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      Jonas Nelson is the ‘nerd’ behind the missions. A virtual genius, he sits behind his computer and patiently tracks the evil men and women they’re hired to capture. He’s a badass in his own right, but prefers to be behind the scenes, unlike his two brothers. His escape from the worldwide web and the missions they embark on is underground fighting, MMA style.

      

      Since they disposed of Sinclair, Jonas has been watching his widow, who’s unaware of where her husband has disappeared to. He doesn’t like what he sees, though, as she is constantly peeking out the blinds to watch and see if her abusive husband makes a reappearance. It has him on edge and his protective instincts on high alert.

      

      Raven Robenstein is an IT genius. A chance encounter with a man who came knocking on her door one evening, one she would describe to friends, if she had any left, as ‘hot as hell but out of my league’ leads to a job opportunity that will help her pay for her son's surgery to repair a congenital heart defect.

      

      When the local gang targets Raven, she turns to Jonas for help, never expecting to find the one thing her heart was missing—him.
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        Jonas

      

      

      

      It’s been a little over six weeks since I started my stake-out of Sinclair’s now widow. I was drawn to her immediately from her photographs alone, but those have nothing on the real live version of her. She’s a wet-dream in a nutshell. The kind of woman as a teenage boy I used to jack off to. What the fuck she was doing with that son-of-a-bitch, Sinclair Robenstein, is beyond me. She deserves so much more than a man like him could offer. She deserves to be worshiped and put up on a pedestal. She is the epitome of what every woman longs to be. She also looks like a scared bunny rabbit seeking shelter. A safe haven that I want to provide! I want to protect her from the evils of the world and kill the monsters that lurk under her bed. I want to chase all of her demons away and slay all of her dragons.

      Raven Robenstein.

      Now that’s a woman I can sink my teeth into. Her name on my tongue causes my dick to swell in need and want.

      She has long blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, and a body that makes a man quiver in anticipation. And those legs, don’t even get me started on those. All I can visualize is them wrapped around my neck as I taste the deliciousness that is her flavor. I’ve had to adjust my jeans several times as the zipper digs into my heated flesh, with my overwhelming desire to claim her as my own.

      I just need to figure out how to approach her without giving away the fact that we were responsible for her asshole husband’s sudden disappearance, and demise. I did manage to do some things behind the scenes, and the monies that were in his name were delivered to her house.

      In cash.

      I remember the look on her face when she opened her door and saw the bag sitting there. She carried it inside and I watched through her open living room window as she opened the bag and pulled out the note.

      

      Raven,

      Trust me when I say that you’ve earned every penny of this and more. Please use it to take care of yourself and your son.

      Forever your new and devoted friend,

      J

      

      She was smart, though, she didn’t just run to her bank and make a hefty deposit, which would have drawn a lot of suspicion her way. No, she opened several new accounts, made a decent deposit in each of them, and put the rest in the fireproof lock box that I know is in her bedroom closet. She’s a smart woman, knows how to keep a trail of money from being discovered. Unless, that is, there’s someone like me that can trace every penny of it. But that’s okay, I’ll be there to help her pave the way for a new life for her, and her boy.

      But yet, I sit. I watch. I wait.

      Biding my time and getting as much of a paper trail as I can to show her. I mean, without proof, why would I expect her to believe a word I say? I’m a stranger to her. Soon, she’ll start receiving packages detailing the wrongdoings of her husband. She’ll learn what a true monster she was married to. I am both looking forward to her seeing what I’ve found, and also worried about how hard she’s going to take it. From my end of things, it doesn’t seem like she’s missing her husband too terribly much. She actually seems more relieved he’s not around with each hour that passes.

      I wouldn’t trust me, if I was the one to walk up to her door and open up her version of doomsday. Sinclair Robenstein was evil personified. What I wonder the most is, was she aware of his activities? Was she aware of the things he was doing to innocent women and children? From what I’ve observed, my gut tells me no, but I am a watcher. I’ll keep my lids open and never allow anyone to pull the wool over my eyes.

      I’ve amassed an indisputable amount of documentation of the depraved things he was involved in. The women he kidnapped was just the fucking tip on a huge-ass iceberg. He had a multitude of shell corporations that showed her as the CEO. Based on my research, she never leaves the house unless it’s to run to the grocery store, or to drive her kid back and forth to school. There’s no fucking way she ran businesses of that magnitude from home. The good thing is, I managed to maneuver things so that her name was removed from everything and put it all into his name. Hopefully, that will keep her safe from any of his business associates and the law.

      I long for that day to come, however, the one where I can knock on her door and speak to her face-to-face. Her kid is standoffish with anyone but his mother. I’ve seen proof of this when I’ve followed her to the grocery store, bank, and when she took him to purchase a new pair of shoes. He stayed glued to her side and never strayed. That’s unusual for a boy his age. Usually, they’re wandering around and getting lost. In some ways, his behaviors remind me of me and my brothers and how we were growing up. My anger flares when I think that a boy that small may have endured what we put up with from our old man. He’s slight in size, and I wonder if he has any health issues. I didn’t find any while trolling the web, but that doesn’t mean anything. Her piece of shit husband could have paid someone to come to them to keep that quiet so that he wouldn’t be perceived as being weak. Yeah, I know how that fucker likely thought based on our interrogation of him and the shit I’ve found. Good riddance to taking out the fucking trash is all I’ve gotta say.

      My fists clench wondering what that bastard said or did that has that little guy scared of his own shadow. I mentally vow to do everything I can to help him overcome that feeling.

      My goals set, I leave and head back to the office to see if any of the feelers I put out into cyberspace have caught anything yet.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      I don’t know why my husband has suddenly up and disappeared. He’s never given me that kind of freedom before. What’s happened now? I don’t ask because I miss him, I ask because I’m terrified he’ll come back. Ours was an arranged marriage, and honestly, I loathe the man and his evil, dastardly ways.

      My son is scared to death of him.

      My family refuses to have us over because of the way he acts and treats us. Not to mention the fact that he’s basically alienated me from anyone who gives a damn about me.

      My friends, the few I had anyway, have abandoned me. Scared of him and his words, they all disappeared without a word. The only ones I have now are online, that’s not to say I trust a single one of them. He’s made sure I don’t have a trusting bone left in my body.

      It’s weird, because my dad’s the one who insisted on this marriage merger to begin with. I couldn’t stand my husband on first glance, but I did what I had to do for my family. It was sheer dumb luck that I got pregnant the first time out of the gate. Thankfully, he hasn’t touched me since that one time. I shudder at the memory of him. He uses sex as a weapon, so I’m glad he lost interest in me once we realized I had become pregnant. The day I found out I was expecting was not only the best day of my life as a mother-to-be but being pregnant saved me from my husband’s abusive hands.

      Wrapping things up, it was awful. Granted, as a virgin, I shouldn’t have realized that, but before him, I had girlfriends and they talked. A lot. About their one-night stands, about their long-term boyfriends. So I know how it should be. Plus, I read constantly, and even though it’s fiction, there’s absolutely no way there’s not a tiny bit of truth as far as I’m concerned!

      I know he has women on the side. I’m not dumb enough to believe a man like him can go without. If I had proof of it, it would be enough to file for a divorce without any backlash from my family. But he’s always been too careful and believe me, I’ve searched. Nothing on the credit card statements or our joint bank statement. Not that my family likes him, but they sure as hell like his contacts. They use him as their stepping stone, the same way they used me. Anything to put them on top, make them a force to be reckoned with. They don’t care if they gave their only daughter to a piece of shit who’s hellbent on making my life a living hell.

      But with his sudden disappearance, I have a feeling that something bad is coming my way. I need a plan, one that includes me and Damien disappearing. I won’t let my son become a pawn in someone’s game or gain. He’s innocent in all this mess, and I won’t let him become anyone’s victim or bargaining chip. I will protect him with my last breath.
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            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      Two weeks later, I’m coming home from yet another round of watching Raven and her boy Damien. When I make it back to the house, Silas is pacing back and forth in the front yard. “What’s up?” I ask him as I walk up to the front door.

      “Destiny is having a therapy session, and it’s driving me insane not being in there to protect her.”

      “You can’t protect her from what’s already taken place,” I try to ease his worry.

      “I just don’t see what reliving it, over and over again, is going to accomplish.” His anguish over that little slip of a woman is consuming him. Mr. Silent, Mr. I Don’t Give a Fuck, has apparently lost his mind over her. This is either a good thing, or it’s gonna go south. Knowing Silas, it’s a toss-up. I mentally gear up for a long and bumpy road where they’re concerned.

      “Sometimes, people get stuck in their heads when shit happens to them. Talking about it makes it so it’s not hidden any more, it’s out in the open.”

      “Okay, Dr. Phil, anything else you wanna add?” His tone is grouchy as fuck, and I realize that maybe I should have kept my opinions to myself.

      “Nothing, actually. Just saying, she’ll be fine. She’s got you, and of course, Piper. And we’ll help wherever needed.”

      “She feels like trash, Jonas.” Now he sounds gutted, something that I’ve never heard because he was the one who took it from our dad and that’s hardened him. The fact that Destiny has gotten to him is telling and I file it away for future reference.

      “But she’s not, and we’ll all help her recognize that.” My hope is that he believes in us enough to know we’ll never stray from our devotion where Piper and her sister are concerned.

      “What if she never does?” he chokes out.

      “Have you met our sister-in-law?” I question. “Do you remember what she did in an effort to get her sister back? She’s not gonna stop, Silas. Not ever.” I’m convinced of that fact.

      He chuckles because when we first met Piper, she was hell on wheels. Gave Atticus a run for his money and giving us all a good laugh at times. She earned the nickname he gave her, that’s for sure! “Yeah, you’re right. I’m probably worried over nothing.”

      “Didn’t say it was gonna be a walk in the park,” I caution.

      “Yeah, not expecting that at all. Her nightmares haven’t stopped yet.” I look at him closely and see the exhaustion on his face.

      “You look wiped, brother,” I tell him.

      “Nightmares means no sleep,” he replies. “So, how’s the Widow Robenstein?”

      Fuck, shoulda remembered that Silas doesn’t miss shit! “Uh, fine.”

      “You talked to her yet? Told her what you’ve found?” His twenty questions are starting to grate on my nerves.

      “Nope,” I bite through my teeth. “It’s not time yet.”

      “Why not?” I’m fixing to knock his front teeth out if he doesn’t leave me the fuck alone. I’ve had a long night and just want to shower and get some shut-eye.

      “Because she’s not ready.” I’m sticking as close to the truth as I possibly can. I don’t want to tell him it’s because I fear how I’ll react upon getting up close and personal with her and what it will mean for my sanity.

      “She’s not ready or you’re not ready?” Motherfucker!

      “Fuck you, Silas,” I grouse. Asshole. Thinks because he’s the oldest he has to have his fingers in everything going on and that is not the case here!

      “You should do it soon, Jonas, before she decides to ghost on you.” This makes me halt in my steps. Would she?

      “Why the fuck would she ghost on me?” I need to know what he’s thinking.

      “Really? She may or may not have known what her asshole ex was into, but there’s no way she’s not freaked out by the fact he’s been gone for weeks now!” Son-of-a-motherfucking-bitch! I don’t want to even think about her disappearing. I’d find her, though, there’s no place she can hide that I can’t track her down.

      “Guess I need to rethink my plan then,” I state. “Anything else? I’m wiped and need a shower and some sleep.”

      “Word of advice, don’t let her go. We may need her down the line,” he advises me. I wave him off over my shoulder and head into the house. Thoughts begin to bombard me. I guess it’s time to make my play. It’s time for Raven and I to meet face-to-face.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      “Not another package,” I groan as the doorbell dings. “I don’t know who’s sending these, but they contain graphic images and information. I, for one, am tired of having it in black and white, and shoved in my face, of my husband’s wrongdoings. I knew he wasn’t a saint, but I had no idea he was this bad.” I probably shouldn’t talk to myself, but right now, it’s the only thing keeping me sane.

      Hesitantly, I open the envelope and a letter slips out. I watch as it floats out of the package and lands on the floor. It was close to dramatic, something seen on a television program. The climactic moment as all the pieces come together. Sighing at my overly dramatic imagination, I bend down and grab the piece of folded paper off the floor. Sitting the heavy envelope on my coffee table, I sit down on the couch and slowly open the note.

      

      Dearest Raven,

      I’m sorry that I’ve had to share information with you via packages, but I’ve been busy keeping you and Damien safe. You two are innocent in all of the questionable activities of your late spouse. I will explain this part to you in person. I realize you don’t know me from Adam, but I’m hoping you’ll grant me the time to explain everything to you in full detail. It’s very important that any discussions we have are in a secure location. Somewhere safe, where prying eyes and ears have no chance of discovering, or overhearing, our connection and conversation. This is something that needs to take place sooner rather than later. In the package is an address and map for you to meet me at. I’ll be there at exactly nine a.m. tomorrow morning. This should give you time to take care of your boy and get him off to school. I mean you no harm, I only wish to protect the innocent. Which is what I’ve been doing for you two.

      

      Sincerely,

      Jonas

      

      What the everloving fuck! I can’t imagine that meeting this man alone is a good idea, but what choice am I left with? I need to know what I’m facing. Going upstairs, I go into Sinclair’s office and key in the code to his safe. He had no clue I knew this tidbit of information, but I always feared I’d need what’s inside one day. And that day seems to have reared its ugly head.

      Looking at all the papers, stacks of money, and weaponry should have been my first clue that he wasn’t on the upside of the law, but I tried to stay as far from his dealings as possible. I didn’t and don’t trust him, but I know that I may need something to protect myself from this unknown male. I don’t trust anyone, especially that of the male origin, but my gut is screaming at me that I need to go to this meeting with this Jonas character.

      Taking out the small handgun, I load it and take it downstairs to place in my purse. A woman can never be too cautious is my motto. I’m responsible for Damien and there’s no way on earth I won’t protect myself at all costs since I’m all he’s got.

      I think about my little man and smile. He was born early and according to the doctors, he’ll eventually catch up to his peers. Right now, he’s barely three feet tall, with a mop of curly blond hair and the biggest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. He’s got a smattering of freckles across his nose which he hates, but I foresee a woman down the line falling in love with them. I hate how Sinclair treated him, opting to ignore him most of the time. Other times, he would yell and scream at him, which scared my boy to the point he pretty much stopped talking. ‘Children should be seen and not heard’ was the philosophy that my piece of shit husband lived by, something I’m trying to change. I always have music playing and have found several age-appropriate shows for Damien.

      He seems to be coming out of his shell a little bit, but I worry that I’m not doing enough to help him. The last conference at school was concerning and they started talking about putting him in special education. I know my son is bright, he just had a rough start. All of which I can thank his father for, the moron. He was never meant to be a father, why he decided to keep us around and not let us leave, is beyond me. He didn’t really care for either one of us, and he showed it every time he walked through the front door.

      Once I have my gun secured in my purse, I head over to the kitchen to take stock of what we have and what we’re in need of. Getting my pad and pen out of my junk drawer, I begin making a list. “I should do online shopping, this list of things we need is outrageous!” I huff in outrage of how empty I’ve allowed my pantry to become. “Take-out isn’t an option anymore.” I’ve slacked with leaving the house. I try not to show myself around town as much as possible. No, I’m not a recluse, but I’ve always feared pissing Sinclair off, and becoming his punching bag. I don’t like to be in his line of fire.

      He had someone watching my every move, of that I’m certain of. He should’ve never known when I grabbed that extra paperback romance novel or got Damien his favorite afternoon snacks. The ones that he deemed unworthy, and unnecessary. If I wasn’t seeing the other side of his fist, I was always at the other end of his verbal, and emotional abuse. The man was unhappy in life, and always made sure those around him were just as miserable as his pathetic excuse of existence was.

      Sighing in exasperation, I finish up my list and get ready to head out the door to pick Damien up from school.
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            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m playing stalker again. I can’t seem to get enough of watching her and learning who she is through her activities of the day. So fucking pretty. Her hair is pulled up in a high ponytail today, and she’s wearing a pair of distressed jeans, those little short boots that women seem to like, and a cream-colored off the shoulder shirt. Through the binoculars, I see that she’s headed towards her car, which she doesn’t park in the garage for some reason. I make a note to tell her that for safety reasons, she really should park inside the garage. Once she’s in the car, I see the brake lights and glancing down at my watch, I realize that she’s probably running to get her son from school.

      She doesn’t notice that I’m following her, but just in case, I still maintain a safe distance, since we haven’t formally met. I don’t go through the car rider line at the school, which I might add, is a fucking nightmare. Instead, I wait until she has her son, then once she’s back on the road, I begin following her again.

      When she pulls into the shopping center, I realize that she’s likely going to the grocery store based on previous times where I’ve followed her. I grin when I see her take his hand in hers once she gets him out of the car. She’s chattering away to him, and I notice he doesn’t respond much, just an occasional smile or shake of his head.

      To keep from looking like a total creeper, I grab a cart and start ‘following’ them, finding items that we can use at our place, and putting them in. I wish I could get closer, but I’m afraid it’ll scare her. I smirk when I toss in several boxes of cereal that Piper likes, knowing it’ll tick Atticus off.

      An hour later, I find myself standing one person behind her in the checkout lane. When she grabs her belongings, I suddenly have heart palpitations at the thought of how long it will take for me to get done. This guy in front of me is a chatterbox and I want to shove my size twelve boot up his ass. When he finally finishes and hands the cashier money, I begin to invade his personal space. This should get him moving along. He looks over at me, and before he has a chance to scowl at me, I send him my most lethal ‘don’t fuck with me’ look that has him scurrying out of the line.

      “Good afternoon, sir.” The cashier smiles brightly at me. I tilt my mouth up on one side, I’m friendly, but not overly so. “Did you find everything you needed today?”

      “Yeah. Kind of in a hurry here if you don’t mind?” I’m not sure if I was informing her of this, or questioning her ability to get me the fuck out in a timely manner.

      “Then you’re in luck, I happen to be the fastest cashier here,” she replies, continuously running my items across the scanner. “That’ll be fifty-nine dollars and thirty cents. Would you like to round up for charity?” Anything that’ll get me the fuck outta here! I hand her three twenties and tell her to keep it, then start helping the bag boy with my stuff. I can see Raven through the front window, she’s not in her car, though.

      Seeing what’s happening, I quickly grab my bags and head out the door, to hear some douchebag saying, “I know you know where he is, bitch. Tell me now!”

      “Is there a problem?” I question, as I invade their conversation. I end up standing next to Raven but positioning myself between her and this asshole. Her boy is now crowding behind her, and I can see him trembling at the fucker’s tone, which pisses me off further.

      “This is between me and the lady,” he grunts out. I know from our investigation into her husband that this is one of his lackeys and make a mental note that he needs to go away. On a permanent basis. He needs to take a swim with the fish at the bottom of the lake.

      “I’ve told you, Shawn, that I haven’t seen him in a few weeks. I just presumed he was on a business trip.” Her voice is firm, and I’m proud of the fact that she’s standing tall and showing no fear.

      “Yeah, right. You know something, bitch.” This motherfucker is fixing to lose all of his front teeth, if he continues to speak to her like he is.

      “No, I don’t. Have you tried calling him?”

      “He’s not picking up.” Of course, he’s not. Satan doesn’t allow cellphones in hell.

      “Then I don’t know what to tell you. Have you checked with Saul?” I know that Saul is the second-in-command of the asswipe’s organization, and he’s on our list of fuckers to take care of as well.

      “Saul can’t reach him either.” He glares at her, then extends it to me, but I give him my own eat shit look right back. “Fine, but if you hear from him, you tell him he needs to call us.”

      “I will.” She watches him stomp off before she turns and crouches down. “Sorry, sweetie, are you okay?” She barely glances in my direction, her main concern is her kid. We will need to work on her survival skills at a later date.

      “Who was that man, Mommy?”

      “Someone who works with your father.”

      “He scared me.” Now, I want to go after the son-of-a-bitch, and make him eat asphalt for scaring Damien the way he did.

      “I know and I’m sorry. Look, Damien, over there!” she says, pointing off to the side where someone is standing with a box of puppies. “Let’s go look.”

      I follow her and Damien as they head over towards the box of doom. Dogs are like newborn babies, all they do is eat, sleep, and shit. Soon, his pinched look is replaced with childish giggles as the puppies clamor for his attention, yipping and licking. “Can we get one?” he asks, looking up at her.

      She hesitates for a minute before replying, “Sure, why not.” As if she has finally noticed me, she says, “Uh, not sure why you stepped in, but it’s appreciated. Mr.?”

      Well, I didn’t think this one through thoroughly before I charged in. “Jonas, I’ll be seeing you tomorrow morning,” I lean down and whisper into her ear. She gasps and covers her mouth. “I told you, I’m here to protect you… always.” Turning, I walk around the side of the building. It’s nowhere near where I am parked, but I don’t want her to know my vehicle. Running someone’s license plate is easy, and I’m not ready to lose the upper hand right now.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      When he walks away, I’m stunned speechless. “Mommy?” My little guy tugs on my arm to get my attention.

      “Yes?” I respond, eyes still glued to the side of the building where Jonas disappeared.

      “I want this one, okay?” he asks, holding a buff-colored puppy. I nod, thinking of all the things I now have to do, like find a vet and get supplies.

      “What do you think you’ll name him?” Normal, Raven, keep shit normal for him.

      “Scooby,” he states. I grin because that’s his favorite show. I hope in his young mind he realizes the dog won’t be talking to him and asking for scooby snacks to perform. I hold back the snicker that wants to leave my mouth.

      “Well, let’s get our groceries, and Scooby, in the car. We need to find a vet and also get stuff for him, you know.”

      “Like what?” His innocent question, lets me know that he’s not as grown up as he sometimes acts.

      “A kennel, bowls, some toys, food, snacks,” I rattle off. He nods, carrying his puppy and laughing as Scooby licks his face, as we walk to the car. I get him and his puppy in and buckled up before I load the groceries in the trunk. “Okay, let Mommy google to see if there’s a vet open right now.”

      He’s lost in giggles, as the puppy continuously licks his face, and I find myself praying, that what Jonas sent me saying that Sinclair will never come back, is the truth. A few minutes of searching, and I’m headed to the vet’s office. He looks healthy, but I know he’ll need shots and shit.
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      As soon as the vet has given Scooby, a golden lab, a clean bill of health, his puppy shots, and dewormer, we head to the front counter to schedule his appointment to get neutered and pay for today.

      “We have a store in that room right there if you want to get his food from us. We also carry a select amount of supplies, including toys, beds, leashes, and collars. If we don’t have what you’re looking for, we have a book you can order from,” he informs me.

      “Thank you, Dr. Ivey.” We ring up the visit and I nearly swallow my tongue at the astronomical price. Seems that the puppy is going to cost me more than I figured, but the look on Damien’s face makes it worth every penny I’ll spend. “C’mon, Damien, let’s get Scooby his things.”

      Thirty minutes later, I’m dropping more money, but the puppy has everything he’ll need to survive, including puppy pads so that I can get him housetrained. Now back in the car, Scooby snuggles and lets out a huge sigh. “Look, Mommy, he’s happy he has a home.” All I can think is that I hope our home survives him, while he trains. I mentally think of all the wooden furniture he’ll want to teeth on and instantly want to take him back. Then, I look in my rearview mirror and see a smile on my son’s face, one that’s been missing for a very long time and change my mind...again.

      “You’re going to help train him, right?” I know the bulk of it will be on me, but there’s no reason he can’t start learning.

      “Yes, Mommy. I love him!”

      “Looks like he loves you too.” I let out a laugh, when Scooby crawls up his shoulders, and lays across the back of his neck.

      “Mommy! He thinks I’m his bed!”

      “He sure does.” For the next ten minutes, we laugh at the puppy—now snoring, sound asleep, wrapped around Damien’s neck.

      The rest of the afternoon is spent setting up Scooby’s stuff. Sitting on the back deck watching the two of them run around, little woofs and giggles piercing the air, I let out a deep breath. I don’t know what’s coming, but somehow, as long as Damien is okay, it’ll be alright.
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            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      As I’m sitting at the island, drinking my coffee, enjoying the solitude, Atticus comes into the kitchen. When he goes to the cabinet, I mentally brace. “What the fuck is this?” he growls out, tossing a box of Lucky Charms at me, “and why the fuck do we have four boxes?”

      “It’s Piper’s favorite,” I reply, taking another sip.

      “Why are you buying my woman her favorite cereal?”

      “To keep her happy, God knows, being with you has to pull her down at times.” Yeah, I’m a smartass, sue me!

      “What the fuck ever! Get your own woman, fucker!” He seriously can’t believe I’m into Piper in any other way than that of a sister, does he? Maybe he’s losing his shit in his old age.

      “Working on it,” I mumble.

      “What’s that?” he asks, pouring himself a coffee.

      “Nothing.” First Silas, now Atticus. I need my brothers to get off my ass, and concentrating on their own women, and love lives.

      “What are your plans today?” he asks, sitting at the table.

      “Just some running around is all.”

      “That’s what you did yesterday.” Since when are my brothers my motherfucking keepers? I don’t need to explain shit to them, but yet, they insert themselves as much as they possibly can.

      “Keeping tabs on me now?” What I really wanna do is throw him a Midol for acting like a woman.

      “Hardly. It’s just that you’re usually tied to your computers so you leaving the house two days in a row is cause for speculation. Actually, you’ve been gone a lot lately. What gives?” What is this, twenty motherfucking questions?

      “Since when did you grow a pussy?” This should really get a rise out of him.

      “I ain’t no pussy, asshole. Just curious.” The dirty look he sends my way would put a lesser man on his knees, but I grew up with the insufferable asshole.

      “Curiosity killed the pussy,” I state.

      “The cat, asshole. It killed the cat.” Same goddamn thing.

      “Same difference as far as I can tell. And, for the record, it’s none of your fucking business what I’m up to.” As the words leave my mouth, I realize I just opened up a can of worms.

      “It’s gotta be a woman,” Silas interjects, walking into the kitchen. Jesus Christ, first one, now the other? Nuh-uh, they’re not gonna wear me down.

      “How do you figure?” Atticus asks.

      “Because not only is he gone more than he’s here lately, but he appears to have groomed himself as well.” What? So a guy can’t trim his beard and shit? I’m not even going to recognize that I also cleaned up my manspace. I’d pull my piece and shoot the two of them, but they’re my brothers and I might need them at some point.

      Atticus looks me over and grins. “Yep, it’s a woman.”

      “You two are nosy fuckers,” I reply. “What difference is it to you if I trimmed my beard?” I need a refill of coffee, plus a splash of whiskey to deal with these shitheads.

      “Fucker, it was as long as those dudes in that whacked show Piper likes to watch,” Atticus states. Exaggeration should be his middle name.

      “No it wasn’t,” I point out.

      “Okay, one of those guys in ZZ Top, then,” Silas retorts.

      “Y’all have lost your fucking minds.” I swear these two are worse than a bunch of old ladies, sitting around the nursing home, gossiping about who’s taking Viagra and shit.

      “Who’s lost their minds?” Piper asks, coming into the kitchen.

      “Your man and Silas,” I answer. “And for the record, tell him,” I say, pointing at Atticus, “that I always pick up Lucky Charms for you when I hit the store.”

      “He does,” she agrees, grabbing the creamer she likes from the fridge. “You seem to forget it whenever you go,” she tells Atticus, plopping down next to him.

      “That’s because it’s garbage for your body.” He pretends like he eats nothing but healthy shit, but there’s been plenty of times I’ve found him with a midnight snack of her cereal.

      “You happen to like my body, remember? How do you think I got it? Healthy doses of margaritas, Lucky Charms, and pizza.”

      “Moderation is key, baby, but four fucking boxes is not moderation in my book!” I roll my eyes, because here we go again. I swear this is a daily debate between the two of them.

      “Considering you like it too, well, it’ll last maybe two weeks. Tops.” Aha, she’s on to his ways. I chuckle when he realizes she’s called him out.

      “I would never,” his eyes widen in her direction.

      “Just last night,” his hand shoots out and covers her mouth. She continues to mumble through his attempt at muffling her.

      “Did you just… lick me?” he asks her as he pulls his hand away.

      “Whatever it takes, Roughrider. You’re a tough guy, you can handle my spit.”

      “Aww, isn’t this sweet,” Destiny states walking in to join us. She’s coming out of her shell a little at a time but seems braver when Piper is around.

      “Want some coffee?” Silas asks her.

      “Ew, yuck. No, do we happen to have any Diet Coke?” she asks him, as she looks up underneath her eyelashes. I watch as he melts and jumps to do her bidding. Seems I’m not the only one trying to win over a woman.

      I glance at my watch and realize I’ve still got two hours before I meet Raven.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      I sigh and roll over when I hear my alarm going off. While Damien and Scooby slept all night, I tossed and turned, wondering what the meeting with Jonas would entail. Hearing a noise, I slip out of bed and head towards Damien’s room.

      Through the door, I can hear his giggles and little woofs, before he says, “You need to go outside, Scooby? C’mon, let’s go.”

      I step aside as the door opens. “Did he use the puppy pads last night?” I ask Damien, startling him as he walks by me. His attention was solely on the dog and he missed me standing there.

      “Momma! Don’t scare me like that. I nearly pissed my pants.” I can’t help it, I die laughing. I hold my stomach because the cramps start to take hold. I’ve never heard anything of that sort leave his mouth before.

      “I’m sorry, buddy. I didn’t mean to scare you. Are you okay?”

      “My heart is jumping in my chest!” He dramatically places his hand over his heart, and looks at me as if I’m the monster under his bed.

      “Let’s get Scooby outside, shall we? What do you want for breakfast?” I ask as I follow them down the hall.

      “Can we have pancakes?” he questions with wide, pleading eyes.

      “We sure can,” I say to him as we open the back door. He heads outside with Scooby and allows him to do his business. He takes forever finding the perfect spot, letting me know it’s going to be frozen pancakes from a box, instead of homemade. When he goes over to show Scooby where his breakfast is, I pull out the box of silver-dollar sized pancakes and begin microwaving them. I pull out the whip-cream and syrup to make it a little more special for him. I make tiny faces on them with a huge smiley face.

      “Momma, you’re so silly,” he laughs when I put his plate in front of him.

      “Orange juice or milk?” I question him.

      “Milk please,” he responds. He says milk helps him grow strong bones so he can protect me one day. The fact that he says those things to me, lets me know I haven’t done a fantastic job protecting him.

      “One glass of milk, sir,” I tell him as I hand him his cup. “Please remember to tip your waitress.” His giggles have me grinning as I straighten the kitchen while he eats, fixing myself a second cup of coffee.

      “Aren’t you eating?” he asks, his mouth ringed with whip cream.

      “I’m meeting a friend and will eat then, sweetie.” He gives me a quizzical look, because I don’t have many friends that he’s aware of. I haven’t since Sinclair deemed them unworthy of our time.

      “Did you sign my permission slip?”

      “I did and I put the money for the field trip in an envelope. You be sure to turn that in, okay?” He nods his head in the way only a kid of his age can. It’s dramatic and not to be missed.

      “Okay, let’s get Scooby in his crate so we can begin our day,” I say in a sing-song voice that he loves.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he sings back. I love the banter, and bonding times, I have with Damien. The fact that my son is my best friend is sad and enthralling. I want to be the one he entrusts with his secrets and wishes.

      As we pull up to the drop off line at school, I once again am frustrated with the lack of organization. You have to give yourself at least a twenty-minute head start to make it out and be on time for your day’s events.
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      Thirty minutes later, I find myself pulling up to what appears to be an abandoned warehouse. Jonas is leaning against a muscle car that is drool worthy. When I hesitantly leave the safety of my vehicle, I reach down into my purse and place my hand on my gun. A girl can never be too safe, that’s how horror movies are made, and I have no plans of becoming a victim of circumstances.

      “You made it right on time,” he smiles at me. That smile could be deceiving. It’s either friendly or deadly, with someone like him I have a feeling you’ll never know until it’s too late.

      “Yeah, I wasn’t sure I would make it on time. The line to drop Damien off was long and chaotic this morning. What is this damn place? Your slaughterhouse? Am I going to enter this building, never exit, or be heard from again?” He laughs, but I’m being serious.

      “No, this is where we conduct business when we don’t want anyone to overhear us. You’ll be a hundred percent safe once you enter those doors.” Why is it I don’t believe a word that exits his handsome self?

      “Don’t laugh, this is a new thing for me. I don’t trust anyone...ever, but I’m trying to give you something that I don’t give freely.” His smile leaves his face and a serious one takes its place.

      “I’d never hurt you. You’ve done nothing wrong; I’m trying to help you and your son make it out of this situation unscathed.” The way he says this makes me want to believe him, but still there are so many questions to be asked and answered.

      “What situation is that?” Now I’m curious. What does he know that I don’t? I mean, I’ve read the stuff he’s been sending, but it left me more clueless than anything.

      “Let’s go inside,” he says, “I’d rather not say anything further until then.” All this intrigue makes me wonder if I’ve fallen into a James Bond film. Locking my car, I follow him to the doors.

      “Can you answer me why we can’t speak out here?” This is what gets me the most, why must we go inside the warehouse. I’ve seen Supernatural and know that things are not as they appear.

      “Because I have no clue if you’ve been followed or not, and inside there,” he points to the warehouse, “it’s secure and I’ll know if anyone attempts to get close to us or tries to enter the building.”

      “Security?” I question.

      “Top of the line of security, I’m a security expert, Hot stuff.” Hot stuff? Well, I have to say that’s a new one.

      “Lead the way, Security man.” My hand tightens around the handle of my gun.

      “You won’t be needing that, and normally I’d take it from you. But I recognize the fact that you need it to feel safe. So I’ll give you this one,” he states, his eyes level on my purse.

      How in the hell did he know I had a gun? Is he psychic?

      “I do this for a living, just in case you were wondering,” he answers my unspoken question.
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            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      The look of surprise on her face makes me laugh internally. She has no clue who she’s dealing with now. I’ll love teaching her about every aspect of me. Very intimately, that is.

      “I still don’t understand why we couldn’t meet in a public place,” she utters.

      “Because I don’t trust that someone won’t overhear our upcoming conversation. We need to keep you as safe as possible.” I’m beginning to feel like a broken record. I’m all about appeasing her fears, but I hate to repeat myself. “You can pull your piece and keep it in your lap if it makes you feel better,” I inform her as we enter the doors and I set the perimeter alarms. I wasn’t kidding when I told her we’d know if anyone made it onto the property.

      “That won’t be necessary,” she responds.

      “Good, have a seat over there and we’ll get started.” I gesture to the loveseat and chairs over in the corner.

      “Should have eaten breakfast,” I hear her mumble.

      “I can fix you something while we talk.” We keep the fridge and pantry stocked since we sometimes use this place as a safehouse. Not waiting for her answer, I walk over to the coffee pot and hit the start button then dig out the eggs and bacon. “How do you like your eggs?”

      “You cook?” Out of everything I was expecting her to say, that was nowhere on my radar at all.

      “Yeah, we either learned how, or starved.” This is something I hope we don’t need to talk about. My childhood wasn’t good, and I don’t like talking about it.

      “We?” She starts looking around paranoid.

      “My brothers and I. Oldest brother is better at meats, middle brother is better at the grill. I can do it all. Relax, no one will be joining us today. It’s just you and me until I need to bring them into the equation.” I watch as her frame relaxes.

      “Shit, there are three of you? Are they as bossy?” I’m not sure if I should be insulted or proud. Bossy? Never thought of myself that way.

      “Worse, probably. I’m the calmest of us.” If she wants small talk to calm her nerves, I’m good with that, maybe I’ll learn a little more about what makes her tick.

      “I find that hard to believe.” Yeah, she will until she meets Silas and Atticus. Can’t wait to tell her I told her so. I wisely say nothing.

      “So, eggs?” I ask.

      “Scrambled or sunny side up, I’m fine with either.” Scrambled it is since we’re out of bread for toast.

      We have an easy banter flowing, but that time is coming to an end. Breakfast is ready so I plate it up and carry it over to the sitting area. She follows behind me, a few steps between us. “So, what all do you know about your husband's business dealings?” I rip the band-aid off. I’ve found it’s easier to get right to the bottom of things instead of stalling.

      “Not much, I tried to stay as far away from him personally and in business as I possibly could,” she states, forking her eggs. That was probably wise, but I don’t say anything.

      “Did you read everything I sent you?” I want to make sure she understands the depravity of her husband’s dealings.

      “I did. I wish I could say I’m shocked, but honestly, he’s a monster. If he was anything like he was with us in business, I feel bad for anyone who ever crossed him.” Her honesty floors me and my blood boils when I think of what all she and her son may have suffered at his hands.

      “Tell me he never put his hands on you or your son, at least.” If she says yes, I’m digging that motherfucker up and dismembering him.

      “I can neither confirm nor deny that, I’m not ready to share the intimate details of my life with a complete stranger.” Her reply lets me know that he did. I wonder if there’s some way to resurrect him so I can peel the skin from his body then cut him up. Shaking my head at my thoughts, I mentally vow that she’ll live a good life from here on out. I’ve already started her on that path with the money. “Can we please get down to the dirty details and figure out how we’re going to keep my son safe?” The fact that she’s worried more for her boy than herself lets me know her character.

      “You will both be safe,” I declare. “No one will ever hurt either of you again once my brothers and I are done.”

      “I appreciate that, but I don’t trust anyone. No offense, but I have to take care of this. I need to solidify that nothing will ever touch a hair on my son’s head.” Her fierceness and protective instincts, are completely, and utterly, turning me on. Instead of clueing her in that my dick has stood at attention, I cover myself with one of the throw pillows that Piper insisted we have. I make a mental note to myself to give her a gift in thanks to her thoughtfulness.

      “I can understand and even appreciate that. But I need all the information you can give me to ensure things go the right way.” I know we haven’t entered the trust part of our relationship, but I wish she’d be more open with me. The more I know, the more work I can do to make sure all of the bases are covered.

      “You’re acting like we’ve known each other for years and other than our brief meeting yesterday at the store, and what you’ve been sending me. I know nothing about you at all. Can you get that it freaks me out? I’ve lived a life in hell these past years and my one and only goal is to ensure that Damien is safe and protected. Period.”

      Without saying a word she’s filled in even more of her life with that douche canoe. Sighing, I say, “I know we don’t know each other, Raven. That’s part of the reason I wanted us to meet. The other part is so that we can ensure that none of his activities blow back on you and your son.” And, of course, I want you, but I wisely don’t mention that fact. Yet.

      “So, in those papers, it mentions that I was listed as the CEO of a bunch of umbrella corporations. Companies that I’ve never heard of before and whoever signed for me did a shitty job.” Well, that tells me she read everything. “How do I change that?”

      “It’s already been done. There’s nothing anywhere that shows you as being a party to any of the businesses your husband had.” Yeah, I took care of that shit. Wiped it clean off the map, so to speak.

      “And you did this how exactly?” she raises her eyebrows in suspicion.

      “Let’s just say computers are and always have been my best friend,” and it’s no lie. I’ve always had a special sort of relationship with data, it became my escape from our abusive asshole of a father.

      “May I see what you’ve done? I’m not too shabby with a computer myself.” My dick just went from hard to solid with those words.

      “Is that right?” I quirk a single brow in her direction.

      “How do you think I’ve always escaped my shitty life?” She places one hand on her hip and pops it out, making me want to grab her with both hands and pull her into me. I shouldn’t be the only one suffering from our rendezvous. Everything about her calls to me, like those mythical sirens that pull a man in and make him forget everything but her.

      “I’d like to see what you can do.” And in all honesty, this isn’t an excuse to spend more time with her, it’s that I’d really like to know what she does and doesn’t know when it comes to the land of computers.

      “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.” Now that’s a loaded statement if I’ve ever heard one.

      “Game on, sweet cheeks.” Game motherfucking on! “Maybe,” I clear my clogged-up throat, “we should finish our chat before we begin show and tell.”

      “If we must,” she sighs. I begin counting the scores of my favorite ball players to get my mindset off my dick trying to push its way through the teeth of my jeans. These things weren’t this snug this morning when I put them on.

      We spend the next hour going over paperwork. She’s extremely intelligent and has questions that I wasn’t expecting. I find myself pulled deeper into all that she is and then have to resist the temptation to check to see if I’ve grown a pussy. I’ve never had this type of reaction to a woman. They’re there to serve a need, a purpose, and relationships have never been my end game. But with her, I can see something that I never thought I’d want—a family, a home.

      “How do we make sure that I keep Damien safe from all of this?” The fear and worry in her eyes are nearly my undoing.

      “We keep doing what we’re doing. We’ll meet up here when we need to talk, and I’ll keep sending you packages as I find information and I’ll protect you both.”

      “How do you presume to do that?” Dammit, I don’t want to tell her I’ve been sitting outside of her house for weeks. Watching, observing, and keeping an eye on their home. It makes me sound like a goddamn, pussy ass, stalker.

      “Let’s just say I’ve got you both protected.”

      “You’ve got someone on us, don’t you?” Turning my head from her, not wanting her to see the look in my eyes, I simply nod my head in acknowledgement.

      “Is it someone I can trust?” she hesitantly asks.

      “Very much so,” I inform her. I swear that I hear her mutter under her breath that she wishes it was me.

      “I can arrange that,” slips from my mouth before I can call it back and she gives me a blinding smile.

      “Good, I have a spare bedroom. Come over tonight and we’ll get you set up. We’ll just tell Damien you’re a long-lost friend who’s found his way back.”

      Say what now? “You want me to stay with you?” I need to confirm that I’m not hearing things.

      “That’s what I just said, isn’t it? Did I stutter or say this in my mind?” She tilts her head to the side. All I wanna do is grab her by the nape of her neck and kiss the ever-loving shit out of her.

      “It’s just that I trust you. You’ve been trying to protect me from the beginning. A man that goes out of his way for someone he doesn't know is trustworthy as far as I’m concerned. Plus, you know that I’ll have my gun in close proximity and won’t hesitate to shoot your ass if you try to hurt my son or myself.” Jesus Christ, now I’m going to have to count motherfucking sheep so I don’t toss her over the arm of this couch and fuck the hell out of her.

      “I appreciate your trust, especially since you pointed out earlier that we hardly know each other. But I will promise you this, I’d give my life to protect you and Damien.”

      “I believe you. I don’t know why, but I do. It’s the only reason I’m allowing you anywhere near my boy and inside of my home. I still can’t believe Sinclair was a bastard. He really mustn’t have cared about us at all to place us in this sort of danger. If he was still alive, I’d strangle him myself by shoving his tiny penis down his throat.” Yeah, I told her that he’s been taken care of. I wanted her to know she was at least safe from him.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      Jonas followed me home after our meeting. Checked my house, then drove away in one of the hottest muscle cars I’ve ever seen. It definitely got my motor revving, then he went home to gather clothing. He promised to be back before I have to pick Damien up from school. I was instructed to set the alarm and stay behind closed doors. Knowing that my guest room needed some dusting and a change of bedding, I head up the stairs and begin that task. It’s not dirty per se, just a little dusty from sitting. I don’t really clean it, it’s not as if I’ve ever really had any stay over guests… until now. Once that chore is complete, I head into the kitchen and pull out stuff to make homemade lasagna. It’s soothing to lose myself in preparing the sauce, and before long, I have a pan ready to put in the oven once Damien is back home. While I’m out, I’ll grab the stuff to make salad and homemade garlic bread.

      I hear a woof and remember that Scooby has been locked up in his cage since I left this morning. I’m a bad doggy-momma! I rush into the laundry room and let him out. I know Jonas said to keep the doors closed and locked, but I need to let him out to do his business. I can’t potty train him if he’s not taken care of. I do not want to deal with piss and shit throughout my house. Little did I know, opening up that back door was going to be a huge mistake on my part. I should’ve looked first.

      Once I unlock the door and open the knob, Scooby goes running out the door. As soon as I step on the back porch, a hand wraps itself around my neck. “You can’t hide from me, bitch.” the nastiest breath I’ve ever smelled says into my face. God! Is personal hygiene asking too much of people these days?

      “Wh-what do you want,” I’m able to wheeze out since his hand is digging into my trachea.

      “I want my money! Sinclair owes me big and I’m here to collect,” the smelly bastard spits in my face. I want to wipe the moisture away, but I’m afraid if I remove my hands from his, that he’ll begin choking me harder than he already is.

      “I-I don’t know what money!” I holler out the best I can.

      “And I told you, I don’t believe a word you’re speaking, you stupid cunt!” God, I hate that word, it’s degrading to women everywhere. I begin to thrash in his hands, kicking my feet wildly trying to kick him anywhere that may hurt. Most importantly, I’m trying to make contact with that small package he’s trying to shove into my stomach.

      “Can’t breathe,” I see black spots beginning to dance around in my vision.

      “If I release you and you scream, I’ll kill you right here and right now,” he growls and once again, I try to pull away from his face so I don’t have to breathe in his disgusting breath.

      Once he lets up on his hold, I pull in a deep gulp of oxygen and my lungs scream in thankfulness. “Sinclair hid everything from me. I have no idea where he is or what he does.” I don’t want his men to know he’s dead...not yet anyway. I’ll let Jonas have that honor. “I didn’t know he had money, at least not the kind you’re talking about. He didn’t share anything with me, he was hardly even at home. And now he’s gone, and I can’t find him!”

      “Where the fuck is he?” the man bellows. Once again, his breath nearly knocks me off my feet and I resist the urge to tell him that they sell oral hygiene products at the dollar store.

      “I just told you, I don’t know where he is. If you find him, send him my way… would you?” I could be an actress. I see a gold Emmy in my future for this performance.

      “Lead me to his office. Show me his safe. I don’t believe a word you’re saying.” He rears back his other hand in a fist ready to strike me. Before he gets the chance, his hand is grabbed and I follow that hand to the arm attached, then further up until my eyes are meeting very angry ones. Ones that belong to my hero, Jonas.

      “I wouldn’t do that if I was you,” he roars out, never removing his sight from my own. “Are you okay?” He begins inspecting me from head to toe, when his eyes land on my neck, I see the veins pop out on his neck as he gets a glacial look. “You’re going to die for laying your hands on her,” and for some reason, I believe him when he says this. He pulls some zip ties from his back pocket, making me wonder if they’re part of his daily clothing. I’ll have to ask him about this later, right now there’s trash to be taken out. He removes the man’s hand from my throat, that I didn’t realize was still there and frog marches him into my house. Once he has smelly man inside, he rears back his right arm and knocks him out in one punch. Score! Or wait, maybe that’s the wrong sport?

      “I’m gonna tie him up then call my brothers to come and pick him up. Change of plans, pack bags for you and Damien. You’re coming home with me where I know no one can get to you.” It’s a command, and one that screams do not argue with me. The man is tied together, and it looks like an art form. His hands are together with his ankles and...wait a damn minute! Did he zip tie the guy’s dick? I can’t even ask; I’ll just go pack mine and Damien’s things and leave him to his own devices.
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      It doesn't take my brothers long to make it to Raven’s house. When Atticus sees the way I’ve tied our intruder together he bowls over in laughter.

      “What? He was shoving his poor excuse of a dick into her when I got here. This is my way of reminding him that he shouldn’t shove it at a woman who hasn’t asked for it.” Shrugging my shoulders, I head up the stairs and leave my brothers to take out the son-of-a-bitch.

      “She has a motherfucking puppy!” I hear Atticus scream and a smile forms on my face.

      “Sure ‘nuff, and he’s coming with us!” I holler back, and may or may not have had laughter in my voice when I responded.

      “You’re cleaning up the shit!” he hollers back.

      “I thought your job was taking out the shit that stinks!” I continue my way to my woman. Yes, I’m already claiming her, she’ll get used to it, eventually.

      “Raven! You about ready?” I ask her when I find her in Damien’s room.

      “Yes, my stuff is packed. I’m just getting his favorite things gathered so he’s not bored, but I can’t find his laptop.” The kid has a computer… damn, the two of them are absolutely perfect.

      “He’s what? Five and already is playing in the world of the internet?” Pride is evident in my tone.

      “Yes and no. He plays games, reads, and uses the dictionary to look up words he doesn't know. He’s very smart, and asks questions that I know, but encourage him to find for himself. He always feels better when he finds the answers to his questions on his own, it helps his self-esteem.”

      “You’re a good mom,” I blurt out.

      “Thank you. Could you get Scooby’s stuff gathered for me? Oh no, it’s alright if he comes right? I can’t leave him here and Damien won’t go anywhere without him,” she begins to chew on her cuticle as she worries over my answer.

      “Already planned on bringing him, sweetcheeks. I’ll go get his food, crate, bowls, toys, and whatever else I can find.” Turning around I walk out the door and down the steps, grabbing her bag on my way down. Damn this is heavy, what did she do, pack her entire closet?

      When I make it down the stairs, I nearly die in laughter. Atticus is on his ass, Scooby licking his face, and my brother has a scowl on his while saying, “Bad dog. Personal space, this is mine and that is yours.” He twirls his finger around in the air. I snap a picture and text it to Piper before he can get up.

      “Nuh uh, I need this, man, you can’t bust up another phone,” I tell him when he finally gets up and lunges toward me to grab my phone. He’s bad about tossing them into walls and Silas told him after the last one, he would be responsible for replacing them.

      “Delete it,” he growls.

      Since I’ve already sent it to Piper, I grin and say, “No problem,” before I delete it.

      Hearing footsteps behind me, I turn and see Raven making her way in my direction. “I almost forgot, Jonas, I have a lasagna in the fridge that we need to take.”

      “Lasagna?” Silas questions. “Destiny likes pasta. Bring it.” As if everything revolves around her, for fuck’s sake!

      “More importantly, I love it. I trump Destiny,” I joke around with Silas.

      “No one is more important than she is,” he growls out as he gives me a look that begs me to contradict what he just said. I’m not stupid, I like my teeth right where they are. I just nod and go and gather Scooby’s things. He follows me with his tail wagging, he noses a few toys, making me think they’re his favorite so I gather them up. He’s a smart fucker.
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      When we make it to our place, she gets a look of wonder on her face. “You all live here? Together?” she looks over at me and I see no judgment, just curiosity.

      “We do, we work together, and the place is huge so there’s plenty of space for us to not be walking all over each other.”

      “It’s nice, Damien will love all the people. He may be shy at first, but once he warms up to them, he’ll be in heaven.” This makes me sigh in relief, he was the one I was worried about the most.

      “Let’s get a place set up for Scooby,” I tell her, carrying the crate into the laundry room. It’s a big ass room, with a lot of extra space. I glance at the bins Piper uses when she’s sorting clothes and pull out some of the zip ties and bullets. I also grab the change when an idea comes to mind for Damien.

      “Why’d you take the change?” Atticus asks as he comes in with more stuff.

      “Thinking of using it to pay Damien for things,” I admit. “He can then save for stuff for himself or his dog.”

      “Smart thinking. Wonder why there’s not a bin for the money I’m positive I shove in my pockets?” Atticus ponders, as if he doesn’t know Piper pockets that shit. I’ll play dumb for now though.

      “Maybe Piper takes it? Who cares, she does all the laundry so if she gets a five or twenty every once in a while, it’s no skin off my nose.” And that’s the truth as far as I’m concerned. I fucking hate laundry and used to just go buy new shit when I ran out of what I was looking for. Now that she does it, I’ve had to buy a new dresser to hold all the excess.

      “Why doesn't it surprise me that she lines her pockets with our money?” Atticus shakes his head, but a smile creeps up on his face.

      “I don’t know what you’re thinking, but stop. Your brothers are in the room and that’s just plain sick.” My body shivers thinking about the two of them getting it on.

      “I’d rather visualize that than see their naked asses tumbling down the staircase,” Silas chuckles.

      “We were dressed, fucker! Sorta.” Atticus smirks at the memory. “Those were some good times.”

      “I don’t know what part of that was a good time, Atticus. I swear I still wear Piper’s claw marks on my body from trying to separate the two of you.” That statement wipes the smirk off from his face. He’s a possessive motherfucker when it comes to his woman. The thought of any man wearing her mark pisses him the fuck off.

      “Where? We’ll get that shit lasered off,” he says, coming up to me and grabbing my arm. As he’s inspecting my skin, a laugh leaves my chest.

      “Sucker!” I’ve long ago healed up. She may be feisty, but I’ve had worse in my underground fights I participate in when I need to blow off steam.

      “You’re an asshole!” he shouts.

      “Takes one to know one,” I retort.

      “Jesus Christ, are we in elementary school again?” Silas questions. “You two are impossible to be around sometimes. Let’s get the puppy sorted out so we can go talk to our guest.”

      “It’d be my pleasure,” I say, rubbing my hands together. I don’t usually partake in the interrogations, but this time, I’ll be more than a presence in that room. I’ll be a participant.

      “Baby brother wants to get his torture on.” Atticus smiles, slapping me on my shoulder.

      “He had his hands on my woman,” I growl out. The thought alone makes me feel murderous. No man has the right to put his hands on any woman, let alone mine.

      “Your woman, huh?” Atticus questions. “First time hearing about this, baby brother. Do tell.” Like I’ll tell him shit, the nosey fucker!

      “Share with the class, Jonas,” Silas teases me. Which is a rarity, he’s usually so serious and wears a scowl on his face, enough so that you could cut a diamond on him. Maybe Destiny being around will be a good thing for him, I guess time will tell.

      “Weren’t you the one just saying we needed to stop acting like school-aged children, Silas? Yet, here you are, wanting to gossip and shit.”

      “Supporting my brother isn’t gossiping. I don’t have a vagina,” Silas retorts.

      “So you say,” Atticus says. “Ouch, what was that for, motherfucker!” I laugh when I see him holding his arm and rubbing it after Silas punches him. Good times in the Nelson household, good times indeed.
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      We finally get Scooby’s shit all set up, Piper and Destiny have taken it upon themselves to help get Raven and Damien set up in their rooms, so that leaves us open and available to go downstairs.

      “I get to put my hands on him first,” I announce to my brothers.

      “Look at you thinking you’re in charge. You’ve never gotten your hands dirty before, it must be love,” Atticus teases me.

      “Keep it up, Atticus, and my size twelve boot is going straight up your ass,” I glare in his direction. He holds his hands up in front of him. But his facial features don’t coincide with his actions.
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      “So, how do you know Jonas?” Piper asks me as she makes the bed while I busy myself by putting away my clothes. I don’t know her, and I’m not entirely comfortable having a girly chat. It’s taken everything within me to trust Jonas, no one said I had to add his family to the mix. I have no idea how long Damien and I will be here, but if it’s longer than a few days, I can always have Jonas take me back by my house to get more.

      “Oh, uh, we met at the grocery store.” I’m not really sure what else to say to her. Like the fact that he saved me from one of my husband’s cronies. Or that I don’t miss said husband, not in the least. No, those aren’t appropriate topics of conversation. “There was a man bothering me and he stepped in and made him leave.”

      “Jonas? Maybe there’s more of a badass in him than I realized,” Piper murmurs. “I’m sorry, it’s just that he’s rather laidback around here. His brothers, on the other hand, are the intense ones.” I wanna tell her to stop talking. All I want to do is get this done and get back to my boy. Thankfully, the other girl in the room picks up the conversation saving me from having to speak. Like I said, this whole being around people thing makes me nervous.

      “Silas isn’t intense, Piper,” Destiny corrects. I notice that she doesn’t really make eye contact with me and seems hesitant in some of her actions.

      At her words, Piper starts giggling and then laughing harder until she has tears streaming down her face as she tries to speak. “N-n-not intense? Silas? We are talking about the man who barely speaks, has a shaved head and enough tats to scare God himself if He were to meet him in a dark alley, right? That Silas?” By the glare Destiny is giving Piper, I’m wondering if I should make a hasty exit and let them have their showdown.

      I watch their interaction, unable to add anything because I found Silas to be very intense. He watched every move that was made when we were at my house and I was the subject of an overlong perusal that had me wanting to confess the penny candy I took from the corner store when I was five. I have a suspicion that nothing escapes that man’s attention.

      “Piper, he’s been nothing but kind to me,” Destiny insists. “He brought me out of that place and has been there every time I have a nightmare!” Now I’m intrigued that this petite woman has nightmares.

      “Maybe he’s not intense with you, Destiny, but with the rest of the world, he’s Silas Motherfucking Nelson, and he sees all and knows all,” Piper states. I could swear I hear her mumble under her breath about how he’s just waiting around to get into Destiny’s pants, but I could be wrong.

      “Whatever, Pipe,” Destiny says. The aggravation in her voice lets me know these two are extremely comfortable around each other. I think I remember Jonas telling me the two women were sisters, that would explain the banter between the two. Still makes me feel uncomfortable, like a third wheel.

      Piper merely shakes her head at her sister and grins at me. I’m not sure, but I think I may have found some new friends. They’re a bit quirky, and it’ll take a lot of time to understand the dynamics of their relationship, but I’m hoping to get there… eventually. It’s been a long time since I’ve had anyone in my life that I can just let loose with and be myself around. I don’t see it taking a lot of time to trust them, seeing as they all live under the same roof. “C’mon, let’s get a room set up for your son,” Piper states, walking out of my room.
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      “This is how it’s gonna go, motherfucker,” I tell our guest as I reattach the zip ties to the chair. “We’re gonna ask the questions and if you know what’s good for you, you’re gonna answer them. In a timely manner, or my brother here,” I say patting Atticus’ chest, “will make you regret the day your father’s swimmer found your mother's egg. Get me?”

      The idiot spits at me, missing my face but hitting my boots. “Seems someone wants that boot up his ass,” Atticus taunts.

      “Yeah, I’ll let you have that one when I’m not around,” I reply, hauling my fist back and punching him in the gut. I barely manage to move before the fucker is puking all over the place.

      “You’re cleaning that up,” Atticus states.

      “Good thing we’ve got a drain down here and a hose then, huh?” I state. “So, asshole, why are you looking for that shitstain?”

      He glares at me but doesn’t answer. “We can go all night,” Atticus says, backhanding the dead man sitting. I watch as the man’s lip splits right down the middle and blood spews down his chin coating the top of his shirt in crimson, the metallic smell permeating the air.

      “Not wanting to hear about your sex life right now,” Silas growls. I chuckle a bit even though finding this asshole with his hands on Raven still has me seeing red. Leave it to my brothers to unintentionally lighten the atmosphere. I know that this whole Laurel and Hardy act is for my benefit and not the man who’s unwillingly strapped to a chair in our basement.

      Silas sighs before going over to a bench that has various… weapons… we’ve accumulated for times like these. He grabs a pipe wrench and walks towards Mr. Shit for Brains, smacking the pipe against his hand. “This is gonna hurt,” he advises before swinging it against the inside of the guy’s knee. I internally cringe, being on the receiving side of Silas’ swing growing up, I can tell you it hurts like a son-of-a-bitch. I wouldn’t wanna be him right about now.

      His bloodcurdling scream makes me glad that we went ahead and soundproofed this room. We sure as fuck don’t need three females running down to see what we’re up to. I glance at the door and Atticus nods, saying, “It’s locked, bro.” I nod at his words before going back over to the goon and reaching into his pocket for the wallet I saw.

      Opening it, I find a license and want to laugh out loud when I see his name. “Shawn Cassidy? Wasn’t that the name of some movie star or some shit?” I muse. I don’t really give a fuck, but I want this asshole to talk.

      He mumbles something and I reach out and pull his head back. “Say again? Couldn’t hear you the first time, fucker.”

      “My mom was a fan,” he replies. I laugh harder at his pussy ass name. I bet he got his ass kicked growing up and was the brunt of everyone’s jokes.

      “Bet he got a lot of shit for that growing up,” Atticus says. It’s almost as if my brother was reading my damn mind… freaks me the fuck out when he does that shit.

      “No doubt. I think he sang or something too,” Silas adds. Figures, a fucking seventies star no less, if memory serves.

      “Still not talking, huh?” I ask, swinging the pipe wrench I took from Silas against the other knee, grinning when I hear the unmistakable crunch of his kneecap shattering. I might not always participate in the hands-on stuff, but this time, all bets are off. He touched my woman! And that is something that is unacceptable. I will make a motherfucker bleed for that thought, let alone carrying out the act of doing so.

      “I have no information for you!” he screams, tears pouring down his face. Gotta hand it to the pussy, he hasn’t pissed himself—yet.

      “Oh, I’m sure you know something,” I taunt. “There’s some reason you were going after Raven. What is it exactly that you were after?”

      “I wasn’t looking for anything, I swear!” His speech is somewhat garbled thanks to the busted lip, but we can still understand him. And I don’t believe him for one fucking minute.

      “Then why were you at her house?” I ask, my tone deadly. Fun and game time is over; I want fucking answers and I want them now. I know I heard this fucker say something about money and wanting his then and there when he had his hands wrapped around Raven’s throat. I think it’s time to make him spill all of his secrets. I pick up the blowtorch and hand it to Silas. He sparks it after messing with a few gadgets and it fires up. I see Mr. Cassidy shake and visibly shiver in the chair. It’s a hardship on my behalf to have to hold back the laughter that wants to spill free from me.

      “Sinclair owes me money, alright?” he screams. “I figured I could get it at the house, I know he doesn’t really use banks!”

      Yeah, I’m sure he doesn’t like banks. Hard to explain to Uncle Sam how he’s depositing all of the illicit gains he gets from the shit he was involved in.

      “What are you waiting for, Silas? Let that baby burn and do what it was designed to do,” I all but demand. I watch my brother go over and carefully, oh so carefully, burn the asshole’s clothes off until he’s sitting there in a pair of tighty whities. I’m always impressed by my brother’s skills with the blowtorch. The fucker has some burns on his skin, but nothing too horrific. I mean, I see the beginning of a few blisters forming on his skin, but it’s not to the point where I’d take someone I care about to the hospital.

      He’s a scrawny motherfucker and it’s obvious from the scent wafting my way that he doesn’t much care for soap and water. Personal hygiene must not be something he learned while growing up. Of course, some of the smell could be from the burnt skin and material. “Thinking he needs a bath, guys,” I state, going over to the firehose we appropriated. Turning it on, I then spray him down until he’s sputtering and yelling. Atticus gets involved, squirting some dishwashing soap on him while Silas has a spray bottle full of bleach and is spraying him down. I hit him again with the firehose and can’t help but laugh when the water and my brother’s cleaning chemicals hit the burns. He screams while bubbles dance in the air. “He’s good and clean now, dont’cha think?” I ask my brothers.

      “Yeah, had to get rid of the stink and disinfect those burns,” Atticus replies.

      “Others can’t say we’ve never done anything nice for someone else,” I joke around with my brothers. Then, I change my tune and put on a serious face as I turn and speak to the piece of shit. “Do you know what we do to assholes who put their hands on a woman?” I question Shawn. I can tell he’s shocked by my conversational tone, given the fact that we’ve made him puke, burned him, and busted his kneecaps, but I’m trying something different.

      He doesn’t say a word, opting to glare at me instead. “Answer him, fuckwad,” Silas growls. I can tell he’s getting impatient and just wants to finish this fool, but I honestly want answers.

      “I could guess,” he mumbles breathlessly.

      “I don’t think you can,” I return.

      “W-what do you do?” His stuttering is comical, since he was the one who thought he was man enough to lay hands on my Raven.

      “Well…” I begin, but Silas stops me by placing his hand on my chest.

      “I’ve got this one, brother,” he says to me. Atticus leans back against the bench and picks up a knife. He looks down at his nail beds and begins cleaning his fingernails like it’s another day in the life of Atticus Nelson.

      “You good?” I ask him as I walk over and stand next to him.

      “Yeah. Schooling people bores the fuck out of me. I always have to find something to do while Silas gives them the what for.” He shrugs his shoulders and I’m a bit dumbfounded that this happens more often than not.

      “How many times does Silas get informative?” I question him.

      “More often than not,” he sighs dramatically.

      “Here’s what you need to know, fucker,” Silas states. “I’m not in the mood to give away all of my secrets. Men like you will never change, so why does it matter what we like to do as far as punishments go? I like to be mysterious, so I’ll let you sit and ponder what all is going to happen to you. But let me make one thing clear, we don’t hurt women. Ever. Pieces of shit like you who think it’s okay to do that deserve everything they get and then some. Today’s your final exam. Newsflash, you’ve already kinda failed and the end result will be your demise. But before that, we wanna know what your place in Sinclair’s operation was. Your time to talk starts now,” he says, starting a timer on his watch.

      I’m in absolute awe of my brother right now. He manages to command a room with just his presence, and I can see how his words have affected Shawn by the wet stain gracing the front of his tighty whities.

      “And...he pissed himself,” Atticus announces. “Only took thirty minutes this time, we’re improving.”

      “Why should I tell you anything if I’m gonna die anyhow,” the asshole asks.

      “Because we can make you hurt for a long time until you talk,” Silas replies. “Days, weeks, months, doesn’t matter to me, does it to you? The room is soundproofed so we don’t have to worry about any interruptions and well, we’re creative fuckers. Plus, there’s always google if we get stumped.”

      Jesus fucking Christ. “Silas, if we need to research anything, let me do it so the browser history is wiped at least,” I state. If he does it, we’ll have every initialed agency knocking on our door.

      “Why? You afraid the FBI is going to research my phone? You are paranoid, baby brother,” he tells me.

      “Not paranoid, safe,” I reply.

      “We shouldn’t need google, this fucker’s gonna talk. Right, Shawn?” Atticus says, his voice a cross between a growl and a purr. Never heard it before, but it has the hairs on my arms standing up. Fuck, my brothers are lethal as hell.

      But something in Atticus’ voice has captured Shawn’s attention. He opens his mouth only to close it several times before he darts his eyes my way and Silas’. “I’m not much of a talker,” he finally responds. But the look on Atticus’ face tells me that was the wrong answer. “What do you want to know?” he questions, his voice resigned. “I swear to God, I don’t know much. I answered to Saul. He is...was...Sinclair’s second-in-command. So I did what Saul asked. Sinclair owed me money for a job, and we haven’t seen or heard from him in weeks. I figured his wife was in the know so I tried to talk to her at the grocery store. But he,” he states, pointing at me, “interrupted us. That’s why I went to their house. Everyone knows that Sinclair keeps a shit ton of cash at his house and I wanted to get what was owed to me.”

      “And how’s that working out for you?” I inquire.

      “Uh, not too good,” he admits. I mean, short of him taking his last breath, which he will be doing at some point, he’s kind of fucked.

      “Saul said that Sinclair put all the businesses in his wife’s name,” he offers. I know he thinks if he spills all his secrets it’ll save his life, but that’s just not gonna happen.

      “Not so much any more,” I reply. “There’s nothing out there connecting her to his...enterprises. Other than hearsay, of course.” No reason not to tell him since he has no one he can share that tidbit with.

      “Saul won’t stop,” Shawn warns. “He’ll keep pushing until he finds out what happened to Sinclair and he gets his money.” Interesting information, we knew that Sinclair left some things undone, we just weren’t aware that he hadn’t paid for services. That didn’t show up in any research nor surveillance.

      Great, another fucker to hunt down and grab. Looks like we’ll have more work to do after all. “And where is Saul?” I ask.

      “Probably at his house. He doesn’t think anything will happen to him because of who he is in Sinclair’s organization.”

      “Where is this house?” Silas inquires.

      “Uh, he lives on the west side in that new gated community. Shadow Creek Estates, I think.” I pull out my phone and start a search, grateful that I upgraded enough that I can keep anything I do a secret from prying eyes.

      “Got it,” I state. I can easily break the codes and enter the gates that surround the community with no sweat forming on my nuts. Easy as that.

      “Let’s go for a little ride,” Silas says.

      “What...what about me?” the fucker asks.

      “You’ll keep until we get back,” Atticus replies. “See ya when we see ya, fucker.”

      As we leave, we turn out the lights. No sense in wasting electricity on a talking dead man.
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      I have no clue where the guys went, but it’s almost time for Damien to be picked up and I’m starting to worry. I’m sitting in the kitchen with Piper and Destiny, listening to them go back and forth about things I don’t know about and quite frankly, don’t care to know.

      When Jonas comes into the kitchen, I stand and say, “I’ve gotta go get Damien, Jonas. It’s almost time.”

      “I’ll ride with you.”

      “We’ll take care of that other errand,” Silas states, walking over to Destiny. “You okay?” I hear him whisper.

      “I’m good,” she whispers back. It makes me feel as if I’m an intruder during a private moment I shouldn’t be privy to.

      “Jonas,” I say clearing my throat. “We really do need to be leaving,” I state. I watch as his eyes have a strange look as he watches his brother and Destiny. Strange. Makes you wonder if Silas isn’t as nice to others as he is to her.

      “Uh, yeah. Let’s go.” He turns towards Atticus and I see a head nod from him, then Jonas returns it.

      When I go to get into my car, he shakes his head and motions towards his. I grab the sign I need to have from my car in order to pick up Damien, and get into the passenger seat. “Do you know how to get there?” I ask.

      “Yep,” he replies, putting the sign in the window. The fact that he knows to do that lets me know he’s been watching me more than just at my house and the ‘run in’ at the grocery store.

      “How did you know to do that?” I question. I want to hear him say it out loud and prove my suspicions right.

      “Raven, I’ve been watching for a while now,” he replies.

      “But why?” I know it has something to do with the fuckwad I married, but I still need him to reiterate and expand on his earlier explanations.

      “Because ever since I saw your picture, I’ve been attracted to you.” I have to check the mirror on the visor and make sure my jaw isn’t touching my chest. Did he really just say that he found me to be attractive? No one’s ever said that to me. But then again, I haven’t had the healthiest of relationships.

      Huh. Sure as fuck wasn’t what I expected to hear. “From a picture?”

      “Yep.” I find it a highly attractive attribute of his...he tells it how it is regardless if you like the answer or not.

      “I see.” I don’t, not really. They say a photograph is worth a thousand words, but in my personal opinion, you can’t catch someone’s true beauty from a picture.

      “You don’t, not really, but I promise you will,” he states, reaching for my hand.

      I feel a spark of electricity at his touch. It’s been a long time since anyone other than my son has touched me and I’m not sure how to react. I’ve been fighting a physical attraction to the man since I saw him in the store parking lot, but I’m not sure if I have the strength to fight it if he keeps igniting flames where there’s never been any before.

      “What are you thinking over there?” he asks me.

      Suddenly my mouth is parched, and my lips are dry. “No-nothing. Just hoping we make it in time to pick up Damien.”

      “If your face flames and cheeks heat at thoughts of your son, I’ve got a lot of work ahead of me.” He chuckles and I want nothing more than to slap his shoulder.

      “That’s really not funny,” I pout as I cross my arms over my chest.

      “You’re cute when you get all flushed.” His words have a blush crawling from my cheeks all the way down my chest.

      “Stop embarrassing me!” I all but scream in the enclosed vehicle causing my words to echo in my ear.

      “Baby, I’m not trying to. I think it’s whatever you’re thinking about that has you all discombobulated.” A small smile escapes my lips with the use of his big boy word.

      “Big word there, mister,” I state my thoughts out loud.

      “Word of the day calendar,” he teases. I can’t help but allow a chuckle to escape me at the thought of him having a word of the day.

      “Can’t wait to hear what tomorrow’s is,” I mutter.

      “Oh, I’m sure I’ve got words for you, Raven,” he replies, giving me a wink. I have to cross my legs when his tone comes out as a purr. His voice alone could give me an orgasm better than any I’ve ever experienced.

      I’m about to reply when I see we’ve made it to the hell that is the car rider line. “I hate how they do this,” I state. “It’s so unorganized I wanna scream sometimes. People don’t merge properly or anything.”

      “We’ll see about that, my car’s bigger,” he says, maneuvering around several cars until we’re closer to the front. Several folks honk at him and he flips them off. All the while my hand jumps up and hangs onto the oh-shit handle.

      “We’re not going to have a wreck going two miles per hour,” he teases me.

      “I’m not sure that I trust one of these moms not to go all road rage on you.” And that’s no lie! I’ve seen these moms have fender benders while trying to jump in front of each other in line...freaks me the fuck out.

      “Let them try. My vehicle’s bigger and I can fuck their lives up in mere minutes if they push the issue.” Say what now? I harshly and quickly turn my head in his direction when the last word spoken leaves his lips.

      My jaw drops at his words. “What?” Surely I didn’t hear what he said correctly.

      “Honey, I’m more than good looks. I’ve got skills.” I bet. When that thought enters my head, I slap my hand to my forehead...bad Raven. Don’t go there...he’s protecting you, not exterminating the cobwebs formed between your legs.

      I go to respond but we’ve pulled up to the front of the line and the teacher calls out for Damien after checking the sign I put in the front window. The back door opens and Damien piles in. “Cool car! Is Scooby okay?” Leave it to my kid to break the awkwardness I’m suddenly feeling.

      “He’s fine, bud. We’ve got him settled at our house,” Jonas replies. Then he whispers, “You’re blushing again, sweetheart. Was it something I said?”

      “Not now,” I practically shout out at him.

      “Alright,” he says around a chuckle.

      “Do you have any homework?” I ask Damien. A change of subject sounds good to me right about now. Anything not to think about Jonas, his problematic tongue, and what it says and how he makes me feel.

      “Just a little bit. sight words and I have to write my spelling words five times each and use each one in a sentence.” His little boy huff is cute. I know that he’d rather spend his afternoon chasing Scooby around and playing on his computer.

      “We have some plumbing issues at the house, so we’ll be staying with Jonas and his family for a few days. We’ll get you set up with a snack when we get there so you can get that done, okay?” I ask.

      “Yes! I hope they have cookies and ice cream,” he replies. Because he needs all of that sugar while trying to concentrate on school work.

      “We do,” Jonas states and my mouth drops. “Atticus likes to say he eats healthy, but he’s got a sweet tooth so there’s always cookies and ice cream. And as soon as you get done with your homework, you can play with Scooby in the backyard.” I cannot believe he just basically told my kid he could have ice cream. Looks like Jonas and I are long overdue for a talk about boundaries and where lines need to be drawn where my son is concerned.

      “I told my friends about my dog,” he proudly announces as he ruffles through his backpack. “One of them made a list of things I should teach him.”

      “Oh yeah? We’ll have to go over it after you do your homework.” His head pops up from being buried in his bag before he sticks his bottom lip out. Then something else enters his head and the fact that he was supposed to be upset suddenly dissipates.

      “My teacher said I can bring cupcakes for my birthday next week,” he says, a piece of paper in his hand. “And Scotty said I can teach Scooby how to fetch and sit.”

      “Then we’ll get the stuff and I’ll make them for you, okay?” I love that he seems to be coming out of shell now that Sinclair isn’t around. I think this is the most he’s talked around someone else in his entire life.

      “What about Scooby’s tricks?” he asks as his teeth clamp down on his lower lip.

      “Well, I’ve never trained a dog before. It looks like we have some research to do before bed tonight,” I say, hoping this will pacify him for now.

      Jonas decides to throw his two cents in and says, “I can do that research while you do your homework if you want, Damien.”

      “Thanks, Mr. Jonas.” If nothing else, my boy has good manners. Something that I did all on my own and something that makes me proud as a mother.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      I can’t believe how beautiful Raven is. Her beauty shines brightly anytime her son is around. Being a mother suits her and makes me long for the day I can experience pregnancy with her. Trust me on this, that woman will be carrying my babies and wearing my ring. I’m never letting her go, now that I’ve found the one, I will fight to keep her. And I’m playing for keeps. She and Damien are mine… for now, and every day in the future.

      When we get home, I see that Atticus and Silas are back from their little ‘errand’. They give me a nod to let me know that we have another guest. I hold up my hands and move my fingers indicating I’m going to head to my cave and let them have this one all to themselves. I promised a little man that I’d research dog training, plus, I want to see just how deep these two guests of ours are buried into the organization.

      “You’re eating my ice cream?” Atticus asks, seeing Raven with the carton and a bowl.

      “Yeah, is it okay, mister?” Damien questions. He looks worried until Atticus grins. I have to admit, my brother is one scary motherfucker to adults, I can’t imagine how scary he is to my little guy.

      “Absolutely, as long as I get some too.” Atticus wiggles his eyebrows up and down and gets a little chuckle from Damien.

      “Can you help me with my sight words?” Ah hell, Atticus hated school and here’s this cute little guy asking for help. I wait, wondering how he’s gonna react, ready to step in and kill him if I need to for hurting little man’s feelings.

      “What the fuck are sight words?” Atticus asks. I clamp my lips shut so I don’t burst out in laughter at the confused look on his face. It’s comical and I look over when I hear a snicker and see Piper in the background with her belly slightly protruding and her hand firmly placed over her mouth.

      “It’s on these cards, see?” Damien hands him a stack of cards. “You show me the word and I have to say it. The ones I get wrong, I have to write down.”

      “Why the hell not. Silas, you got the other thing?” Atticus questions, looking over the card.

      “I don’t think you’re supposed to swear, mister,” Damien states.

      “Fuck that, you’re old enough to know not to say them, right?” I hear a squeak leave Raven’s mouth. Her face is a shade of red I’ve never quite seen on a human before.

      “Yeah, I guess.” He looks at his mom for approval and she looks back at him with wide eyes, then a small smile tilts at the corner of her mouth as she nods her head at Damien.

      “Alright, let’s eat our ice cream, then we’ll get started on these sight words.” I nearly lose my shit when Atticus turns his back, with Damien following his footsteps, to only see Raven flip Atticus off behind his back. Looks like I can add sassy and feisty to the things I like about her.

      I leave the room, confident that between Raven and Piper, they can keep Atticus in check. At least, that’s my hope. I’ve never known anyone, not even Silas, that’s been able to keep Atticus put in his proverbial place.

      But I see times changing in our family as it grows. The future's looking bright, I think it’s time I start wearing my shades again.
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      Once I get into my cave, I fire up my laptop and start a search on Shawn and Saul. As that runs, I pull up YouTube and type in puppy training. Holy fuck, there are way too many to choose from. I decide to click on the Cesar Milan one because I remember seeing that he has a show about dogs. People call him the Dog Whisperer so he should be perfect for what Damien’s looking for.

      Lost in the world of videos and dog training, I jump when I hear a chime signifying that the search engine has completed the job and information is waiting to be viewed. Turning in my chair, my jaw drops when I see what’s on the monitor. Holy fucking hell, this goes far deeper than we expected. As in way up in the political chain. Now, I have more names to run and research. I can’t believe the intel that I just saw.

      “Welch,” I say the last name out loud. There’s something about that name that is nagging in the back of my mind. I’ve heard that name before...but where? He has a son named Marcus that goes to the same college as the Rebel Guardian kids. That has me worried, I’m gonna have to keep an eye on this kid and his father...who happens to be a dirty as fuck District Attorney.

      Another search on Marcus Welch and his father gets started. I can always pass it on to Braxton since they’ve got kids in the same college. Right now, however, my priority is Raven. I’ll always do what I can to help out the men and women in my secondary family, but my first family will always be my foremost priority in life.

      I print off some puppy training instructions and go to the website I’ve seen on social media. There, I order the recommended treats and toys to use. Thanks to free shipping, it should arrive tomorrow, and Damien and I can get started on Scooby’s training. This should be fun; I haven’t ever helped with something like this before. But then again, I’ve never had an animal before either. Dad wouldn’t allow it and as an adult, I simply haven’t had the time to dedicate to one.

      Thinking about my dad makes my chest tighten, and my belly ache. I need to get my head off of him and find something worth my time to think about. No one outside of my brothers understands the extent of the abuse we suffered at that vile man’s hands. My world begins to spin as the memories take hold. I’ve got to get out of here, I need some fresh air, I need to breathe… I need to fight. I pull up my contacts and find Snake Eyes’ number and press the green call button on my phone.

      “Jonas, my man, what’s up?” Snake answers on the second ring.

      “Need a fight. What’s up for tonight?” I hastily respond to his question.

      “You’re in luck. I just had a fighter call out for tonight. Stallion doesn’t have anyone to fight against tonight. I was fixing to call him and let him know he’s on the cancellation list. That is...unless you’re serious and are willing to go up against him.  The money is high, he’s undefeated.”

      “I’ll take it. I need someone who can keep up with me. You’ve been falling down on that the last few fights I’ve had.”

      “Not my fault, man. Unless they’re new, they’re all scared shitless of you,” he chuckles.

      “Set me up. What time do I step in the ring?” I ask him.

      “In two hours, need you here in one. You know the drill. No rules, anything happens, I’m not responsible.”

      “So you’ve been telling me the last ten years, Snake. I’m personally tired of hearing your line of bullshit.”

      “It may be bullshit, but I’m gonna spout it each and every time to you. You have two of the craziest sons-of-bitches I’ve ever met as brothers. I’ll keep protecting my life by giving you this notice and protect my balls thank you.”

      “Whatever, Snake. You’re just as lethal and ruthless as they are.” But he knows this, so I don’t know why I get this warning, only me, each time before a fight.

      “I may be a mean asshole, but I’ve got nothing on those crazy motherfuckers you call brothers. Like I’ve previously stated, I will protect myself by giving you this information and having you sign a waiver before every fight.”

      “Fine, let me get off the fucking phone so I can get there.”

      After hanging up the phone, I lock up my cave and take the papers I printed for Scooby to give to Piper. I know she won’t ask questions like Raven would.
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      I peek in the kitchen and see that Atticus and Damien are still going over the sight words while Raven putters at the stove. Not wanting to get into the fact I’ve gotta leave, I keep going and find Piper in the sunroom.

      “Piper, I’ve gotta go out for a bit. Need to give these to you,” I say once I’ve got her attention.

      “Okay, Jonas. And of course, I know nothing.” See, she always knows not to intrude, unlike my brothers, which is what I love most about my soon to be sister-in-law.

      “Yep, same old same old,” I reply. “Thanks, Pipe.”

      “No problem.” She looks down at the paper I just handed her, and I see a smirk cross her face. Ignoring the look, I turn away and leave her there.

      Running up to my room, I change my clothes, making sure to grab my duffel bag and shove in clean clothes. I always shower directly after a fight to hopefully alleviate any questions from my brothers. I know they suspect something, but I’ve managed to keep this secret for a decade, so I think I’m good. The bumps and bruises are usually harder to explain away, but they don’t usually second guess me and let me get away with the bullshit that spews out of my mouth.
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      “Jesus Fucking Christ, you keep this up, no one will fight you,” Snake grumbles as he hands me the cash I won. I’d say I feel sorry for Stallion, but I don’t. Every fighter that gets in the octagon knows the drill. Hit or be hit. Kill or die. Tonight, he took every ounce of shit that my memories dredged up. Hopefully, he’ll fix the broken nose once his eyes reopen. He unfortunately wasn’t as much of a challenge as I was looking for. But he did manage to loosen some of the uptight muscles I had...that has to count for something.

      “It is what it is,” I state, pocketing the money. I don’t need it, not at all, but it’ll go towards something for Raven or Damien.

      I’m pumped as I drive home, the adrenaline still flowing through my veins. All Stallion gave me was a slight cut under my eye. Figure if anyone asks, I’ll tell them I ran into the wall in the dark. Yeah, that’ll work.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      After Jonas disappeared tonight, I spent the evening going over the paper Piper gave me. I decided that I wasn’t in any mood to start training tonight, so instead I watched the cartoon channel with Damien. Once he finally fell asleep, I laid in bed where I’ve done nothing but toss and turn. Finally giving up on sleep claiming me, I hastily toss the covers off of me and run downstairs to grab something to drink and notice Jonas sitting in the kitchen, eating warmed up lasagna.

      “Hey,” I say, going to the fridge and getting a bottle of water. My mouth feels like cotton as I speak. I wondered all evening if him leaving the way he did had something to do with me or not. Maybe one day I’ll get up the nerve to ask him that question. For now, I need to let it lie and pretend I didn’t even notice his absence. Yeah right, like that’s humanly possible.

      “Hey, sorry I ran out earlier. Had something come up.” I can hear him shovel another bite into his mouth. My eyes close, because even full of food, his mouth does things to me that it shouldn’t.

      My eyes shift to look in his direction. I turn and look at him and notice he’s got a cut and bruise under his eye. “What the hell happened to you?” I ask.

      “Ran into a wall,” he replies. Right, because I’ve never used that excuse before when my husband laid his hands on me...or rather his fists.

      “Yeah, right, tell that to someone who can’t smell bullshit a mile away. Did you clean it?” I don't know why I ask this...he’s a guy, they don’t think they’ll ever get any infections.

      “It’s fine, Raven.” Sure it is. I huff, close my eyes, count to ten before I look back over at him. Even with a split eye, he’s the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes upon.

      “No, it’s not. Where’s the first aid kit? I know you guys have to have at least one around here.” Can’t imagine these men never get in any scuffles that require medical intervention.

      “There’s one underneath the sink.” The way his eyes follow me as I move to the sink causes a full body shiver to wrack my body.

      I find the first aid kit and walk back over to where he’s sitting. “Turn around,” I command.

      “I like it when you get all bossy,” he states. My eyes widen with his statement, because I never thought that his dominant ass would like a woman who takes charge of anything.

      “Whatever,” I mumble, grabbing a cleaning wipe and leaning in so I can clean his cut. Being this close to him does things to my insides and I resist squirming when he continues to stare. He’s got a look on his face I don’t understand, but I won’t ask what he’s thinking. That might lead to dangerous territory I’m not willing to explore. He leans over and takes a deep breath. Is he smelling me? Memorizing me? Lord knows I’ve secretly wanted to do the same to him since the meeting we had at the warehouse that day. Jesus, was that only two days ago?

      Once I’m sure the wound is clean, I reach for the antibiotic ointment and gently rub some on. “I like your hands on me,” he murmurs, his voice low and sexy. Not knowing what to say, I lick my dehydrated lips and almost swoon when his eyes watch my every move. It feels like a sensual caress on my skin and goosebumps begin to form up and down my arms. “Gonna kiss you now, Raven,” he warns.

      He pulls me so I’m between his legs and wraps his hand around my head. I can feel his fingers running through my hair as he gets closer. When his lips touch mine, I barely resist moaning. All thought leaves me, and I succumb to what he’s doing with just a kiss. “I’m a married woman, Jonas.” I hate to say this out loud, but I don’t want him to have any illusions where we’re concerned. We can never be anything more than friends. Legally, I can’t move on, not until Sinclair is found dead at least. Jonas has sort of indicated that he’s no longer on this earth but has said it in a way that I have to read between the lines.

      “In the eyes of the law that may be true. But you and I both know that he’s no longer an issue. We just need to bide our time until we can legally take care of that issue.”

      “It is true in the eyes of the law, Jonas. There’s no maybe to it.” I hate to say it; I hate to think it. But I know that there’s a certain way this needs to play out so there’s no blowback on him or his brothers. I’m not a stupid woman like Sinclair used to think I was. I knew he was shady; I just had no clue how far that went. Jonas and his brothers, I have a feeling, and it’s in my deeply seated gut, that they’re mercenaries for hire. And my gut is hardly ever wrong.

      “Make no mistake, you’re gonna be mine, Raven,” he states.

      “Not right now, Jonas,” I reply. Even though I want to throw myself into his arms and let him claim me like only a man like he can.

      “I’ll give you that play, sweetheart.” Now he looks like someone stole his candy.

      “Um, I’m gonna head back to bed now,” I tell him. “I-I’ll see you in the morning.” I hope I can fall back to sleep with the feel of his lips freshly on mine. I have a feeling I’ll be dreaming of that kiss and all of the erotic things I want him to do to my body. Right now, I could damn myself for all the books I’ve read over the years!

      “Night, Raven.” His voice is like a soft caress against my over-heated skin.

      “Night, Jonas.” I turn around and drag my feet as I hit the staircase. Not wanting to leave him but knowing that I have to sends disappointment traveling throughout my bones. I wearily trudge up the stairs, secretly hoping that he’ll come up behind me and stop me dead in my tracks. Just like in my romance novels when the hero stops the heroine as she makes her escape. But this is real life and I know that won’t be happening for me. My life is more like a horror book instead of a romance novel anyways. The sooner I accept I’ll never have unicorns and rainbows in my real life, the easier it’ll be to actually live my life.

      I don't want to fill my son’s head and heart with what should’ve beens instead of what is happening in the here and now. He has enough struggles in life without me influencing him with happily ever afters. Life unfortunately doesn’t work that way. A lesson I first learned at my father’s hands and lastly in Sinclair’s. He needs to learn that life is full of struggles and heartbreaks. We just have to keep our heads held high and out of the clouds.

      Once upstairs, I check on Damien and smile when I see Scooby sleeping with his head on the pillow. I walk in and cover them both up and kiss Damien’s head, marveling at the fact that despite his issues, he’s growing into a kind and gentle young man. “Keep an eye on him, Scooby,” I say to the puppy. He opens one eye and wags his tail before snuggling closer to Damien.

      Once back in my room and in my bed, I realize that I was prancing around Jonas in my baby doll nightie. Fuck. It leaves little to the imagination, something I wasn’t thinking about when I went downstairs. Even though I’m technically married, Sinclair and I didn’t share a room, so I never worried about how sexily I dressed at bedtime. I love beautiful nightclothes and since I was basically alone, I’ve never had to worry about others seeing me in my ‘fancy’ undergarments.

      I drift off to sleep with the memory of Jonas’ lips on mine. Needless to say, my dreams are filled with fantasies that I long to have fulfilled...one day. I long to have that done by the one man who makes my heart pitter-patter. By the man who makes me wet between my legs. By the man who makes me long for the day that I’m officially a single woman.
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      Left alone with my thoughts, I decide to see what Silas found out. I chuckle at the memory of Atticus working with Damien and wonder how they made out and how many new curse words little guy now knows.

      Once I reach our basement room, I knock, knowing that Silas has it locked. He opens the door and lets me in, and I see two dead men tied down to chairs. The second one must be Sully, who looks worse for wear. “That didn’t take long. Having fun?” I ask Silas. Atticus is over at the table, picking up weapons and putting them back down.

      “How’d it go with the sight words?” I wonder if Atticus has decided that school isn’t worth it after spending the afternoon with Damien.

      “They’re fucking brutal to kids nowadays,” Atticus mutters. “Then, he had to write fucking spelling words five times each! Insanity.” A chuckle escapes me with the seriousness in his expression and the way he says his words.

      “Glad to see you can handle kindergarten,” I tease.

      “Shut it, fucker. We’ve got issues to deal with down here,” he snarls. Guess he’s in a bad mood after his experience with homework. Hate to tell him, but with a baby on the way, he’s got that to look forward to down the road. I would snicker like a schoolgirl at the vision of him pulling his hair out as his child looks up at him begging for help, but he doesn’t look like he’s up for that right now. Atticus has never been one for book learning, he prefers to use the street smarts that come natural to him.

      “What is it you’d like for me to do? I’m the computer man, remember? I don’t do clean up. That’s what the two of you are for,” I jokingly state.

      “Just because you’re a computer nerd doesn’t mean it’ll kill ya to do some physical work ya know?” Atticus snarls.

      “Mighty testy tonight, huh?”

      “He’s been like this since he got down here and I’m kind of sick of it,” Silas states.

      “Jesus Fucking Christ, can we get back to the matter at hand?” Atticus asks. “We’ve got shit to do and I’ve got a warm and willing woman upstairs wasting away due to lack of attention!”

      “So what did you find out?” I direct my attention to Silas, opting to ignore Mr. Attitude.

      “Not a whole lot. Sully wasn’t too receptive when he first arrived, so we had to show him the errors of his ways.”

      “I see how that worked out for him,” I reply, looking over at the man whose face is now unrecognizable. “You guys really wanted to make sure the only way he’ll ever be identified is through his fingerprints.”

      “Wasn’t the initial plan, but he pissed me off!” Atticus exclaims. I hold my hands up as if to wave him off.

      “Didn’t mean anything was wrong with it, brother.” My eyes travel sideways to where Silas is standing. He shakes his head no at me, letting me know that I need to stop antagonizing my brother.

      “What can I do?” I sigh, knowing that I’m not going to have a choice but to assist tonight. I hate doing the grunge work.

      “You can grab some cleaner and start scrubbing while sour puss over there and I wrap the bodies and get them ready for disposal,” Silas informs me. “I’ll fill you in on what we were able to get out of the two nitwits while we work.”

      I walk over to the table and grab a pair of heavy-duty rubber gloves, then set up the bucket with bleach then adding water. Spreading it around where the assholes are sitting, I use the mop and scrub at the floor. Once they get the bodies wrapped and moved, I’ll use the firehose and rinse it all down the drain. Looks like the walls got nailed too, dammit. I see the spray bottle we used on Shawn after we had fun with the blowtorch and experimenting, seeing if we could just use the flame to remove clothing. I get it filled up before I soak the walls. Silas has a contact that gave us the luminol spray and blue light we need to check behind ourselves and ensure we don’t leave a trace. I guess it pays to have friends in high and low places.

      “Keep that up and we’ll let you take over for the maid,” Atticus says.

      “We don’t have a maid, fucker,” I reply.

      “Well, we need one. Piper can’t keep doing it all.” Atticus looks lost in thought while saying this to Silas and myself. Sometimes I wonder what goes on up there. Though I have to admit, his mind is someplace I don’t long to visit.

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake. Your woman likes doing that kind of shit. Plus, I’m sure Raven will give her a hand, and Destiny isn’t helpless either!” I’m tired of his shitty attitude.

      “Destiny doesn’t need to do anything,” Silas says.

      “Why the fuck not? She’s not some broken doll, Silas. She’s shown a lot of improvement already,” I reply. He keeps treating her like a broken piece of porcelain, he’s likely to send her reeling backwards, foregoing the improvements she’s made since the day he rescued her. And if she’s damaged by him in any way, Piper is likely to wear his nuts as decorative earrings. That thought makes me shiver, because I wouldn’t put it past her to remove our balls if we hurt her sister in any way, shape or form.

      As we make headway in cleaning, nothing has yet been shared with me and it’s beginning to get on my damn nerves. “So, Robenstein wasn’t the highest up in the organization like we presumed. He was actually second to the main guy, and Sully was Robenstein’s second. Shawn was nothing more than a pawn, a man that they sent to do the shit work,” Silas begins and Atticus grunts.

      “So, Raven is possibly still in danger,” I ponder, lost in thought for a minute before Silas clears his throat.

      “That’s not all,” he continues.

      “Of course, it isn’t,” I mutter under my breath.

      “Would you like me to keep going, or do you want to pout like a three-year old?” Silas asks me.

      “Please, your majesty, continue.” I wave my hand dramatically in the air in his direction.

      “Stop with the attitude, both of you,” he demands of us.

      “I wish you’d stop stalling and spit it out already,” Atticus huffs in irritation.

      “Raven didn’t only have Robenstein’s secret accounts in her name. She also had the entire organization’s finances procured in her name. We are in a shitload of trouble, Jonas.”

      “The fuck!” I say, throwing the bottle that was in my hand.

      “We need to figure out the best way to keep your woman and her boy safe,” Silas informs me of something I’ve already figured out for myself.

      “Working on a plan,” I say as I tap my finger to the side of my forehead.

      “Better think soon, brother. I have a deep gutted feeling that things are going to start blowing up soon,” Atticus states, patting me on my shoulder.

      “Fuck.” Yeah, I know I already said that, but it bears repeating. How can I get her out of this shit with no blowback on her or Damien? I need to make this head guy the fall guy. “What’s his name?”

      “Who?” Silas asks, looking up from his task.

      “The head honcho. Who do you think?” I smart-assedly respond.

      “Keep it up, Jonas, and I’ll take you back to that octagon and fix you good. Didn’t think we knew about that did ya?” Silas growls out a warning and question in one breath.

      “That’s mine. I don’t have to share every detail of my life with the two of you.” And cue, that was the wrong thing to say when it seems like suddenly Atticus has grown three feet taller. His shoulders square and his eyes are blazing in anger, and all of that anger appears to be directed at me. “What?” I ask, not backing down or cowering from him like the little brother in me wants to do. That part of me that has seen the other side of his meaty fist several times is all but begging me to turn and hall ass up those stairs.

      “You’ve gotta be out of your fucking mind! Do you know what could have happened to you if we hadn’t found out about your fights and been able to be there? We’ve got enemies everywhere, people who would just love to take one of us down.”

      “What are you talking about? I’ve never seen you two there!” And I haven’t, I watch the crowds carefully. I’ve never had any issues.

      “Stupid asshole, if we don’t wanna be seen, we aren’t. You know how we’ve been trained.”

      “Still not computing for me. Never had any problems.” I think back to all of my fights the last year and nothing is coming to mind. I believe my brothers may have actually inhaled too many chemicals today.

      “Do you remember that huge-as-fuck, steroid-induced Russian you fought two months ago?” Silas questions.

      “Boris?” I think that’s what his name was but don’t remember. He was a big fucker, though, that much I recall.

      “Yeah, that’s his name. Well, you winning cost him and his people a lot of money. If we hadn’t been there and caught wind that they were gonna jump you, there’d be two Nelson brothers, not three.” I heard his family had some money problems, but I never figured they’d stoop as low as to attack someone who won fair and square the way I did.

      “Huh. Never knew they were so sore over him losing to me,” I murmur. But then, I think that the entire family had a screw loose.

      “A thanks would be nice,” Silas drawls out.

      “Thanks. And no, I’m not being an asshole. I appreciate y’all having my back like that.” But I also secretly hate it at the same time. I hate that I still wear the stigma of the little brother who can’t take care of himself.

      “So what do you do with your winnings?” Atticus asks. He’s got Shawn down on the tarp and is rolling him up.

      “I use it when needed to pay my informants,” I reply. Most of it is tucked away, but when I need to find out something quick, I’ve got the means to take care of it without having to go through my brothers and their million questions.

      Now that he’s moved Shawn, I see more blood, so I work on that area, while Silas takes care of Sully. Time to take out the trash so we can get back upstairs to our women.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      I tossed and turned all night long. That forbidden kiss kept my lips tingling all night long and my middle aching in desire. Walking into the bathroom connected to the room I’m occupying, I notice that I have bags underneath my eyes. “God! I look like I’ve missed several months’ worth of sleep instead of one solitary night!” Jeez, my bags have bags. I begin washing my face and applying my makeup. I can’t let him see how much he affects me.

      “Momma!” I hear screamed from the other side of the bedroom door makes me make a mad dash to find out what’s wrong.

      “What? What is it, Damien?” I look down at my child only to see him giving Scooby a scolding look.

      “He-he. Mom!” He hollers with tears in his eyes.

      “He what?” Now I’m panicking, thinking Scooby has eaten an expensive rug or made his mark on the baseboard by gnawing away at it. If it’s the worst possible scenario, I’m thinking about it.

      “He, he’s a bad boy! He ate my site word cards!” He all but falls into my arms as tears stream down his face. “Mr. Atticus was going to do them with me before school and now he can’t!” It takes everything within me to hold back the laughter that I know will throw my son over that proverbial edge.

      “I’ll write a note so your teacher sends more, okay?” I’m trying hard to soothe him but it’s challenging because last night, Atticus was ready to pull his hair out. Somehow, I feel like he put Scooby up to it!

      “She’ll be mad at me!” he cries. “I had a gold star this week, now it’ll be green, and I won’t get my treasure chest toy!” Great, it’s gonna be one of those mornings.

      “How about this? When I take you to school, I’ll go in with you and take what’s left of the cards so your teacher can see it wasn’t your fault.”

      “Do you think that’ll work?” His tears have slowed, and I utter a silent prayer of thanks.

      “What’s with all the drama happening down here?” Atticus walks up the hallway towards us. I then proceed to tell him what I’ve just learned. His face lights up at the news until he looks down at my son. Then, I swear his face falls.

      “Little man, it’s all aces. We’ll just make you some more.” My eyes widen because I don’t know all of the words.

      “Atticus, I don’t have his list of words.” My teeth begin to grind in trepidation. This may cause Damien to have a breakdown.

      “Don’t worry, Raven. I remember every one of them,” he proudly states.

      “Um...don’t take this the wrong way, but how?” I hesitantly inquire.

      “I went over them with him for like an hour. My mind is like a vault,” he brightly smiles at me. “But first, you need to get ready for school. Why don’t you go and do that, and I’ll take Scooby outside for you?” When Damien happily skips down toward his room, I raise my eyebrows in question in Atticus’ direction.

      “What? I think he deserves a Scooby snack.” He shrugs his shoulders at me and pats his leg calling Scooby’s name. Rolling my eyes, I head back into my room to finish getting myself ready to face the day. I sure hope things look up from here.
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      Fuck this damn day! First, Jonas was sideswiped in the drop off line. Damien’s teacher was PMSing and refused to help me get more site cards. Atticus had to leave on an unexpected job so now I can’t count on his vault of a memory to make more and Damien got sent to the principal's office for calling his teacher a nitwit. Wonder where he got that word from? I’ve never used it.

      “He’s a nitwit,” Jonas says, coming into the kitchen where I’ve been helping Piper with dinner.

      “You!” I holler pointing the spatula in his direction.

      “Me what?” he innocently asks pointing at himself. I do notice however, that he’s stealthily placed the kitchen island between himself and me. I lay out for him about his preferred use of words and how they affected Damien and his life. “Nitwit isn’t a curse word, I’ve curbed them.” He says this as if he deserves a reward of some sort.

      “Well, it apparently is to Mrs. Greene, Damien’s teacher,” I hiss. I’m so beyond pissed off right now I could scream! Stupid alpha men. Atticus giving the dog treats for eating the fucking cards, Jonas thinking he’s hot shit for ‘curbing’ his curse words, and that bitch of a teacher for taking my boy’s gold star away from him. I stomp my foot in frustration and Jonas raises an eyebrow at me. This has been the day from H.E. double hockey sticks!

      “What can I do to make it better?” His tone is one that I think people use when they’re dealing with a crazy person.

      “You and Atticus owe him a special toy. If they go all week long without losing their gold star, they get to pick a prize out of the treasure chest. Because of you and Atticus, he lost his star for the week. You better fix this, Jonas!”

      “What kind of stuff is in this treasure chest?” His face takes on an inquisitive look. This look makes me want to reach across the island and kiss the shit out of his lips.

      “The boys have little matchbox cars and small action figures. He was hoping to get Spiderman this week.” I feel so bad for my little guy. He was really excited about his gold star.

      “I’ll take care of it,” he promises.

      “And when you talk to Mr. Vault, have him give you the fucking sight words.” This time, it’s me who raises my eyebrow in his direction.

      His eyes widen at my words but instead of saying anything, he merely nods. Hmm...interesting how I didn’t have to explain which brother it is I was speaking about. I’m gonna have to question Piper on this one. She’s so blunt and has no quarrels about telling me all of the Nelson family secrets.

      “Good. Glad we got that straight.” I continue making dinner, shutting him out. I’ve got too much shit swirling in my head to deal with him right now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Ten
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            Raven

          

        

      

    

    
      Damien has been moody since last night. He hardly ate any of his dinner or breakfast. I hope we aren’t having a setback. He was doing so well until his gold star was taken from him. Once back at the house, I flop down on the couch in the family room.

      “What’s going on?” Piper asks, looking up from the baby name book she’s perusing. I remember when that was me turning the pages excitedly as I came up with Damien’s name.

      “Damien’s having a rough time right now.” I exhale the breath I’ve been holding what feels like the entire day.

      “Can I ask why? I mean, I know being here can’t be easy, but he seems like a good kid.” I know that she’s asking out of concern for him, but my husband has me on pins and needles when it comes to Damien and his exuberant behaviors. When I look into her eyes, I only see concern and worry. Wanting to ease my new friend’s anxiety, I realize I have to trust somebody sometime. Why not start with Piper?

      I sigh, thinking back to my pregnancy and then his birth. “He was born with a congenital heart defect. Plus, with how his dad treated him, he’s hypersensitive and borders on having obsessive compulsive tendencies. He pushes to be perfect in everything he does and the puppy eating his sight words has him spiraling. Even though Jonas told him he’d call Atticus and get his words so we could make new cards, he’s still upset. Plus, getting in trouble with his teacher for using a word that isn’t bad has him acting out.”

      “How bad is his heart? Will he have to have surgery to repair it? What can we do to get him to relax some?” Her heartfelt questions have me tearing up. Suddenly, I don’t feel so alone.

      “He sees his doctor every six months. Right now, he’s in a holding pattern, but at some point, surgery will be needed. As far as helping him relax, I’m trying the less is more approach.” I worry that my less is more theory may come back and bite me in the butt one day.

      “What the fuck is that?” I giggle at her words, which has the tension that’s been sitting on my shoulders ease up significantly.

      “Well, whenever he starts to get wound up, I talk calmly and redirect him to something else. With the words, I got him involved in training Scooby so that he won’t do something like that again. I also reminded him that Scooby is a puppy and puppies like to chew and if he doesn’t want to lose his stuff, he needs to remember to put it away. He bears some responsibility for them being chewed because he left them on his desk chair last night.”

      “Ah, gotcha. So, what can we do to help?” God, where has she been all of my life. I’ve always dreamed of having a friend—a trustworthy friend like her.

      “If he starts getting wound up, ask him specific questions. Tell him to slow down, because it forces him to think about what he’s saying. Sometimes, that’s enough to cause him to realize that he’s overreacting. It’s a process.” A long...exhausting process, but I don’t say that to her.

      “Raising kids isn’t easy, is it,” she muses, rubbing her baby bump. I grin because thinking of how Atticus was last night over the homework situation makes me think that she’s gonna have her hands so full, she won’t be able to carry anything else.

      “No, it’s not. But you’ve got Atticus to help,” I state.

      Her eyebrows shoot up before she replies, “Somehow, I think he’s gonna be worse than a houseful of kids! He’s a great guy, but I suspect our child’s first words will be, ‘motherfucker, knock it off!’ or some shit.” I can see that because he definitely utilizes his words. All of them do, actually.

      “They sure like to curse a lot.” I say my internal thoughts out loud. But knowing Piper, she’ll take no offense to that statement.

      “They were raised by their dad who was military. No woman around to soften the edges, so to speak.” Something I didn’t know, but I'm tucking away in my mind.

      “And now he’s got you.” She smiles wide at me.

      “I’m definitely more the get shit done kinda girl than the shrinking violet, though.” Something I definitely had already figured out on my own. I didn’t need anyone to tell me that tidbit of information.

      “Ah, a match made in heaven then, right?” I tease.

      Her giggles soon have me laughing and when Destiny walks into the family room and sees us, she questions, “What on earth is going on?”

      “Just talking about the Nelson brothers’ stellar command of the English language,” Piper replies.

      “You mean how they toss the word ‘fuck’ around like it’s every part of speech?” she returns.

      “Exactly. Damien already got in trouble with his teacher for using the word nitwit, for fuck’s sake!” Piper exclaims. I hate to break it to the two of them, but they’re almost as bad as the guys. I foresee many trips to the school in my near future.

      “Well, that teacher’s just an uptight twat then. That’s not a bad word,” Destiny argues. And there she goes, proving my mental point!

      “She’s an older teacher,” I interject. “I’ll be talking to Damien to make sure he knows that there are words that are inappropriate to use at school because I don’t foresee the guys changing their ways.”

      “Yeah, not happening. So, what else is going on?” Destiny asks.

      “I was just filling in Piper on Damien,” I state.

      “Do tell,” she encourages, so I quickly tell her about his medical condition and what I do to try and turn any meltdowns around. “I can get on board with that,” she muses, almost to herself. I don’t know her story, but I gather it isn’t good.

      “I appreciate it. He’s had a lot of changes recently and it has his behavior all over the place.” But if I’m being honest with myself, he’s taking everything that’s going on around us pretty well. Better than I ever thought he’d be able to. He really loves the brothers, which in itself is a shock considering the only male role model he’s ever had petrifies him.

      “So what’s the deal with your husband?” Piper asks. Ah, the million-dollar question.

      “That’s the question of the day, isn’t it? All I can say is I hope that him missing in action means that he’s six-feet underground somewhere...preferably to never be found again.” And that’s the truth if I’ve ever spoken it.

      “Don’t know what the story is, but I hope for your sake, that your wish comes true,” Destiny responds. The light in her eyes dimming as if she’s somewhere else in her mind. I look over at Piper who shakes her head at me, so I dismiss it. We spend the rest of the day cooking, lounging around and talking shit about the guys. I had a blast.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      Later that evening, we’re all sitting around the dining room table eating the best damn meatloaf that’s ever entered my mouth.

      “You know,” Atticus says around licking his fingers, “it’s been a hot minute since we’ve had a crawfish boil.”

      I sit back and pat my stomach, which was full a minute ago, but is now craving everything that goes into our boils. “Damn, I wouldn’t mind eating some mud-bugs. There’s nothing like sitting around and sucking the juice out of their heads.” About this time, I notice Damien’s eyes go wide and his jaw hangs open.

      “We’re gonna eat bugs! We can do that?” he excitedly asks.

      “Yeah, bud. We sure can,” I answer his question.

      “Momma, what does sucking heads mean? And can I do it too?” he asks Raven. Silas spits out his beer, spraying us all at the table at Damien’s inquisition. Atticus chuckles out loud, then places his fist in front of his mouth and attempts to stop by clearing his throat.

      She glares at me and I give her a wink before saying, “That’s something you’ll learn later on, little man.” I feel the glacial glares from all of the women when I say this to him.

      “Jonas!” she exclaims. Turning to Damien, she says, “There’s a food that some consider a delicacy called crawfish. To eat them, you suck the stuff out of their head.” Well, now my dick’s hard because I can imagine those pouty lips as they stretch over me and suck my head.

      “What is delicacy, Momma?” Damien asks.

      “It means a food that some people might find strange, but others enjoy a lot. Kind of like a lot of Russians enjoy caviar, which is fish eggs.”

      The look on Damien’s face has all of us laughing because he’s holding his throat and gagging. “Caviar’s not that bad, Damien,” I tell him. As long as it’s left in the fucking jar, that is. But in light of my recent screw up, I’m trying to get back on Raven’s good side. Though I have to say, when she lights up, she’s a sight to behold.

      “Well, how soon can we put one of these boils together?” Atticus asks.

      “Tomorrow?” Piper replies. “We can run and grab it and get it ready.” There’s a market downtown that has everything we need when we are in the mood. It’s a one-stop shop which makes every ingredient easier to get.

      “I get to eat bugs tomorrow,” Damien sing-songs, clapping his hands together in glee, cracking all of us up once again.

      “C’mon, bug eater, time for you to take your bath and hit the bed,” Raven says. Fuck, now I’m picturing her spread out on my bed as I feast on her. I need to get laid. The only problem is, she’s the one I want and we’re nowhere near there yet. The thought of any of my former fuck-buddies makes me cringe and my dick lay limp. “You okay, Jonas?” Raven asks when she sees the look on my face.

      “Yeah, babe, just fine.” I discreetly adjust my rock-hard dick and smile at her.

      “Sure you are,” Atticus mocks, smirking at me.

      “Fuck off, asshole,” I reply. There’s no real venom in my voice because I know he’s just being himself.

      Raven shakes her head at us and gets up from the table, grabbing hers and Damien’s plates and taking them into the kitchen. “Say good night, Damien,” she coaches.

      “Good night. I can’t wait to tell my friends we’re eating bugs tomorrow!” he exclaims, running around and giving each of us a hug. I’m not sure who’s more shocked, Raven or my brothers, at his actions.

      Once they leave, the rest of us work to get the kitchen cleaned up. “Gonna head into the cave for a bit,” I tell my brothers. “Need to see if a search I started has yielded anything yet.”

      “Gonna go tap Piper,” Atticus replies, leering at us.

      “She hears you say that and she’s liable to put a cap in yours,” Silas retorts.

      “She loves me too much. She wouldn’t kill me,” he states.

      “Are you positive about that?” I question. “I mean, you’re not the easiest guy in the world to deal with, after all.”

      “Yeah, yeah, talk your game, fuckers. You’re just jealous because I’m getting it regularly and you two only have Rosie Palmer and her five jealous sisters.” At those words my dick completely deflates, I hate my fucking brothers sometimes.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      Once I get Damien into bed, I decide a nice long soak in the tub is in order. I pull the bubble bath from under the sink and as the tub fills to the brim with water and bubbles, I pull my hair up into a messy bun and undress. When I slide down into the water, I let out an exhale and let my body completely relax. When I close my eyes, visions of Jonas in here with me dance in my imagination.

      Jonas slides down in front of me, bubbles rise up to just under his pectorals. He gives me a smoldering look as he lifts up my foot and begins to massage it. I moan loudly at the feeling of bliss that overtakes my entire being. “Jonas, that feels so good,” I whimper.

      “That’s the plan, Raven,” he huskily whispers as he kisses his way up the inner arch of my right foot. My back bows from the intimacy that tingles up my spine. No one has ever paid this type of attention to me before. “Lay back and relax, beautiful.” My whimpers and moans are unintentionally loud, but as he massages his way up my legs, these feelings he evokes in me become more intense. I feel them flow through every inch of me. Both physically and emotionally.

      “Jonas, I’ve dreamt of you touching me like this since the day we met in the parking lot. I never realized your touch would feel so damn good.”

      “If my hands have this effect on you, imagine what my tongue and dick will do to you.” My eyes pop open when I feel his breath on my neck, and I notice that he’s leaning directly over the top of me. My hands reach up and grab the back of his neck, as I pull him down to where our lips brush each other’s, I slip down under the water and reality slaps me in the face. I pop back up from under the water and move my hair from my face. I spit water from my mouth and place my elbows on my knees and wrap my arms around me as far as they can go. Laying my head down on my arms, I sigh in frustration at my situation.

      “Fucking hell, why do I let this man affect me so much?” I berate myself. My husband may be ‘missing’ but I’m still a married woman, and as much as I hate the son-of-a-bitch, I’m not a cheater or a hussy. I won’t cheapen myself to that level. As soon as he’s found, dead or alive— which I’m assuming it’s the first, I can move forward with my life. All of it. I can’t wait to finally be free and able to make my own decisions. Not only for myself, but for Damien, without being scared of the consequences of those choices.

      Lifting my head up, I finally look down at my fingers, I see they’ve begun to prune. “How long have I been here anyways?” Lost in fantasies of a man that isn’t mine isn’t the way I need to conduct myself as a mother and grown-ass woman. The water cooling grabs my attention and I loosen the plug and turn the hot water back on. I need warm water to bathe and shave. Shaking my head at myself for my teenage girl crush, I turn the tap off and clean and groom myself.
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      The next morning, I wake hearing whispers above me. “Little man, I think we should let your mom sleep in,” I hear Jonas whisper. I crack my eyes open in time to witness Jonas rushing Damien out of the room.

      “But why’s she naked, Mr. Jonas?” my curious kiddo asks. I look down and notice that I was so tired after getting out of the tub that I collapsed in bed as naked as the day I was born, and I have a boob happily peeking out from under the covers. I let out a squeak and pull the blanket over my head where I can die in humiliation by myself.

      “We’ll let you get dressed in peace,” I hear Jonas croak. I lift one corner of the blanket to where a single eye is present to see him adjusting himself. I moan in embarrassment and pull the blanket all the way back over my head.

      “I’ll be down in a minute,” I squeal out, then clear my throat. “I’m sorry.”

      “Nothing to be sorry about, beautiful. Let’s just say my dreams were nowhere near as perfect as you are.” I hear the door close as soon as the last word leaves his mouth and I throw the blankets back and beat the bed with my feet.

      “Fuck! Shit! I’ve probably scarred my kid for life. I’m a horrible mother!” Great, now I’m talking to myself. My hands fly up over my eyes as I attempt to hold the tears at bay. “This will be a story I pray he never shares with others. He finds everything so interesting and thinks everything is a good story for storytime to share with his fellow friends and his bitch of a teacher.”

      Fearing that someone may come back into my room, I jump up and rush to the closet and grab a pair of jeans and shirt from the hangers and then grab my intimate items from the dresser. I sprint to the bathroom and close the door. Leaning against it, I say a silent prayer that things aren’t awkward when I make it downstairs.
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            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s been a week since I walked into Raven’s room to wake her at Damien’s insistence. Since then I’ve jacked off to the image of her exposed breast more times than I care to count. At first, she was distant and shy with me, thankfully it only took a couple of days for that to subside.

      The land of the world wide web is what broke the tension. One night after dinner, I talked her into spending some time with me.  She and I took up residence on the back porch swing, sipping on Jack and coke, the topic came up, and I once again am amazed with the woman she is. Now, we spend every waking moment alone together, exploring the internet. We’ve begun digging up everything we can on her husband's business dealings and the people he did those with.

      “I can’t believe I was so gullible that I didn’t even realize how much of a slimeball he really was.” She shakes her head as her fingers dance on the keyboard of her laptop.

      “You weren’t gullible, Raven. You were trying to survive that marriage and be the best mom you can be. We put our blinders on sometimes when we are in survival mode. Don’t beat yourself up, people like him are good at hiding the truth. Especially with the backers he has in this operation he had going on.” The things we’ve dug up are astounding. I knew he was a shady motherfucker, but sometimes even I can be surprised by the lengths people go to in order to hide shit.

      “Human trafficking. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to wrap my head around why a person could do that to another. It’s sickening.” She shakes her head in disgust. There’s nothing I can say to make what she’s uncovering easier to stomach, so I say nothing and keep my mind trained on the task at hand.

      “That’s just the icing on the cake, beautiful. These men and women are monsters and need to be stopped. Whether it’s by our hands or the laws, I don’t particularly care...it just needs to be done.”

      “I’ll help however I can,” she emphatically announces.

      “Even if it means getting your hands dirty and not doing things the legal way?” I don’t know why I ask this question, curiosity maybe?

      “Even if,” she responds. I nod my head in approval and for the next couple of hours we get lost in research.
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      I see something out of the corner of my eye and hear Piper ask, “Hey, you guys look busy. Do you need me to run and pick up Damien? I need to grab a few last-minute things from the corner store for tonight's boil.”

      Glancing at my watch I see that it’s nearly that time of day. “Do you mind? We’re following a trail and I hate to break our concentration. Raven? Where are your keys?”

      Raven looks up and states, “Hanging on the key holder by the door. Thanks.” She’s so distracted by what we’ve been finding that she acts as though she was comatose and pulled from a deep sleep or something. Deciding to let her be for a few minutes, I set up the parameters for yet another search and head into the kitchen to grab us something to snack on since we missed lunch and it’s too close to dinner.

      Once back in the cave, I wordlessly hand her a drink and a pack of peanut butter and honey crackers. She nods, without really looking up and breaks into the crackers and starts eating. “Jonas, is the printer on?” she questions.

      I haven’t seen her eyes in a while; they’ve been glued to the screen. “Raven?” I wait for her to turn to me and then state, “Yes, it’s on. Just wanted to see that beautiful face and those pretty eyes. Carry on.”

      “Carry on? You sound like a talk show host or something.” When she starts laughing, I join in and the tension that has been in the room because of all we’ve discovered eases somewhat.

      Not paying attention to how much time passes by, we both get lost in work.

      

      
        
        Piper

      

      

      

      Damien hops into the car and his face splits into a smile. “Miss Piper! What are you doing here?” he excitedly jumps around in his seat.

      “I needed my best helper to come with me to the store so we can get everything we need for dinner tonight.”

      “I told everyone that we were sucking heads tonight.” His childlike demeanor is contagious, and I can’t help but chuckle right along with him.

      Picturing the look on any adult’s face that heard him say it like that, my chuckle turns into a full-blown laugh. “Did you mention that we were doing a crawfish boil?”

      “I told them we were sucking heads off of mudbugs! Ella said I was disgusting for eating bugs. I told her she didn’t know what she was talking about. That if the guys do it, I’m gonna do it too.” He proudly points to his chest.

      “Who’s Ella?” I need practice at this kid shit because he tossed in a name I’ve not heard before.

      “She’s my table partner.” He has a disgusted look on his face when he tells me this.

      “What is a table partner?” I don’t remember having one of those in school.

      “Our teacher puts four desks together so that we face each other, two by two. Just like Noah and the ark that Momma told me about a long time ago. So Ella sits next to me, Jared sits across from her, and Torie sits across from me. It’s annoying, though, because the girls giggle all the time, Miss Piper!” I bite my lip to keep from chuckling because I don't want to join the annoying girls in his mind. I kinda like being the cool one.

      My head is whirling and suddenly, I’m afraid for my child’s future. “Well, I’m sure it works for your teacher and from what I can tell, you’re very smart.”

      “That’s what Momma says too. When will we get to the store?” I whip my head in his direction because I’m having a hard time keeping up with the next topic of conversation. He shocks the shit out of me sometimes.

      I glance in the rearview mirror to reply, when I see a large SUV flying up behind me. Before I can evade the impact, the SUV slams into us and shoves us over the side of the embankment just before the guardrail. As the car hurtles down through the heavy brush, I holler, “Damien, hold on!” Someone had to see that happen. “Are you okay?” I ask this as I feel the car tilt enough that we slam into the bottom of the ditch. The impact is hard enough that despite my seatbelt, I’m pulled forward at the same time that the airbags deploy. Lights out for Piper.

      

      
        
        Damien

      

      

      

      My head hurts and my booster seat is hanging forward, being held back from the seatbelt which is choking me. “Piper? Piper, my head hurts,” I cry out. Lifting my hand, I touch the side of my face and pull it away and see red painting my fingers. This scares me and I want my momma. “Piper, please help me.” I crawl out of the seatbelt and my booster tries to hold my foot hostage. I let my shoe slide off and crawl up to the front of the car. I fall forward a couple of times before I get steady. I’m standing on the front part of the car and look down to make sure there’s no glass from the front windshield. I reach over to search Piper for her phone so I can call momma to come help us.

      “Piper? Where’s your phone?” She doesn’t answer me, and I look over and see that her eyes are closed and there’s blood on her face, which looks really white. Since she isn’t awake, I start looking around for her phone. On the steering wheel, I see a green phone button so I press it and a voice says, “I can make a call for you.”

      “Call Momma.”

      “I’m sorry, there is no one in the contact list named Momma. Would you like to make another call?”

      I think and then say, “Call Home.”

      “Calling Home.” Wow, momma’s car is really smart. I’ve heard her call it a smart car and now I understand why.

      I hear the phone ringing and hope Momma answers soon. When her voice answers and says, “Hello?” I start crying, even though I’m supposed to be a big boy and not be a titbag according to my dad.

      “Damien? Is that you? Honey, why are you calling on the phone? Where is Piper?”

      “Momma, Piper won’t wake up and the car had an accident.”

      “Are you okay? How did the car have an accident? Where are you?”

      “I don’t know,” I cry harder.

      Next thing I know, there’s a sound on the other end, then Jonas is on the phone. “Hey, little man, can you calm down for me, buddy?”

      “I can’t wake Piper up, Jonas,” I tell him.

      “That’s okay, I’m already looking for you on the computer. Can you tell me what happened?” he asks me.

      “We were talking about school and eating mudbugs tonight and then, someone hit us and made the car fly. Then we went down and now we’re stuck.”

      “Okay, little man, I know where you’re at so we’re getting you two help. Your momma and I will be there soon.”

      I sniff before saying, “I’m sorry for crying.” I’m scared that Jonas won’t like me anymore.

      “Damien, you don’t need to apologize for crying. I’m sure you’re scared.”

      “Only titbags cry. That’s what my dad said.”

      “Hate to break it to you, buddy, but sometimes, grown-ass men cry and they’re not titbags. You’re scared and wanna cry, you go right ahead.”

      I nod even though he can’t see me. “Please hurry. I think Piper is hurt.” I wish I knew what to do to make her wake up. The blood on her scares me, and my blood running down my face makes me want to cry again. Looking around, I see the napkins that Momma puts in the car for ‘just in case’ situations and I reach out and grab some so I can wipe away all the blood.

      “We’re on our way.”

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      When I grabbed the phone from Raven’s shaky hands, I had no clue that there had been an accident. All I knew was her face paled and she looked as if she was going to be sick. When I heard Damien’s petrified voice on the other end, I wanted to murder whoever it was who scared him that way.

      “Jonas?” her tearstained face turns my way. “I don’t understand what happened. He said Piper was sleeping. Does that mean she’s hurt?”

      “I’m pretty sure that’s what it means, beautiful.” I’m afraid she’s going into shock with the questions she’s asking me. “We need to go get Atticus and go out and search for them. I have an idea of where they’re at. The ping indicates that they’re within a few yards from the store. Let’s go,” I say as I stand up and shove my wallet and keys into my front pocket.

      “Oh God! Jonas, the baby!” Her entire body begins shivering when the thought enters her head.

      “Piper, Damien, and the baby, are all going to be just fine. But we need to get there,” I emphasize. It seems as though we’ve been standing here talking for several minutes, but in reality, it’s only been a few seconds.

      “Shit,” she hisses as she stands and runs out the door. I rush after her, fearful that she’s in such a hurry that she’s going to trip over her own two feet and end up falling head first down the stairs.

      Reaching down, I lace her fingers with mine and lead her out of the room and down the stairs. This is where my brothers are resting and relaxing. We’ve dubbed it our ‘man cave’ we’ve had to claim a room of our own once Piper and Destiny moved in. In other words, we were given a small boxed room and turned it into our own. But that’s okay, because I am lucky enough to have two rooms to use as a personal escape. The shoebox room as I call it, and my batcave, where all of the magic happens at the tip of my fingers. It’s where I feel at home and where I’m the happiest. That is until Raven and Damien entered my life.

      “Atticus is gonna flip,” Raven whispers as we enter the room. That’s putting it nicely, he’s going to demand somebody’s blood. As long as it’s not mine, it’s all good. We hit the doorway; I have to take a deep breath before entering the room.

      “What’s up?” Silas questions when he sees us standing there against the door jamb. I catch his eyes roaming down to where we’re holding hands and see him raise his eyebrow. As if he wasn’t aware of how things were going, for fuck’s sake. Guess he’s so wrapped up in all things Destiny that he’s forgotten our previous conversations.

      Taking another deep breath, I say, “We got a call from Damien…”

      Before I can finish, Atticus states, “Why the fuck is Damien calling?”

      “If you’d let me finish, Raven and I were following a trail, so Piper offered to pick up Damien since she was hitting the store to get the stuff for dinner tonight. We’re not one-hundred percent sure what happened yet, but Damien called from the car and said that somebody hit the car and they’re stuck. I’ve got the coordinates, so we need to go find them. They’re not too far from the store from what I can tell,” I reply.

      “Why wasn’t Piper the one who called?” Atticus questions, his face etched with worry.

      “He said she was sleeping,” Raven murmurs with sadness dripping in her voice.

      At her words, Atticus bolts from his chair and practically pushes us out of the way. “Send me the coordinates, I need to find my woman. Now,” he growls.

      Not one to question him when he’s wearing that look on his face and uses that tone of voice, I quickly pull out my phone and share the location with him. “What on earth is going on?” Destiny rushes into the room bumping into us as we make our escape.

      “Piper and Damien were in an accident and Piper is unresponsive. Damien used the car and called Raven.”

      “No!” she cries out and Silas rushes to her side. She grabs his shirt, pulling him closer to her, and buries her head into his chest. “I can’t lose her, she’s all I have left in this world, Silas.”

      “You won’t lose her. And she’s not all you have,” he says to her while caressing the back of her head with his hand. He cups her neck and pulls her back, “You’ll always have me.” His declaration causes my throat to clog before Raven pulls me back into the here and now.

      “We have to go,” Raven declares.  That seems to snap us all out of our stupor as we run out of the room.
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            Raven

          

        

      

    

    
      As we drive to the location my legs are shaking and I can’t stop my hands from wringing themselves together. What if something really bad has happened to the three of them? What if Piper loses her baby? What if this sets Damien back? I can’t stand that thought. He’s so happy and carefree since Jonas and his family entered our lives, and it’s only been a few days. My little boy has finally emerged from his shell. Why would somebody run them off the road? Is this because of me? She was driving my car after all when she went to pick up my boy from school for me.

      “Get out of your head, Raven,” Jonas states. “Damien was smart enough to call us. We’ll find them and they’ll all be fine.” From his mouth to God’s ear. I don’t reply, but inside of me, I feel my heartbeat accelerating and I break out in a cold sweat.

      “Jonas, what if they thought it was me?” I inquire. The more I think about it, the more positive I am that the wreck was meant for me and Damien. Whoever it was, didn’t pay enough attention to the driver to realize it wasn’t me behind the wheel.

      “What if it was because they’re a stupid motherfucker who was drunk and decided to drive? We can’t look at the ‘what ifs’, Raven, because it’ll drive us all crazy. Right now, our focus is on finding them and getting them to safety.”

      “You’re right, I know, I’m just...I can’t lose my son, Jonas. He’s the only good thing that I’ve ever done in my life.”

      “I highly doubt that, sweetheart,” he replies.

      “That I can’t lose my son?” I ask confused by what he said.

      “No, baby. That he’s the best thing that you’ve ever done. You need to believe in yourself the way that I do. I see how special of a person you are, Raven. You just need to see it in yourself. We’ll get you there,” he confidently says to me.

      “How much longer?” I ask, wanting a change of subject.

      “Three minutes until we hit the spot the car pinged,” he reaches over and grabs my hand with his. We ride the rest of the way in silence. When we arrive, I see Atticus’ hotrod on the side of the road but there’s no sign of him anywhere near.

      “Where do you think he is?” I ask Jonas.

      “He’s hunting. Which means nobody will see him until he’s ready to be found,” he answers, but I notice his eyes are constantly scanning our surroundings.

      “Hunting?” I question, unsure of why he’d use that particular term. We aren’t out trying to get a deer or rabbit for supper. We’re trying to find my son and his sister-in-law. My friend.

      “It’s just a terminology Silas and I have always used when it comes to Atticus. When he searches for someone, it’s as if he’s hunting for wildlife. He’s zeroed in and focuses on one particular thing. He won’t even acknowledge anyone’s presence when he’s searching.”

      “That sounds intense,” I say to him as he parks the car. “We need to get out and search by foot from here. We’ll be able to see something small if we’re on foot that we wouldn’t spot passing by in a car.” Makes sense I suppose. I unbuckle my seatbelt and go to grab for the door handle before another thought enters my mind. “Should we call nine one one too? I mean, they’ll probably need an ambulance, right?” That thought causes my stomach to turn and shivers to wreck my body.

      “Good thought, go ahead and call. The more people we have out here looking, the sooner we’ll locate them,” he replies, getting out of the car. I make sure I’ve got my phone handy before joining him at the front of the car.

      “What exactly are we looking for?” I ask as I am dialing emergency services. The whole area is somewhat desolate, and I need to know what to tell the dispatcher since I’m not good with street names but can get myself from point A to point B.

      “Tell them that our car is parked on the corner of East and Lexington. The phone pinged in this general vicinity. Let them know that there are five people searching on foot and that your son called from the car to tell us about the accident and that the driver is unresponsive. Don’t forget to inform them she’s pregnant.”

      My mind is whirling, but I quickly provide the information to the dispatcher who asks that I stay on the line until either the police or paramedics arrive. According to her, they’re no more than four minutes out. I notice that Jonas, Silas and Destiny have formed a mini-circle while I’ve been on the phone. Not wanting to be left out, I walk over to them. “I think you two should head west and Raven and I will head east. We’ll be able to cover more ground this way,” Jonas suggests.

      “Good idea, holler out if you see anything,” Silas responds. He wraps his arm around Destiny's shoulder and guides her in the way that they’ve been assigned. I relay the plan to the dispatcher who I can hear typing away on her keyboard in the background.

      We begin looking over guardrails and through the trees that line this part of the town. We’re looking for suppressed ground and damaged brush. We’re hoping that we’ll have a solid trail of skid marks to lead us to where they hopefully are. One could only hope that we’d find a golden brick trail. Not long after we’ve begun looking, I hear a scream that sends chills running throughout my body. It’s a scream that things of nightmares are made of. I quickly turn on the balls of my feet and run like the wind is carrying me to where that god-awful sound came from.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      I pass Raven as my heart races and my fears try to take control over my mind. That sound that left Destiny’s mouth has my stomach dropping. When we reach her, we look down the embankment and I see a limp Piper in Atticus’ arms as he rocks her back and forth whispering something we can’t hear in her ear. Damien is standing behind Atticus and I can see the tears leaking down his face from here. Silas is trying to get down to them as quickly and efficiently as he can. It’s a steep slope and he’s falling every time I think he has his footing. I turn and give Raven a quick kiss on her cheek as she’s telling the dispatcher everything she’s seeing. She looks up at me with wide eyes and I make her a promise with my expression that I will take care of her boy.

      I then begin my slippery journey down to join my brothers. As I get closer, I hear Atticus making promises to Piper. One’s that sound like a man losing his only reason for living. “Does she have a pulse?” I holler out as I get within hearing distance.

      “She does, but it’s very faint,” Silas says as he places two of his fingers over her pulse point on her neck.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Atticus chants. “Wake up, Hellcat, let me see those eyes. Don’t you even try to leave me. Hear me? There’s no way I’m letting you go without following you wherever you are.” I’ve never seen him break down before. Our father made sure we had no soft edges, but Piper became his game-changer and if she doesn’t survive this, we’ll be committing my brother to the local sanitarium. I know that I’d have to be watched twenty-four-seven if it was Raven in Piper’s place.

      Hearing sirens, I look up and see Raven and Destiny clinging to one another, both with tears streaming down their faces.
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      I’m impressed with the efficiency that the first responders displayed during the hour-long rescue. They sent down one paramedic who quickly assessed Piper and then got a neck brace on her, as well as an IV started to push fluids. Once he had Piper stabilized until they could get the backboard down, he checked Damien over. I had been holding him and keeping him as calm as possible while the paramedic worked on Piper. When I glance at the car, I notice that the rear end is smashed in, meaning that they were rear ended pretty damn hard. The car is almost perfectly perpendicular between the guardrail and the embankment, leaving no obvious signs of disturbance in the surrounding area. I see paint transfer and make a mental note that we need to inspect Raven’s vehicle to see if we can figure out who the fuck thought it was a good idea to mess with our family.

      “Fuck that, I’m going with her,” Atticus hollers once they’ve reached the ambulance. “That’s my wife and my child and I need to make sure they’re okay.” He’s adamant and I can guarantee you that paramedic isn’t going to leave with his life intact if he tries to keep Atticus from his family.

      “Let him ride,” a voice says. Glancing to my left, I see Chief. He’s a friend of ours who also happens to not only be the chief of police, but a high-ranking member of the Rebel Guardians Motorcycle Club. An ally of ours, one we have worked with on many different occasions. He walks over to me and says, “Heard the call over the radio and needed to come and make sure y’all were okay.”

      “Not sure yet, man,” I tell him, shaking his hand. RGMC has been a boon to our town, replacing the shit that used to be around with solid, legitimate businesses.

      “You’ll keep me or Axe informed,” he replies. He doesn’t ask, he tells, and I can hear the command in his voice. I nod in agreement. Axe, also known as Braxton, is the president of his club and someone who is always honest and upfront with us.

      Soon, we’re following the ambulances to the hospital. The paramedics decided that Damien needed to be checked as well—as a precaution, then called for a second one. Raven is riding with Damien and while I want to be with her, he needs her more than I do right now.  Doesn’t matter, whatever she needs, I’ll give it to her. That’s what a man does for the woman he’s falling in love with.
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      As I pace my son’s hospital room, I begin to bite on the skin around my nail beds. They start to bleed, and Jonas lightly removes my fingers from my mouth. I can’t help it, I’m anxious that he was taken away to x-ray and I wasn’t allowed to accompany him. Luckily, Jonas knows the nurse on duty, and she swore not to leave his side throughout the process. That gives me a little bit of relief, but not enough to keep my nervous habits at bay.

      “Baby, I promise you he’s going to be okay. Julie will take care of him. We’ve worked with her on several different occasions, usually a domestic violence situation. She’s amazing with women and kids. Please relax and trust me.” When Jonas says this, it sounds good in theory, but I’m just not there. I don’t know that I’m ready to relinquish my hold on my son, not now… maybe not ever. I may have to start homeschooling him so I have eyes on him at all times.

      “I’ll relax when he’s back here and I know what’s going on with him. Have you heard anything from Atticus about Piper yet?” They rushed her into emergency surgery due to internal injuries and Atticus is supposed to keep us informed. Silas and Destiny are with him and I hope they’re keeping him calm, but I seriously doubt anyone has that ability at this point.

      He pulls me close and wraps me in a hug, something I desperately need right now. Despite the chaos surrounding my husband’s whereabouts, I feel safe in Jonas’ arms, and know that he’ll do anything in his power to protect me and my son. I’m beginning to question my reasoning for keeping him at an arm's length. “It’ll be okay, baby,” he whispers. “We’ll find out who did this once we know that Piper and Damien are on the mend.”

      “I want them dead. I want them all to pay. Don’t be nice about it either, Jonas. I want them to shed blood for what they’ve done to my boy and Piper,” I seethe in anger. The more time that passes by, the angrier I become, and the more I need retribution on their behalves.

      “Then that’s what’ll happen. We’ll take care of it. No one messes with our family and lives to tell the tale,” he states.

      “Good. Those fuckers need to go down.” As I say this to him, my finger is pointing to the ground to emphasize how serious I am about this. The look on his face is priceless. Guess tossing around an f-bomb when it’s not something you generally do is reason enough for the look he’s giving me.

      “Have I mentioned how turned on you make me when you’re all angry, growly, and shit?” He catches me off-guard when he says this, and I can feel the blush take over me. Was I growling? I didn’t realize I was doing anything other than expressing my feelings...adamantly.

      “No you haven’t.” What else can I say? I’m a mama bear when it comes to my son. I’ve been the only one who fought for him and I don’t see that changing any time soon. But now that he mentions it, the fire that’s blazing in his eyes makes me want to climb him like a monkey does a tree. I really am reevaluating my feelings of waiting for a legal divorce from my wayward husband.

      “Well, you do and soon, we’ll explore that very thing, you and I,” he states before kissing my temple.

      “Once my divorce is done, right?” I question.

      He leans down and quietly states, “Sinclair’s not of this world anymore, baby. You don’t have to worry about a divorce. If it’s the law you’re worried about, soon...very soon, they will know exactly how single you really are.” He doesn’t offer any details and quite frankly, I don’t want or need them.

      “Really?” I feel hope blooming deep inside that my hell on earth is finally over. I did have an inkling, but I’ve been waiting for him to voice it out loud for me so that I can move forward.

      “Yeah, Raven, really.” I want to do a happy dance at his affirmation, but I’m too worried about my son to really show him my appreciation.

      I’m about to say something when the nurse brings Damien back in, stating, “He did really well, Mom, so I’m going to get him a cherry popsicle. The doctor will be in shortly to go over the test results.” I nod as I give Damien a once-over. He looks so small in the pediatric hospital gown they have him in and I wince when I see all the cuts and bruises.

      “You did so well today, little man,” Jonas tells him as he ruffles his hair. “You called for help and didn’t panic.”

      “I cried, Jonas,” Damien responds, looking down.

      “Damien, we all cried today, every single one of us,” he tells him. “It’s okay for men to cry and show their emotions when it comes to their family.”

      “Even you guys?” His voice is trembling, and I know he’s stuck in a memory of how Sinclair talked to him about ‘being a man’ and what they did and didn’t do.

      “Even us guys.” Jonas’ voice is firm but not unkind and I watch as Damien nods, like he finally gets it. Every single time a memory surfaces of the way his father treated him and verbally disciplined him, I feel murderous. If he wasn’t already dead, I’d be wearing orange, and part of the prison chain gang, doing twenty years for showing him my true feelings.

      Silas comes into the room and heads straight to the bed. “You did good,” he says to Damien. “Kept your head and knew to call for help. We’re gonna need someone with a cool head like yours when you’re older.” I watch the grin cross Damien’s face and mentally cheer at how these gruff, grumbly men, have tapped into a side they likely didn’t know they had in order to interact with my son. He’s eating up the attention in a good way. It’s nice to have some positive male influences in his life. He’s needed that for such a long time.

      “How’s Miss Piper?” Damien asks.

      “Still in surgery, little man.” Silas leans down and pats Damien’s shoulder, showing him some solidarity. It’s reinforcing within my boy that he understands Damien’s feelings, and accepts them for what they are.

      “Can...can you tell Mr. Atticus thank you for finding us?” Damien questions.

      “Honey,” I gather Damien’s attention, “none of us would’ve given up until we found you.” I want him to understand that he is an important person to us all.

      “I know, Mom.” He all but rolls his eyes at me, “h-he got me out before he got Miss Piper, that way he could hold her until the paramedics got down to us.” I have to turn my head to the side so Damien doesn't see the way his words are affecting me. I want to hold him in my arms, but I know that he wouldn’t want that in front of Jonas and Silas. He doesn’t even let me give him a peck on the cheek in front of the guys. It’s all done privately or not at all… I wish he’d stop growing up.

      

      
        
        Jonas

        Two weeks later

      

      

      

      Atticus has been driving every one of us insane for the last couple of weeks. He paces the hallways of the hospital, hounding and harassing all of the doctors and nurses. If Piper so much as moans, he’s rushing out the door demanding they make her stop hurting. They keep explaining they can only give her so much pain medication without it hurting her or the baby. There is a limit to how much they can legally give a patient so that they don’t overdose.

      Thank fuck today is the day that Piper is being released under the conditions that we hire home healthcare for her. She’s coming home with not only a nurse, but our private doctor will be staying with us until she’s completely healed. Atticus demanded it and the good doctor was in an agreeing mood. Lucky for him, otherwise we’d be looking for another doctor and digging a grave for our current one. Atticus can be quite convincing, enough to where the doctor has been at our house for the last few days anticipating her arrival. Raven has been running around the house like a chicken with her head cut off. She’s been tending to Damien’s every whim and taking on Piper’s duties around the house.

      She’s done nothing but blame herself for what happened to the two of them. I’ve tried to explain to her that this is in no way her fault, it’s in the hands of the person who actually did the damage. “Raven, stop.” I say, grabbing her by the shoulders. “Damien’s asleep, Piper will be home in a couple of hours. You need to relax and take a breath. You can’t keep going on like this. The house is so clean we can eat off the bathroom floors. My head is spinning trying to keep up with you.” I can’t stand to watch her in this spiraling world she’s placed herself within.

      “I need to keep busy, Jonas.” She places her hands on her hips and slants her head at me. I feel like she’s trying to scold me the way she does Damien, the only difference is, it’s not working on me the way it does him.

      “I can help you out with that,” I tell her.

      I feel her body shiver as I lean over and nip her on her shoulder with my teeth. “And, how exactly do you plan on doing that?” she breathlessly inquires.

      “I can give you something else to focus on,” I lightly kiss her behind her ear.

      “W-what would that be?” I can see her chest rising and falling hastily.

      “My mouth on your breast,” I take my finger and run it over one nipple, then move to the other one. She sticks out her chest as my fingers graze from one breast to the other. “My mouth on your pussy, my tongue tasting your essence as you call out my name in ecstasy. I can make you feel so good, Raven. All you have to do is say yes.” Please, please say yes.

      “Yes,” she moans out, and that’s all I was waiting on. I lean down and place one of my arms under her knees and the other one under her armpits. I lift her up and quickly rush us to her bedroom while she’s bouncing in my arms and giggling like a young schoolgirl. Closing the door and locking it, I gently set her on her feet, then pull her into my arms and kiss her.

      Nothing prepares me for her taste. As our tongues duel, I find myself wanting her closer, with nothing in between us. I pull back slightly and grin at her moan of disappointment. “Too many clothes, baby, for what I plan on doing to you,” I tell her as I begin undressing her. When she’s standing there in nothing but a lacy bra that barely holds her breasts in and a matching thong, I groan. “Better than I imagined,” I murmur as I strip down to my boxers.

      “You’ve been holding out on me,” she teases, running a finger down my chest to the waistband of my boxers. “All these muscles have been hidden.”

      “Just like these curves,” I reply, sliding her bra straps down her arms before I reach behind her and unclasp her bra, freeing the two objects of my current obsession. Leaning in, I lightly nip at first one nipple, then the other, until both are swollen and distended. I scoop her up again and place her on the bed. “I want to go slow and worship you, but I’m not sure I’ll be able to manage that,” I admit. I can see how excited she’s getting as her thong is soaked. Dipping my finger underneath the lace, I lightly trace the seam of her pussy.

      Her slight shiver has me moving down her body, using my shoulders to spread her legs wider so my broad shoulders fit. It feels as if my body was meant to be right here…between her legs, worshiping her for the rest of my life. I breathe in and the scent of her arousal has me almost coming in my damn boxers. “Take me how you need to, Jonas,” she whimpers. I slip her thong off until I’m face-to-face with the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. Her hair is nice and trimmed to where I have a perfect view of her swollen pink lips. My eyes are lasered onto her distended clit and I can’t wait to pull that beautiful pearl into my mouth.

      “Mmm,” I whisper before swiping my tongue through her folds. Fucking ambrosia.

      “Oh my God, Jonas,” she keens as she writhes on the bed. I get the impression that this isn’t something she’s used to but thankfully, it’s one of my favorite things to do. I add a finger as I continue to lick from ass to clit and am rewarded with a fresh batch of her screams. Her essence is delicious as it coats my tongue. I need her good and ready for me because from what she’s shared, it’s been a long time and I’m not a small man. Soon, I add a second then third finger and have to put my arm across her hips to keep her in place. I believe my woman is thoroughly enjoying my mouth on her.

      “Jonas!” she exclaims and my ministrations double. Her pleasure is my one goal in life from this moment on.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      I don’t know how to express the fact that I’ve never come while with another to him. My husband didn’t care about anything but getting off himself...I also don’t know how to inform him that what we’re doing right now is only the second time in my life I’ve done so. Sinclair sure as hell never did what Jonas is doing right now. What he’s doing to me with his tongue is magical, what dreams are made of. I want him to do this every day for the rest of my life. Is that asking too much? I’ll make sure to ask him later.

      “Raven, do you like that?” he asks as his fingers touch that special place inside of me.

      “God, yes, please don’t stop, Jonas!” I’ll beg him if that’s what it takes. My vibrator never gave me this erotic feeling before...and I like this. Immensely.

      “Not until you’ve come all over my tongue and fingers,” he promises. I want to say yes please, but my tongue feels swollen in my mouth as my teeth clamp down on it as another wave of pleasure spikes through me.

      I can’t speak, I can only feel, so I give myself over to the sensations that are now coursing through my body. I feel something on the horizon and don’t know how to get there so I can’t ask for it. It’s as if he reads my mind because he hones in on my clit, putting just the right amount of pressure to cause my body to start spasming as I fall into oblivion.

      “So that’s what all the fuss is about,” I murmur once I can breathe again. “All the books I’ve read said it was good, they didn’t say it would be earth-shattering.”  I hear him chuckle at my words.

      “We’re not done yet, baby,” he states, moving up my body so that his cock is now pressed against my core. “You ready for more?” Umm...yes please.

      Suddenly, all I want is him filling me up while he pounds me into another of those delectable orgasms. “Yeah,” I state, wrapping my arms around his neck to pull him down for a kiss.

      He slowly enters me, and I can feel the stretch and burn, as my body adjusts to accommodate his size and girth. Once he’s fully seated, he begins to move. Slow and steady, he maintains eye contact, shifting from my face to where we’re connected. “So fucking hot,” he states, looking at where we’re connected. “So fucking tight, and so fucking mine.” When he declares this, something inside of me screams out, yes!

      Once again, I’m rendered speechless as he reaches between us and circles my clit with his thumb. “You gonna come for me again, Raven?” he asks, his hips picking up speed.

      “I-I think so.” Hell, this will be another first if I do, that’s for damn sure. But I’m loving that these firsts are with him.

      “Yeah, you are, I can feel your pussy fluttering around my dick, baby.” His dirty talk has my libido purring in desire and need. He presses more firmly on my clit and I detonate, squeezing his cock as my back arches and I close my eyes with the pleasure he’s evoked in me.

      Three thrusts later and he’s calling out my name as he releases deep inside of me. My eyes close and a smile plasters my face as sleep takes me over.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Fourteen

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            Jonas

          

        

      

    

    
      I can’t wipe the smile off my face and the desire to pound on my chest as I notice that our lovemaking has caused her to fall into a blissful sleep. Using this opportunity to admire her in her sleep, I’m pulled out of it as I feel something leaking onto my balls. “Shit,” I hiss under my breath. I’ve never gone ungloved. Ever. I’m a firm believer in no cover, no lover, so to see the evidence of our passion soaking the sheets and us, has me wondering what kind of spell this siren has cast on me. Deciding to let her sleep, I carefully extricate myself from her arms, go into the bathroom and clean up and then get a warm cloth to take care of her.

      She’s so exhausted, I’m able to clean her up and cover her with the blanket, without her so much as stirring. Placing a kiss on her forehead, I quickly dress and leave the room, being sure to close the door behind me. I check on Damien and grin when I see him asleep on his bed, Scooby lying there with his head on the pillow. He raises his head and I give him a look because we’ve been training him to sleep on the floor where his doggy bed is at. He thumps his tail but doesn’t move and I finally give in. Damien has had a bit of a hard time sleeping and if having the damn dog on his bed keeps him from having the nightmares he’s been waking us up with, it’s a small thing in the grand scheme of things. Once satisfied that he is okay, I leave the upper level of the house and head down to make sure Atticus and Piper’s temporary room has all of the equipment and supplies they’ll need while being in there.

      Satisfied everything is in place, I head to the batcave to ponder Raven’s words about Sinclair and wanting to move forward. I talked with both of my brothers about how to handle Sinclair’s body being discovered, and all three of us agree that it needs to be an anonymous email. One that’s untraceable, something I happen to specialize in. Writing a statement up, I send it to Chief, knowing that he opens all of his daily emails every morning when he steps into his office.

      To Whom It May Concern:

      You can find the body of Sinclair Robenstein in the cemetery. He is buried on top of Curley Thomason’s remains. You may want to check into his known association with Marcus Welch, Sr. as well as his son, Marcus Welch, Jr.

      

      Anonymously,

      A concerned citizen.

      

      There, that should do the trick. A satisfied smirk comes across my face when I think about the officers digging to uncover not just one, but two bodies in that grave. Robenstein isn’t the only one we’ve disposed of there. Curley’s grave unfortunately was freshly dug and made for an easy cover up. May his poor soul rest in peace with the eviction of the two unwanted bodies residing with him. The body we buried with Sinclair was that of a child molester that Silas happened upon around the same time we took care of Sinclair. Silas actually walked in on a grown ass motherfucker trying to rape a young boy while he was on a job. Two bricks, one stone and all that bullshit, and a pedophile and a waste of space are taken care of. We washed our hands of them and never thought about them again...except for when Robenstein’s associates came back to bite us in the ass.

      I can’t be angry about that though, because it brought Raven and Damien into my life.

      

      
        
        Two hours later

      

      

      

      The ambulance has shown with Piper. “Our package is here,” I playfully holler out as I stroll out the front door. Piper gives me a wide smile letting me know my playful manner is appreciated. “How’s our girl doing?” I ask her. When the doctor finally came out the day that Piper and Damien were so badly hurt, and listed her injuries, my jaw hit the floor. She had a broken collar bone, sprained wrist, broken ankle, and a concussion. Thankfully, the baby was safe and sound and not affected by the wreck whatsoever.

      “I’m happy to be home,” she answers me with a beaming smile. Atticus is mumbling something under his breath about the transport she’s received. He wants to carry her in the house, and they’ve refused which has him biting everyone’s heads off.

      “I see your man isn’t of the same frame of mind,” I laugh all while receiving the middle finger from my brother.

      “Fuck off, Jonas. These two are morons who keep bumping her gurney into every little bump they can find.” He points his fingers at Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dumb. He gives them fuck off looks and one of them actually rolls his eyes at Atticus. He for some reason must have a death wish.

      “Sir, she’s fine,” one of them says as they maneuver into the house. I watch as Atticus reaches behind him, likely for his gun, and I give Silas a nod. We cannot have Atticus shooting innocent people. Silas rushes behind him and places his hand over Atticus’ stopping him from pulling the gun to where it can be seen.

      “Atticus, calm the fuck down,” Silas commands. “She’s fine.”

      “Roughrider, you’re giving me anxiety over here. They are doing their jobs and I’m not feeling any pain or any of these so-called bumps you’re speaking of,” Piper slurs and I just now realize her pupils are dilated and her smile is more about feeling nothing than my jokes. If I wasn’t so secure with myself my chest would deflate, and I’d feel a bit unmanned.

      “If you’ll move back, we’ll transfer her to the bed,” dumbass two says. We all step back, with Silas and I holding onto Atticus’ forearms. I hate to tell him this, but he’s growling and sounds like a grizzly bear with rabies. Once they have her adjusted, dumbass one, the guy with a death wish, hands a tablet to Atticus and motions for a signature. Guess he’s figured out that talking around Atticus might not be the wisest choice.

      “God, it feels good to be home,” Piper states. “Now, where’s Damien? I need to see that little man.”

      “He was upstairs napping, I’ll check and see if his eyes are open yet,” I state. Then I can check on Raven as well. Two birds, one stone and all that shit. Once upstairs, I look in Damien’s room only to see that neither he nor Scooby are anywhere to be found. I check the normal spots a kid would hide— under the bed, in the closet, behind the door— only he’s not there. Trying not to panic, I head down to Raven’s room on the off-chance he woke up and wanted his mom. When I get to the door, I hear his voice and peek in to see them curled up together, foreheads pressed together, talking quietly. Scooby is lying at the foot of the bed. I notice that she’s got clothes on, which is a good thing because when I left, she was bare-ass naked. We don’t need little eyes seeing what they shouldn’t see and I’m pretty sure she’s not ready for that talk with him yet. He’s only five, after all.

      “Hey, Piper’s home and she wants to see Damien,” I say when there’s a break in the conversation. Both of their heads turn in my direction and my heart leaps when they both shoot smiles at me.

      “She’s home?” Damien asks. “I’m so glad! I didn’t like that I couldn’t go see her in the hospital.” The pout he gives us has me hiding a grin. We made the decision not to let him see her in the state she was in. It made me feel good that Raven included me in making that decision. It was in that moment that it hit me in the feels that those two are really mine. Being included in decisions regarding Damien made me want to sing a melody like they do in those girly movies.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      When Jonas enters the bedroom, my heart leaps in my chest and butterflies dance in my tummy. I can’t believe that out of all the women in this town he’s chosen me to be with. It’s not that I surmise I’m not pretty in my own way, it’s that I’m not modelesque and he’s hot as hell. I’d envision him with a beauty queen on his arm, one who’s as fit and in shape as he is. Thinking about his sculpted abs, my eyes travel over his shirt-covered torso. When he calls me beautiful, the look he gives me helps boost my self-confidence. He doesn’t treat me like I’m less than which has done wonders as well.

      “Okay, little man,” I grab Damien’s attention. “Miss Piper wants to see you, let’s hop up and go say hi.” He does a little upper body dance before hopping up and waiting impatiently for me to join him. He reaches over and grabs my hand and I let him believe his strength is what pulls me up from the mattress. “Wow! You sure have gotten strong there. What are you doing, eating spinach when I’m not looking?” I tease him.

      “Momma! Spinach is nasty. Eww,” he sticks out his tongue while scrunching up his face in disgust. I have made him try everything once. He doesn’t seem to care for most green veggies unless it’s green beans. But you put carrots in front of him and he’ll eat them all in one mouthful. “C’mon, Momma. I’m ready to see Miss Piper!”

      “I’m coming, I’m coming,” I trail after him as he runs through the doorway.

      “That sounds familiar coming out of your mouth,” Jonas surprises me by coming up behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist.

      “Ha-ha, very funny.” I turn my head and stick my tongue out at him. He leans down and nips my tongue causing me to jump. “Nasty, Jonas.”

      “I happen to think otherwise.” He pats me on the ass with a wink directed at me.

      “You would,” I reach back and pinch his side.

      “Only with you, beautiful.” He grabs my hips and shuffles me to his side. When his arm goes over my shoulders and pulls me to him, I melt. This is what I’ve been missing in all of my adult life and relationships. I didn’t understand the way a man was supposed to treat a woman until Jonas showed me. When we make it down to where Piper is, I notice that Damien is already in bed with her and has crawled up in her lap. They are talking much like the way he and I were earlier.

      “How’s Scooby’s training?” Piper asks Damien.

      “He’s doing good! He hasn’t had any accidents and only chewed one boot so far!” He’s so proud of the fact that none of his things have been destroyed.

      “Fucking dog,” Atticus mutters. “Good thing I like you, kid. Otherwise, that mutt would’ve been roadkill.” Damien gasps in horror when Atticus finishes speaking.

      “Atticus!” Piper exclaims. “You can’t say that kind of stuff to a kid! He’s just kidding, Damien.”

      I hear Atticus whisper, “The fuck I was,” and have to hold back my laughter.

      “Atticus, I told you I’d replace the boots,” I remind him.

      “Not necessary. Damien and I have worked out a trade. He’s polishing all of my shoes and boots.”

      “And I’m building muscles,” Damien cries, flexing his arms. His actions cause a ruckus amongst all of the adults. I’m cracking up so hard, my stomach aches and I’m bent nearly in half.

      “When does the nurse show up?” Destiny questions Piper and Atticus.

      “She’s due to show up in an hour,” Atticus informs us. “Y’all all need to leave so she can get some shut-eye. Plus, other than the kid and the dog,” he sneers in Scooby’s direction, “y’all are all on my last nerve.” I find his statement about Scooby funny given that he chewed one of his boots, but whatever.

      “I’ll get dinner started,” Destiny says.

      “I’ll come help,” I reply. “C’mon, Damien, you can help us too.”

      “I can work the can opener, I’m really good at that,” he proudly states.

      “Then that’s what you’ll do,” Destiny agrees. He nods his head so rapidly he reminds me of one of those bobble head dolls.

      “Come on, can boy, I’ll help ya,” Jonas tells him, grabbing his hand and escorting him to the kitchen.

      

      
        
        Two days later

      

      

      

      There’s a knock at the front door, and since I was vacuuming right here, I go ahead and answer. When I pull the door open, I’m surprised to see two men in suits with badges on their belts, which they’ve made sure I see. “May I help you, gentlemen?” I ask, already knowing these two are going to be jackasses by their postures.

      “We’re looking for a Mrs. Robenstein,” the first cop raises his chin in the air as he announces this. Hmm...I think in my head I’m gonna call them jackass one and jackass two because they sure do remind me of the donkeys my grandmother used to have on her farm.

      “You’ve found her. What can I help you with?” Just then I feel Jonas come up behind me and place his front where it’s plastered to my back.

      “We need to speak with you about your husband, Sinclair Robenstein,” Jackass Two replies.

      “What about him? I haven’t seen or heard from him in months. The last I knew he left for a business trip,” I state.

      “We’re sorry to inform you but your husband has been found deceased,” Jackass One says.

      “He’s dead? Oh my God. When? How?” I wonder if I could win an award for this performance, or if it’s a little over the top? When I feel Jonas’ hands squeeze my hips I know it’s time to stop laying it on so thick.

      “It took us some time to inform you of his demise. He is still being autopsied, but we were finally able to identify him from his dental records.”

      “When will I be able to bury him?” I question the two asses.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know how he died first?” The second fucker asks me with his eyebrows raised at me like I’m the one who killed him.

      “I presumed that since he was still being autopsied, you wouldn’t be aware of how he died yet. Is that not an accurate assumption?” My smart mouth is out to play. These two have sparked something inside of me that I can’t seem to hold back.

      “Ma’am, we also have some questions regarding your husband’s, shall I say, extracurricular activities.” I don’t think I consider what he was doing to be as they are stating. I want to smack the shit out of them. At the same time, I need to act as if I have no idea what they’re talking about.

      “Can you expand on what it is you’re talking about? My husband’s a businessman, he didn’t do anything ‘extracurricular’ that I’m aware of, sirs.” Now my hands are firmly planted on my hips with one side cocked. I can feel Jonas’ body shaking, and I know he’s chuckling quietly behind me.

      “We’d prefer to discuss this downtown. You may know something about his dealings, but be unaware that you do.”

      “Unless you’ve got a warrant, she’s not going anywhere with you. You notified her of her husband’s death. Give her the information she needs to know so she can make the final arrangements once the coroner has released his body,” Jonas states, his voice firm and unyielding. Take that, assholes! I’ve got a badass at my back and he’s not gonna let y’all fuck with me.

      “Here, any further contact you need with Mrs. Robenstein, you can go through our attorney.” Silas comes from behind us and holds out a business card. Once they take it, he stands next to me, his arms crossed over his chest. “You may leave now,” he narrows his eyes at them when one goes to open his mouth and say something in return. Deciding that they’ve met their match, they turn and walk back down the walkway to their car.

      “Well, that was fun,” I state rolling my eyes.

      “Those two may be trouble,” Jonas announces.

      “Agreed, we need to keep our eyes on them.” With that said, Silas leaves Jonas and I standing there watching them drive away.

      “You really think they’ll be trouble?” I ask Jonas.

      “Without a doubt,” he answers. With that out of the way, I lean up and kiss him under his jaw and get back to my house cleaning. I need something to keep my mind occupied and off that fact that I really don’t look well in orange or black stripes.
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        Two months later

      

      

      

      Piper has made leaps and bounds in her recovery. Raven and I spend almost day and night on the computer trying to track down the make and model of the car from the paint transfer that was found on Raven’s car.

      “It shouldn’t be this fucking hard,” I mutter in frustration.

      “Jonas? Aren’t there cameras we can access or something?” Raven questions. Well, fuck me running, they just installed new equipment in that area. There’s not only CCTV cams that are on the stop lights, but there’s also a bank ATM across the damn street.

      “Hang on, beautiful, I think you may have given me a solution to our problem,” I state, my fingers flying over the keyboard so I can access the cameras I know the school security system uses. Once I get in, I input the date, time and location of the hit and run, then begin running the program.

      Within minutes, the specifics I’m looking for begin playing on video. My heart nearly stops when I see the previously unknown vehicle come up behind Raven’s car at a high rate of speed before striking it hard enough to cause it to ‘fly’ as Damien calls it. I rewind the school video footage further and pick up the right colored vehicle I have been searching for and know is involved. I jot down the make and model of the vehicle and continue to scan the video for a license plate. Not able to get it there, I open another tab and begin searching the CCTV recordings. Knowing this will take a few minutes, I go back and review the school’s. After a few frustrating minutes, I’m able to glean a partial plate number. “Raven, can you go into the DMV database and run a search? Got the make and model, plus a partial license plate.”

      “What if it’s stolen?” she questions.

      “Doesn’t matter, we still need to run it,” I advise.

      “Give it to me,” she says, opening up the DMV database. I quickly give her the information I’ve gleaned, and she gets the search running. “Who is Marcus Welch, Sr.?” she asks, “that’s who the vehicle is registered to based on what you gave me.”

      “A dead motherfucker if he was the one driving,” I snap. Now I’m on a mission and I am finally able to access the complete files within the CCTV, this allows me to see into the front windshield. When I zoom in, I see a face that clicks something in the back of my mind, but I can’t place it. When she says the name Marcus Welch, I suddenly remember that Ralynn is dating someone with the same name, only there’s a Jr. at the end.

      Instead of jumping to assumptions, I run a facial recognition program, knowing in my gut that the face and name of the registered owner of the car are going to be one and the same.

      When the program finishes running, I announce, “You’re one dead motherfucker, asshole.” Raven turns around at the same time as I do, and she begins dancing in her chair.

      “We got him!” she exclaims holding her hand up for a high five. Instead, I grab her wrist and pull her out of her chair and onto my lap.

      “I wanna fuck you right here on top of my desk.” The way her face pinkens lets me know she’s onboard with my plan. “Gonna be hard, fast and dirty, think you can handle it?”

      Her answer is to stand up and shimmy out of her pants and panties, then bend over my desk. I unzip my jeans and only lower them past my hips, then I pull my dick out before I check to make sure she’s ready.

      “You’re always ready for me,” I announce, running my finger through her slick folds before I smack her ass. She loves it when I tap that ass and ends up pushing back into me.

      “Absolutely so you better get busy,” she sasses. Damn, I’m loving how she has come into her own. She fits in here like she’s been around all of our lives. With no warning, I thrust inside of her, causing us both to moan. I set a punishing pace, my hands gripping her hips so hard I know she’ll have a reminder of today on her body. Fuck, I love it when she wears my marks.

      “You feel so fucking good, beautiful,” I grunt out, “so hot and tight. You were made for me.” I can feel tingles running down my spine so I reach around and start rolling her clit between my thumb and index finger. When I feel her pussy begin to flutter, I increase my pressure and am rewarded when she screams my name.

      “Fuck, Raven,” I yell as I feel my release pour out of me. Leaning back, I see my cum dripping down her legs and it causes my dick to twitch. “I want you to wear me in your cunt and down your legs all day.” The thought of her wearing my scent makes the man in me beat my chest. I take my finger and run it through my drippings and rub it into her skin like she does her lotion.

      Once our clothes are righted, we sit back down, and I grin when I see the sated look on her face. “I think I like fast and dirty,” she murmurs.

      “Yeah, beautiful, me too.” I can’t help but let my mind wander to what other surfaces I can take her on.

      “So now that we have this, what are we going to do?” She questions me and I can’t help but ponder if I’ve truly sated her if work comes to mind after I make her soar.

      “Me and my brothers are going hunting.” Getting back into business mode, I answer her question knowing that her mind is going ninety to nothing.

      “You’re not going to let the law handle it?” she questions.

      “Fuck no.” The law does nothing but fuck everything up. No way my brothers nor I are going to sit back and let them jack shit up.

      “Good. Because they could’ve killed my son, Piper, and the baby. They need to hurt, honey.” That’s my girl, I proudly smirk at the need for blood my woman desires.

      “Oh, they will,” I promise. And I have never been known to break a promise to anyone in my life. I’m not fixing to start now.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      Jonas told his brothers about the Welch’s and needless to say I’ve barely laid eyes on the three of them. They’ve been ‘hunting’ for a few days now. Jonas comes in late each night and crawls into my bed freshly showered. Although, I have no idea why he cleans himself up first since we both end up dirty and taking a shower together afterwards.

      I haven’t allowed Damien to go back to public school, instead choosing to hire a private tutor and homeschooling him. She’s young, a college student, but extremely smart. Damien took to her quickly, and she has a way of explaining things to him so that he understands. If I’m being honest, me too. She lets me sit in on some of his schooling so that I can comprehend how to help him better when he struggles. He’s bloomed under her praise and I couldn’t be more thankful for her patience and understanding. I noticed the other day that she was lost in a trance-like state while looking at a picture of the boys and their father. From what I understand, he was a difficult man when it came to my man and his brothers. When I asked her if she was okay, she said she wasn’t feeling well and all but fled from the house.

      That caused me to research her a little more, and what I’ve found is something that I’m not sure how to share. So, for now I let it go. The guys don’t need something else to worry about. It’s a little secret I’ll share with them...eventually.
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      I’m tired, I’m bone deep exhausted. Our hunting for the crooked DA, Marcus Welch, Sr., has not gotten us a lead that has panned out. Atticus is ready to burn down the entire state in an attempt to flush him out.

      “I hate it when these pussies go into hiding. What does it take to get the roaches to run in the daylight instead of the darkness of the night?” Atticus is on a rampage; one I’ve been trying to ignore for the last hour. He’s pissed me off so much in the last few days that I nearly challenged him in the ring. Just so I could knock loose a few teeth so he’d shut his trap.

      “We found the senator, we’ll find him.” Silas attempts to settle him down, he should know by now that nothing is working for him. He has tunnel vision, and nothing will settle his beast until his prey has been located and eliminated. I personally can’t wait until he gets his revenge so I can take a break from him. Of course, living under the same roof, that’s not as easy as it sounds, but at least I wouldn’t be spending every waking hour in his presence. I can hide out in my batcave or take Raven and Damien for a very long vacation.

      “Where else can we look?” Atticus questions.

      “Why don’t you call your informant?” Silas asks him.

      “I haven’t heard from Chandler in a bit,” Atticus muses. I watch him grab his phone out of his pocket and he walks away as he places it to his ear.

      “He’s going to go crazy if we don’t catch this fucker soon,” Silas groans out.

      “And that’s different from any other day, how?” I am now questioning Silas’ sanity.

      “Shut up, fucker. What would you do if that was Raven? Actually, I’m surprised you’re as calm as you are considering that Damien was in the car with Piper.” Asshole.

      “We can’t both be raving lunatics. Since Atticus does that so well, I figure I’ll let him hold that title while I search for answers. But I need more places to search and can’t do that when I’m out in the field. Hopefully, Chandler can give us some good intel. I can put Raven on the computer searching while we physically check things out.”

      “Is she as good as you?” Silas questions.

      “As good if not better. We’re pretty much on an even playing field, to be honest.” And I firmly believe that to be a fact. I’ve seen what she’s capable of and am immensely impressed by her.

      “Damn. That’s gonna help us out a lot, y’know?” I can tell his brain is going at a rapid pace as he comes up with a new plan to play out.

      “Yep. She hasn’t batted an eye at any of this. She wants their blood, brother.” I’m preening at that fact. It takes a strong woman to deal with our world and she’s blended in well.

      “Can’t blame her. He’s a cute kid.” He’s more than that—to me anyways, but that’s something I need to discuss with her before I have a conversation with my brothers about it. We don’t express feelings well so it’s hard for me to sit them down and have a therapy session with them.

      “Are we going to start a campfire and sing kum-ba-ya now?” Atticus still isn’t in a great mood.

      “Listen, we’re problem solving over this shit while you were on the phone. We need someone on the computer while we are on the ground. What did your informant have for us?” I’m going for a calm and cool demeanor, when I want nothing more than to place him in a headlock until he screams uncle.

      “He says that the abandoned warehouse on River Street and Palm Meadows has some ‘unknown faces’ in and out of it lately. The guys on the streets have been watching their movements, so far they’re in and out, nothing is going in with them or leaving when they do. He thought maybe we should check it out.” He plants his fist on his hips and looks at us as if he’s waiting for us to react.

      Silas looks at him and shakes his head in exasperation before stating, “Get your ass in the SUV and let’s go.” What has me holding my stomach and biting my tongue is that Silas just impersonated Vanna White when she turns the letters on the board.

      Me: Baby, we need you on the computer running information for us please.

      Raven: Send me specifics and I’m your girl. :-)

      “Let me give Raven this information so she can run some searches on the buildings themselves. They’re probably locked under shell companies or some shit, but who knows, maybe they’re lazy and we’ll strike pay dirt,” I reply. “Did Chandler have any names at all?” I ask Atticus. I can’t believe they were hiding in our backyard and we had no fucking clue. I didn’t think that they’d be somewhere where code violations were so bad, and nuclear waste is still haunting the buildings. I should know better than to leave any stone unturned, but I’ve been so distracted lately, that I let myself and others down. We could’ve had him weeks ago if I’d been on my ‘A’ game.

      “Nope. Just said it’s been busy,” he replies.

      “Then I’ll give her the locations. At least she can start there,” I say. Once I hand over what little Chandler gave us to Raven in another text, we climb into the SUV with Silas at the wheel and head out.

      Time to continue our hunting.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      Information is coming in at a rapid speed from Jonas and the guys that I’m so busy I miss Destiny as she sneaks up on me. When she touches my shoulder, I jump and scream like a banshee. “You scared the fuck out of me,” I exclaim with my hand clutched tightly over my chest.

      “I-I’m sorry,” she wheezes out through laughter. “I was coming to see if you wanted something to eat because it’s going on lunchtime.”

      Just then, my stomach lets out a growl and I grin at her, saying, “There’s your answer, I guess. Do you need any help?” I ask this because while I’m in Jonas’ batcave, she’s tending to Piper, and watching over Damien and his new tutor.

      “No, I know you’re busy doing stuff for the guys. I’ve got it,” she replies.

      “Thank you.” She nods and walks back out while I turn back to the monitors. My eyes widen when I see that the trail has led me in a direction I wasn’t prepared to see. Shit, I can’t believe how far up this goes. We’re teetering on the edge between the U.S. government and underground associations. How these two joined forces has me so stumped that I begin running separate searches on the individuals who’ve popped up on my radar.

      I begin breaching databases that could get me hard time, however, if I’m caught, I can see Jonas, Damien and myself on a deserted island somewhere for the rest of our days. He’ll never force me to wear orange, I don’t care how many say it’s the new black. I do not agree with that sentiment.

      I begin sending the things I’m finding to Jonas’ phone. Every time something new pops up, it gets forwarded. I don’t want to miss showing him anything so it’s better to send immediately rather than waiting for him to call for an update. My phone pings and I get a message from him causing a smile to break out from ear to ear.

      Jonas: Great job, beautiful. Thank you, this really helps. Can you follow the trail you found on the DA and anything regarding his son too? Thanks.

      Raven: I already have the search engine working hard. I’ll let you know as soon as I have something.

      I shake my head. What does he take me for? I’m no amateur. He’s not the only one who knows how to trace and follow leads. I may not be a PI, but I know the computer and dark world well. After all, I did live with the darkest there was.

      What feels like forever, but is only an hour later, my computer lets me know that my search is complete. What I pull up is enough to not only put the dad behind bars for eternity, but his son will surely share a cell with him. Fuckers! I want the dad to fry for hitting my car with my boy and friend inside. I hope I get a whack at him. I may not have muscles for miles like Jonas does, I may not have the abilities the guys do when it comes to torturing. Yeah, I’m not stupid, I know the guys don’t have hair and nail parties while gaining information from the men they take. But what I do have, is a natural instinct to protect what is mine. And that son-of-a-bitch went after my son.

      Mama bear is ready to come out and play.

      Where I don’t have brawn, I have brains. I decide to use them to take down this man and his legacy. I will make sure there isn’t a scrap of goodness tied to his nor his family's name. I don’t care if his wife is innocent in any of this, they didn’t care that I was when they tied my name to their organization. Turnabout is fair play as far as I’m concerned. Plus, from what I’ve been able to gather, the mother knows about her son’s abuse on Ralynn...that’s inexcusable as far as I’m concerned. As a mother and a woman, she should’ve stepped in and made her presence known. How else do our sons learn the right and wrong way to treat another human being? A woman. Someone who doesn’t have the same speed and power as a man. I know some women can hang with men, but most of us cannot.

      Doesn’t mean I won’t find a bat laying around or a crowbar and go after a man. I will, especially when my family is threatened in any way. Hopefully, I can convince Jonas to let me have a turn.
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      We located the warehouse that Chandler told Atticus about. The three of us watch as movement is seen all in the lower section of the warehouse. There aren’t as many people as the information would’ve had us believing, but that just means it’ll be easier for us with a takedown. “How many do you count?” I ask my brothers.

      “I see five, maybe six,” Atticus states.

      “We can’t move in on maybes, someone needs to get up there and get a correct headcount.” Silas, our ferocious leader demands, but I don’t see him jumping his ass out of the car and going and doing it himself.

      “I’ll go,” Atticus mumbles as he places his hand on the handle of the car door.

      “I don’t think so,” Silas says stopping him dead in his tracks. “Jonas will do it; I don’t trust you to not go all commando.”

      “Me?” I point to my chest. “That’s bullshit, Silas, and you know it, I don’t do recon.”

      “Today you do.” He dismisses me by turning his back on me.

      “Jackass,” I mutter, getting out of the SUV.

      I hear Silas ask Atticus if I just compared him to a donkey’s ass, and chuckle when Atticus starts laughing. “Serves him right,” I grit out as I stomp my way down to where I can see who is inside without being seen. This is not my forte; I’m the man behind the keyboard, for fuck’s sake. They owe me big time, that’s for damn sure. Where I don’t mind getting my fingernails dirty, I prefer to be home behind the computer leading them in the right direction. Getting my pent-up energy out is usually inside the ring. I hate shootouts and knife fights, I’d prefer to use my fists, but most of the pussies we go after use everything but what is attached to their body.

      Seeing a window, I manage to peer inside and count three guys sitting at a table playing cards, with two others pacing the inside of the warehouse playing security guard. I don’t see Junior, but Senior is there front and center, waving his arms around and a cigar between two fingers. I can’t hear what’s being said, but based on their somewhat relaxed demeanor, they’re shit talking about their game. So, five guys total, which is one less than what Atticus thought he saw.

      I motion for Atticus and Silas to join me. No reason to delay this shit, after all. When they reach me, I hold up five fingers indicating five men inside, and receive their nods of understanding. We pull out our ear pieces and coms. We all know one click into our ears means go, three clicks means stop, and four clicks means we’ve been compromised and need to abandon our post. Silas points to his nose and then the front door, which lets us know he’s taking that entrance. Then he motions at me to stay at the window and waves Atticus to the back door.

      Once we’re all in place, I wait for the signal. Three against five sounds like shitty odds, but not when I have Rambo and Thor with me. Not that I’ll be calling them that to their faces. I can handle the field, I’ve been here a time or two, but much prefer being behind the scenes.

      When I hear the one click, I make sure to keep an eye on the room at large. My job is to watch the front and back entrances and make sure no one attempts to escape out either. It all plays out in front of me like an action movie as Silas and Atticus come in with guns drawn and rapid fire begins. I watch as the three pussies playing cards jump under the table to hide from the four men who are battling. When my eyes begin to leave the three, I see Atticus do some sort of flip that makes me worry he’s going to break his damn neck when he comes out of the air. I’d give him ten points if I was judging. While my brothers are distracted with the two mall cops, out of the corner of my eye I see the pussies crawling from under the table and they scatter like roaches in a dark room.

      “Not on my watch, motherfuckers.” I watch as Senior crawls like a rat towards the front door. Knowing he’s the one I can’t let get away, I run towards the front with my gun drawn. I make it there before him and stand off to the side of the door jamb as he crawls his way through. I point my gun to his temple and say, “Please try to run. I need some target practice. I haven’t been to the range in a while.” His eyes go from the ground and lift up to me. Just then I hear the pitter-patter of what sounds like rain hitting the ground underneath him. “Did you seriously just piss your pants, you pussy?” His face turns bright red from embarrassment.

      “What do you want? I can give you anything you desire,” he states, ignoring the fact that he’s all but prostate at my feet with his pants soaked in urine, which stinks to high heaven. Not so fancy now, Mr. DA.

      “Your head on a platter sounds good right about now, but for starters, answers.” He sighs in resignation when he realizes he’s not getting out of this. His money, power and standing in the community won’t get him out of this one. While my eyes are trained on the DA, my ears open wide when I hear brush movement behind me, and a familiar voice calls out my name. What the fuck is this kid doing here? “Tig, my man, does your dad know you’re in the middle of a shit storm?”

      “He knows I’m following the piece of shit you have your gun on. We were sorta hoping that he’d lead us to the waste of space he calls a son,” Tig informs me.

      “Might wanna stand back and let the grown-ups work here,” I jokingly state.

      “My balls dropped a long time ago, Jonas.” I like this kid. I wonder if Silas will let me keep him.

      “They may have dropped, but do you know how to use them?” About then, Atticus and Silas come out pulling the other two pussies with them. “I had to make a decision, brothers. I chose the bigger of the fish that needed to be fried,” I tell them as I use my foot to push Welch, Sr. to the ground.

      “We got them,” Silas informs me while keeping his eyes on Tig.

      “We already went through the ‘why are you here, Tig’ thing, can we move on?” Like I said, I really like this kid.

      “He’s right, we did. Yes, his dad knows he’s here...so does the RGMC. He’s covered,” I inform the worrisome duo. “Don’t be such a worrywart,” I roll my eyes in Daddy Silas’ direction.

      “Are you old enough to be doing this, kid?” Atticus asks Tig as his guy attempts to get away. I watch as his eyes stay on Tig and he brings his gun down on top of the moron’s head.

      “My dick swings to the east and north so I’d say I’m old enough to join the big boys,” Tig smartassedly says.

      “I see you have your dad’s attitude,” Silas remarks. Tig’s shoulders square and his head holds even higher when Silas says this.

      “Learned from the best and all that shit. Now, you need help with this?” Tig questions.

      “Nope, we got it. If we find out anything about Junior, we’ll let you know.”

      “You’re not getting rid of me that easily. I was given an order to follow Senior and that’s what I plan on doing. Now, where are we taking him?” he asks in a no-nonsense tone.

      “Kid, wanna learn about explosives?” Atticus asks, and the gleam in his eyes worries the shit out of me. I like this kid and would like to see him leave with all of his limbs intact.

      “Absofuckinglutely,” Tig replies. “Always good to learn a new skill. Never know when it’ll come in handy, right?” Fucking hell, anything happens to him and Twisted will have Atticus’ nuts in a vise. I hope Piper’s good with only the one kid.
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      Atticus’ team shows up to transport the two pussies besides Welch to another location for disposal. Frank, Gordon and Liam are great guys, they never question us when they’re given a job to complete. They show up, take care of business and move the fuck on.

      “Anything particular you’d like done with the two of them?” Liam asks as his compadres are laughing at the way Atticus tied the pussies up. Let’s just say he gives hog-tied an entirely different meaning.

      “Dispose of them. Don’t be nice about it either,” Silas’ eyes are hard as he tells them this.

      “Didn’t figure I’d stop and buy them roses on the way,” Liam responds.

      “Can we get to blowing things up now?” Tig asks as he saunters his way over to where we’re talking.

      “As soon as the guys are gone,” Atticus replies.

      “You never let us have any fun,” Liam pouts.

      “I told you to do whatever you please with the two pussies. How much more fun than that do you want?” Atticus inquires.

      “Can we blow them up?” Liam questions.

      “If that’s what you gotta do,” Silas breaks in.

      “Bye, guys, my night just got fun.” Liam waves over his shoulder as he jogs away.

      “Well, that’s easy. Just promise one of y’all you can blow something sky high and you are all like kids on Christmas morning.” I blow hot air out of my mouth after saying this. I’m so fucking tired of standing around talking and shit. Either we’re doing something or we’re not. My dick doesn't need fondling from anyone but Raven.

      “Do you need a Snickers?” Atticus asks me, “You’re getting kinda growly. Are you hangry?” I see someone has their sense of humor back.

      “I’m tired, hungry, and wanna get this done so we can move the fuck on,” I reply.

      “Give me and Tig a few minutes and we’ll set it up so we can remote detonate this motherfucker,” he promises, heading towards the warehouse with his black bag now slung over his shoulder.

      Silas and I grab Senior’s arms and drag him to the SUV and toss him in the cargo area. When he starts running his mouth, I grab the duct tape, slap it across his mouth, and shut him the hell up. For now, I’m tired of hearing his whiny ass. He’ll have plenty of time to talk when we get him to our room at the house.

      When Atticus and Tig rejoin us, I ask, “How long do we have?”

      “We’ll get five minutes away and then I’ll hit the button to remote detonate it,” Tig states.

      “Why you?” Atticus questions.

      “Because it’s my first time and you want me to lose my cherry?” Tig responds, a grin on his face.

      “Fuck, fine, since it’s your first time, I’ll let you. I’m taking it you like the sweet toppings, do you use whipped cream with that cherry?” he laughs at his own joke, no one else seems to find it funny and he rolls his eyes. “But you better not fuck it up,” Atticus continues.

      “As if I’d do that. We’ve already established my balls have dropped and my dick swings. I’m not a child, I’ve been training under Hatch for a long time now.”

      “Great, just what the world needs. Another damn Hatchet to grace the universe. Everyone needs to watch this kid and make sure he doesn’t end up with a woman like Hatch’s,” Atticus points his finger in Tig’s direction.

      “DJ’s not so bad,” Tig informs us.

      “Yes, she is,” Atticus adamantly responds. “She threatened my manhood with a damn pair of pliers the first time I ever met the bitch.” Tig bowls over in laughter and I’m having a hard time holding mine back. “She’s evil incarnate I tell ya.”

      “So she’s a bit feisty,” Tig admits. “Can you blame her? Until Hatch, she was a single mom making it on her own.”

      “From what I understand she wasn’t like that until she met her man. According to Axe she was as sweet as the driven snow. Apparently, Hatch brings out the ‘best’ in her,” Silas snickers causing me to finally break down.

      After my laughter has subsided, I say, “We need to move this along, you guys. Got someone to interrogate and women to check in on.”

      “Alright, let’s go. We can watch the firework display from down the road,” Silas commands. We get into the SUV and Tig hops onto his bike and we drive far enough away that we won’t feel the impact of the blast.

      Atticus gives Tig a ‘thumbs up’ signal and he pushes the button and we all watch as another derelict building bites the dust. Once the vibrations pass, Silas puts the SUV into gear, and we head back to the house.

      Time to get some answers.
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      I hear the guys pull in the driveway but don’t hear them entering the house. I pull up the feeds from the outside cameras and watch as they go down a side entrance that I know for a fact leads to the basement. I see another male figure walking with them as the fucker who hit my car is being dragged by Atticus. The reason I know it’s him is because I’ve done nothing but study his face along with his son’s. I’d know that bastard anywhere. What worries me, is that they don’t have his satanic spawn with them.

      I received a text from Jonas ten minutes ago that they were heading to the house, so I saved my good news to tell him in person. I tracked Marcus to the cabin that Jaxson and Ralynn from RGMC have been seeking shelter at in an attempt to throw Marcus off their track. I rush down the stairs to inform them of my findings. Only as soon as I’m rushing down, they’re all rushing up and we run into each other in the kitchen.

      “Hang on!” I holler out as Atticus and Silas basically push me off to the side.

      “We’re in a hurry here, Raven. What’s up?” Silas rushes out.

      “I found Marcus!” I excitedly holler out.

      “Yeah, we did too. Gotta go,” they rush out. I look over and see Jonas still standing there looking at me as if I’m the reason he wakes up each day.

      “Aren’t you going with them?” I ask, upset that I didn’t get to deliver him to the three of them personally.

      “No, I’m staying home. I’ve got a package to help keep secured,” he states.

      “So I saw. Who’s the other man that was with you three?” I question.

      “That’s a buddy’s son. He’s staying down with the umm...package. He wanted some time.”

      “Well, when he finishes, I’m requesting some time as well.” I raise my eyebrow at him to let him know I understand exactly what their ‘package’ is.

      “I got this for you, beautiful. Let me take care of Senior,” he tells me.

      “Have you lost your ever-loving mind, Jonas? He hurt my son, my friend, and could’ve killed her baby! I want to show him what happens when you piss a momma bear off.”

      I see the understanding dawn in his eyes and he slowly nods. “I don’t like it. I’ll see what I can do. Gotta talk to my brothers first. If they say no, rest assured that I’ll make him pay.” He says this as if it will change my mind and make me easily submit to his wishes. Good luck with that, buddy. I’ll get mine with or without your help, thank you very much!

      “That’s all I ask, Jonas. Help them understand that it’s as important for me to get a shot as it is for Atticus.” I’d say anything right now to make him believe he’s got me right where he wants me.

      “Thanks, beautiful. It takes some weight off of my chest with you being so accommodating.”

      “Anything for you, Jonas,” I purr. I’m going straight to hell from all of this bluffing I’m doing with him. I learned long ago, that you don’t catch flies with vinegar, you have to lay the honey thick if you want them to stick. He narrows his eyes at me, and I just smile sweetly at him.

      “Should I be watching you?” he asks me with hesitation in his tone.

      “Always. Keep one eye open at all times when it comes to women. Didn’t anyone ever teach you this?”

      “Nope. I’ve never had the need for that lesson,” he responds.

      “Consider yourself schooled on the subject,” I sass.

      “Don’t do anything that’ll cause yourself, or anyone in this house harm and we’re good.” Like I’d ever! I think Atticus’ job is secure. He’s the hothead in this house, not me.

      “As if I’d do something like that,” I state.
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      Jonas went into his batcave and I decided to sneak my way on down the basement steps. What I forget about is that there’s a young man who’s in the same room as DA Welch. “May I help you?” a voice asks causing me to jump out of my skin and I squeal like a mouse does when you cut off its tail. It’s that high and pathetic of a pitch.

      “Who are you?” I question. Yeah, I know it’s the guy from the motorcycle club they’re friends with, but I want to see if I can get him on my side.

      “Tig.” Well alrighty then, Mr. One Word at a Time.

      “Tig, I’m Raven and that piece of shit you’re watching nearly killed my son. I want in there for a few minutes.”

      “No can do, Raven.”

      “My son, Tig. Don’t you think if your mom was in my position, she’d want the same thing?” I know I’m laying it on a bit thick here, but a woman does what needs to be done to get what she wants. And I want in that room like white sticks to rice.

      I see indecision cross his face and realize I might actually win. “Let me check with the guys first. If they say it’s okay, then I’ll hold him if need be.” Motherfucker! Jonas is going to tan my hide for playing him earlier.

      Hmmph. This may not work after all. I decide to brazen it out and nod at him as he pulls his phone out and dials. “Jonas, your woman wants to speak to Welch. You good with that?” Hell no, he’s not gonna be good with that, dammit all to hell.

      As he clicks his phone off, I see a smirk appear and realize I may have bit off more than I can chew. Stomping noises can be heard overhead as Jonas marches down the steps toward me. “Raven.” His voice is hard and unforgiving, making me want to run and hide.

      “Hey, Jonas.” Yep, in the land of denial right now. I would ask him how it’s going, but this may not be the best time for my innocent act.

      “Didn’t we discuss this?” What would he do if I said I don’t remember?

      “Um, yeah.” I play dumb.

      “So why are you hassling Tig when I told you I had to discuss it with my brothers?”

      “He seemed lonely down here?” I go with, knowing it’s most likely not going to fly. “Do you need anything to eat or drink, Tig?”

      “No, ma’am, I’m all good,” he says with his head ducked down low.

      “I was on the phone with Silas getting permission for you to get your lick in with Senior Welch, but after this bullshit, I’m not sure I’m so inclined to let you,” Jonas harshly replies. He’s so angry his voice is coming out raspy.

      “They said yes?” I clap my hands together, unable to control my excitement.

      “They did, but we agreed all three of us had to be onboard. I’m not sure I am any longer.” He leans back against the wall and all I can envision is me kicking him behind his knee, causing him to fall flat on his muscular, delicious ass.

      “Jonas,” I howl out in anger. Even I can hear the despondent tone leaving my throat. I’m ready to maim him if he doesn't give me the answer I am ready to hear.

      “Raven, impatience doesn’t suit you and it doesn’t work for me in this scenario.” He crosses his arms over his chest, and I hear a snicker coming from Tig. I point my finger at him, and he uses an imaginary zip to shut his trap.

      “Jonas!” Now I stomp my foot. “You know this is important to me!” I’m sure I look much like Damien does when he throws a fit. I can feel my eyes go so big that I fear they may pop out of their sockets.

      He relents and leans out to pull me close. Leaning down, he says, “Beautiful, I know it is. I promise I know just how badly you want to inflict some pain on him for what he did. But this isn’t something you usually do so I want all three of us to be in there with you, and right now, they’re busy.”

      “I don’t care who’s in that room with me as long as I get my pound of flesh,” I admit.

      “Then I hope I’m the one who makes all of your dreams come true,” then the fucker winks at me. I’m not so much in a playful mood at this second so I stomp on his big ass boot and make my way up the stairs. I put on a good show and make as much noise going up as he did coming down.

      I hear Tig say, “Doesn’t look like you’re getting lucky any time soon,” as I’m halfway up.

      “You got that right!” I yell back as I open the door and then proceed to slam it shut.

      Fucking assholes.

      The whole lot of them.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      “She’s definitely feisty,” Tig remarks as we watch Raven put on her show of defiance. Her hips are swaying, and her body is calling to mine, too bad I have other things to take care of right now. Otherwise, she’d find herself bent over on the stairs.

      “You’ve got that right,” I state, a grin spreading on my face at her parting words. As if I’ll go without. Now that I’ve had a taste of her, she won’t be given the opportunity to push me away. “Did you go into the room with him? Did he say anything?” I question. Tig looks like a sweet kid, I’m hoping that it would make Senior comfortable enough to speak to him.

      “Not a peep since we got him in there,” Tig replies. “But then again, my orders were to stay here,” he points down to the floor. “Have you heard anything yet from Silas or Atticus? I’ve been waiting for a call to let me know where I go from here. I was hoping you’d heard something that you could relay back to me.”

      “Nothing yet. I’m sure they’re all fine, though. Smokey, Capone, and Chef went up to help Jaxson and Maxum and now Silas and Atticus are on their way. No way that fucker will get away this time.”

      “I want some time with Junior,” Tig announces. “He hurt my best friend and nearly destroyed her.” The anger that is palpable on his face has chills running through my body. He’s ready for his own brand of revenge and I can’t say as I blame him any. If the things that happened to Ralynn happened to any of the women in my life, I’d be ready to fuck someone’s world up as well.

      “Since you’re here right now, I think we can give that to you once they get him here,” I state.

      “Good.” He’s a man of few words which I appreciate. Giving him a nod, I head back upstairs to find my wayward woman.

      I find her in the kitchen, slamming pots and pans around as she works on dinner. “Need any help?” I ask, coming alongside her and dropping a kiss on her shoulder. Her skin tastes so good on my tongue that I run it underneath her ear.

      “Nope. I’m good,” she replies, her voice snippy. She tries to pull away from me, but there’s no way in hell I’m allowing that to happen.

      “Raven, you know what you tried was wrong.” The glare she gives me would kill a lesser man, but I was raised by a hardass and give no fucks if she is upset right now. I’ll break those walls she’s trying to erect back down. I’ve done it before and I can do it again. There’s no way in hell I’m gonna allow her to become an ice queen towards me. I’ve skated on thin ice with her before, so the act doesn’t faze me anymore.

      “Maybe when you have a child that’s nearly killed, you can explain how you’d feel if the person who did it was nearby and you weren’t allowed to hurt him. Until then, I’ve got nothing to say to you.” Yep, the bitch...I mean witch, of the wicked west has come out to play. I’ve got this.

      “Is that the way it’s gonna be? It doesn't matter that I was right there at your side searching for Damien? Risking my life going down that embankment to make sure he had someone’s arms wrapped around him? I guess my feelings for him and you are nothing...huh?” I’m done with this conversation. I throw my hands up in the air and walk away before I say something I’ll regret later.
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      Well, now I feel like fucking shit. I was trying to make a point not push away the man I’m falling...have fallen in love with. What the hell am I gonna do now? I don’t like this feeling of my heart in my stomach with fear. I haven’t ever experienced the love and laughter, safety and comfort, the way I have with him, especially while lying in his arms at night. We’ve developed a level of intimacy that goes beyond sex, and I can’t lose that. He’s the first man that’s made me want to live for myself and not just for Damien. How do I fix this? Can I fix this? Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      I’m so lost in thought, with tears streaming down my face, that I don’t hear Destiny come into the kitchen or feel her arms wrap around me. “Shh, it’s okay, Raven. Whatever’s going on, we can fix it,” she croons.

      “I fucked up, Destiny.” As much as I wish it was, I don’t believe this is going to be easily fixable.

      “Nothing’s unfixable. Tell me what happened, and we’ll see what we can come up with to repair the situation.” She has so much on her plate already, do I confide in her and take a chance of adding to her issues, or do I hold it to myself and try to figure out a way to fix this on my own? Man, being a grown-up is hard as hell sometimes. “I’m not a china doll that’s easily broken, Raven. Let me help you?” I give her a funny look and she rolls her eyes before saying, “it’s written all over your face. I’m stronger than people give me credit for. Yes, I went through something horrible, but it could’ve been so much worse. I am fine, I’m happy again. I’m ready to keep moving forward with life. Don’t treat me like I’m not a grown-ass woman.”

      “Wow, I kinda like this side of you, Destiny. You need to let this part of you out and open for the world to see. Then, I promise you, no one will treat you as if you’re made of glass again,” I encourage her.

      “Thanks, Raven. I’m starting to feel more like myself again. Now, spill, we can’t problem solve if I don’t know what the issue is.” I nod my head, walk over to the counter where the paper towels are and pull off a sheet. I wet it down and wipe my face, then grab another one and dry off.

      We walk over and sit down at the kitchen island and I share with her everything that has transpired today. I start with being called by Jonas to do some research to him walking away from me. “So you see, I royally fucked this entire thing up,” I reiterate.

      “Nothing is set in stone, Raven. We’ve got this.” She places her finger underneath her chin as she begins to think of what I can do to resolve what I did. “Here’s what you need to do.” We lean in towards each other, then we begin whispering quietly to each other, so no one overhears the solution we’ve come up with.

      The two of us trudge up the stairs to my room where my laptop is sitting on my desk waiting for us. Grabbing my laptop, I open up the browser and research sexy lingerie in our area. They’ll have to ship it since us women are on lockdown here at the house. Literally, the guys sat us down and informed us that we weren’t to leave the house unless we had one of them with us. I’m a little old for a babysitter, but I understand where they are coming from, so I kept my smart-ass comments to myself. I’ve never bought sexy underclothes specifically for a man before, but for Jonas, I’ll do just about anything.

      “Look at this one,” Destiny exclaims, pointing to my screen. “It’s sexy but not slutty.”

      “That’ll work, I don’t want anything that screams ‘stripper pole ahead’, I want to be a little classy and a little intoxicating. I want his eyes to pop out of their sockets and his tongue hanging to the ground when I enter the room, but at the same time, I want him to see me as the elegant woman I am. I want him to worship me the way I do him.” Nervous now that I may be making a mistake, I begin to chew on my fingernail. Destiny pulls my hand from my mouth and smiles at me, making her look younger than she has looked lately. She doesn’t look like the weight of the world is heavily sitting on her shoulders.

      “You’re going to look beautiful in this. He won’t even remember his name once you walk into the same room as him wearing this.” She points to the screen where I just hit order.

      “I hope you’re right, Destiny. I have a lot to make up for.”

      “You can show him then that there’s more to your mouth than sass,” she winks at me and for the first time today I burst out into uncontrollable laughter. Not too long after, she’s joining me and we’re rolling around the floor like a couple of teenage girls.

      “I think I need to talk to him too,” I state. “I don’t want to leave this hanging until my order arrives.” It doesn’t sit right with me that a lot is left unsaid. I don’t like tension, and if I leave things for a couple of days, things could be thick enough that we wouldn’t even be able to cut through it with a knife.

      “Well, you know where he’s at,” she replies. “I’m gonna go check on Damien and his tutor to see how they’re doing. As soon as that’s done, I’m gonna go help Piper with a shower. She doesn’t care for the nurse helping her, so I’ve agreed to be her personal shower aide when Atticus isn’t around.”

      “Thank you.” I like Damien’s tutor, Athena. She’s quiet and respectful, and Damien has blossomed even more since she started working with him. Taking a deep breath, I head to Jonas’ batcave. Seeing the door is closed, I knock.

      “Go the fuck away,” he yells through the door. Well, this is starting out well.

      “Jonas, can I please talk to you?” I plead. I really, really hate this piece of processed wood between us. If I had more muscles, I’d knock the damn thing down. I need him to understand where my mind was at when I was acting like such a bitch.

      Silence. I hate that sound, it’s how Sinclair and my father used to punish me when they perceived I did something wrong in their eyes.

      Just when I’m about to turn around and head back to my room, the door opens and he’s standing there, his face closed off and his arms crossed over his chest. I can’t read his expression and feel my face fall. “Never mind,” I mumble. I need to get the hell out of here before the tears that are welling up fall.

      He reaches out and pulls me into his chest, quickly kisses the top of my head, then he laces our hands together and drags me into his batcave, where he kicks the door shut with his foot then locks it behind him. Both of our chests are heaving heavily with the stillness and quietness that surrounds us. Still not speaking, he leads me over to the couch which is positioned in the corner of the room. He sits down, yanking me with him as he maneuvers me so I’m placed securely on his lap. We end up face-to-face.

      “You said you wanted to speak to me?” he inquires. His voice is a monotone and I feel my heart shatter.

      Nodding, I start speaking. “I can’t apologize enough for acting like such a bitch to you earlier. There’s nothing I can say to take back what I said and how I acted towards you. There aren’t enough words in the English dictionary to describe how I’m feeling right now. Everything you’ve done for me, have done for Damien, over these past weeks has shown me how much you do care about the two of us. I have no defense for my actions other than the fear that has held me captive ever since the accident, but that’s not really an excuse I should be using. With you...damn, this is hard for me. With you, I have gotten something I’ve never had before in a relationship, whether it’s platonic in nature, or romantic. I feel accepted, cherished, safe, and in a lot of ways, that freaks me out since it’s not been very long since we met. I’ve only ever had myself and Damien to worry about and suddenly, you’ve woven yourself into the fabric of my life and buried yourself deeply inside of my heart. It’s so ingrained inside of me and I don’t want to lose that. I can’t lose you, Jonas, you mean everything to me and to my son. I’ve genuinely fallen passionately in love with you.” My tears are flowing down my face and I can’t look at him to see how he is reacting to my words.

      His hands come up and cup my face, wiping away the tears. “God, beautiful, you’re going to cripple my manhood here. I’ve never done the whole feelings thing before, that’s not how my brothers nor I were raised, but you and Damien have become my entire universe. I don’t give a flying fuck if it’s only been a few weeks. Since the first time I saw a picture of you, I’ve been entranced. You’re mine now, you’ll be mine for eternity.”

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      I know I may have possibly acted hastily earlier when I walked away from my woman. But I knew that if I didn’t, she’d hurt my feelings so phenomenally, that I feared I’d say or do something that’d push her away from me forever. And I’m not willing to let her go, no matter how much she manages to piss me off. I love her, I knew it from the first time I not only saw her beautiful face staring back at me, but the moment I heard her voice, heard her laugh, and saw her interacting with her son.

      “C’mere, beautiful,” I whisper. “Time for you to learn all about the inner workings of make-up sex.” Her eyes light up as I lean in to kiss her.

      Stunning.

      She’s absolutely out of this world sexy.
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      After sating my woman, I sit at my computer contemplating where we go from here. I’m taken out of my head when I hear the alarm on my computer alerting me to the gate to our property opening. Looking over at my woman, I see her chest rising and falling, knowing that she won’t be waking up anytime soon, I stand up and walk over to her. Leaning down, I kiss her on her forehead. “Baby, the guys are back. Now would be the time to go down and get your retribution if you’re still needing that.” I pray she’ll say no, but deep down I know better than that. She’s not going to let this one go, and I’m not sure that I can blame her any for it.

      “I need to, Jonas. Please understand.” Her voice is husky, whether from sleep or from screaming my name a short time ago, and I find myself hardening again. I find it’s becoming an issue since I’m in a constant state of need whenever she’s around. Especially if she’s in the same room as I am.

      “Then let’s do it, beautiful.” Whatever she needs, I’ll be there to back her up or if necessary, take over.

      “I need a belt, preferably one with a wide buckle,” she states. My eyes widen at her words, but I lead her to my room where I dig around until I find a belt. It seems my woman has been thinking long and hard about how she’d like to take care of Senior.

      “Will this one work?” I ask, handing it over. It’s my dad’s, my brothers and I have been on the receiving end of this one plenty of times, and I know for a fact it hurts like the hounds of hell are chewing your skin off from your body.

      “It’ll do,” she replies, snapping it. The evil gleam in her eyes has me taking a second look at her expression. This is a side of her I’ve never witnessed, and I’m worried she may not leave any piece of them unmarked. If that’s the case, my brothers, Tig, and I won’t have much skin left to leave our own stamp.
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      We walk down to the basement, entering the room where my brothers now have Junior trussed up like a turkey, sitting beside his father. Both are stripped down to their boxers, leaving plenty of available skin. “So, we’ve got some questions for you, but first, Raven has something she needs to do.” I’m not sure if I should stand witness for what she has planned or turn around. I don’t know that I want my eyes to see what she’s capable of when her mama bear comes out to play.

      She walks over to Welch, Senior, and hauls back and slaps him. The sound of her hand hitting his skin reverberates throughout the small space. “You stupid motherfucker!” she screams. “You could’ve killed my son in that accident. You did hurt my friend and it’s a damn good thing that you didn’t hurt her unborn baby. Filthy piece of shit, thinking you’re better than everyone else. You are a coward raising an even bigger piece of shit.” He doesn’t respond but is watching her cautiously, his eyes never straying from her movements. I see the hint of a smirk on Silas’ face as he watches her. When she takes the belt I gave her and rears her arm back, I see the wince that he strategically masks. We know how bad that particular belt can hurt, and we all bear the scars of our father’s handiwork.

      The first strike, across his chest, leaves a red welt. As she continuously rains blow after blow all over his body, blood begins to appear where the skin breaks. When I see her arm begin to tremble, I walk up to her and wrap my arm around her waist. “You did good, baby,” I whisper. “Now, let us get what we need from them so we can take this trash out for good.” As she gives me a small nod and begins to walk away, I witness her turn the belt around and swing the buckle smacking Junior in the face.

      “Oops,” she says to him with a smug look on her face. “That was a complete accident,” she goes for the innocent look that I know is anything but. Then she turns to me and smiles that killer smile in my direction. “Thank you for letting me do this. I needed to and I know you didn’t have to, but I’m grateful that you did.”

      “I’d do anything for you, beautiful.”

      “Thank you. Love you, Jonas,” she casually throws over her shoulder as she saunters out of the room taking my heart with her.

      “Now it’s time for us to play,” Atticus states, clapping his hands together. “It’s really easy to comprehend and understand. We’ve got a few questions that we need answers to, and we expect you to answer them the first time. If you choose not to, we have something special planned to force you.”

      At his words, Silas goes over to the closet and pulls out two life-sized clear boxes similar to coffins. Once he and Tig drag them into the middle of the room, Silas and Atticus hold up Junior and we let Tig get his pound of flesh for what was done to Ralynn. They’re as close as brother and sister and when he found her, it tore a piece of his soul to shreds. With that over with, we place each of them inside of the boxes. Silas then walks to the table where there are a bunch of tin cans with holes in the lids. You can hear the shrill squeaks coming from them and the sound has goosebumps appearing up and down my arms. Atticus snags a package-sized crate and when I see the writing on it, I want to go back to my batcave. No fucking way, I think my brothers may have gone over the edge this time.

      “Who wants to go first?” Silas asks, looking from one to the other.

      “It would be my pleasure,” Atticus pushes forward. I happily move back and let him take the lead. “You see, these ‘surprises’ we have in store for you will definitely encourage you to speak. If not, that’s okay, I’d love to show you why I feel this is.” I’m sure he would. He can be a sick son-of-a-bitch some damn times.

      “I ain’t telling you shit,” Marcus Junior mouths off.

      “What about you?” Atticus points at Senior, asking him.

      “Fuck off, there’s someone else that scares me a fuck of a lot more than dying. I don’t care what you do to torture me.” This intrigues me, I make a mental note to find out who else’s name pops up that I’ve possibly overlooked. As far as we’ve been able to find, he was the head honcho. The man in charge, but maybe he’s just a scapegoat in this entire thing.

      “Well, now I would like you to answer that first statement for me,” Silas informs him. “Who the fuck would scare you more than my crazy as fuck brother here?” he pats Atticus on the shoulder. Atticus lets out a maniacal laugh that you imagine the bad guy in a horror movie would use.

      “Do your worst, there’s no way I’m telling you a fucking thing!” This man really does have a death wish. I’d never dare a man like Atticus or Silas to ‘do their worst’ and expect to leave with my mental state of mind intact.

      “Thank you,” Atticus smirks and Silas yawns like he’s tired of all of the chit-chatting. I’m both intrigued and appalled at my brothers’ actions. I’ve never been on this side of the playing field before, and it’s something I’m finding that I don’t particularly care for.

      “Psst…” I whisper to Atticus. “Why are you thanking him?”

      “Because now, little brother, we get to play,” he happily answers my question.

      “Oh,” I’m a bit confused. I thought that’s what we were already doing.

      I watch as Silas brings out the blowtorch and Atticus sparks it to life. I watch as Atticus lights up the bottom of the first tin can, it turns red in color and I find my sight drawn to it. Silas comes over, putting thick material gloves on his hands. He then takes the can from where Atticus was heating it up, and the piercing sounds coming from the can has me covering my ears with my hands.

      “The fuck is in that can?” I hunt for an answer from either one of my brothers.

      “You’ll see,” Atticus happily informs me. I feel like I’ve joined the cast of Texas Chainsaw Massacre. All Atticus is missing is a mask made of human skin and he’d have the lead role.

      “You gonna be okay?” Silas asks me from across the room where he’s standing over Senior’s makeshift coffin.

      “Yeah,” I clear the clog from my throat. “Sure, I’ll be good.” I fucking pray I’m not lying to his ass.

      “Don’t upchuck, little brother,” Atticus teases me as he seems to enjoy doing. He’s done it to me my entire life.

      “You worry about yourself, big brother,” I assertively announce.

      “You got it,” he winks at me like this is just another day lathered in sunshine.

      “Can we get on with this? Got shit to do,” Silas asks us.

      “I’m quite enjoying this. Please let them continue,” Junior tries to draw this out.

      “Be quiet, you piece of shit.” I’m having a hard time understanding how he’s not petrified right now. I’m not in the position he is and even I know that he should keep his trap shut tightly.

      “I’m just saying,” he continues.

      “Keep up with the words and we’ll make sure you go first,” Silas advises him. Instead of opening his mouth again, he simply nods his head.

      “You coward,” Senior spits out towards Junior.

      “Fuck off, Dad!” Junior hollers back.

      The three of our heads go back and forth as they bicker with each other. Silas finally having had enough, takes the tin can and opens the lid, he drops the object inside of it on Senior’s stomach. I cringe when I see a rat slithering on his naked skin. I watch as Silas pulls his knife from its sheath on his belt and slices open a piece of skin on his pec. “Fuck!” Senior yells out in anguish. The rat doesn’t attack, pissing Silas off.

      “Your turn, Atticus.” Silas informs him. Atticus picks up the crate-like box, turns it sideways and shakes it. Now, I hate some fucking rats, but when I see what falls out of that box, I am immediately climbing up on top of the work bench. I had kind of hoped the writing was incorrect. Guess I was wrong.

      “Is that a motherfucking scorpion?” I shriek out, my voice sounding like it did when I went through puberty.

      “Did you just squeal like a little bitch?” Atticus asks me.

      “Nope. Nuh-uh,” I answer, squaring my shoulders and climbing off the table, never taking my eyes from the box in Atticus’ hands.

      “Stop being a pussy and get over here and help us,” Atticus berates me.

      “Fuck off, Atticus. I’m perfectly happy right over here.” Forgetting that Tig was in the room with us, I look over in his direction when he howls out in laughter.

      “I-yo-I’ve never heard a man make that sound before,” Tig continues his hyena act.

      “I believe in men settling things with their bare knuckles, in a boxing ring, this shit is crazy!” I point at my brothers and the objects in their hands.

      “Still not willing to talk?” Silas taunts Senior, who has been stung multiple times by the scorpion that was dropped onto his stomach. The rat is slinking around and when the scorpion rears back to sting again, the rat bites down on Senior. His scream raises the hairs on the back of my neck.

      “Dad!” Junior hollers, then begins laughing like a fucking lunatic. Conveniently, when Silas and Tig set up the boxes, they placed them in such a way that both men could see what was happening to the other. This seems to be entertainment to Junior. Mustn’t care too much for the father, either that or he’s fallen off the deep end.

      “Got nothing to say,” Senior states. His voice is pain-laced and he no longer resembles a fine, upstanding member of society.
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      Looking down at my watch, I see that two hours have passed. Both Marcus and his father passed away less than fifteen minutes ago from the poisonous venom that overwhelmed their failing bodies due to the multiple stings they received from the scorpions. I’m pretty sure the rat bites didn’t help things any.

      “We really didn’t get any further information, but this sure was fun,” Atticus states. “Let’s get this shit cleaned up, Silas. Jonas, you go see if you can dig anything else up. I can’t for the life of me figure out who the fuck they’d be so terrified of that they’d willingly allow themselves to be tormented to the point of death.”

      “Who the fuck are you, giving me instructions?” Silas inquires.

      “Your brother, asshole. The man whose woman and unborn baby, both of them defenseless mind you, is giving you the orders. Now, are you gonna help me or what?” Fucking hell, I’m ready to escape the room of horrors and get my ass back upstairs in my batcave where I belong.

      I’m far beyond done with the two of them and what we’ve just done that I wave my hand in the air and head to my cave. They can sort the trash themselves. I’m wondering if I need to go upstairs and cleanse my soul so Satan himself doesn’t come to collect my soul when the day comes that I take my last breath.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Twenty-One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            Raven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six months later

      

      

      

      Atticus is currently pacing Piper’s hospital room. She’s in the middle stage of labor, and he’s a freaking disaster. Silas and Jonas refused to step foot into this room, opting instead to stay firmly seated in the waiting room. As soon as Piper had her first contraction, then an hour later when her water broke, I thought they were both going to pass out. They both turned as white as a sheet, then started sweating profusely. It was funny but doesn’t leave me much hope for the future.

      I found out last night that I’m pregnant, but didn’t have a chance to share the news with Jonas this morning, especially after he had a panic attack when Piper announced it was time to head to the hospital. Damien was so cute when this happened. He went and got a wet washcloth and spent some time wiping the sweat from Jonas’ neck, whispering words of encouragement in his father's ear.

      Three months ago, Damien asked Jonas at the dinner table, in front of his brothers, if he would be his dad. Let’s just say that Jonas wasn’t the only one tearing up that day. I swear the men's hormones in that house are more severe than the women’s are.

      “Atticus! I need some damn ice chips!” Piper bellows. I’m impressed at her vocal strength and the fact that she’s not afraid to yell at him.

      He rushes over and grabs the cup, then runs out the door. Hopefully he comes back. “You’re doing well,” I encourage her.

      “He’s driving me batshit crazy,” she grumbles trying to find a comfortable position. I look on in amazement as her stomach contorts with her child's movements. They weren’t able to determine the sex of the baby, he or she had their legs crossed at every ultrasound. Needless to say, we’ve had a very unhappy mother to contend with for months now. A moody Piper is not a fun Piper. “I needed a break, which is why I sent him for more chips.” I have no desire to inform her I could use a break from them both for a few minutes, hours or months. Whichever.

      “Oh you’re crafty,” I tease.

      “God, how much longer?” she moans. “Why did I say I didn’t want drugs again? What the fuck was I thinking?” I’m not sure where her mindset was when she made this decision, but I make a mental note to make sure I get drugs. Lots and lots of drugs.

      “You said you wanted to experience childbirth in all its natural glory,” I remind her. I don’t mention that Destiny and I worked for weeks to talk her out of this decision, to which she rolled her eyes at us and told us she was made of strong shit. She’s a badass, her words, not mine.

      “Why the fuck are you reminding me? It was a rhetorical question.” Where the fuck is Destiny right now? Dammit, Piper’s her sister, not mine. She should be in here taking some of this shit. She sure is taking a long time in the restroom.

      Before I can respond, Atticus comes flying into the room, a huge-ass jug full of chips in his hands, a nurse hot on his heels. “Sir, sir, we don’t recommend you give the mother-to-be that many chips. A small cup is sufficient.”

      Not wanting to be any part of this confrontation, I walk over to the bathroom and bang on the door. It cracks open and Destiny has one eye that is visible. “Is she still in labor?” she quietly whispers.

      “Yes, the devil is still inside of her.” Her eyes widen and the door slams in my face.

      “Call me when it’s over!” she calls out, then I hear the lock click. The bitch not only shut the door in my face but locked my ass out too?

      I tune back into the conversation between Atticus and the nurse and roll my eyes at his indignation. “Fuck that, my wife wants chips so I’m making sure she’s got them,” he growls out. The nurse takes a step back, her eyes wide. I shake my head at her and she leaves the room, not saying another word. Why is it I suddenly feel like I’m living in the world of lunatics? I knew this family was a little on the crazy side, I had no idea that they were clinically insane!

      “Atticus! You were rude to my nurse. What if she spits on our baby or something?” Piper has tears in her eyes. Fucking hell. Did she really just say that shit?

      “No motherfucker better spit on our kid. I’ll wipe the floors with them,” he promises. She stops crying and a smile breaks out on her face. Guess that’s sweet talk coming from him. I think I prefer my man and his words because Atticus is about as sweet as a fucking cactus.

      “I love you,” she purrs at him. No, no, no. My ears are going to start bleeding.

      “I’m gonna take a break, check on Damien,” I mutter. Before they can respond, I walk out the door. I don’t stop until I reach Jonas and I practically fall into his arms.

      “How’s it going?” he inquires.

      “We’re on the fifth level of hell, I think. Atticus has pissed off a nurse. Piper’s worried about someone spitting on the baby because of him. Destiny has locked herself in the bathroom and won’t come out.”

      “What’s wrong with Destiny?” Silas asks. Figures. He misses the rest of that and only hears her name.

      “She’s a wuss. She can’t handle Piper being in pain or spewing out profanities. Who knows? All I know is it’s looney tunes in there right now and I need a damn break.” I almost begged the nurse for some morphine in there so I didn’t give a damn what was going on around me.

      “She’s not a wuss,” he growls out. “She’s a strong woman.” Jesus, now he’s going to go on and on about all her attributes.

      Rolling my eyes at his defending of his woman, I throw my hands up in the air and say, “You know what? I’m tired of this shit. You deal with it,” I tell Jonas as I blow a kiss at Damien sitting quietly in the corner, then I swiftly walk out the door before anyone can call me back. When I make it down the elevator and out the front entrance of the hospital, I walk out and breathe in the fresh air.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I’m not sure how long I’ve been standing out here listening to the crickets chirp when the sound of the doors opening captures my attention. “Raven!” he hollers as he trips over his feet and stumbles out. “They need you back in there. She’s ready to push.”

      Sighing, I turn and head towards him. “I suppose Destiny’s still in the bathroom, huh?” He grins and nods as he throws his arm over my shoulder and pulls me close.

      “I know this has been a long day for you. I promise I’ll make it up to you later.”

      “You better,” I sass.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      I’m sitting in this chair holding my forty-minute old niece in my arms. She weighed in at a whopping seven pounds thirteen ounces and was twenty inches long. They named this little beauty Ansley Amaya Nelson. “You’re perfect,” I whisper. Now I’m thinking of Raven swollen with my child and realize we need to have that discussion soon. I want it all with her— I want her to wear my rings, I want her to bear my children, and I want to adopt Damien and make him legally mine.

      “You about ready? Damien’s nearly asleep,” Raven murmurs. I look at her and smile. She ended up being the real trooper when it all came to a head because Atticus passed out like a Texas tornado making its way through a trailer park. He’s pissed as hell because he now has seven stitches in the back of his scalp from hitting the serving tray when he went down.

      “Yeah, let’s get our little man home, beautiful.” I hand Ansley over to Destiny, who is sitting on Silas’ lap. Not touching that one with a ten-foot pole right now, but they both seem to be happy with whatever’s going on between the two of them.

      I go over to the couch where Damien is struggling to keep his eyes open and pick him up. He lays his head on my chest and quickly falls asleep. Raven comes up to me and wraps her arms around my waist. We leave as a family, and I’ve never been so happy in my life.

      Nothing is better than this.
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      Once we get home, we put Damien to bed and then head into our room. Despite the lateness of the day, I need a shower and walk into the bathroom with Jonas hot on my trail. He starts the water while I pull towels out from under the sink and then undress. My orbs are glued to his form as I get to feast my eyes on him as he disrobes. “C’mon, baby, let’s get cleaned up and then hit the hay. Been a long day and I know you’re tired.” My mouth waters and I’m completely distracted from his words, they take a few seconds to penetrate my brain.

      Well, I was tired, but seeing his delectable body in front of me has my lady parts singing a different tune. I sashay towards him and when I get close enough, I run my finger down the middle of his chest to right above his dick. “Need to do something about this first, don’t you think?” I tease as my hand lowers further and grips him.

      “I like shower sex, it’s my favorite,” he whispers before kissing me breathless.

      “All sex is your favorite,” I reply once I can breathe again.

      “This is true but having you in the shower, all slippery and wet, makes it that much more fun.” His hands are roaming over my body and I feel myself responding as he plays me like a fiddle. When his mouth lowers to my neck, I throw my head back and moan.

      As he nips and sucks, his hands find their preferred spots - one is rolling my nipple and the other is moving between my thighs. I shift my legs to give him access and cry out when one finger enters me. His strokes are soft and gentle, not enough to send me over the edge, just enough to ramp up my desire.

      I start stroking his dick in time to his finger thrust and am thrilled at his reaction. “Raven,” he hisses out. “You keep that up and I won’t last to get inside you.”

      “We can’t have that,” I reply before I turn in his arms and bend over the bench. It’s my favorite feature in this damn shower and we’ve had many pleasurable hours doing this very thing.

      “No, we can’t,” he states as he lines his dick up with my entrance and pushes inside. I love the slight burn I get when he enters me and throw my head back, moaning when he bottoms out.

      “Faster, Jonas,” I encourage. His hands grip my hips and he begins powering into me so hard that I swear I see stars. When he adds a swivel each time he hits bottom, I feel my pussy start to spasm. “Jonas, I’m gonna come,” I moan.

      One hand slips in front of me and he starts stroking my clit. “I got you, beautiful,” he murmurs. “Come on my dick, Raven. Come now,” he commands. At his words, I shatter, keening out my pleasure as I feel him thrust several more times before he stills and I feel his release pour into me.

      Long moments pass as we both try to catch our breath before he pulls me up and gently washes first me and then himself, before shutting off the water and drying us off. He then scoops me up and carries me to our bed, laying me down before crawling in next to me.

      I curl close to him and sigh. “What was that for?” he asks.

      “I’m happy, Jonas. So, so happy,” I tell him.

      “Me too, beautiful.”

      “Jonas, I have something to tell you.”

      “What’s going on, Raven?”

      “I’m pregnant. You’re going to be a daddy, Jonas.” I’m a little worried because we’ve never discussed having kids together, but based on how he is with Damien, it’s a silly fear.

      

      
        
        Jonas

      

      

      

      “A baby. You’re not teasing me right?” I position us both to where we are looking at each other. “I’m a man on the edge here, beautiful. Please tell me that what you just said is what I really heard. You’re having my baby?”

      “I’m having our baby, Jonas. You have to share,” she teases me.

      “Maybe,” I say, but unlike her, I’m not joking. I mean every word. I’ve never been good at the whole sharing gig.

      “Jonas,” she giggles.

      “What? I missed Damien’s younger years.” These words hit me particularly hard. Damien is my little buddy, he’s special to me. It makes me sad that the piece of shit who donated his sperm got his developmental years. He is my son. “This one’s all mine.” This time I am joking as I place my hand over her still flat belly.

      “Yeah, but now that Damien’s your little shadow, I’m pretty lonely.” This is true, he follows me everywhere and has started spending all of his free time in the batcave with me and his mother. Only he stands behind me, always watching what I’m doing over my shoulder. He loves his mother, but he tells me he wants to be just like me when he grows up.

      “I love them both,” I hoarsely admit. My voice is choked up with emotion. “You don’t know what you’ve done for me. You’ve brightened my damp world, I always felt like I was treading water and you pulled me out and kept me from drowning. You’ve lit my life with your brightness and sassy as fuck mouth. I can’t imagine my world without the two of you in it. You’ve completed a piece of me that I was never aware was missing in my life. Thank you for everything you’ve shown me and given me. I love you so much, Raven.”

      “I love you too, Jonas.”

      “Are you ready for this, Raven?”

      “Ready for what, Jonas?”

      “Our life,” I respond.

      “Let’s do this,” she replies. I bend over and kiss her. Thanking whatever being above for bringing her to me.
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            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Destiny

      

      

      

      I’m worried about the conversation I need to have with Silas. But it needs to happen.

      

      For my growth.

      For my independence.

      For my peace of mind.

      For us.

      I’m hoping the space will bring him to me. We’ve been lovers for two months now, but he keeps telling me this is all he has to give me. We’ll see, I don’t buy it and have decided that I’ll fight that with my entire being. He’s mine, I just need him to claim me back.

      “Silas, can we talk for a minute?” I ask as I join him on the back porch. He has a beer and is sitting on the swing.

      “Sure,” he says patting the cushion he’s inhabiting. “What’s going on?”

      “I made a decision. One I’m not sure you’ll agree with.” I bite my bottom lip, scared he’s going to flip his lid.

      “If you don’t think I’ll like it, maybe you should think about it longer before you share it with me,” he pointedly looks at me.

      “It’s not that easy. I already signed the papers,” I inform him.

      “What papers?” he roars the question.

      “I’m buying Raven’s house. I move out tomorrow.”

      “You fucking what?” he bellows.

      “I’m sorry, Silas. But it’s time.” I stand up and leave him sitting there with his mouth hanging open. “I love you,” I whisper as I go upstairs to pack my boxes. “I hope this brings you to me.”

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Stalking Links for Liberty Parker

          

        

      

    

    
      Website:

      http://authorlibertyparker.com

      Goodreads:

      https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/14035441.Liberty_Parker

      BookBub:

      https://www.bookbub.com/authors/liberty-parker

      Newsletter sign up form:

      https://landing.mailerlite.com/webforms/landing/s1v0k0

      Facebook Author Page: 

      https://www.facebook.com/authorlibertyparker/

      Liberty’s Luscious Ladies:

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/1153797384736487/

      Rebel Guardians Insiders: https://www.facebook.com/groups/280929722515781/

      Twisted Iron Groupies:  https://www.facebook.com/groups/2088172217913867/

      Twitter: https://twitter.com/authorlparker

      Instagram:

      https://www.instagram.com/libertyauthor/

      Book order form:

      https://goo.gl/forms/47PjnbSrSBj5hY5R2

      

      Link to RGMC video:

      https://youtu.be/0R312hkgvBQ

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Stalking Links For Darlene

          

        

      

    

    
      Facebook Author Page:

      https://www.facebook.com/darlenetallmanauthor/

      

      Darlene’s Dolls Group Page: 

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/1024089434417791/

      

      Rebel Guardians Insiders:

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/280929722515781/

      

      Newsletter Subscriber Link:  

      http://eepurl.com/dEaxGj

      

      Goodreads:

      https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/15709175.Darlene_Tallman

      

      Bookbub:

      https://www.bookbub.com/authors/darlene-tallman

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Liberty Parker
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      Rage Ryders MC

      1. Taken By Lies

      2. Taken By Rage 

      2.5. Taken By Vegas 

      3. Taken By Sadistic 

      4. Taken By Chaos 

      5. Taken By Temptation

      

      Rage Ryders Templeton

      Faithfully Devoted

      Forever Yours (coming soon) 

      

      Diva's Ink

      1. Blank Canvas

      2. Clean Slate 

      3. Beautiful Template

      

      Dreamcatchers MC

      1. Charlee's Choices 

      2. Capturing Dreams

      Shattered Trust (coming soon) 

      

      Surrogacy

      1. What Should've Been 

      

      Crossroad Soldiers MC

      1. Walking The Crossroad

      2. Our Cross To Bear

      

      Rebel Guardians MC (with Darlene Tallman)

      Braxton 

      Hatchet

      Chief

      Smokey & Bandit

      Law 

      Capone

      A Twisted Kind Of Love

      

      Rebel Guardians Next Generation (with Darlene Tallman)

      1. Talon & Claree

      2. Jaxson & Ralynn

      

      New Beginnings (with Darlene Tallman)

      1. Reclaiming Maysen

      

      Nelson Brothers (with Darlene Tallman)

      1. Seeking Our Revenge

      2. Seeking Our Forever

      

      Twisted Iron MC (with Kayce Kyle)

      1. Mercenary And His Outlaw 

      2. Fueling The Edge 

      3. Sandman’s Awakening(coming soon)

      

      Old Ladies Club (with Kayce Kyle, Erin Osborne and Darlene Tallman)

      1. Old Ladies Club - Wild Kings MC 

      2. The Old Ladies Club - Soul Shifterz MC 

      3. Old Ladies Club - Rebel Guardians MC

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Darlene Tallman
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      Bountiful Harvest

      His Firefly

      His Christmas Pixie

      Her Kinsman-Redeemer

      Operation Valentine

      His Forever

      Forgiveness

      Christmas With Dixie

      Our Last First Kiss

      Draegon: The Falder Clan - Book One

      Scars of the Soul

      Hale’s Song

      

      The Mischief Kitties (with Cherry Shephard)

      The Mischief Kitties in Bampires & Ghosts & New Friends, Oh My!

      The Mischief Kitties in the Great Glitter Caper

      The Mischief Kitties in You Can't Takes Our Chicken

      

      The Black Tuxedos

      1. The Black Tuxedos MC - Reese

      2. Nick - The Black Tuxedos MC

      

      Rebel Guardians MC (with Liberty Parker)

      Braxton 

      Hatchet

      Chief

      Smokey & Bandit

      Law 

      Capone 

      A Twisted Kind Of Love

      

      Rebel Guardians Next Generation (with Liberty Parker)

      1. Talon & Claree

      2. Jaxson & Ralynn

      

      New Beginnings (with Liberty Parker)

      1. Reclaiming Maysen

      

      Nelson Brothers (with Liberty Parker)

      1. Seeking Our Revenge 

      2. Seeking Our Forever

      

      Old Ladies Club (with Kayce Kyle, Erin Osborne and Liberty Parker)

      1. Old Ladies Club - Wild Kings MC 

      2. The Old Ladies Club - Soul Shifterz MC 

      3. Old Ladies Club - Rebel Guardians MC

      

      With Various Other Authors

      Poetry: Dreams You Catch
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