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A foul odor filled the hallway. Peer Nyland strode forward and quietly pushed his son's bedroom door open, looking inside the room. Tyr held onto the side of his crib, trying his best to shake his bed apart.

He went into the room, pride filling his chest as he grinned at his son. His smile fell as he looked lower at the mess on the sheet. His gaze traveled higher over Tyr's bare legs and stomach.

The disgusting smell came from Tyr.

"Shit," he mumbled, sliding his hands under Tyr's armpits and holding him away from his chest. "What did you do, son?"

Tyr babbled happily. He carried him an arm-length away to the bathroom, trying to breathe in and out of his mouth and not through his nose.

Looking at the shower and back at his son, he was stuck. He couldn't put Tyr down on the floor and spread the mess, and he couldn't hold him in one arm without getting the stink on him.

Tyr kicked his bare legs. Knowing he needed another set of hands, he yelled, "Coco?"

His son stopped struggling to get down and looked toward the bathroom door, anticipating Coco coming to save him. Peer exhaled harshly. "Don't get your hopes up. She's not going to help you escape."

"Yeah?" said Coco behind him. "Oh, ...sh—poop."

"Can you turn on the shower." He stepped closer to the wall, giving her room to get past him.

"Tyr? Sweet face? What in the world did you do?" She glanced at Peer as she kept a wide berth around him, navigating the bathroom. "Give me a second to get the temperature adjusted."

"No hurry." He swallowed, struggling to not breathe through his nose. "I'm not going anywhere."

Coco looked over her shoulder at him, leaving her hand under the running water. The impish grin on her face only made him scowl at her. She was enjoying his discomfort. Changing dirty diapers wasn't his idea of fun, but what Tyr had done by pulling the sticky tabs off his diaper after his nap and then shitting in his crib wasn't normal.

"The water is perfect now." Coco straightened and looked him over and shook her head at the sight of Tyr. "How are you going to do this?"

"I'm going to set him in the tub and hose him off with the showerhead." He stepped closer.

She pressed her back against the wall. He almost handed over Tyr to tease her, but he needed to get his son in the shower and cleaned up.

"This is the second time he's taken off his diaper after his nap," said Coco.

Her squeaky voice got his attention. He looked over his shoulder. She'd pinched her nose closed with her fingers. Her big, brown eyes alert for any sudden movements.

"You're wimping out on me, Collette Lewis," he said.

Holding Tyr's arm with one hand, keeping him on his bare feet in the tub, he wrestled the soiled T-shirt of him. Sweat dripped down his temple. Undressing a wiggling one year old covered in shit in a slippery porcelain tub was harder than it looked.

"I'll work on training him to go on the toilet." He grabbed the showerhead and brought it down to the tub.

"He's too young. I think people potty train their kids when they're two or three years old." Coco held out the bottle of liquid baby soap.

Spraying off every inch of Tyr's body, he soaped up his son from head to toes. Coco placed a towel over his shoulder.

"I don't know what to do." He gritted his teeth.

Parenthood was hard. Despite all the books Coco had bought him on the subject and being warned about all the different stages from his Nordic brothers in Slag Motorcycle Club, he found himself frustrated half the time.

The other half, he couldn't think of a better responsibility to have.

"I'll strip his crib down and get the disinfecting wipes," said Coco.

He picked up his clean bundle. "Thank..."

She'd already left the bathroom. He inhaled deeply, smelling nothing but fresh boy. When Kelli had left Tyr at the gate after he was born and hightailed it out of town, he never imagined himself being a single father.  Over the months—renting a house, feeding, changing, overseeing his son's care—Coco had stepped up and offered to move in with him to help out.

For him, working with Coco and living with her meant she was around all the time. He never would've survived without her. Hell, he still couldn't survive on his own.

"Let's get you settled." He carried Tyr into the living room. Plopping him down on the couch, he grabbed a diaper and quickly put it on his son.

Tyr grunted, his hands going to the tabs, trying to take the diaper off. He grabbed his son's little wrists and put his hands above his head, pinning him to the couch.

"No." He refused to let his son move. "You can't do that."

Picking up Tyr, he put him on his lap and grabbed the T-shirt and bib overalls on the arm of the couch and got his son dressed. Only then could he trust that Tyr would stay dressed and his diaper would stay on his butt.

He kissed Tyr's cheek. "No more fooling around."

His son grabbed his beard. Carrying him over to the playpen, he put his son inside with a handful of his toys.

"Be good." He palmed Tyr's head, straightened, and headed down the hallway toward the bedroom.

Coco came out of the bathroom. He stopped, before running into her.

"I bleached the tub." She held up a balled-up towel. "I have the bedding in the washer."

"I could've done that." He sniffed, the scent in the house went from putrid to flowery.

"I sprayed air freshener in his room, too." She stepped around him and walked to the laundry room. "What time is it?"

He pulled out his phone. "Five o'clock."

"Good. I'll be able to put everything in the dryer before we have to take off for work," she said from inside the room. "I'm going to jump in the shower. I'll be quick if you need it after me."

He looked down at his chest. "I took one while Tyr was napping. I think I'm good."

Coco came out of the room. Her gaze swept over him and settled on his beard as she approached him. Within a foot of him, she stretched to her toes and leaned closer.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

"Smelling you." She grinned. "You're good to go."

He grunted and walked back out to the living room. Diving for the couch, he propped his head on his arm and let his boots hang off the cushion. He gazed at his son, playing happily with a stack of wooden blocks Roar and Lizzy had bought for him.

Every day, he was thankful for Slag Motorcycle Club. Without them supporting him, he believed his son's life would've turned out differently. It was impossible to raise Tyr by himself. He had a job bartending at The Fire Ring, the club's bar, and as Treasurer for Slag, he had business that pulled him away at a moment's notice. It took Coco and a village to raise one small boy.

He ran his hand over his face. Parenting shouldn't be hard.

He'd give his life to protect Tyr. His son was everything to him.

But, Tyr deserved a mother. He deserved having a woman in his life to share the responsibility of raising a child.

Hell. He sighed. It'd been a couple of months since he tried finding Kelli.

Even Elling with all his skills at tracking information down couldn't find a trail on Tyr's mom. He needed to try again. Not because he wanted her back, he wanted to make sure she stayed gone.

The longer she stayed away, the harder it would be to find her. She could be anywhere by now. She hadn't stayed with the Seattle Chapter, and every woman in the club that'd been friends with her hadn't seen her since she took off before Tyr was born.

He wanted to know exactly where she was to keep tabs on her.

"Pa pa pa pa," babbled Tyr.

"I see you, son." Peer watched him clank two blocks together.

A couple of weeks ago, Tyr had started to say his own version of pappa. Nothing filled him with pride more than hearing his son call for him. With the introduction of talking, it made his relationship with Tyr real. Tyr wasn't a baby. He was growing.

Coco walked into the living room with a towel wrapped around her body and her hair wrapped up in another towel atop her head. Strolling past him, she went into the kitchen and sat down on the stool at the island.

She set up a mirror and dropped her makeup bag in front of her, rifling through the contents.

He raised his upper body, following her with his gaze. "Most women put on their makeup in the bathroom."

"How would you know?" Coco kept her back to him as she leaned closer to the small mirror she propped against a loaf of bread. "Do you have a long list of women you've lived with that I don't know about?"

"No."

"Well, six out of ten women prefer natural light to put their face on. The kitchen has a south-facing window. The bathroom has none."

"You could at least get dressed in the bathroom. Tyr's going to think it's normal to have a woman traipsing around without any clothes on." He laid back down on the couch.

Coco laughed. "Your son doesn't even know the difference between men and women or aware of someone being naked—which I'm not. I have more of my body covered than I do at work, by the way."

Tension between his brows increased. "You're naked under the towels."

"Should I remind you that Tyr took off his diaper and made a mess because he likes the freedom of not wearing a diaper?"

Hell. She was right. Again.

"Pa pa pa pa." Tyr crawled over to the side of the playpen and pulled himself to his feet. "Pa pa."

"Your pappa is being weird. What should we do with him?" Coco's voice moved in the room.

Peer sat up and found her walking to the playpen. His son lifted his arms, wanting held.

Coco indulged him, carrying Tyr over to Peer. He held out his arms as his phone vibrated in his pocket.

"Go ahead. I'll take him into the bedroom with me while I dress." She turned and left the living room. "I'll even teach him to close his eyes."

He sat up and connected the call, not recognizing the number. "Ja?"

Silence came from the caller.

"Hello?"

"It's me," said a soft voice he recognized.

Gut punched, he stood. "Kelli."

"How are you?" asked Kelli.

He fisted his hand. "Are you serious? You drop out of our son's life, and you ask how I am?"

"Peer—"

"Nei." He inhaled through a tight chest. "Where are you?"

His thoughts circled, and he wanted to know where Tyr's mom was and where she'd been for over a year. He wanted to know how the woman he'd known could turn into a cold-hearted bitch toward her own child.

"I..." She paused. "H-how is he?"

She had no right to ask about his child. The son he'd worried about, taken care of, and promised to raise by himself. She'd thrown away the greatest gift in her life and never looked back.

"You don't even know his name." His jaw ached, holding back all the accusations he wanted to throw at her.

She'd left their son outside the gate of Slag and walked out of his life without a fucking care in the world. She'd abandoned Tyr when he needed a mother the most.

"I'm sorry—"

He disconnected the call, tossed the phone to the couch, and walked down the hallway to get his son. It was time to go to work at the bar and Tyr needed to go to the clubhouse where the women of Slag would watch over him while he put in eight hours at The Fire Ring.

He wasn't going to waste his time with Kelli.

His mind on other things, he missed paying attention to what he was doing until Coco stood in front of him in her bra and panties. The black material against her pale skin accented a woman's body.

His gut tightened, and he looked again, taking his time.

"Peer." She scoffed, grabbing her shirt. "A little privacy, huh?"

He walked backward, indulging himself. Her black-lined, brown eyes challenged him. He had no idea that's what she wore under her clothes or how her small breasts had the perfect amount of plump. His gaze lowered to slim legs. She kept her feet apart as if that would make her appear more formidable, but it only made her look sexier than hell.

"Peer!"

He snapped his head up, turned, and walked back in the living room.

Wiping the sweat off his forehead, he welcomed the uncomfortable pressure in his jeans. It'd been a long time since he'd seen a beautiful woman.
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A group of five men walked through the doors of The Fire Ring. Coco finished hanging up the order on the wheel in the window of the kitchen while the customers seated themselves. They took the table near the door, and a burst of energy motivated her to cross the room and greet them.

The tips tonight would rock.

"Welcome to The Fire Ring. What can I get you men?" She leaned next to the closest customer. "Wait. Let me guess." She studied the guys. "Beer all around?"

"Sounds good. Three pitchers to start us off." The one near her draped his arm around her shoulders. 

She quickly extracted herself from his hands. "I'll get to those right away. Anything to eat?"

While two of the men ordered food, the other three turned their attention to the game going on at the pool table. A couple walked in, giving her an excuse to put the order on the wheel and attend to the other customers.

Fifteen minutes later, she looked at the clock behind the bar. She only had ten minutes until her last break.

"Hey." Peer turned his back to the customers sitting on the other side of the counter. "Can you do me a favor?"

"Sure."

"Run over and check on Tyr for me." Peer tossed the bar towel over his shoulder.

"No problem. My break is in a few minutes. I'll go spend it with him."

His prominent brow lowered and he stepped closer, deepening his voice. "Go now. I'll cover your customers for you."

She studied his tense expression. "Is everything okay?"

"I hope so," he muttered.

He walked down to the cash register. Concerned, she shook her head in bewilderment and walked out of the main room into the hallway. Tyr would be awake. Because of their work hours, they'd trained him to sleep when they retired for the night—usually between two-fifteen and three o'clock in the morning.

Out the back door, the fresh night air hit her face. She raised her arms out to her sides and walked across the alley to the clubhouse.

Roar, the president of Slag Motorcycle Club, stood by the door with Markus, Brage, and Elling, also members. "Are you trying to fly?"

When she'd lived with Lizzy and Roar, she'd learned that the Norwegian men making up Slag Motorcycle Club could be funny when they wanted to be. It was hard to read their facial expressions but if she listened for the lift in their rough voices, she could sense amusement coming from them before their joke hit her.

She waved her arms up and down. "If I could, I would."

"Girl, something isn't right with you." Markus grinned. "Are you running away from work? Cause I'm not taking your place."

"No worries, bud." She opened the door. "Roar's too good of a boss for me to up and quit tonight."

Going inside, she stopped and looked around at all the Slag members filling the clubhouse. She found Holly strolling around near the back wall and weaved her way through the room. A smile overtook her face the closer she came to them.

Holly followed Tyr in his walker, pretending to chase him. Love spread through her at the happiness on Tyr's chubby face.

He loved all the attention from the women and the members of Slag. They were his family and the one constant in his life. He loved them all, but when he was tired, he wanted his pappa. Only then, when she witnessed the sad cries from fighting sleep and the sweaty, red face from his struggles, Tyr broke her heart.

It was as if on his first birthday, Tyr knew something was missing in his life. That his mother wasn't there to soothe him to sleep. That his mother wasn't giving him the love he deserved.

She approached Holly. Tyr hadn't spotted her yet. He was in a race to go everywhere his tiny legs could push him in his wheeled cart.

"How's he doing?" she asked, walking with Holly.

"I just fed him, so he's wound up." Holly reached out and grabbed the back of the walker, turning Tyr to keep him from going near the stairs.

"Peer wanted me to check on him." She laughed when Tyr's head turned like a baby owl, and he blinked at her before squealing and pounding his hands against the attached tray.

"He's happy to see you." Holly touched Coco's arm. "If you want to watch him for a few minutes, I'll run to the bathroom."

"Sure, go ahead." She squatted down to Tyr's level and slipped her finger into his grabby hand, directing his attention to her. "Your pappa thinks you're up to no-good."

"Pa pa pa pa." Tyr held up his arms.

She picked him up and smooched his cheek with a kiss. "We're going to seriously have to work on your vocabulary. Say, Co-co."

"Pa pa pa..." He laid his head on her shoulder.

She hugged him, rubbing his back. "I know, you love your Pappa," she whispered.

Not knowing what caused Peer's urgency for her to check on Tyr, she stayed at the clubhouse instead of taking him over to the bar for a few minutes.

Lizzy walked her way. She waved, motioning her over. Her best friend held her new baby on her chest and looked beautiful, naturally glowing. Motherhood agreed with her. She'd never seen Lizzy so content and happy. Even Roar walked around with a bigger chest since the baby was born, and she couldn't imagine him getting any bigger.

"I was going to walk over and see you at the bar, but Brage mentioned you were here when I arrived." Lizzy one-arm hugged her. "I've missed you."

Her and Lizzy had lived together for five years before Roar came into the picture and hired them both at the bar. For a while, she had lived with the two of them until she decided to stay with Peer and help him with Tyr.

She leaned over and kissed baby Hanne's head while keeping a firm hold on Tyr. In the past, Tyr had wanted to grab at the baby. He was all boy at his age. There was nothing gentle about his curiosity. He wanted to poke, tear, and hit everything.

"That's because you're always busy—as you should be with that little angel." Her heart melted. "I need to find time to come over and spend some serious auntie time with Hanne. When's a good time?"

Lizzy blew a raspberry with her lips. "You don't need to make an appointment, just stop by."

The dynamics of her living situation had changed over the last year, but her friendship with Lizzy had stayed the same. They remained close despite Lizzy living with Roar and being in a fully committed relationship with the president of Slag Motorcycle Club and starting her family.

"You're the best." Coco kissed the side of Tyr's head, looking at Lizzy. "I'll try and come over tomorrow if Peer's going to be around the house and I can get away."

"If not, bring Tyr." Lizzy shrugged. "It makes no difference. I just need to catch up with what's going on with you."

"Same ol' thing. Work, babysitting, sleeping, and the occasional trip to get my hair done." She spotted Holly coming back. "I'll bring over a taco salad when I do come, and we can gossip like old times."

"Okay." Lizzy lowered her voice. "And, you can tell me why you're over here with Tyr and not working."

Lizzy remained the manager at The Fire Ring even while being off on her extended maternity leave. Living across the street, it was easy for her to run over and deal with scheduling and filling in for an hour or two if needed while Roar kept the baby.

"Mm..." She turned her head and whispered, "If I knew what went through Peer's head, I'd be a lucky lady. I have no idea why he wanted me to check on Tyr, but it's a good way to spend my break, and I got to see you."

She straightened. "I should get back to work, though. Can't earn money if I don't work."

Holly took Tyr. She ran her hand over his head and kissed his cheek. "I'll see you later, sweet face."

Tyr had already lost interest and put all his attention on Holly's hoop earrings. She stepped over and gave Hanne a kiss on her head, hugged Lizzy, and walked toward the door. 

The day Slag hired her and Lizzy to work as the servers in the bar had changed her life. For years, she'd floated, only existing, trying to find her place in the world while working her ass off in food-service type jobs.

She loved the work but until she started at the bar, she'd only known minimum wage and cheap tips. The Fire Ring provided enough money, she actually had a small savings.

She walked out into the alley, getting her second wind from the chilly temperature. The Fire Ring probably wasn't a life-long career. What she'd gained were friends that would last her whole life, no matter if they closed the bar.

Walking in the back door, she stopped in the breakroom to wash her hands, reapply her lipstick, and hurried out to the main room.

Customers grabbed her attention before she could check in with Peer, and she gave him a smile and nod as she scurried from table to table, letting him know that his son was perfectly happy.

Peer looked at her unblinking, wiping the outside of a glass. She had a hard time focusing on the orders and scribbled on her menu pad to keep everything straight. Peer's intense gaze coming from shockingly blue eyes followed her around the room, bothering her more. Something was wrong, and she couldn't figure out what was bugging him.

Not that he was the easiest person to figure out. Over the last year, he tended to keep to himself. Living with him, she'd discovered he had a talent for turning every conversation around to other people or about Tyr.

At the bar, at the club, at home, he always helped everyone else. He needed help. Not only with Tyr but the sheer responsibilities around the house on top belonging to Slag. But, he rarely asked others for anything. It drove her crazy.

It'd taken her several weeks of living with him to figure out that during their long conversations, he'd given her the illusions that their friendship was two-sided. When she finally figured out how he distanced himself from not only her but everyone, it hurt.

She tried hard not to fall for him asking questions about what was going on in her life as caring. Their arrangement was for Tyr. She understood what he'd asked of her, but she wanted more from him.

She walked in front of the counter. Peer looked up and followed her with his gaze. She looked over her shoulder, letting him know she was paying attention and he turned away from her.

Dejected, she rethought her personal goal to get closer to him. It was a daily struggle. Maybe she needed to amp her game. There had to be something she could do.

Slag men were a rare breed. Traditional in their views toward women and proud. They put women on a pedestal and respected them.

Peer probably never even thought of being friends with her the way other men were willing to do. She constantly had to remind herself not to run home and unload her thoughts on him the way she had with Lizzy when they lived together.

Ten minutes until closing, she finally got a chance to talk to Peer while she took the cleanup bin back behind the counter.

"Tyr's putting miles on that walker you bought for the clubhouse. He'll be walking in no time." She took the tips out of her apron and put the cash in her pocket to count later.

"Ja." He picked up two bottles in each hand. "He'll probably run right out the door."

She gasped. "Don't say that. We'll be extra diligent and always keep an eye on him. They have those child locks you can put high up on a door."

"It's tough enough with him crawling and walking around the furniture," he muttered.

She opened her mouth to ask him why he was giving out all the negativity, and a customer came up to the counter to pay. Leaving Peer to do his job, she helped Heather, Monica, and Dinah clean their sections of the room.

Marcus, standing by the front door, locked the bar and shut off the outside light.

"Why are you so quiet?" Heather took off her apron. "You're usually whooping it up when the last customer walks out."

"Tired." She blew out her breath. "I'm thinking about my bed. Nothing sounds better at the moment."

"Girl, I could list a few things that would be more fun than going to sleep. Like what you can put in the bed with you." Heather raised her brows. "I'm going to the clubhouse and plan on filling mine with something scrumptious."

"Ugh." She shook her finger. "That takes too much energy."

Monica, overhearing the conversation, pouted. "Everyone needs someone."

Heather hip bumped Monica. "You have Joel. When's the last time you were on the hunt for love?"

"Honey, I hunt for it every day." Monica walked around the table and shoved in each chair. "It's all about the chase."

"No, it's always about the capture." Heather laughed. "Tie me up."

"No wonder Joel is so deep in love with you." Coco looked over her area, deeming it clean and orderly for the ladies from Slag to come in the morning and clean properly. "You guys have a good night...with whatever you do. I'm out of here."

Checking to see how soon Peer would be ready to go home, she found him gone from behind the bar. She went to the breakroom, grabbed her sweater, and walked out into the alley.

Peer's motorcycle was still parked in the fourth spot in the long, line of bikes. She yawned. The way he acted tonight, she wasn't sure if he would stick to the normal routine of bringing Tyr out to her car, so she could bring him home.

His mood change put her in a funk. She opened her car door and slid into the seat to wait. Normally, she'd talk with other Slag members or go inside and visit with the women while she waited for Peer. Tonight, she only wanted to go home.

She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. The weather had cooled off from the summer heat and burrowing herself under the covers in bed and letting go was right up there with getting off her tired feet.

The back door of her car opened. She blinked, shaking off the tiredness. With Tyr in the vehicle, she needed to stay fully aware.

"Hey, sweet face. Are you ready to go home?" She looked in the rearview mirror, unable to see him with Peer's head blocking her view to the mirror they'd attached to the headrest making it possible to see a baby in a rear-facing car seat.

Tyr gave her a string of babble as an answer. She found herself smiling. That kid was the coolest baby ever.

"I agree with you," she said softly, consumed by the comfort a baby could bring to her life.

"He's all set. I'll follow you home." Peer shut the door.

She watched his long legs stride away to his motorcycle. He'd already taken his blond hair out of the strap of leather he used to tie it back during work. A sign that he was frustrated.

She'd seen that mood at home when pressure got too much for him raising a baby by himself. Some days, he walked around with his below the shoulder hair wild looking and his beard undone from its usual braid.

The look was totally hot, but the level of disarray warned her something was wrong.

Had he talked with someone else inside the clubhouse? Was he only being quiet around her?

Her head pounded, and she started the car. Men were weird. If they weren't having sex with a woman—and Peer definitely wasn't having sex with her—they distanced themselves from getting involved or making small talk.

She had no right to feel left out of his life. 

She'd gone through the same loneliness when Roar moved in with Lizzy and her—back when she still lived across from the bar. The change of having three people living in one house rather than two was expected and yet irrational. She wanted the best for Lizzy, but she couldn't help how she had suddenly found herself without her best friend, her confidante, her partner in crime.

Peer pulled out in front of her. She crept forward, watching out for the bikers standing in the alley, and followed him through the gate out to the street. It was ironic that she developed feelings for Peer when they had no emotional investment in their living situation.

At the traffic light, she glanced in the rearview mirror. Tyr rubbed his eyes with balled-up fists.

It would take no time for him to go to bed once they reached the house if he hadn't already succumbed to sleep from the car ride.

Luck was on her side when she shut off the engine in the driveway of the one-story rental house. Peer worked at getting Tyr out of the car seat without waking him while she walked up to the house and used her key to unlock the door.

Stepping out of the way for Peer carrying his son, she locked up the house and went straight to her bedroom, thankful Peer gave her the master suite with the bathroom so she wouldn't bother him and Tyr. 

Taking a quick shower to wash away the night of working in the bar, she pulled on her cotton nightshirt, needing the comfort tonight.

Not bothering with turning on a light, she walked into the bedroom and crawled into bed. A sigh escaped her, and she snuggled the extra pillow to her chest.

Her body remained tense. She rolled over, pressing her head into the pillow and drawing her knees up to the make-shift bundle she clutched to her chest. Even her thoughts worked against her, keeping her from relaxing.

A soft knock opened her eyes. She stilled, listening when another knock came.

Throwing off the comforter, she walked across the room and opened the door, finding Peer in the hallway.

"Is Tyr okay?" she asked, concerned with the sternness on Peer's mouth, partially hidden in his blond beard.

Peer dropped his gaze. Aware that the material of her nightshirt barely covered her ass, she pulled the door in front of her, using it to cover her lower half.

"He's good." He looked her in the eyes. "I'll be gone on Sunday. I wanted to check with you to see if you wanted to watch Tyr or if I should take him to the clubhouse."

"Will you be back on Monday?" She, like him, only had Sunday and Monday off each week. "I've got a hair appointment at nine o'clock."

He dipped his chin, his gaze intensified. "You don't need to cut your hair."

She reached up and tugged the strands touching the back of her neck. Because of her schedule, she hadn't gone to her stylist in almost eight weeks. Her bi-leveled look appeared more like a shaggy pixie lately.

"It's what I do." She shrugged, changing the topic. "I'll watch Tyr. I'll see if Lizzy wants to bring Hanne over or I'll take him there. We'll have fun."

She licked her lips when she caught him watching her mouth. Not only wasn't she dressed but she'd washed all her make-up off in the shower. Aware that she looked younger and less appealing stripped of her eyeliner, lipstick, and flat hair, she lifted her chin, refusing to be embarrassed.

She'd spent too many hours learning how to apply make-up, do her hair, and dress right for anyone to tell her she was unappealing and nobody would want her when she was au naturel.

"Thanks." He stepped away, stopped, and said, "Keep a good eye on Tyr when I'm gone."

"Of course."

He frowned. "I know you will."

He hesitated in the hallway. She waited for him to say more and give her a glimpse of what was going on inside his head, but he only nodded and walked into his bedroom, leaving the door open.

She softly shut the door and went back to bed, seeking the comfort of her pillow. 

Sleep finally came to her early in the morning.
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The members of Blue, an intercity gang within Portland, were already at the meeting spot under the St. John's Bridge by nine o'clock. Peer rode behind Roar, Brage, and Elling with Marcus and Joel at his side. The cargo ship set for Norway would leave in two weeks, and they needed to pick up the extortion money first.

Scanning the area, he slowed down and came to a stop. Each monthly pickup made them more alert to Moroad Motorcycle Club ambushing them. The contracts had belonged to Moroad until Slag confiscated them from the motorcycle club located in Federal, Idaho.

"Let's make this quick." Roar left his helmet on and strode forward with Brage.

Getting off his Harley, Peer kept his eye on the man exiting the passenger side door of the lead car. He expected someone to pull a gun.

They'd been commandeering the payment for over two years. Blue had plenty of time to figure a way out of the corner Slag pushed them into and had yet to act. Month after month, it came as a surprise when they handed over the cash without any trouble.

"Another one. Left rear of the third car." Joel shifted to his left, keeping the man in sight.

As if another Blue member joining the meeting was a signal, all the doors on the cars opened. Peer brought out his pistol and held his position. His first job was to protect his president.

Roar and Brage continued the exchange, not showing any fear. None of the men gathering in the area reached for a weapon or approached those making the exchange. A few walked toward the water, thirty feet away.

"What the fuck are they doing?" said Joel.

"I don't like it." Peer moved in front of his motorcycle in case he had to dash out and protect Roar. Then, it dawned on him that they could be distracting him, and he turned around and watched the road.

"Keep an eye on the entrance points," said Elling.

Peer's gaze swept over the street, under the bridge where an unmarked road allowed traffic through to the residential area a block away. There was no movement, no sight of any vehicles parked nearby, no signs that men sporting blue bandanas and wearing flannels over their sport's team shirts rushing around any corners.

Roar and Brage stepped away from the leaders. Peer had missed the exchange.

The members of Blue came back from the water and walked directly to the vehicles while the leaders turned their back and headed away from Slag's president. Peer continued to scan the area even after Roar and Brage came back to their motorcycles.

"Everything okay?" asked Elling.

"Ja." Roar swung his leg over his Harley. "Let's ride."

As one, they all mounted and rode off. Peer took up the rear, keeping an eye on the side mirror of his motorcycle. Blue let them leave without any problems.

Twenty minutes later, he rolled past the gate into the alley
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