the trigger, but his attention is completely focused on the woman in front of him.
 
   She’s lying on the mattress, covered by a sheet with her arms resting on top. An IV is hanging above the bed , slowing dripping into the port in her arm. Her deep red hair, obviously not natural and yet so freaking pretty, is spread all over the pillow. One of my guys, Nathan, steps forward. He’s a great doctor that volunteers at the medical clinic four days a week.  
 
   “Don’t touch her.” Yegor growls.
 
   Nathan steps back. Hell, I would have moved back. The threat in Yegor’s voice resonates through the room. Ford inches forward and I reach out, wrapping my hand  around his wrist. He looks back in question and I shake my head.
 
   “Yegor.” My voice is barely a whisper. His eyes are still fixed on the woman in front of him.
 
   “My guy here, Nathan, is a doctor. He’s only going to look her over, okay?”
 
   His eyes meet mine when I snap the okay part. He glances back at Nathan. “No fucking touching, clear?”
 
   Nathan nod. Yegor lowers his rifle and his stance is ready to take Nathan on if he so much as stirs a hair on the girl’s head.
 
   “I need to check her pulse, so I’m going to touch her neck, okay?” 
 
   “No! Back off.” The sheer volume of Yegor’s voice causes to my ears to ring.
 
   Startled awake, the girl sits up and glances around the room. Nathan reaches out to try to calm her and she scoots back against the headboard. Yegor curses and shoves Nathan away, moving to make sure he doesn’t harm her. The redhead sees his defensive action and tries to hide in Yegor’s chest. She starts to sob while Yegor tries to soothe her. I’ve never heard someone’s voice turn like that so quickly. It’s like a one eighty in comparison to what he threw out moments ago. 
 
   “Everybody out.” I throw my arm up and swirl it around. “Nathan, you stay put. The rest of you get out.”
 
   Ford leans in. “I’m going to round things up outside. You get things set here so we can leave as soon as possible, okay?”
 
   My fingertips trail down his cheek. “Yeah, boss.” 
 
   His smile hits straight to my heart before he walks out. Okay, time to focus and get this woman the right kind of care so we can get her home safely.
 
   “Yegor?” I make my voice friendly yet firm. “We need to let Nathan get the IV out so we can get her home, okay?”
 
   His arms tighten around her and it’s like she’s trying to crawl inside Yegor’s body for more protection.
 
   “I’ve got you. No one will ever hurt you as long as I’m here. Can you trust me?” Yegor murmurs sweet words into her hair. 
 
   Her tears seem to stop as she tilts her head to look at him. She gives him the slightest of nods as her lips tremble.
 
   “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Yegor croaks and slides his attention to Nathan. “Take the fucking IV out so I can get her the fuck out of here.” He growls. Nathan jumps to obey, scooting forward to do his job.
 
   Yegor gently catches the girl’s face between his hands and leans in so she’s focused on him and not what’s happening around her. “What’s your name? What do you want me to call you?”
 
   Her throat moves as if she’s visibly swallowing a lump in there. “Jude.”
 
   “Okay, Jude. You’re coming with me. After I know you’re okay, I can get you home to your family or friends. Is that okay with you?”
 
   She shakes her head no.
 
   “Don’t you trust me to take care of you, Jude?” Hurt rings out in his voice although he’s obviously trying to hide it.
 
   Her head swings left to right again as she mumbles, “I don’t have anyone left. They killed my…” Sobs kill her words.
 
   “The IV’s out. When we get her back to the house, I’ll check her over. We good?” Nathan’s voice is demanding. I’m pretty sure he’s not at all happy how delicate she is and with the stuff he just pulled out of her arm.
 
   Yegor scoops her up in his arms and she molds against his body. Nathan reaches out and drapes a blanket over the both of them, covering her up. Yegor nods his appreciation as we all walk out.
 
   It’s somewhat comforting to know that none of Filippov’s crew made it out alive. I'm irritated he wasn't here, although honestly, I wasn't really expecting it. Because let’s face it… that would have been too easy. I am happy we’ve managed to save one of these girls, though.
 
   It takes about an hour to round things up return to the house. We’ve been waiting outside Yegor’s bedroom for about twenty minutes now. Nathan is checking her over and from what we’ve seen, she hasn’t let go of Yegor yet.
 
   Funny, since the guy always smokes and now he hasn’t had the chance to light one up since he’s got his hands full with the redhead.
 
   Nathan steps out of the room and faces Ford and me. “She’s been drugged and is somewhat disorientated. I’ve inserted an IV with a banana bag. Took me a while to explain it’s to flush out all the drugs she’s been given. She’s going to have a rough few days ahead of her and I’m sure it will take a while to get back on her feet.”
 
   My hand goes up and down his bicep. “Thanks Nathan, appreciate it.”
 
   “I’ll drop by tomorrow to check up on her. Yegor has my number if something happens in the meantime.” He eyeballs Ford before he turns and walks off.
 
   Before I can take one step, Ford has his hand wrapped around my wrist. “We should leave Yegor to take care of her.”
 
   Twisting my face into a scowl. “I was planning to do just that, right after I give him a few words of support. That okay with you, boss?”
 
   Ford drops his hand and follows me into Yegor’s bedroom. He’s propped on the bed, Jude is asleep with her head on his lap.
 
   “You okay?” I whisper.
 
   He gives me a slight smile and doesn’t even stop stroking the girl’s hair. He lifts his chin, gesturing for me look over my shoulder. There’s a refrigerator tucked against the wall. Walking to it, I take out a bottle of water and hold it up. His face tells me I’ve got what he wanted and I quietly walk to him and hold out the bottle. 
 
   “Anything else?” I keep my voice low so I don’t wake the redhead.
 
   He closes his eyes for a few seconds and moves his head slightly to the left. I’ll take that as a no. He doesn’t speak a word and that lets me know he doesn’t want to disturb her sleep. This girl is very lucky to have him watching over her. Although he’s creepy, and I’ve heard a lot about this guy being anything but nice… still. He won’t let anything happen to her. 
 
   I give Yegor a finger wave and he just leans his head back and closes his eyes. He’s going to get some shut eye too. Smart man. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   Nothing more than darkness.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   “I need to go to the hospital to check on Afon. So could we make this fast?” My woman has her hands on my waist as she’s standing on her tiptoes to speak softly in my fucking ear. While we’re standing in the living room, surrounded by our men, I might add.
 
   My arm surrounds her and I grab her ass, pulling her tighter against my body. “If you don’t quit fucking touching me, I’ll drag you to our bedroom and take you in a new position right fucking now.”
 
   She drops her hands and skirts away from me, pink cheeks and all. My laughter rings out and catches the attention of our men.
 
   Perfect. I take this moment to get this meeting over with. “All right, everyone… listen up. Yegor is taking care of the girl we just saved.” 
 
   Dog howls and hollers ring out. 
 
   “Cut that shit, he’s not fucking her… yet. Any-fucking-way, she’s been through a lot and if it wasn’t for us, she would have ended up on tape and in the ground. Enough said. We need to focus and move forward. Now, Apple, Acer, Abram. Fuck. Might as well go for triple-A here. Damn. Computer, intel team… what do you have for us?”
 
   One of the twins, Apple, takes the lead. “We’ve found three more buildings we need to check out. Although I have a feeling Filippov is laying low in some shady motel up on main. I tapped into a phone call when I was running a check when you guys were on your way to raid the yacht. I scanned the voice and it was a direct match with Filippov.” 
 
   She taps a few keys on her laptop and Filippov’s voice rolls from her speakers. “Get it done. Bring the bitch to the hole and make arrangements to pick up her body an hour later. That leaves me enough time to play.” 
 
   Another voice chuckles and agrees before the call is cut off. 
 
   “Okay, so that’s clearly about the redhead. Yegor’s keeping that one locked up, so that’s handled. Did you trace that cell?”
 
   Acer bobs his head. “Yeah, dead end a minute after. Like he took the cell apart and threw it away.” 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   “Keep up the good work. Stay on top of this shit and let us know if you have any news. All of you need to get some rest. We’ll meet back here in about four hours to go over things again. I want him found and I want him dead. Filippov’s on the top of every gang’s shit list so we’re not alone in this. Peacock has promised us full cooperation.”
 
   Kolya steps forward so I lift my chin just the slightest bit to indicate he can speak. “I brought Borya back from the hospital. He’s in his room but he’s fucking depressed. I would be too if I were him, but the doc said he’s healing nicely. I’ll leave him alone for now but we need to keep an eye on him.”
 
   “That’s good, Kolya.” Dammit, even my words are laced with concern.
 
   That’s all we need, another one of our own out of the running. I get it, and fuck… I’m glad he’s still breathing, and it’s hard on a guy who needs his hand to communicate. 
 
   “We will all be on top of it, keep a close eye on him though. All he has right now is time to think and for Borya, that’s never a good thing.” 
 
   I wait for Kolya’s agreement before I continue. 
 
   “Now, Tarzan and I are going to check on Afon at the hospital. Since Yegor is upstairs, Kolya is going to be the go-to guy. If something is up, go to him and he’ll run it by Yegor and get back to me.”
 
   With things handled for the moment, I walk over to Justice and place my hand at her lower back to guide her out to my car so we can head to the hospital.
 
   She doesn’t say one word during the ride and I’m sure there’s a whole discussion going on inside her head. With everything going on, it’s comforting that these silent moments don’t turn awkward. 
 
   With only a few minutes left of the drive, I feel the need to share some of my concerns. “I’m worried about Borya. With his hand fucked up he’s bound to withdraw into a shell and leave the outside world for others to handle. His father treated him as half a man for his entire life because he’s deaf. Even though I gave him a solid role in my gang, this shit will definitely add to his isolation.”
 
   She whips her head to me. “Maybe we need to hire someone to keep an eye on him. One who can take care of his wounds and who knows to look for those things so he won’t slip away. Wait. I know someone.” She fumbles for her phone and types away on it, and after a moment it starts to ring. “Hey, Nathan. Do you know if Tori’s available? Yes, that’s what I thought… True… To attend to his wounds and keep an eye on him… Oh, that’s perfect… As soon as possible… Full time… Not a problem… in house, she’ll have a room right next to him.” 
 
   She glances over at me and I give her a nod of approval.
 
   “Yes, let her know… Thanks.”
 
   She presses the red button while she tucks away the phone. There’s a huge smile on her face.
 
   “Nathan has a sister named Tori. She speaks five languages including Russian and sign. She’s a registered travelling nurse and just finished a job two weeks ago. Like I told Nathan, it’s perfect.”
 
   My laughter fills the car. She’s up to something, I just know she is. “What’s the catch, Angel?”
 
   She actually looks offended. “Nothing, I swear. Well… except for the fact that she’s a bitch and a total tyrant.”
 
   Oh, I like the sound of that. “How old is she?”
 
   “She’s twenty-three and yes, better looking than Nathan.” Her face breaks into a satisfied grin when her phone chimes. 
 
   Pulling it out, she holds up her phone. “There, all done. She’s on her way.”
 
   “Damn that’s too fucking perfect and to be honest, a fucking brick off my chest. Thanks, Angel Moy.” Reaching out, I run my knuckles across her cheek.
 
   There’s a slight blush before she replies, “It’s my family now too, right? So no need to thank me. We take care of each other.”
 
   “Fuck yeah.” My whole body fills with warmth. Our connection is solid, fucking perfect.
 
   I scan the parking lot to find it incredibly full. Must be visiting hours by the look of it. Finally, after spotting a space all the way in the back, we park and set off for Afon’s room.
 
   When we get there, my gut is twisting, screaming at me that something is wrong. Mainly, because I put two men outside the room and they aren’t fucking there. Grabbing my phone out of my pocket, I find the number I need. It takes two rings for Kolya to pick up.
 
   “Hey, I’m in front of Afon’s room and no one is standing guard… Yeah, not fucking one… Okay, lemme know.” I end the call and put my phone back.
 
   I notice the concern in Justice’s eyes. 
 
   “What’s going on?” Her eyebrows are drawn together.
 
   Taking a step forward, I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her against my body. She immediately molds against me. She gives me the time to glance around and take everything in. Not one fucking thing seems out of place. 
 
   A nurse walks by so I speak up. “Excuse me, ma’am. Did you happen to see where the two guys who were outside this room went?”
 
   She frowns. “Now that you mention it… They were here for hours without even one bathroom break, and then they disappeared. I had a code blue down the hall about forty minutes ago; they were standing here when I ran past. That’s the last time I saw them.”
 
   “Thank you.” 
 
   She aims a soft smile in my direction as she leaves to resume her rounds.
 
   My phone chimes. As I take it out I see there are two messages from Kolya. One about my two missing guys and one about the new gang Filippov is working with.
 
   I slide my focus back to Justice. “They missed their hourly check-in. Kolya is on top of it. Now, we’re gonna have a look to make sure Afon is all right before we leave. I don’t fucking like it and we need to get the fuck out of here, okay?”
 
   “Let’s go.” She steps away from me and moves forward. 
 
   Making sure to be cautious of my surroundings, I hold the door open for Justice to step inside. There’s a tiny Japanese guy standing next to Afon’s bed. He’s wearing a white coat and seems to be holding a file. There’s nothing wrong with that, except for the fact Kolya just messaged me that the new gang is Japanese. A chill runs up my spine. Linking facts in my head, it’s clear as day that it’s the same fucking gang who took my sister. It’s too damn much of a coincidence for two Japanese gangs doing drugs and snuff movies.
 
   Before I can grab Justice and put her behind me, she’s out of reach and at Afon’s side. Next to the fucking doctor. His hand reaches to his pocket at the same time mine goes to my piece. I see the fucking syringe going for Justice’s neck. But before my aim is locked and one single word can come out of my mouth, I’m hit in the head.
 
   My knees buckle as I see Justice struggle and the needle disappears in her neck. Her body goes limp as I get another blow to my head. The world around me dissolves into nothing more than darkness swallowing me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   Fucking peachy.
 
    
 
   > > > YEGOR < < < 
 
   I can’t believe this. With everything going on and the events leading up to this moment? None of that compares to the feeling of contentment that’s going on inside me right now. There’s a fucking beauty draped over my lap and I don’t want to disturb her. I haven’t even had a smoke in hours and I never go more than five fucking minutes without one, unless I’m asleep. 
 
   It’s like she’s my nicotine. In such a short time she’s become the thing that calms my nerves and takes the edge off. I knew it the moment I saw her. You can say it felt like my soul recognized hers and knew I had to own her. She’s fucking mine, made for me and only me. I couldn’t let anyone touch her. Had to bite my fucking cheek to allow that doc from the other gang to get her IV out and check her vitals.
 
   For fuck’s sake, I’ve never felt such need to piss over a chick to claim my territory. Then she woke up and almost crawled inside me. Wanting me. Only me. Talk about a sweet fucking connection. Clear as fucking day. 
 
   The door to my room bursts open. Gone is content; hello fucking fury. My arm goes up in a silent what-the-actual-fuck sign. Kolya walks over and leans by my ear. Smart move my man, makes me want to kill you less.
 
   “Ford called me earlier, the two guys outside Afon’s room were gone. I checked it out and they missed their hourly check-in. I just messaged Ford about that shit, also the new intel about the new gang being Japanese, and I haven’t heard back from him in over twenty minutes. I sent him another text and called him. No answer and the call went straight to voicemail.” Kolya pulls back and I see the panic in his eyes. This is fucking bad.
 
   Shit has hit the fan and I need to get up and handle it. It’s my responsibility since the boss is missing and I’m the next in command. There’s no use in denying it, and I have no personal shit to hide behind. No. Fucking. Choice.
 
   My beauty stirs in my lap. Dammit. She’s way too panicked to stay by herself. I need to handle shit and I can’t leave her with anyone else. This is fucked up. I have one option and that single option will rip my heart out since that right there will make her hate me.
 
   Lifting my chin, Kolya gets the message and leans in while I whisper, “Get Nathan in here, get him up to speed and tell him to bring his bag.”
 
   He leaves the room while I treasure the next minutes that are probably the only rare minutes I’ll ever get with her. She wakes up and I stare at the most intense silver eyes. Fuck, she’s so delicate with her white skin, freckles, and that long, deep-red hair all the way to that tight little ass.
 
   “Hey.” Even her voice is like silk, just as her skin.
 
   “Feeling a little better?” I can’t help the huskiness in my voice. The craving deep inside of me draws that shit out.
 
   She scrunches her nose. “Thirsty. My body aches and I’m so, so tired.” 
 
   My hand never stops sliding up and down her back. I can’t stop fucking touching her. “I know, Ruby. Here.” I reach over and grab the bottle of water from the side table.
 
   She sits up a little and takes a few sips before she hands it back. “My name is Jude, not Ruby.”
 
   “I know. I just like Ruby better.” The corner of my mouth comes up because she nods just the slightest bit in agreement.
 
   Putting the cap back on, I set the bottle aside as she fucking snuggles right back in my lap. I hope to fuck she doesn’t cradle the boner that’s been solid like a hard wood floor beneath her.
 
   Nathan doesn’t even knock; just pushes the door open walks inside with his medical case. She hears the footsteps and freezes against me. If she could crawl inside me to hide, I’m pretty sure she’d do just that. Not for much longer, though; I’m about to pull away the ground beneath me and let myself fall right into hell.
 
   The moment she looks back to see who’s in the room is when Nathan locks eyes with me. I give him a sign what to do and his face shows he understands. Here goes nothing.
 
   “Ruby.” My voice is stern as her head sweeps back to me. 
 
   Her gorgeous hair tumbles around her. My hands go to either side of her face, cradling the beauty that’s mine for just a few single more seconds.
 
   “Something’s come up and I need to handle it.” Panic flows to rigid fear in my hands. “I won’t let anything happen to you. Please know that everything I do is to protect you and make sure you’re safe. Do you trust me, Ruby?”
 
   I know she doesn’t want me to leave. The answer is deep inside her eyes, clear as fucking day.
 
   “I have to go, but I’ll be back as soon as I can. Will you wait for me?”
 
   She crawls tighter against me. Sitting up, she wraps her legs around my waist and her pussy is right above my cock while she buries her face in the crook of my neck. 
 
   “Please, don’t leave. Don’t leave. Don’t leave. Please.” She chants. 
 
   Fuck. My heart is being ripped out with every single word that rolls off those plump lips that are the same deep red as her hair.
 
   There’s no other fucking option. I’ll either have my heart ripped out, turned to stone, or blown the fuck up. I am doomed. I’ve been dead inside for years. Years until that moment I laid eyes on the Ruby that’s holding onto me for dear life. How fucking short-lived my fucking contentment lasted.
 
   My eyes meet Nathan’s again as I give him my signal. He steps forward, one knee on the bed as he pierces her skin with the syringe. The sedative will help her sleep while I handle business. So she won’t freak out and hurt herself. But she won’t ever understand that. I’ve betrayed her trust. I just put myself on equal ground with the ones who kidnapped and drugged her. 
 
   Like a cat that turns and sees a cucumber, she jumps and slaps at Nathan. Of course, it’s too fucking late. She turns back to look in my eyes and the betrayal and hurt are as clear as a ray of light shining from a lighthouse. Fuck.
 
   “I trusted you.” She mouths those three words as her eyes roll back and she loses consciousness. 
 
   “You did the right thing, man. You had no choice. She’ll understand when she wakes up.” Nathan tries as he puts the syringe away.
 
   I shake my head as I lay her down on the bed. “No, she fucking won’t. She’s right not to trust me. I’m a cold, dark asshole. I’m not meant to be anyone’s savoir. You better take good care of her and don’t touch her while I handle things. Am I clear? Or this dark, cold asshole will skin you alive while I carve chess pieces from your body and win my own fucking game, clear?”
 
   He stares right back at me. “Promise with my life, I won’t touch her other than to save her. She’ll be out for at least a few hours. I’m going to sit right there in that chair and keep watch. If anything changes, Kolya gave me your number so I’ll let you know. That okay with you?”
 
   “Fucking peachy.” I growl as I exit the room and leave my shattered heart behind.
 
   Kolya pushes off the wall as I walk by and follows me. He delivers a quick rundown about the shit that’s going on. I let the information sink into my brain as we head for the stairs.
 
   “You had no choice, man.” It’s clear in his voice he knows exactly how I feel.
 
   Although the words mean shit, I do appreciate his support. “Let’s get a handle on this so I can get back in there and hope to fuck she forgives me.”
 
   Our team is waiting in the foyer; around fifty men who are divided into six teams. Right the fuck now I’m glad we merged and we all fall into line like a well-oiled machine.
 
   “All right, you’ve all been briefed. There are a few places that need to be raided. Update with a step-by-step play. Our computer team, Triple A, will oversee this shit and keep Kolya and myself in the loop. Return here when you’ve completed your mission. If one of you spots Ford, Tarzan or Filippov… Freeze, call it in, and observe. Wait for fucking backup. Are we clear?”
 
   Agreements rumble through the room and they file out the front door. Twelve buildings came up with the info Peacock gave us, so each team has two places to check out. Vanya, Evgeni, Kolya, and I head out. We’re planning on sweeping by the places that were already checked. Just to be fucking sure about everything.
 
   Stepping out the door, I spot Peacock leaning against his armored Chevy Suburban. His right hand, Darren, is standing beside him.
 
   Pleased to see him here, I acknowledge him with a brief salute. “Peacock.” 
 
   Sauntering toward me, he slaps me on the shoulder. “Let’s get that sonofabitch back and put the Japanese gang and Filippov six feet under. I’ve got my men on standby, but with your two gangs merging into one, I figured we’ve got enough hands on deck for now. If not, more are a mere phone call away.”
 
   “Good to know. We’re heading out to check the places we raided less than twenty-four hours ago. Just to make sure. Are you in?” I know I don’t even have to ask, he’s here for it.
 
   “Hell yeah, let’s go. We’ll take my car.”
 
   Within an hour, we’re not much wiser than we were before. I’m ready to punch walls and blow up buildings to get my point across. Pacing back and forth in Ford’s living room, I come to an abrupt stop.
 
   “Do we have a fucking location of the Japanese gang?” I bark at Peacock. 
 
   Darren is glaring holes in my chest. I know I shouldn’t fucking talk to Peacock like that, but I can’t control my anger.
 
   “Nah, they aren’t solid here. They infiltrated with Filippov’s gang. The heart of it is still in Russia. Only the head and his right hand came over with two other guys. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say it’s personal shit.”
 
   Fuck. Why did it take so long to fall into place? “It might just fucking well be. How old is this gang? Do we know?”
 
   Peacock scrubs a hand down his rough cheek as he thinks things over. “From what I’ve been told it’s got a background, originally from Japan then landed in Russia and now touched base here.”
 
   “Oh, for fuck’s sake. It’s personal, all right. Ford’s sister was a victim in one of their snuff movies back in Russia. God-fucking-dammit, this is fucking bad.” My hands dig into my hair and I pull. This is just one fucked-up thing after another.
 
   No trace, nothing. We’ve got nothing. Afon’s still in his room, lucky fucker to still be unconscious because if he wasn’t they sure as fuck would have killed him. Now they had other shit to do. Worst thing is… we’ve searched everywhere. Every single location we know of or could even think of. Even the ones that fucker told us about when Justice tortured him.
 
   He told us about the marina, the old building, and the corner of Pine and Main. That’s it, right? No, wait. He mentioned a basement and the hospital. Did the fucker mean the basement at the hospital? No, the fucker just needed the hospital, right?
 
   Reaching for my phone, I make a call to our computer team. Fucking glad we now have three brains available instead of just one genius.
 
   “Yeah, listen up. You traced Ford’s phone to the hospital, right? Nero couldn’t find it in Afon’s room. Is it still sending signals and the same location?” I blurt out the words, almost fucking sure what the answer will be.
 
   “Yeah, still at the hospital.” One of them replies, but I can hear two others discussing shit in the background. “Hang on.” The sound of fingers across a keyboard stands out. “It’s not that clear right now. That might be because it’s underground or something.” 
 
   “I know exactly where they are. Thanks, man.” Hanging up, I point a finger at Peacock while still gripping my phone. “Hospital basement. That’s it, I just fucking know it. How soon can you have a team there because I don’t want to pull the others? We saved a girl on the last raid and there might be more.” 
 
   My fucking girl. Who is still sleeping and will be for a while. So I hope to fuck I have Ford and Justice back before she wakes up.
 
   “Let’s head out,” Peacock says. “I’ll have a team there by the time we arrive or just a few minutes behind us. And for real, the hospital’s basement? That would be an easy way to cover up for the fucking bodies, right?”
 
   With my phone still in hand, I shoot a message to Triple A, asking them to run a check. There has to be a trail, something that stands out with dead female bodies or some shit. Besides… I need a fucking blueprint of the hospital. We all throw ourselves in Peacock’s car  and he peels off down the street.
 
   My phone chimes a moment later and an image comes through. Perfect. I forward the message to everyone in the car so we all have the map. Peacock takes the exit to the hospital and I lean forward to show him the picture on my phone. 
 
   Enlarging it, I see there’s a rear entrance. “That’s where we’re going in, do you see it? We’ll split up two by two and do a sweep. Let your guys know.”
 
   Driving around back, Peacock parks the car and we all pour out. Peacock puts his phone back in his black cargo pants. “My team is four minutes out. We’re not waiting. I told them there are six of us going in. They have visuals of you guys so there won’t be bullets flying your way from them, yeah?”
 
   I have to fucking laugh it off since… hell, it’s a fucked-up situation. It wouldn’t be a surprise to catch a bullet from friendly fire.
 
   I shoot back, “Smart thinking, man. Now let’s kick some ass.” 
 
   Glancing around, we open the door to the basement and slip inside. Splitting up as discussed, we each take a direction. Rifle in hand, I take lead with Kolya at my back. I’m going to kill me some assholes.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   Cut that shit out.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   Rotten eggs. Is it the fucking smell or the pain in my head that’s slowly killing me? I try to open my eyes, but they refuse to crack open. Blood rushes through my ears with the same rhythm as the ache in my skull.
 
   Soft whimpers catch my attention and this time I succeed in opening my eyes. The second I do, I realize I’m living a fucking nightmare. I managed to wake up, but I’m still here in hell. I lift my arms up in front of me but there’s duct tape wrapped tight around my wrists. Fucking perfect.
 
   Judging from the bars, I’m lying on a hospital bed, but I don’t think I’m in a normal hospital room. For starters, the walls and floors are plain concrete. The bed next to me is occupied by Justice, still out cold. Thank fuck she’s here with me in this room, and all of her clothes are still on her body.
 
   I have to sit up and get that duct tape off. One swing to my chest and boom…done it many times before. Tightly-wrapped tape on your wrists is very fucking easy to get rid of, as long as your arms are in front of your body. Anyone can find instructions on YouTube. Bloody imbecile who took me doesn’t seem to fucking know that little detail, though; good for me, not for him.  
 
   I lift my upper body to the side so I’m sitting on the bed. The harsh noise of steel against the concrete floor makes me pause. A fucking chair scrape. I twist my head to the side too fast, and a slash of pain bursts behind my eyes. Fuck, they hit me good.
 
   “Finally, you’re awake. You had me a little disappointed for a moment there, Ford. I was worried I might not know my own strength.” Filippov chuckles.
 
   My first thought is ‘Not for long, mother fucker’ quickly followed by ‘My fist will hit your teeth in T-minus eight seconds.’ A shuffling sound behind me interrupts my planning and causes me to turn my head. Fuck. I need to focus and take in my surroundings before I act. That Japanese guy I saw earlier is standing right fucking there. I almost put Justice at risk again.
 
   Filippov moves forward and my blood turns to ice when he grabs Justice’s legs and yanks them over the side of the mattress, flipping her over so she’s faced down, lying on her stomach. No. This is not fucking happening.
 
   He’s not touching my woman. The way he just positioned her? Fuck no. Hopping off the bed, I take a few steps toward Justice, I don’t fucking care if there’s a guy behind me. 
 
   “Let her go while you’re still fucking alive and able to.” I growl.
 
   Filippov glances over to the Japanese guy and back to me.  “Ah, Ford, meet my associate, Takeo.” He shifts his gaze to Takeo. “Grab him and hold him. Make sure he catches the whole show.”  
 
   A chill runs down my spine. The hell if I will let anything happen to her while I stand right the fuck here. I quickly reach my hands up as high as I can over my head and with one rapid swing I slam my bound wrists into my stomach. The duct tape snaps and I turn to grab the fucker by the throat.
 
   Something cold and hard presses to the side of my head. A thick accent peppers the asshole’s voice. “Do not move. You need to watch. My father would be displeased if you were dead before dessert. Turn around and enjoy the show.”
 
   The hell if I will. I’m going to shove that barrel into the new asshole I’ll rip the fucker. For now though, I turn to gain the element of surprise back. When my gaze hits Justice’s eyes, it takes everything in me to keep focus and not lose it so we both end up dead.
 
   She’s not tied up. Her hands are in front of her, ready to push off at any moment. I hear a belt and see Filippov preparing to rape Justice. It’s then and only then that it hits me. I’m just as bad. I’m filth that takes what he needs from a woman and disposes them like a used and broken toy.
 
   I fucking know I haven’t got the kind of body count these fuckers have, not by a long shot. But fucking still … it might just be a handful. 
 
   Guilt washes over me as I watch my woman’s hands clench to fists. Filippov rips her pants down and she meets my eyes. It’s like she can see right through to my soul. See the guilt that is tearing through me at this moment.
 
   Her eyebrows turn down and she gives me an angry glare while she mouths the word, “No.”
 
   Dammit all to hell. I’m so fucking lost all I can think of is saving her. I refuse to let this happen to her. I see the fucker grab his dick, ready to violate her body.  
 
   No. 
 
   Fucking. 
 
   Way. 
 
   My chin lifts in a swift move that’s only noticed by Justice. She blinks, and that’s my cue. With force, I spin on my heel while I grab the arm holding the gun to my head. Takeo fires and the bullet whizzes out, ricocheting against the wall and nicking my arm.
 
   With my elbow jammed against his throat, the fucker doesn’t have the ability to take another breath with his fucked-up windpipe. Falling to the ground, I watch him suffocate. Serves him fucking right. One Japanese gang member down… lots to go. I’ll make damn sure to wipe out the whole fucking gang this time.
 
   When I turn back to help Justice, I freeze. She’s standing there, her pants zipped up, and her arms crossed beneath her tits. Angry as fuck, glaring at me. Craning my neck to peek around her, I see Filippov on the ground with his head at an odd angle. She broke his fucking neck.
 
   “Don’t tell me you had a revelation right freaking now where you put yourself on the same level as these fuckers. Tell me you didn’t.” Her fingers tap on her bicep.
 
   My eyes admire the concrete floor while I chew on the inside of my lip. How the fuck do I answer that one? I can’t fucking lie to her face. She saw. She knows. She’s mine. I don’t fucking deserve…
 
   “Stop it. I can see those wheels still spinning. Cut that shit out. You don’t need a fucking shrink, or a time out, or to fucking wallow in guilt. Our hands are both stained with blood. Hell, we are practically drowning in that shit. You need to,” She spins in the direction of the door as it bursts open.
 
   Yegor is standing there with Kolya right behind him. Both of their guns are drawn. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier to see him. He’s getting me out of this fucking mess and even more, the discussion with Justice and the guilt that’s dragging me down. I inch forward, wrap my arm around Justice, and pull her with me. We need to fucking leave. Now.
 
   I speak up when I pass Kolya and Yegor. “Right on time, guys. Get a fucking cleanup team here, Kolya. I’m going home for a shower and some aspirin. Then we’ll have a meeting with the whole gang. Yegor, you’re coming with me. I need to call…”
 
   Halting my orders, I notice the man who I needed to call down the hall. Ain’t that a fucking coincidence?
 
   “Peacock?” I shout in his direction. 
 
   His head turns and upon recognition, he jogs in my direction. His second-in-command, Darren, trails behind him. “There you are. You’re a hard man to find, Ford.” He chuckles as he slaps me on the back. 
 
   Fucker. My head still fucking hurts like hell and I want to get out of here as soon as possible.
 
   “We need to have a meeting later. I know this fucking Japanese gang, and it needs to be burned to the ground. There’s a Japanese fucker named Takeo in there. Make sure his body hits the door when you throw it on their doorstep.” The way I’m bellowing makes my fucking head feel like it’s about to explode.
 
   The only thing that keeps me grounded is the hand that strokes up and down my back. Justice. The day she walked into me was life altering. Literally. We’re the same; we bleed darkness from all the sinister things we inflicted in our lives. Her words bounce back in my head and she’s right. I don’t need a fucking shrink. All I need is her.
 
   The sound of Peacock’s voice brings me back to the discussion. “If you let me know the address where I can throw that fucker, I’d be happy to take care of it for you.” 
 
   “Give me an hour. I’ll get you the info.” I give him a tight nod and walk off, towing Justice alongside me.
 
   I know what I have to do. I don’t fucking like it and it’s going to cost me, but I have no fucking option whatsoever. This needs to be done.
 
   “Ford, wait up.” Peacock walks up behind me. “I’ll drive you; my gang is going to meet with us later at your place.” 
 
   I grace the man with a smile. Damn, it’s good to have him around. He’s one hell of a leader, and he’s always up and ready for any job and without hesitation. 
 
   It feels like the ride to the house takes forever. My head is still pounding and I need a shower and some fucking intel. Peacock walks in front of me when we enter the house, while Justice is right next to me and Yegor follows close behind.
 
   We hear a woman scream at the top of her lungs. She comes running down the stairs with Nathan hot on her heels.
 
   “Get away from me.” She stumbles on the last two steps and Peacock sweeps her up, preventing a painful face plant.
 
   The moment his hands wrap around her, the house becomes too damn small. If we thought she was screaming a few seconds ago, then I don’t fucking know what it is she’s doing now. But it is loud. Like a siren wailing, war-is-coming, save-yourself kind of loud.
 
   Peacock has no other option than to…
 
   “Get your fucking hands off her.” Yegor growls as he grabs Peacock by the neck.
 
   The girl’s head jerks up and she hides behind Yegor with three fast steps, burying her face in his shirt while clenching the fabric tight in her fists. Peacock’s face is stone as he eyeballs Yegor. 
 
   I need to step up before we have bodies lying around. “Stand down Yegor. Take your girl upstairs and let her cool off.”
 
   Yegor lets go instantly and Peacock’s lip comes up to bare a hint of teeth. Man, that fucker is scary when he’s against you. That’s why I need him at my back. 
 
   Yegor tries to get the redhead to move around to his front but she is clinging to his back. He twists in place until his shirt is wrapped around him. She catches on to what he’s doing, releases her grip on the fabric with one hand, cocks her arm back, and belts him square in the jaw.
 
   “Ow, ow, ow.” She shakes her hand and holds it with the other.
 
   Yegor rubs his jaw. “Why the fuck did you do that for, Ruby?”
 
   She cradles her sore hand against her chest while she puts a finger in Yegor’s face. “You let that idiot doctor drug me. I hate you.”
 
   “Hate me all you want. I will always do what’s right for you. Even if that means hurting myself to protect you. So get it out. Hit me a-fucking-gain for all I care, but we’re going to my room and you’re going to eat something and rest more. Is that fucking clear?” Yegor stares her down.
 
   “I will always hate you. But I will take the food and a shower. Then I will choose if I sleep or kick your teeth in so you have no other option but to eat a liquid diet from here on out.” Her chest is puffing up and down from her anger.
 
   Yegor grants her a soft smile. “All good, Ruby. Now start walking before I pick you up and carry you.”
 
   She fumes and practically runs up the stairs with Yegor thundering right behind her.
 
   “What the fuck was that all about?” Peacock shakes his head in disbelief.
 
   I look into Justice’s tired eyes. “Go take a shower and get some rest. I’ll be up in a bit. I need a word with Peacock. Okay, Angel Moy?”
 
   She stands on her tiptoes and covers my lips with hers. My hands reach for her face and I hold on to her for just a few seconds more, stroking her cheeks gently with my thumbs. I pull back and touch my forehead to hers. “Go.”
 
   “Okay.” She whispers softly before she disappears up the stairs.
 
   Throwing my thumb over my shoulder I motion toward the couch in the other room. “Let’s go in here.” 
 
   He falls in step behind me as we walk into the living room, taking a place on the couch in front of the fire place. Although there’s no fire, it’s still the center of the room. Even though this is something I have to do alone, I’m glad Peacock is here. It’s weird enough, considering none of my own guys are in here at this moment, but I trust this guy enough to share. Even more… my own guys don’t know this shit and it’s better left this way.
 
   I balance my elbow on my knee and put my head in my hand. “What I’m about to do is a little tricky. I wouldn’t do this shit if it wasn’t necessary but it’s the fastest way to get the intelligence we need.”
 
   He stares at me without blinking, his face impossible to read. “Go on.”
 
   Taking a deep breath, I start to explain. “I’m going to call the old boss of the first gang I was ever a part of. He’s the type of guy who knows everything and everyone. Now this guy, when you ask him for a favor, he gets one in return. I did him a favor when I started working for him. When I wanted out, he let me… thus returning the favor. So now you see my dilemma.”
 
   Peacock leans back and throws one arm over the back of the couch. “Yeah, you’d owe him. That’s a tricky little detail there, Ford. You sure it’s worth it?”
 
   “They take women and rape them before they murder them in front of a fucking camera. They did the same shit to my sister. What do you think, asshole?” I growl.
 
   “Then why the fuck aren’t you dialing yet? I’ll back you up, no questions asked.” He throws back at me.
 
   Reaching inside my pocket, I take out my phone. After typing a message, I hit send. So now I wait. It’s a tricky thing. You never call this guy, he calls you. Apparently, I won’t be waiting long, because about two minutes later my phone starts to ring. Blocked number. I answer on the second ring.
 
   “Ford, it’s such a great pleasure seeing your number pop up. What can I do you for?” He sounds like a dying man, pushing every word out between coughs. 
 
   When he calms down, I start my story. “Remember that Japanese gang we took apart? The three guys who got away? Yeah, I ran into them just now. Seems like they’re back up and running with a full operation. I just killed the son. I need to take out his father and the other guy before they rebuild or want revenge. Any idea where they might be hiding?”  
 
   “I’ll find their location within the hour.” The old man’s voice sounds determined. “I already know what you need to do in return.” 
 
   Bracing for the worst, I smash the phone closer to my ear. “Throw it out, old man.”
 
   He chuckles. “It’s my niece. We can’t handle her, she’s… a bit out of control, or one might say so. Anyway, I need for you to marry her. Make an honest woman out of her.”
 
   My blood freezes in my veins. I can’t do that shit. “I… I can’t do it. I’m already taken.”
 
   “What’s the demand?” Peacock asks.
 
   Right at the same time the old man says. “That’s a shame, Ford. You know how these things work.”
 
   Swallowing hard, I hold on to my heart. “Hang on.” Placing my thumb over the microphone, I meet Peacock’s gaze. “He wants to marry off his niece. No one can seem to handle her. Out of control or some shit.” 
 
   Peacock looks amused. “For real?”
 
   Shrugging my shoulder, I nod.
 
   “Get the info and tell the guy I’ll take her,” Peacock orders me.
 
   The rumble of the old man’s voice spills from the speaker, and I put the phone back to my ear. “Who are you talking to?” he demands.
 
   “That’s Peacock.” 
 
   “The Peacock? The one who’s known for his rough and fierce dictatorship?” I sense a bit of awe in the old man’s voice.
 
   “Yeah,” I grumble. “That would be the one.” 
 
   Now there’s excitement in his voice. “Did he really say he’ll take her?”
 
   “That he did. So, do we have a deal?”
 
   “I’ll get back to you with the information. My niece will be on a plane within the hour. Make sure she’s kept safe.” I don’t even have time to say one word, the old man has already disconnected.
 
   Turning to stare at Peacock, I mumble, “I get the info, you get a girl.”
 
   The fucker chuckles. “Can’t fucking wait.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   The person attached to it.
 
    
 
   I set foot in my bedroom where I’m jumped on the second I close the door. Justice knocks me back and  a rope closes around my wrists. Before I have even one brain cell working, I’m dragged across the room and pushed on the bed.
 
   “Move up.” My woman orders.
 
   What the actual fuck? “Untie my fucking wrists, Justice,” I snarl, barely seconds away from full detonation. I’m the one who takes the lead and orders what the fuck happens. Out in the world and especially in my own fucking bed.
 
   She leans forward and does something above my head. I can’t fucking see what she’s doing because her tits are right in my face, and hello! Tits. Now I notice she’s wearing some flimsy ass black see-through nighty that stops at her thighs.
 
   My arms are pulled taut over my head. Her giggle tells me she’s enjoying this too damn much and I am literally stunned on what the fuck I should do. Should I wrap my legs tight around her to squeeze the fuck out of her, or just simply give my woman a head-butt? I’m sure neither one is an option if I want to keep her in my life.
 
   She leans over to grab something from the bedside table. Before I can see what the hell it is, I feel my clothes being ripped from my body. I freeze the moment I feel cold steel near my fucking dick.
 
   “All of this is about trust, Slick. I would never harm this part of you… the one that gives me what I crave. It’s your surrender I want right now, Lubov Moya. Are you ready to give it to me?” She whispers out the words on a hot breath that slides over my nipple. Fuck.
 
   Her voice is addictive. Biting the inside of my cheek, I try my best to ignore her. She slides down where my dick is standing tall and proud. The cheating bastard is ready to surrender as long as he can have a full inspection of her tight pussy.
 
   Expecting her to impale herself, I’m slightly surprised when she scoots down and wraps her right hand around the base of my dick. Our gazes lock as her tongue licks from the base, over her thumb to the sensitive spot underneath the head of my cock. One hand reaches beside me and I see her pickup a section of rope.
 
   Remembering her last actions involving a rope and a dick, my whole body goes rigid.
 
   She tsks-tsks. “What did I just tell you?”
 
   I’m trying very hard to will my body to settle. My eyes are glued to her mouth when she takes me inside. Fuck, I’ve never had my cock sucked. With her eyes closed, her hands make fast work circling my dick with the rope. I feel pressure and yet it’s not as painful as the strength I need to hold back my orgasm.
 
   My cock is now filled with all the blood that is contained by the rope. The thing has never been as hard as it is now. Her tongue traces a thick vein and it’s the most intense feeling. Like every touch is multiplied by a thousand. 
 
   I need fucking control. Every single time, I’m the one who determines what happens. What part of a woman I touch, how she will orgasm. With Justice, I’ve been the one to decide what kind of sex, how hard, how fast, and what position. Give that power to a woman? No. Fucking. Way. But right now?
 
   “Fuck, I love your mouth. Don’t stop. Oh, keep sucking like that and I’m gonna spray my thanks down your throat.” I moan. Loud. I just surprised the fuck out of myself.
 
   Another moan of mine merges with hers as the vibrations shoot through my dick. My balls start to tighten and I barely manage to keep my orgasm at bay. My first fucking blowjob needs to be longer than a few fucking licks and three sucks.
 
   In frustration, I pull at the rope around my wrists. There’s not a lot of space to move around and all I can do is surrender. Her head comes up and she looks straight at me while her tongue darts out and slides over the head of my dick. The fucking tease repeats the action while I grit my teeth. 
 
   “Still not ready to fully surrender, huh?” Her sweet voice caresses my heart as her tongue traces another vein along my thick length.
 
   My head falls back and my arms go limp. She’s given me so fucking much, even when I’ve put up a fight, pushed her away, and for all that I’ve done and what we’ve been through. I fucking love her and would do anything for her. Especially with that hot little mouth wrapped around my cock.
 
   “That’s it.” She croons.
 
   She takes me in all the way till I hit the back of her throat. My balls tighten and more blood is pounding in my dick, making it so hard it’s like a ticking time bomb, ready to explode any second. She bobs up and down, and my cock as well as my hips rise, pushing myself deeper inside that heavenly mouth.
 
   I roar at the top of my lungs when my dick pumps out my cum. She doesn’t slow down but keeps sucking. The immense feeling of this orgasm overtakes me. My chest is rising and falling, trying to calm down my heart that’s pounding against my ribcage. 
 
   “Fucking hell. You. That mouth.” I pant.
 
   Her fingers slide over the rope around my dick making fast work to untie it. She throws it over her shoulder as she straddles my hips. “Yeah, yeah. You love my mouth, you already said that.” Smirking down on me.
 
   “Not just that mouth, Angel. But the person attached to it.” 
 
   Realization of my words hits. Her eyes go all big and wide when realization hits. Softly, she whispers, “What?”
 
   Now I’m the one who’s smirking. “Wanna hear me say it again? No problem. I love the fuck out of you. Now free my hands so I can spank that ass of yours and then eat that sweet pussy.”
 
   She’s still stunned, not even blinking.
 
   Softening my voice, I try to get her attention since my fucking hands are still tied. “Angel moy. Did you hear what I just said?” 
 
   Snapping out of it, she shakes her head. “Right, spanking. Yes.”
 
   My head falls back again but this time it’s due to the roar of laughter. The sensation of my arms being released and the vision of boobs in my view makes me lean forward. She unties my wrists and the second they’re free I knead one of those amazing tits. 
 
   She arches her back and now the other nipple is taunting me. Bending my head so I can capture the hard nub in my mouth, I bite down and hear her moan of approval. My control snaps as I wrap my hands around her waist and spin us around.
 
   I pin her to the bed with the weight of my body. “You, Angel Moy, deserve something for the little stunt you just pulled.”
 
   Her eyes grow hungry. “Mmmhmm. But you needed that so I just had to give it to you.”
 
   “So you knew I never had a mouth wrapped around my cock and decided it was time?” 
 
   Her jaw drops. Snapping it shut, her eyebrows draw close together in obvious confusion. “It… You… But why?”
 
   I shrug. “Same reason I never put my dick inside anyone. I’m the one in control.”
 
   Now her eyes fucking twinkle. “You weren’t a few minutes ago.”
 
   My growl doesn’t end the mischief written all over her face. I lean in close so my lips are next to her ear. “And you’ll damn sure do that again. Soon.”
 
   I pull back to see a very satisfied grin on her face.
 
   “Not the tying up part; you do that shit again and I will spank your ass a nice shade of red. Both cheeks, Angel. After that, my dick will be inside your tight little hole while I finger-fuck your pussy. Am I making myself clear?” My eyes are locked with hers.
 
   She tilts her head. “Are we gonna do all of that now? Or just what you mentioned earlier: the spanking and your mouth on my pussy?”
 
   Fuck. Me. My little minx.
 
    
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   I can’t believe that just slipped out of my mouth. It’s him, he makes me feel like I could do and say anything, let him do anything. The trust, the surrender, the balance. Our connection is solid and pure.
 
   His hips move and I feel his balls stroke my pussy. I whimper as he repeats the action.
 
   “Please.” Okay, I’m not ashamed at all to beg right now.
 
   With what he just told me? Me being the first to give him a blowjob? The first person he gave that power, the trust…
 
   Tilting his hips forward, I feel the heat of his thick and hard cock slide over my belly before it’s gone. He lifts off me and places his right knee next to me. His left foot is on the mattress as he lifts my right leg over his knee. Opening me up.
 
   He leans over. “Better get ready, Angel. I’m going to fuck you so hard, you’re going to throb and think of my cock for days to come.”
 
   “Big words while all I need is your big,”
 
   I don’t get to finish as he slams inside me the next instant. Stretching me, while I clamp down with stings of ecstasy. Pain and pleasure is a fantastic combination. Like how he’s still pinning my wrists above my head.
 
   But he lets go and his hand slides to my neck, tilting my head. “I need your tongue fighting mine and your nails dig into my back.” 
 
   Desire shoots through me because of the roughness in his voice along with the longing. He doesn’t stop the pounding he’s giving my pussy. My nails dig into his back as I try to get closer to him, if possible.
 
   I can’t help but tilt my hips every time he slides inside me. The way he’s fucking me now doesn’t classify as fucking. It’s what they call making love. Although his version adds the roughness we both need and is tangled deep within our souls.
 
   Ford breaks the kiss and touches his forehead to mine. Our eyes, mere inches apart, are locked. He’s thinking the same thing…that we’re connected…and I feel my orgasm build with the intensity of this moment. The sensation of his dick growing bigger and harder inside me tells me he’s close too.
 
   The moment pleasure shoots though my body is when our groans tangle through the room. His body starts to pump slowly, prolonging our orgasms and his head goes to the crook of my neck.
 
   His tongue slides over my skin, while his breath gusts hot against me. “Marry me.”
 
   I don’t even need one second to think. “Yes.”
 
   He pulls his head back. “Well, that was easy.”
 
   “Well, you asked and I gave you an answer, it is that simple.” My smile is huge.
 
   He brushes his nose against mine while he keeps sliding in and out of me. “Simple ain’t ever easy, Angel. But I do simply love you for it.”
 
   His mouth covers mine before I can say anything in return. I bite down on his tongue and suck the sting away while he groans in appreciation. The kiss seems to go on forever and when he finally pulls back, we’re both panting for our next breath.
 
   He gets up and pulls me with him. “We need a shower.” 
 
   Is all he says before he lifts me up and carries me into the bathroom. Naked. Down the hall, I might add.
 
   When we’re both showered and dressed in black cargo pants and a black T-shirt, we head downstairs. Yeah, we’re wearing matching clothes but it’s practical since we’re bound to head out.
 
   Ford brought me up to speed and we’re waiting for more intel so we can wipe out the Japanese gang. The moment we walk inside the living room, we see Peacock sitting on the couch playing with his phone.
 
   Just as I’m about to say something, arguing carries over from the foyer. Yegor’s voice rings out. “You are not leaving.”
 
   “Yes. I. Am. You can’t stop me.” It sounds like the woman we saved from the yacht.
 
   Yegor growls back, “I can and I will. You have nowhere to go.”
 
   “That’s none of your freaking business. I lived my life perfectly fine alone for a very long time until this shit happened. It’s behind me now, I need to…” 
 
   Ford, Peacock and I are now standing in the doorway, watching the woman jab her finger into Yegor’s chest. He wraps his hand around her wrist as he turns her palm up and drops a set of keys onto it. She looks at her hand, apparently confused, before staring into his eyes.
 
   “Keys to my place. I’ll stay here. Please. Just take them, okay? I need to know you’re safe. The alarm system is hooked into our computer team. If anything happens, we’ll be there in minutes. Give me that and I’ll leave you alone.” His voice sounds pained.
 
   “Why would you do that? You don’t even know me.” She whispers while she keeps staring at the keys.
 
   He brushes his knuckles along her jaw. “Because I need to, Ruby. Come on, I’ll drive you. Besides, when you see my place you’ll never want to leave.”
 
   She still looks stunned while she shakes her head no but replies, “Okay.” 
 
   He places a hand on the small of her back as he guides her to the door. Looking back, he locks eyes with Ford. “I’ll get her settled and get back as soon as I can, okay?”
 
   Ford nods in agreement as he grabs my waist and pulls me against his body. “My fiancée and I agree. Right, Angel?”
 
   All eyes turn to us. Why on earth throw it out like that? 
 
   “So, Tarzan finally got you tied down, huh?” Yegor says as he walks out, leaving a trail of laughter behind him.  
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   It’s like that, huh?
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
   It’s been well over an hour before my phone finally rings. 
 
   “I’m going to send you a text with the information you requested. It took a while because the bastards live in a motorhome. They’ve placed a tracking device on it for me.” The old guy’s voice is filled with satisfaction.
 
   That right there is what’s creepy. This fucker is in Russia and still gets shit done across the fucking globe. A mere request and he has minions jumping at his beck and call.
 
   “Now remember our deal. My niece is already on her way. Her plane will land hours from now. I’ll send you a text with that info too. It’s been a pleasure doing business with you, Ford.”
 
   I don’t even get a fucking chance to reply before he hangs up. A few seconds later my phone vibrates with two incoming messages. After sending the information from one message to Peacock, I send the other info to our computer team.
 
   “I just sent the information to our computer guys. They’ll pinpoint the location so we’re gonna head over within the hour.” Justice nods at my words.
 
   Peacock types away on his phone before he tucks it away. “Good. My team is headed down here so we can get ready.”
 
   Apple, Acer and Abram walk into the living room, each carrying a laptop and sitting down at the large table.
 
   Justice’s phone rings. “Yes? Oh, Afon.” Her eyes flash to mine as her face lights up with a smile. “So good to hear your voice… yes… oh, don’t worry, we’ve got a handle on… what? Oh, you gotta… fine.” Plainly frustrated, she blows out a breath and rolls her eyes as she holds out the phone to me.
 
   I can’t help the fucking smile that tugs at my lips. Putting the phone next to my ear, I hear Afon’s voice, “You’re going to keep a close fucking eye on our girl, right?”
 
   “She just agreed to become my wife, so what the fuck do you think?” I bark back into the phone. I know there’s no fucking reason at all for this jealous shit, but the fact that he called my woman ‘our girl’ sets me off.
 
   “It’s like that, huh? Good, good. Hey, did you get her a ring?” His voice carries a hint of excitement.
 
   “I will, it’s just that…” Fuck, how did I not think of something crucial like that?
 
   Afon interrupts my train of thought. “You need to ask her about her mom’s ring. That’s about the only thing she’s got left that has any meaning. With her father killing her mother, the police sent Tarzan her personal things. She only saved the ring that originally belonged to her grandmother. It’s been passed on to the women in her family.”
 
   A ball of emotions lodges in my throat because the guy is practically giving me his blessing by telling me all of this. And since Justice has no family left, it means a lot that Afon is standing up and approving of me. “Thanks, man. Appreciate it. I’ll ask.” 
 
   “Good. Now, when the hell can someone get me the fuck out of here? I’m done with being stuck in bed. I know I need to heal and shit, but come the fuck on! Get me my own bed and a personal nurse whose job involves blowing my dick and giving me sponge baths.” The fucker chuckles and I laugh right along with him.
 
   “Sit tight for now and I’ll see what I can do.” I give him my word. He thanks me as I hang up.
 
   Justice glares at me. Shit. I totally took over the phone call and did not give it back after I was finished. And technically, she’s his boss. Her hands go to her hips and her chin goes up. Defensive, yet so fucking adorable.
 
   “Ask me what, Ford?” She almost bites my head off with her words. Or at least she’s trying to.
 
   I put her phone on the table while I pull her in close, nuzzling her neck before I put my lips next to her ear. “Ask you where your mother’s ring is, so I can put it on your finger.” 
 
   She gasps and melts against me. The soft shake of her body tells me she’s fighting her emotions. With everything we’ve been through she chose this moment to let go and I’m fucking honored. 
 
   She’s gonna hate herself if she lets go, though, so I act on the first thought that comes to mind, and pinch her ass. She pushes me off, smacks my chest and glares at me while she fights a smile. Yeah, she knows exactly what I did right there and she appreciates it.
 
   “They’re here.” Peacock’s voice brings us out of our staring contest.
 
   Grabbing both phones, I hand Justice hers as I shoot a message to Kolya. The same moment we hear one voice that seems to be arguing with someone and I see Borya coming down the stairs. Behind him, a woman with dirty-blonde curls is calling him every name except the one he was given the day he was born.
 
   At the end of the stairs, he spins around and waves his good hand in front of her face. His other arm is wrapped in a sling. I forgot he just came home from the hospital an hour ago. I’m sure the woman is the private nurse we hired so he can recover here from the burns he sustained from the car bomb.
 
   He’s visibly frustrated that he can’t communicate with both hands. The woman isn’t helping at all when she crosses her arms in front of her chest while Borya is still trying to sign.
 
   Pulling one of her hands up, she checks her nails without interest while Borya is practically blowing steam from his ears. He grabs her hand and gives it a rough shake. Her eyes flash with fury while she yanks her hand from his grip.
 
   She starts to sign while at the same time the words flow from her lips. “Now you listen here; I’ve told you just like your doctors did a few hours ago that you need to rest. You cannot get out of bed for at least another two days. You need to heal before you hurt yourself even more. It’s a process, a long one. So you better man up and stop acting so childish.”
 
   Borya gets up into her face. His voice sounds hard and weird since he almost never uses it unless his emotions overpower his control. “I am not a child.”
 
   Her head moves a bit back as a slow smile tugs at her lips. “Nice voice there, Grumpy. Now, get back upstairs before the pain in your arm get worse. Don’t give me any excuses because I can see it in your eyes.”
 
   His jaw ticks as he takes a stand for a few more seconds before he stomps back upstairs.
 
   The nurse smiles at all of us. “Sorry about that; he’s going to be a tough patient, just how I like ‘em. It would be boring if it was the other way around.” She winks before she follows the path Borya took.
 
   Justice starts laughing with me as Peacock joins in too. 
 
   When she’s caught her breath she looks at me. “Nathan’s sister, Tori, was a very good choice.”
 
   I give her a kiss on the top of her head while I mumble into her hair. “Fucking brilliant. Just what he needs.”
 
   More people gather in the foyer as Kolya brings in two bags filled with weapons and ammo. Everyone loads up. Apple walks up to me. “We’ve got a lock on the motorhome and Acer is sending you, Tarzan, and Peacock the info in a minute. We’ll stay here. If something’s up, just let me know. We’ve also pulled a map to give you the lay of the land surrounding it and hacked into a satellite feed for a visual.” 
 
   “Thanks, Apple.” I murmur after her since she’s already walking back into the living room. 
 
   Our three phones beep and we all glance at the text. Justice takes a few steps forward, tucks away her phone, and claps her hands to get everyone’s attention. “Okay, listen up. We need five teams to cover every angle. You will not, I repeat will not, go all vigilante. Work as a fucking team and wait for my, Ford, or Peacock’s signal. Clear?”
 
   A chorus of confirmations bounce around as Peacock steps up. “Corban, you’re team one. Jaron, team two. Zackery, team three. Tyree, team four. Otto, team five.”
 
   Peacock’s guys step forward, and I watch how they take lead and divide all our men like they’re teaming up to play football or something. A few minutes later, we climb into cars and drive toward the location of the motorhome.
 
   I can’t wait to kill the fucker. It’s something we should have done years ago. Except the fucker dropped off the face of the earth when we rolled up his gang, member by member. We had a watertight plan that would have destroyed them in one shot. They were all supposed to be there the second we hit them hard, but someone tipped them off.
 
   It’s a fucking long drive, miles out of town, in the middle of nowhere. Being stuck in a small metal box with Peacock rambling about the woman he’s going to tame ain’t no fucking picnic, I can tell you that. Just for this, I hope to God she’s the devil in disguise who will stick a pitch fork up his ass and straight out his mouth. Silence that cocky fucker once and for all.
 
   He pushes a few buttons on his phone and glances over at me. “Gonna get things set before I forget, since it’s a done deal that I’m getting her.” 
 
   What did I tell ya? It’s as if the fucker is getting a new car or some shit. Hearing the speakers kick in… he’s going for a conference call or some shit.
 
   A soft female voice fills the car. “Hello, Sir.”
 
   Peacock beams. “Hello, Little Pet. I need you to listen very closely to what I’m about to say.”
 
   You can hear her breath catch, and I see Justice roll her eyes so it’s not just me who thinks this shit is over-the-top.
 
   “You’re going to clear out all of my knives in my room and lock them in the basement. Then you’re going to place the ball gag on the bed.” Peacock’s eyes go to my woman in the rearview mirror, making me growl.
 
   “Would that be the one with the red ball or the one with the black one with the leash, Sir?” The girl asks in a husky voice.
 
   Peacock pauses as though thinking about it. “I can always pull hair when I need to guide, so the red one will do. Oh, and one more thing, Candy.”
 
   Her shocked gasp rings out through the car at the sound of her name.
 
   “I’ll be letting you and Melanie go, as of right now. No worries, I’ll make sure you’re compensated. But I do need you two to be gone, as well as any trace of you both, within the next two hours. Clear?” His voice is stern as the girl tries to hide her sobs.
 
   “Will you need us both within the next two hours to compensate or separately, Sir?” She breathes into the phone, waiting for his answer.
 
   The fucker has a huge smile on his face while he just stares to the road in front of him.
 
   “Sir?” She asks again.
 
   The smile fades from Peacock’s face. “I thought I was clear. Compensated meaning currency, money, cash. That kind of payment. I don’t fucking need you two anymore, and I want my house cleared of the both of you. Can I be any more fucking clear, bitch?”
 
   His harsh words makes Justice lean forward and smack Peacock’s shoulder. He glares at her in the rearview mirror.
 
   The girl seems to get her shit together when she just says, “Right, Sir. Sorry, Sir. You have our number if you need anything, Sir. Thank you, Sir.” 
 
   What. The. Actual. Fuck?
 
   ““I won’t be calling. Have a nice life.” Peacock ends the call and Justice and I punch his shoulder at the same time.
 
   “What the fuck, people?” He shouts.
 
   “We could ask you the same question,” Justice says, her voice bouncing off the windows of the car. “What the hell was that all about? That’s just fucked up, Peacock.”
 
   “They know the fucking deal with me. Ford, handle your woman or I will.” Peacock throws me a look that shows he’s not fucking kidding.
 
   I pull Justice close to me and lean in next to her ear. “Let’s keep our fingers crossed the female troublemaker he’s getting knows how to kick him in the balls.” 
 
   She chuckles. “Oh, yeah. Karma is a bitch, and from what I’ve heard from Acer… Bitch is her middle name.”
 
   Although we whisper, I’m sure Peacock picked up on our conversation, because he’s shooting daggers through the rearview mirror. Save it, pal. You’re gonna be needing that ammo. I hope.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   Feathers up your ass.
 
    
 
   ***Justice***
 
    
 
   Trees line both sides of the road. I stare out the window until I see a guy on a crotch rocket pull up alongside the car. The rider is wearing a helmet but flips up the eye shield as he turns his head. I can see laughter in his eyes. Yeah, he’s that close next to the car. 
 
   I’m about to ask if he belongs to anyone when the biker pops a wheelie. 
 
   Peacock mumbles, “Fucking showoff.”
 
   He signals with his hands to Peacock, who just raises his chin a bit before his gaze locks back to the road in front of him. The biker flips down his eye shield, revs the engine before he executes another wheelie, and then races off at an insane speed.
 
   “Wow.” Slips through my lips on a very soft breath. A second later a sharp sting shoots through my nipple. “Ouch.” I rub furiously over my breast while I glare at Ford who looks very pissed off.
 
   “Remember that next time you think about gawking at another guy.” He growls.
 
   Peacock chuckles while he shoots a glance in the rearview mirror. “And for the love of God, do not say anything to the fucker when you meet him. Marlon’s ego is big enough and it doesn’t need stroking.”
 
   I am so sick of these alpha male idiots thinking every single one of them is all that. “Oh, just like you? You don’t need pretty feathers up your ass to shine and live up to your name, right?”
 
   The car jerks hard to the right as he slams on the brakes. The door swings open and I unbuckle before I pop out of the car myself. I’m ready to kick his ass as he comes around front end of the car, facing me.
 
   His hands clench into fists. I’m soooo fucking ready. Nobody outside of my gang knows that I fight my guys on a regular basis. It helps me keep focus, keeps my muscle memory active, and lets my energy flow. Plus, a girl needs a little stress relief every so often.
 
   Before Ford can stop me, or Peacock can change his mind over punching a girl, I strike first. The uppercut hits home. Peacock stumbles back in surprise while blood flows from his nose.
 
   I brace myself to strike again as I hear someone yell, “Don’t!” 
 
   Arms wrap around me, and as a reflex I bring my elbow up and hit the guy who’s trying to grab me in the face. Hearing a grunt, I know I just hit Ford. Shit.
 
   “I warned you, didn’t I?” one of my guys says. “Tarzan fights all of us from time to time and always kicks our ass. Never interrupt her when she’s like this. Guess you’re learning the hard way, huh?”
 
   I didn’t even realize the whole caravan had stopped to witness our confrontation. Ford wipes a hand down his face while he pulls me against his body. I feel his lips near my ear. “Now that you’re mine, I need you to tone down a bit from time to time and let me, your man, handle some shit for you. I fucking know you’re one hell of a strong woman and not the type to turn into the little chick who needs a guy to fight her battles. I can’t have you fighting other guys, unless it’s me kicking that delectable ass. Clear?” 
 
   His voice is rough and I feel his dick harden against my ass. How I want to rebel right now and kick his ass after I’m finished with Peacock. And while I’m wondering if I could take Ford, the fucker chuckles, as if he knows what I’m thinking about. Fuck.
 
   “Behind closed doors, Angel Moy. Because I might need to fuck you during or after you’ve kicked my ass or if I’ve beaten yours.” He bites down on my neck and licks away the sting.
 
   “That sounds all nice and shit but step away, Ford. I’m gonna have my way with her right fucking now.” Peacock growls.
 
   The next second, I’m facing Ford’s back. 
 
   “You’re sure you want to go down this road?” Ford’s voice sounds like it could cut straight through Peacock.
 
   “Like I said, step away. She was disrespectful to me and then gave me a fucking uppercut. She needs to be put in her place. Since you turn all fluffy clouds, pink unicorns, and shit around her, I’ll give her a taste of how a woman should treat a man.” His eyes are on me. The fucker is taunting me and Ford.
 
   I step right next to Ford and I raise my voice. “Oh? Lemme guess. Gonna treat me like a horse? Wrap some leather shit around my head and shove something in my mouth while you whip my ass and ride me till the sun goes down? Nice, Peacock. Real female friendly too. Gets you all the respect a woman can give a man. Not.” 
 
   Just as Peacock takes a menacing step forward, I hear the sound of a motorcycle. The bike appears and the rider parks right in front of Ford. Boots shoot to the left and right, keeping the bike in balance. He rises from the seat, kicks out the stand, and throws his leg off the bike.
 
   “Thought we’d meet up a few miles out.” The raw rumble of his voice is sexy, even to me.
 
   I swallow hard as he pulls off his helmet. He needs to put it back on before drool drips from my chin and I start to say weird shit like compliments and stick feathers up his ass to make him prettier than Peacock.
 
   His eyes land on me and he winks. Ford growls as Peacock shoots me a look as if to say ‘I told you so’.
 
   “You like my action back there, Tarzan?” Sexy voice, did I mention that?
 
   With what he just said and the alpha bullshit… it kind of pops the bubble of hotness.
 
   “Yeah, I’ve been warned and I feel no need to stick feathers up your ass. We’ve got one Peacock and that’s all the world can handle right now. So rein in that ego of yours and lets kill ourselves some Japanese guys, okay?” I can’t help to roll my eyes when I see the look of appreciation on Peacock’s face. Damn that man.
 
   “Yeah… Right. I. Uhmmm. The motorhome is there. I’ve seen movement inside, counted at least six inside and two outside.” That’s funny, he’s slightly out of balance but covers it quickly. That and he acts like I’m no longer here. 
 
   I feel Ford’s lips on the top of my head. “How do you want to proceed, Peacock, since you’ve put one of your men with each team?”
 
   It’s clearly a peace offering coming from Ford so we can focus on the action to come. 
 
   Peacock looks around at all the cars that have assembled behind us. “Marlon, did you see a place where we can ditch the cars?”
 
   The guy from the bike, Marlon, chews on his bottom lip while he seems to think things over. “Yeah, there’s a spot a few miles ahead. But we’ll need to walk for a bit before we reach the motorhome. They’ve parked the thing in a clearing so we ain’t got the element of surprise. There are two guys on post: one on the front and the other at the back. I can take them both out from a distance, but we still need to handle the guys on the inside and they will see us coming.”
 
   “I like for them to see us coming. We need to make sure the fucker is even in there. I want fucking proof he’s dead this time.” Ford snarls and I agree with him. We need to know for sure.
 
   “That’s settled then. We’ll follow you and continue on foot. You take out the guards, and when all hell breaks loose and the fucker is identified, we’ll blow the whole fucking thing to the moon.” Peacock signals for everyone to get back in their cars when he’s done speaking.
 
   Within a few minutes we reach the spot where we leave the cars. After grabbing our stuff from the trunk, we head toward the clearing where the motorhome is located. Spreading out, we form teams in a tight circle.
 
   When the motorhome comes into sight, we crouch down behind some bushes to take in the area around us. Marlon was right. There’s a Japanese man standing in front. He’s clearly on look out, just like the guy on the other side.
 
   Peacock signals to Marlon and I see him grab his sniper rifle that is strapped to his back. He pulled it from Peacock’s trunk earlier, slinging it over his shoulder for the trek into the field. I watch in fascination as he assembles the rifle and does some kind of routine. The hell if I know what all of that does, but I’m sure at some point he’s even checking what side the wind is coming from.
 
   The moment he’s ready, he glances back at Peacock. “Okay, everyone get ready. There will be two hits and we’ll see how things flow from there.” 
 
   His voice is clear right next to me but also in my earpiece. Everyone wears one so we’re in contact; there are just too many of us to not be connected. With six teams surrounding the motorhome, we need this so we don’t end up shooting each other.
 
   Peacock looks back at Ford when their eyes meet, they nod in agreement. Marlon catches their gaze and he knows he’s been given the okay. Although it’s personal for Ford, he doesn’t stand alone. Not just with me having his back, but also with Peacock.
 
   Peacock is the head who oversees problems that interfere with all the gangs. His own gang also has the reputation of being a well-trained army. All of this is comforting to know when I hear the first shot being fired, followed by a second.
 
   The bodies drop almost simultaneously. Before any of us jump into action, the door of the motorhome swings open and two other guys run out. Marlon pops those as three others rush out and one of them falls to the ground.
 
   Marlon curses as he starts to reload. “How many fucking Japanese assholes can they fit in a fucking motorhome?” 
 
   “Is that a real question or the start of a joke there, Marlon?” Peacock chuckles as he takes aim and shots ring out. This seems to be the go signal as eight more sneak out of the motorhome and take cover. At this point the motorhome is starting to resemble those clown cars from the circus.
 
   “Fuck this shit.” Ford growls. The moment he bends down to grab the bazooka, his body jerks and he falls back.
 
   Running forward, I grab the bazooka and load it, making sure it’s twisted up tight and ready. Feeling the heat of Ford right next to me, I glance back. There’s a tear in the shoulder of his shirt and a circle of blood around it is spreading quickly. Fuck.
 
   “There.” His voice brings me slightly out of my worry, for now at least. I follow his line of sight and see one punk run to a bike that’s parked next to the motorhome.
 
   I suck in a breath and hold it as I take aim and fire. The mortar whooshes out and I’m surrounded by a cloud of white smoke. Seconds later, the motorhome blasts to pieces while bodies and debris fly into the air and then rain over the place of impact.
 
   Even with all the noise surrounding me, I still hear the rev of a motorcycle engine.  “Marlon, get that sonofabitch.” I snap. He takes aim, but the scene is too smoky to get a clear shot. The thought enters my mind to reload the bazooka again but it’s a moving object.
 
   “Got him.” Marlon mumbles as he squeezes the trigger.
 
   Following his aim, I see the bike flip as the guy and the bike separate and land on the ground. From this distance, I see his leg bleeding heavily. Ford runs forward, along with Peacock behind him, leaving me with no other choice but to follow them while shots ring out around us.
 
   Looking around, I see our guys taking out the ones who are still alive. Yeah, all of us have a no-loose-ends mentality on the matter. Silence hits when Ford reaches the guy who’d been on the bike. He’s applying pressure to his leg, but the amount of blood gushing out makes it obvious his femoral artery has been ruptured. 
 
   Ford’s leg whips back as he kicks the Japanese guy in the face. The guy’s hands fall away from his leg due to the force and the blood literally sprays out. Although this injury will kill him in the next few minutes… I doubt Ford will let him last that long. His hands go to the guy’s neck and he places his thumbs on each side of his windpipe. 
 
   Jaw clenched, Ford leans in closer to the guy’s face. “I would get it all on camera just to fucking watch it again. That’s why you guys make snuff movies, right? To re-live the pleasure over and over again? The fucking, the killing, the need to re-fucking-live.”
 
   His thumbs fall away as the guy clearly struggles to keep focus. Ford puts them back in place and applies the pressure. “Shame you got shot in the fucking leg because I could do this all fucking day. But I need to change things up since you’re not dying of a goddamned gunshot wound to the leg. No. That will be me, fucker. I. Will. End. You.”
 
   Ford’s hands release the guy’s neck as he falls to the ground. “This is for my sister.” His leg swings back before he brings it forward in a fast swing. Connecting with the guy’s jaw. His head snaps back at an unnatural angle as his spine disconnects.
 
   “Too fucking easy. Fuck!” Ford screams in anger. His hands dig into his hair as he starts to pace back and forth.
 
   Peacock leans in close to my ear. “You need to calm his ass down. His blood pressure is rising and he’s taken a shot to the shoulder. Add that to the workout he just had with running to this guy and… well, you get what I’m trying to say, right?”
 
   My hand goes to his bicep, squeezing softly before my arm falls away. “Yeah, I know what you mean, Peacock.” My words trail behind me as I walk off toward Ford.
 
   His head is down while he’s holding onto fistfuls of hair. Stepping forward, he bumps right into me. When his eyes meet mine, I almost step back. I’ve never seen that look. It’s so raw, and I’m having a hard time drinking it in and filtering to know if it’s the grief that’s blown free for the payback for his sister or the anger flaring. 
 
   Like him, I kill my enemies. Or anyone who deserves it in my eyes. When you kill a fucker too soon by accident… it’s like thinking you’ve got another piece of chocolate left, but when you reach for it, it’s already gone. Yeah. Disappointment doesn’t cover that shit. It's a building need; a hunger you want to satisfy or an itch you need to scratch. 
 
   My hands go to his neck and slide up to wrap around his fists that are still in his hair. Then I tilt his face toward me and trail his bottom lip with my tongue. 
 
   I bite down soft before I let go and place my lips near his ear. “Let the boys handle it here so we can get you cleaned up.”
 
   Pulling back, I see his eyes are still blazing. Before he can deny me, I make sure he knows I’m not fucking kidding. My hand leaves his as I poke my finger in the bullet hole. He flinches and growls. 
 
   “Hmmm, that got your attention, huh?” A smile tugs at my lips and his eyes track to my mouth.
 
   He leans in closer. “I’ll give you some fucking attention the second we’re home.” 
 
   The fiery promise in his eyes makes me shiver. “Not until you rest that shoulder. If you don’t, I’ll tie you down.”
 
   “No,” He interrupts with a growl. 
 
   Acting as if I didn’t hear him, I continue, “and ride you until your dick gives me what my pussy needs.”
 
   His head tilts to the left. “Yeah, you’re still not tying me up. But you will be riding me till your pussy squeezes the orgasm out of my balls and sprays cum from my cock that’s lodged deep inside you.”
 
   Oh, wow. I need that, like right now. Fire swirls low in my belly and the longer I stand here will only postpone that moment. “Can you run?”
 
   Ford chuckles at my train of thought as Peacock says, “I told you to calm him the fuck down and you ask if he can fucking run? Marlon is two minutes out, he went to get the car.”
 
   Ford leans in and nibbles at my ear. “Sounds like I get to save my energy for later.”
 
   “Oh, for fucks sake.” Peacock mumbles as he stalks away.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
   Ready to start plucking.
 
    
 
   ***Ford***
 
    
 
   I grit my teeth. My shoulder is throbbing like crazy and so is my dick. Justice rolls her hips, and that’s all I can take. My mouth moves forward as my teeth surround her left nipple and bite down.
 
   Her pussy spasms around me, welcoming the cum that bursts free in hot strokes. There’s a moment of intense pleasure that washes through my body that even numbs the pain in my shoulder. My head falls back as I moan out her name.
 
   Her lips land on mine, giving me a lazy kiss while she slowly keeps rocking her hips. 
 
   Pulling slightly back, I let Justice know, “You need to stop. You didn’t even give my dick a chance to soften, Angel Moy. I’m already half hard. I’ll be ready for action in a few seconds if you keep this up. Remember what Nathan said?”
 
   She groans. “Don’t remind me.”
 
   My laughter fills the room. Seriously, her doctor literally told me, “Fuck once and let her do all the work. Then rest or I will sedate you.” 
 
   Technically, he’s my doc now as well, with our gangs merging. This shit has brought us all closer together. 
 
   Afon took it upon himself to check out of the hospital and take a cab here. He’s settled in one of the spare bedrooms, and we’ve got the nurse we hired for Borya also keeping an eye on him. But with the way Borya calls out every time she leaves his room, it’s obvious he doesn’t want to share her. 
 
   Justice lifts her body off mine and leaves the bed. I watch her naked ass as she saunters from the room, disappearing into the bathroom. Not a moment later, she reappears with a warm damp cloth in her hand to clean me up. Great, I’ve got my own personal…
 
   I groan. “Are you going to wear a short white…” 
 
   She cuts me off mid-sentence and glares at me. “Not a chance, Slick.” The smile she bites back reaches my heart.
 
   Justice pulls a pair of sweatpants from one of my drawers and helps me get into them. When she turns to walk off, I smack her bare ass. “I could get used to a naked nurse.”  
 
   I can see her struggling not to laugh at my statement, going for a glare but failing miserably. Walking to her duffle bag, she pulls out black yoga pants and a tight tank. I watch as she pulls them on.
 
   “Wear a bra.” I all but snarl.
 
   Come the fuck on, my men… our men, live in the same fucking house. I cannot deal with her walking around showing off her nipples. Nipples that belong to me.
 
   She looks down at herself and then flicks her gaze back up to me. “Why?” She acts all innocent while she continues, “I fight my guys wearing this.” 
 
   “What?” The throbbing in my shoulder fades when a flash of pain hit my throat due to the force of screaming out that one word.
 
   The bitch fucking bursts out laughing. Between snorts she manages to say, “You should have seen your face.”
 
   “Oh, you just fucking wait. I’ve got two words for you: crotch rope. The moment my shoulder is back up to speed, I am going to tie you up and make sure you almost die from me not giving you the orgasm you beg for. Then I will wait some more till the rope is dripping with your cum before I mix it with mine.” Fuck. I cannot believe this shit. “Open your fucking eyes and stop rubbing your damn legs together. Fuck.”
 
   She pouts and walks toward me as I scrub a hand down my face. Placing a hand on my good arm, she stands on her tiptoes and kisses me softly on the lips. “I’m so lucky to have you, Ford. You’re my perfect match.”
 
   My good arm wraps around her waist as I pull her against my body. “Definitely stole my line there. I fucking love you with every fiber of my soul.” 
 
   I’m about to kiss the living shit out of her when my phone chimes. Reaching over, I grab it off the bedside table and see I’ve got a message. “Peacock’s girl is five minutes out. Let’s get downstairs to warn his ass.”
 
   Justice bounces on her feet as she walks to the door. Half way down the stairs, she can’t contain her excitement as she yells out for Peacock. A few seconds later, he strolls out the living room as we see him walk into the foyer.
 
   “Are you ready?” The smile on her face is huge. As if she knows what’s coming. Now she already told me she went through the file she got when our computer team ran a background check. Funny, how Peacock declined it. Something about not needing it and taking shit how it comes.
 
   “I was born ready.” Peacock grumbles.
 
   Justice tsks-tsks. “Not for this you’re not.” Her sing song voice flames up his anger.
 
   “All the woman needs to have is a mouth, a cunt, an ass, and hair to pull so she doesn’t screw things up. What fucking more do I need?” He barks.
 
   The door opens and one of my men steps in, carrying a suitcase followed closely by a chick. As soon as Peacock sees her, he curses while Justice laughs.
 
   She’s wearing very short black jean shorts that are hanging low on her hips and held up by black suspenders. The black and white low-cut shirt is leaning down along one shoulder and she’s got a red and black lumberjack shirt tied around her waist. Her army boots are unlaced, and she’s wearing red socks that sit just below her knee.
 
   As she clears the door I can see the reason Justice is still laughing her ass off. The delicate creature, hidden beneath a defensive mask, with a nose piercing I might add…is lacking hair. Or at least it’s so fucking short not even Peacock can get a hold of it if he needed it to save his life. 
 
   Who fucking cares if my shoulder throbs? My head falls back as the bark of laughter bursts free. I am simply overwhelmed with joy. This moment right here… I’m gonna treasure the fuck out of life right now because nothing is for sure.
 
   Although knowing I’ve got the only thing I need living with me, sharing my life… That’s all I will ever fucking need. 
 
   Oh, and maybe enjoy seeing Peacock get grabbed by the hair or balls for that matter. 
 
   Screaming from the top of the stairs have all eyes turning toward the second floor. 
 
   Tori runs down the stairs, she stops and looks straight at Borya who’s following close behind. “I quit!”
 
   “You can’t fucking quit if you’re fired.” His strangled voice rings out harder as we see the scene in front of us. 
 
   She doesn’t even glance behind her as she storms out the door. Borya seems clearly torn, but he doesn’t take a step to follow her. He just turns and disappears while we spin our gaze back to the door where Tory slips out, sidestepping Yegor.
 
   Even he looks back and forth between Tori and the inside of the house.  
 
   Yegor’s hands come up. “What the fuck is wrong with women? Are they all fucking leaving us? Always pissed and without any fucking reason? Fuck this shit; I’m taking a room here, Ford. I just got kicked out of my own fucking house.” 
 
   As Justice meets my eyes, they twinkle with laughter.
 
   “Well… seems like more are pairing up, huh?” I wink at my woman.
 
   “Yeah, except one of those loves her man… the other might not survive the night.” She looks at Peacock’s girl and back at Peacock. “Better watch it Peacock, she looks ready to start plucking.”
 
   His growl fills the foyer as Justice and I make a run for the stairs.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Dudnik Circle series will continue in Yegor’s story!
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