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      A knock sounded loudly on the apartment door, dragging me from my sleep. Vincent was curled up behind me, his arm slung over my waist. It was too goddamn early in the morning to be bothered. I’d just gotten back from a fucking three-day long run at two A.M., so whoever was knocking on the door at six in the fucking morning was asking for an ass beating.

      “Go away!” I shouted, pulling the pillow over my head.

      “Walker, I need you for something,” Logan called.

      I sighed and dragged the pillow off my face. Vincent softly chuckled from behind me and pressed a kiss to my bare shoulder. “Might want to go find out what he wants,” he told me quietly.

      I agreed. Though I wasn’t ashamed to be with Vincent at all, we hid it from the club because of me. I didn’t like people in my personal life. I couldn’t stand it. And while each member of the club was like a brother to me, I’d gone through too much shit both as a child and as a soldier to be comfortable with people interfering in shit.

      And though I knew the club would be supportive, it would feel intrusive.

      So, the club was just under the impression that Vincent and I were so fucking close that we shared a room. We even had a second bed in here, but we always slept together.

      Hell, Vincent and I did everything together, including fucking. Don’t get me wrong—we both enjoyed our fair share of women, but they were just that—women. They weren’t Vince.

      “I’m fucking getting up,” I called.

      I slid out of bed and snatched up a pair of jeans. I hadn’t had a chance to get laundry done. The other guys had old ladies to take care of their shit, but Vince and I were on our own. Though I knew Penny helped keep Vincent’s shit clean and washed, she didn’t touch mine.

      It was out of respect for me, and I appreciated it. Something as simple as having someone clean my shit was too damn much for me to handle.

      I’d had my independence stripped of me one too many times. I was a control freak, but Vincent helped level that out some so I wasn’t so ornery.

      “You need to get laundry done at some point today,” Vincent told me.

      I sighed and scrubbed a hand through my hair, searching through my drawers for a clean shirt. Low and behold, I didn’t fucking have one—not that much of a surprise.

      I groaned. “I’m taking one of your shirts,” I told him as I walked toward his dresser.

      He shrugged. “What’s mine is yours, babe.”

      I snatched a plain black t-shirt out of his drawer and yanked it over my head. Vincent was a bit bigger than me—fucker was decked out like The Rock, always had been—so his shirt hung a little loose on me, but I wasn’t complaining. It was a clean shirt.

      “Got a feeling Logan’s going to need my help with some shit for the day,” I told him. “You mind throwing me a load of clothes in the washer?”

      Vincent didn’t seem shocked by my request. Fucker knew me well enough by now. If I asked for help with a responsibility, he didn’t bat an eye. He just did it, and I was thankful for it. It made my skin crawl when someone gave me shit for that.

      “Yeah; I’ve got you.” He got up from the bed as I sat down to tug my boots on. He braced his hands on either side of me and leaned in, taking my lips in a hard, deep kiss. I moaned, dragging him closer to me, hating that Logan had come crashing in on my morning with Vince.

      I hadn’t seen him in three fucking days, and I’d been piss tired when I came in the door. I just crashed in bed—boots and all. Vincent had undressed me so I could fucking sleep comfortably.

      “Be safe,” he told me.

      I gripped the back of his neck, holding his forehead to mine. “Always.”
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        * * *

      

      “Surveillance?” I demanded, my hands on my hips as I regarded Logan with a disgusted expression. “Brother, I could have been at the garage.” Or enjoying my morning with Vince.

      He shrugged. “If I’ve got to be on the field, I want someone with me that I know can watch my back.”

      I shot him a deadpan expression. “It’s surveillance.”

      He shrugged at me and climbed into his SUV. With a disgusted shake of my head, I climbed into the passenger seat. Logan handed me a cup of coffee. I frowned but took it, ignoring the way my skin crawled. It was a small act, and I knew he didn’t mean shit by it, but it still got to me.

      Hell, years later, and I was still trying to grow accustomed to the old ladies making food for us.

      “Thanks,” I muttered.

      “Thank Vince,” he told me. “He made it.”

      I relaxed at that. I could deal with Vincent making my coffee.

      “So, why are you on the field today?” I asked him. Normally, Logan kept out of the public eye when it came to his security company. Only a select few knew who they worked for. Logan continued working at the garage. He tried to keep the club as far away from his shit as possible. Hell, we barely mentioned it in the clubhouse.

      “Special request,” he told me, not saying anything more. I grunted at that answer. “Sorry, brother; client confidentiality.”

      I just nodded once, letting it go. I didn’t like going into a job where I didn’t know all the facts, even if it was just surveillance, but I trusted Logan. I knew he wouldn’t put me in shit I couldn’t handle.

      When we got to the location, hours of silence followed. Logan explained to me who we were looking for, but that was about it. I finished my coffee, got out for a little while to stretch my legs and take a piss, and then sat for even longer.

      About three in the afternoon, my phone rang. I sighed and pulled it out, frowning at Copper’s name on the screen. “Yeah?” I grunted when I answered.

      “I know you’re doing some shit with Logan, but I need you back at the clubhouse pronto,” he ordered.

      “On it.” I hung up and looked at Logan. “Sorry to cut this shit short,” not really, “but Copper needs me back at the clubhouse—said pronto.”

      Logan muttered a curse but nodded his head. Even he knew when the president called, you moved your ass. It was one of the things I loved about being a member of the Savage Crows MC. There was structure, leadership, people to answer to. I’d go stir crazy if I didn’t have fucking structure.

      Logan quickly got us on the main highway and did a bit over the speed limit to get me back to the clubhouse. Once I got there, Copper was waiting outside for me, an impatient look on his face. I instantly picked out Alejandro’s SUV amongst the other few cars in the lot.

      Fuck.

      This wasn’t good.
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