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No one else, Love,

will sleep in my dreams.

You will go, we will go together,

over the waters of time.

No one else will travel

through the shadows with me.

Only you, evergreen,

ever sun, ever moon.

Sonnet LXXXI

Pablo Neruda
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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Please be aware that this book contains triggers for sensitive readers.

It has graphic language, sex and violence in the content.

Therefore please be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

Another thing, please note that my books are set in South Africa and written in South African English.

I use Afrikaans words in my writing as well. I insert translations and explanations as the book unfolds.

Please note: This book is a crossover between my Iron Dogz MC series and the Maingarde series. While it isn’t required to read the IDMC series some conversations and pre-existing situations might be confusing.

As with all my books I solidly walk on the dark side.

Come and walk along with me.
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Gideon

Resting my ass on the edge of my desk I crossed my ankles, pushed one side of the jacket back and slipped a hand into my pants pocket while staring sightlessly at the glittering ocean beyond the glass wall of my office. I listened with mounting concern and a good bit of impatience as the phone on the other end rang and rang. It didn’t go to voicemail as that function had specifically been disabled for safety reasons.

The longer it rang the more concerned I became.

It rang for several minutes and I was about to cut the call when Mitch finally answered.

“Yes?”

That one word was enough to let me know all was not well with the man who was both employee and a friend. I instantly transformed into the cover personality we had agreed upon before he went undercover.

“Mitch, buddy! We missed you at the club last night. And you, my friend, missed some epic spankable pussy. I waited for you like we arranged but you didn’t show. Where were you?”

“Jimmy, shit, I’m sorry man. I was snowed under at work and it completely slipped my mind. And now I’m pissed because it sounds like I missed a great time.” His slightly pissed off voice came through clearly.

“Let me tell you, there was this gorgeous brunette who would have been perfect for you. Sweet as can be with eyes that said she’s looking for a Daddy. Unfortunately for you, she went home with Rico and he’s taking her in hand...if you know what I mean.” I waited for him to respond, hoping he would give me more than the basics he had up to now.

Frowning down at the tips of my shoes I waited for him to respond.

“Damn. Bloody Rico, he’s always the first in the door to claim the available women. You know me so well, I do like a biddable woman to play with and if she has long hair so much the better.”

I gave an amused snort.

“Well, she did have a friend who looked like she might be what you’re looking for. We’ve arranged another get together at the club next week Thursday at nine and Rico said his new toy will be bringing a couple of friends along. Come on, buddy, leave work early for once and live a little. What do you say? Will you be joining us?”

I was a bit uneasy as I waited to hear the answer to my question.

“I’ll see if I can move a couple of things around to free up some time. You say she’ll bring some friends...so I take it there will be options available, right? I’ve been out of circulation for a few weeks and will definitely need to release some accumulated tension. Unfortunately it might be too harsh for a newbie to handle. How sure are you these ladies will be into my kind of play?”

Still looking down at my feet I twisted the foot resting on top of the other from side to side as we chatted. The only sign that I wasn’t as relaxed as my pose indicated.

“I can assure you Rico has done his homework. His little toy was only too happy to give him a list of friends who would be interested in joining the group. I hope you can make some time to play because everyone is going to be there. Even Kevin and Deke are coming into town for this one.”

I could hear mumbles in the background as he half covered the speaker and spoke to whoever was with him and had been listening to our call. It took a few seconds before he came back and by the very slight difference in his tone of voice it was obvious whoever had been listening had fallen for our bullshit and had finally stepped into the trap we had set. After Thursday he would be deep in my pocket and only his death would free him from my hold. If he pissed me off I would kill him. Easy.

“I think I’ll be able to make it. Let me sort out a few things this side and I’ll text you with an update. If I can make it I will be bringing a friend along. I’ll text to let you know if we’re on for Thursday.” He gave a loud sigh. “Damn, the boss is looking for me. I’ll get back to you before Thursday.”

The call abruptly ended and I blew my breath out slowly as I finally relaxed.

“Thank fuck.” I said softly.

Mitch was still breathing and very soon we would be closer to apprehending the hag who had been making our lives a misery for more years than I cared to remember.

Our plan had to work. It just had to.

Our man couldn’t stay undercover with those bastards much longer. He’s been undercover too long as it is and there had been too many close calls.

Winifred was far too wily and dangerous for us to keep tempting fate. Sooner or later his luck was going to run out, he would disappear and end up as shark bait.

I was still thinking about Mitch while staring unseeingly at the sun glittering on the blue-green ocean when a knock on my door pulled me back to the present. Swallowing an irritated grunt I looked towards the closed door.

“Come in.”

The door was slowly pushed open and I frowned when I saw Dominick’s sister standing on the threshold. The look in her eyes was part bravado and part wary.

“Pixie? What are you doing here? Is everything okay?”

Her name, Pixie, said it all. She was tiny, a little sprite of a woman and stunningly beautiful. Everything about her made you want to protect her at all costs. Not that she would have allowed it. She hesitated and for a minute looked about ready to bolt but quickly shook it off. Her wide blue eyes narrowed and a frown pulled her dark brows together.

“I’m looking for Dominick. I called him three days ago, he said he would get back to me and I’ve still not heard a word from him. So, since he didn’t have the decency to call me back I’m here to camp outside his door until he’s forced to talk to me. But as usual, according to the dragon out there, I have to get past you before I can speak to your lord and master.”

It was very obvious that she was pissed at her brother for some reason.

Calling him my lord and master was very close to the truth. But he was also my best friend, had been since we were boys. It is true that I am Dominick’s right hand, his dark hand that took care of problems, most of the time permanently. But not today.

Today it was my job to find out why she was pissed and then defuse the situation. Or solve her problem. If she had been any other woman it would have been easy.

But she was Pixie Maingarde, Dominick’s baby sister, and he had very specific instructions when it came to her. She was to be treated with the utmost respect and every effort was to be made to give her whatever she wanted. I had to solve any problem she might have, whether she brought it to us or not.

“Sorry, Pixie, he’s out of town at the moment. There’s a problem with one of our suppliers and he had to fly out to Singapore at short notice. How can I help?”

Flames virtually shot out of her pissed off blue eyes and she stomped a tiny boot clad foot.

“He’s such an asshole. I told him weeks ago I want to finalise the sale of my shares. But all I get from him are evasions and stupid excuses.” She pushed her wildly curly ringlets away from her face and hooked them behind her ears then slammed her hands down on her hips.

“Every time I bring it up he says the time isn’t right to sell. I’m doing this strictly by the book as laid out in our parents will. I’m giving him first option to buy the shares. I need the money and he’s dragging his feet.”

I still didn’t understand why she wanted to sell her shares. Why do something so damned stupid? The company made her a lot of money. What did she need more money for?

“Please sit down and tell me exactly what’s going on because I have no clue what you’re talking about.” I lied as I waved a hand towards the leather couch and coffee table set up to maximize the ocean view.

I had to control myself not to grin when she stomped over to the couch and flung herself into it. She was highly pissed off but instead of making me wary I wanted to laugh. Her feet barely reached the ground when she finally stopped moving around to get comfortable and settled.

I turned sideways as I sat down next to her so I could watch every thought she had flitting over her expressive face. She was so different from her brother where that was concerned. Dom never allowed any expression to show on his beautiful face.

The siblings were both dazzling with the same blue eyes and wildly curly black hair. Dom kept his short to control the curls but Pixie’s hair was long, almost waist length. Where she was a tiny petite little pixie he was tall and muscular. Her skin was a delicate creamy white and she had a sprinkling of freckles across her nose and the tops of her cheeks. She was a beautiful woman that Dom was manically protective of. Something very few people knew.

Over the years many had been fooled by his indifference to his only living family member. And that was exactly what he had wanted them to believe because it had kept her safe from his enemies. The biggest of which was Winifred Harrison, their evil step-grandmother.

After the death of their grandfather their parents took over the running of the Maingarde Corporation. But their time at the head of the company was very short lived. They were killed when their private plane crashed. The investigation found engine malfunction as the cause of the crash which Dom always believed to be utter bullshit. His dad had been a very careful man and wouldn’t have taken his wife on a trip if the plane wasn’t in good flying condition. Dom was thirteen at the time and Pixie had just turned six. Winifred became their guardian and stepped up as CEO of the family Corporation. Ostensibly to run it until Dom was old enough to do so himself. An absolute load of shit because he had only recently been able to seize it from her control.

Life with the bitch had not been good for his little sister and a few months before she turned nine he persuaded Winifred to send her to a boarding school in Johannesburg. He had to pretend he hated her and wanted her gone to fool Winifred into letting her go.

He had wanted her out of the house and safe from the bitch’s mental abuse. The other reason was that she was getting older and he didn’t want her to know what he had to do to keep them both alive. As a sixteen year old he had already experienced abuse and humiliation at Winifred’s hands and he didn’t want that for his sister. With her gone the bitch turned her focus on me. Dom and I had known it would happen and we had bargained on it to some extent. What had been done to us turned us into the men we were today.

Predators.

Pixie tapping me on the leg brought me back to the present.

“Sorry, my mind was wandering for a bit there. Now, tell me why you need to sell your shares when your dividends have been earning you a shitload of money.”

She rolled her eyes and pulled an annoyed face.

“I told Dominick. I want to branch out, open more shops and maybe even open a shop in the US. And for that I need money, lots of money. Money I don’t have right now.”

Her shoulders slumped despondently. I was about to give her a hug when I frowned and pushed the idea out of my head. I have purposely kept her at arms length over the years therefore we didn’t have a relationship that would allow that kind of behaviour. Plus I wasn’t known for my empathy. It would ruin my reputation as an unfeeling bastard if any of our employees spotted me acting out of character.

Even though my office was secure I did not want to discuss Pixie’s finances where there was even the slightest chance we could be overheard.

“I’ll handle this for you.” I said quietly. “I’ll call Dom and have a chat, then come over to your place later to tell you what he said. Will you be at home or at the shop?”

She frowned. “There’s no need to come and see me. You can call me once you’ve spoken to him.”

That wasn’t going to happen.

“We’re not going to discuss your business over the phone, Pixie. And you’re my best friend’s sister so it’s my duty to look out for you.”

A wide grin flashed over her face and she slapped my thigh playfully. “You are so full of shit. I’m sure you guys aren’t as bad as you pretend to be. You and my brother both.”

Only after she had done it did she realise she had laid a hand on me and she looked shocked and a little flustered and immediately moved away then jumped up.

“I have a late appointment tonight so I’ll be at the shop until about eleven.”

“I hope you’re not going to be alone with your client because that’s not safe.” I frowned as I stood. I didn’t like the idea of her in the shop with some asshole and no protection.

Again she rolled her eyes at me.

“Don’t worry, I won’t be alone, Kellen will be there with me. And Rooster will have one of the prospects watching the shop as usual, so no worries.”

No worries? The woman had no idea what was going on right under her nose.

“I’ll see you later, Pixie, and then we’ll have a chat about your options.”

She narrowed her eyes and stared at me for a few seconds before she nodded.

“Fine, see you later.”

With that she turned and virtually flew out of my office.

Walking around the desk I sat down, lay back in the chair and swung my feet up onto the desk. With my hands resting on my midriff I thought about how I was going to get her to agree to the plan we had come up with.

When we had our discussion about those damned shares Dom had been adamant about her holding onto them for any children she might have. And that’s why he has been avoiding talking to her about it. Their relationship was still a work in progress and wasn’t as close as he wanted it to be. Therefore he was reluctant to discuss something that might affect the progress they had made so far.

And that is why it had landed solidly in my lap.

Cursing softly I picked up my phone and sent Dom a text.

Meeting with LS later. Will report on outcome.

Ever since we were young boys we had referred to Pixie as LS.

Little Sister.

And that’s what she would always be to me.

My best friend’s little sister and by extension mine as well.

Someone I had sworn to protect with my life.

And I would, without giving it a second thought.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Dominick

The phone vibrating against my chest was unexpected. Gideon knew I was locked in sensitive negotiations and would only contact me if it was important. Excusing myself from the conversation I stepped back and slipped my phone from the inside pocket of the suit jacket. Swiping it open I read the message, deleted it, closed the phone and slipped it back into my pocket.

Keeping my face expressionless I re-joined the conversation as if I had never left.

Controlling my expression was a necessary skill I had learned at an early age. It was necessary if you wanted to survive around the Harrison bitch.

Gideon would meet with Pixie and lay out our plan. If she agreed we would invest the money needed for the expansion of her business and there would be no need for her to sell her shares in the Maingarde Corporation.

It meant we would become silent partners in her business in our private capacities.

I just hoped my prickly little sister agreed to the plan.

Gideon

Before getting out of the car I scanned the parking area in front of Mainline Ink. Three bikes were prominently parked right at the front door under the security lights. Pixie’s metallic blue Mustang was parked in its usual space and there was a fairly battered olive green Jeep with surfboard racks parked in the space reserved for employees.

It meant that her client was a biker.

Hopefully he wasn’t a club member but some wannabe weekend warrior type. I really didn’t have the patience to keep up the pretence of being a rival of the clubs tonight. But if I had to I would. You never knew who might be watching.

Sliding out of the car I strode to the shop, my bodyguards shadowing me. I went in alone, the guards stayed outside to keep an eye out for trouble, not that I expected any tonight. Music was playing in the shop but not too loud, I could still hear the buzzing of tattoo machines and the rumble of conversations going on in the cubicles. The loud ding of the bell obviously alerted Pixie that someone had come in because she called out over the music.

“Have a seat! I’ll be with you in a minute!”

Ignoring her instruction I undid the button on my jacket, shoved my hands in my pockets and stood looking at the photos she had up on one wall. They were of the people who worked at the shop and my eyes stalled on the photo of Kellen Paxton, one of her tattoo artists. He was sitting on the steps outside the shop with his tattooed arms resting on his thighs smiling into the camera.

The man was gorgeous with short dark blonde hair that was longer on top where it lightened into a light blonde. That long blonde fringe fell over one of his beautiful blue eyes. A wicked smile curved his shapely lips and a dark reddish-blonde short scruff covered his lower face. It served to emphasize his mouth, and I had the sudden urge to bite those lips and feel his beard on my face as I kissed him.

Finally sliding my eyes away from the photo I focused on the others trying to get my attraction to a photo of a man I had never met under control.

“Can I help you?” A very attractive light baritone voice asked and I slowly turned towards it.

Kellen Paxton was even better looking than his photo. I allowed myself a second to take him in before I answered.

“I’m here to see Pixie. She’s expecting me.” It took every bit of my control not to hold my hand out in greeting. I couldn’t touch this man. Not now. Not tonight. My attraction to him felt too raw.

“Ah, you must be Gideon; she said you would be in tonight.” He smiled and my eyes lingered on his lips for a second. The moment I looked up I knew Kellen had noticed because there was a hint of a smile curving his lovely mouth and interest in his blue eyes.

“Can I get you something to drink while we wait for her to finish up? She shouldn’t be much longer. We have beer, wine, juice or water. I’m having a beer because it’s been a very long day.”

“I’ll have a bottle of water, thanks. I have to go back to work after I leave here tonight.” I wasn’t sure why I gave out that information because usually I’m very careful about letting people know my movements.

Kellen nodded and disappeared into the back of the shop.

Love Gangster by Beth Hart was playing when I took the proffered water. Little did I know that the song would forever be stuck in my head as Kellen’s song. Our fingers touched and it was like a flash of electricity shot through my fingers bypassed my chest and went straight down into my dick. I had never felt anything like it in my life.

The man in front of me had a stunned look on his face before he quickly looked down and away.

He had felt it as well.

For the first time in a very long time I wasn’t sure what to do next.

It definitely looked like Kellen felt the attraction between us. Should I invite him out?

What the hell was wrong with me? I wasn’t the type to hesitate when I wanted something. I usually went for it and took what I wanted.

“Would you like to go out for a drink tomorrow night?”

A look of anticipation came and went on his face and I just knew he was going to turn me down.

“I would have loved to but I’m seeing someone at the moment. It’s not serious or anything but I don’t feel I should accept your invitation while I’m still with her. I would love a rain check though.”

Tilting my head to the side I narrowed my eyes as I looked at him.

“How much of a rain check are we talking about?”

Kellen grinned. “Give me a week.”

I allowed a barely there lifting of the corners of my lips to slip through my control and gave a short nod.

“You’ve got a week then I’m coming for you.”

A knowing glint appeared in Kellen’s eyes before he nodded.

“I’ll be waiting.”

“Gideon.” A voice angrily growled my name.

I turned my head to look at the man.

Kid Knight, VP of the Cape Town chapter of the Iron Dogz MC, and the last man I had thought I’d run into tonight.

“Kid.”

We stared at each other, not saying another word. Kid was playing a long game, the same as Dom and I was, and neither side could let on that we were working together. As far as anybody was concerned we were business rivals.

Therefore we acted cordial but not friendly whenever we ran into each other. 

“We’re closing boys, time to stop measuring your dicks and move along.” Pixie’s mirth filled voice rang out.

It was impossible to stop the grin even if I tried and neither could Kid.

Standing to one side I watched as Pixie finished her business with the Iron Dogz. Finally they left and Pixie, Kellen, the prospect and I were left in the shop.

“Kellen, sweetie, you can go. I’m safe with Gideon, and Jakes is here to follow me home, so no worries.”

“Are you sure? I can stay a bit longer, it won’t be a problem.” Kellen gave me a quick glance then looked back at her.

She shook her head and laughed. “Stop fooling yourself, Kel, there definitely will be a problem. That crazy person you’ve been banging has called so many times tonight at one point I felt like stomping on your phone to make it stop. Thank the pope you finally turned the damned thing off. You need to kick the bitch to the curb because she’s got crazy written all over her.”

Kellen shot another quick glance my way. “I’ll be doing exactly that tonight. I’ve had enough of the crazy bullshit she’s been pulling lately.”

But Pixie wasn’t happy with his decision. “No, not tonight. You don’t break up with her at her house, that’s not a good idea. And not at your place either. She’s the type who will beat herself up then call the po-po and tell them you assaulted her. You meet her in a public place and break it off with witnesses all around you, and then you walk away. Boom, done.”

“If you give me a little time I can have a background check done to see if she’s as crazy as Pixie says she is.” I shrugged when they all looked at me. “You have to be careful who you hook up with today. There are some serious crazies out there.”

“So you have your dates checked out? That’s so weird. And Dom, does he do it as well?” Pixie looked a tiny bit shocked and disgusted at the same time.

I sighed and shook my head. “You know who we are. We don’t take any chances with our safety, or yours, for that matter.”

She gave me pissed off narrow eyes. “Are you saying you bastards do checks on my dates? That’s an invasion of my privacy, asshole.”

“It’s not an invasion if it keeps you safe.”

She snorted derisively and then out of nowhere vitriol spewed from her like a vicious fountain.

“The only reason I’m in danger is because you and Dom are criminals who hide behind your pretty faces and fancy designer suits. I know exactly who you really are. You are dirty disgusting thugs and that’s why I want to get rid of my shares in that freaking company.” She spat vindictively.

And suddenly I had enough of always being painted in the blackest light possible. Yes, I’ve done some shady business deals and yes, I’ve got blood on my hands. A lot of blood. But did she ever stop to think why that was. Why Dom and I did what we did? No, not once. She was only too ready to point fingers and judge.

Enough was enough. It was time she heard the ugly truth. I moved until I was right in her personal space, dominating her.

“The only reason I’m not walking out of here and leaving you to Winifred’s tender mercies is because your brother trusts me to take care of you. If not for my loyalty to him I would leave it to the Road Warriors to try and protect you from her. And believe me little girl, they won’t be able to stop her from taking you and breeding you with one of her fucked up family members. And by breeding I mean being raped repeatedly until you’re pregnant...or dead. For years now we’ve done unmentionable shit to ensure you have the life your parents would have wanted for you. And did you even once think about asking Dom what it was like living in that damned house with that crazy hag or better yet, why he even stayed? No, you did not. You were only too happy to judge him, judge his choices, which by the way, he had no option but to make. And all those choices, every one of them, he made because of YOU. To keep YOU safe, to ensure YOU lived a good life even while his own life sucked.”

I put my hand over her mouth when she tried to talk and drew in a much needed breath.

“No, no little
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