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      Rafe Blackstone stared at Tamara Mejia as she stood next to her best friend Selena. Since the first moment he laid eyes on her several months ago, he’d wanted her unlike any other woman or Goddess, but she’d run from him.

      A deep inhale from his best friend Vin Thorn, pulled his attention from the alluring woman. They both stood at over seven feet tall with copper colored skin and were considered menacing on the best of days. Standing next to their two best friends, Max, and Malcolm King as they married their Fated, Selena Ramos, Rafe tugged on his collar, wishing they could hurry the ceremony along.

      Both King brothers had fallen fast and hard for a woman whom they thought was a normal human, but as fate had once again played with them, she was the lost goddess of none other than the god Zeus. They soon found out, Selena was more than human, she was their Fated as well as Zeus’s daughter, which in Rafe’s mind was exactly what his friends deserved.

      He barely stifled a chuckle as he watched Zeus point his fingers at his own eyes, and then turned them toward first Max, and then Malcolm. He was glad he wasn’t marrying a goddess, especially not the lost goddess of Zeus and his wife Hera, their youngest child. Rafe shuddered just thinking about all the ways Zeus would punish him had he been in the King brothers’ shoes. Rafe liked having his balls attached to him, thank you very much.

      Zeus’s eerie silver orbs pinned Rafe in his spot. It took all his hard-won discipline not to flinch away from the scrutiny, knowing the God could see inside his mind. Zeus had never paid much attention to any of the Ravens, unless they were fighting his father Cronus and his beasts for him, and that had been thousands of years ago. Now Rafe wished he would go back to tormenting Max and Malcolm. Maybe he should think about all the things the other two men were probably going to do to his baby girl that night?

      “You shouldn’t think anything of that nature. You don’t want to get me mad. I promised my baby girl I wouldn’t hurt her husbands. You, on the other hand, I didn’t promise anything about,” Zeus warned.

      Rafe stumbled back on the soft sand at the booming voice in his head. Vin’s arm coming around his shoulders was the only thing that kept him from falling flat on his ass. Looking across the aisle, he saw Zeus staring at the threesome as the priest began the wedding.

      “I’ve always paid attention to you boys. Each and every single one of you.”

      Even though Zeus wasn’t looking at him, Rafe was aware the other man could hear everything he thought. Which sucked fucking dick.

      “Of course you did, sir. I apologize for my slight to you.” Had Rafe not been at two of his closest friends’ wedding, he’d have dematerialized. A quick look at the trio and he could see Max glaring at him.

      Zeus sighed. “You are such a poor liar, Rafe Blackstone. But since this is a happy occasion, I will let it pass. I…”

      Rafe wasn’t sure what Zeus was planning to say, he was just glad they were interrupted by the priest announcing Max and Malcolm could kiss their bride. The puzzled look on Zeus’s face made Vin bust out in a fit of deep chuckles, earning him a look from the eerie, silver gaze of Zeus. Good, maybe he was getting the mind-fuck from the God, too.

      Max, being the gentleman he was, gave Selena a sweet kiss. Malcolm, on the other hand, wasn’t so suave or smart. A loud grunt came from Malcolm, and then he was rubbing the back of his head with a look of retribution toward his brother Max. Max, ever the diplomat, reached for their wife and placed her between them.

      It was his turn to finally get to walk back down the aisle with Tamara. She had to be one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen, and that was saying something. For the first couple thousand years, he’d spent his life surrounded by goddesses who were perfection personified. But something about Selena’s best friend called to him on a deeper level. Everything about her made him think about hot sweaty nights, and warm wet…everything. He needed to get his mind off of things he’d like to be doing with her, or everyone they passed would have no problem seeing exactly what he was thinking.

      She linked her arm with his, her musky perfume hit his nose like an aphrodisiac, and he felt his dick swell in his trousers like an untried boy. Vin’s eyebrows rose as he looked Rafe up and down, the corners of his lips twitching. Had he not been holding Tamara’s arm like a gentleman, Rafe would’ve flipped him the bird.

      He felt Tamara stiffen. In her high heels she was close to six feet tall. That still made her a good foot shorter than him and Vin. Rafe shook his head. Why he kept thinking of Tamara with him and Vin was a mystery. Not that he and his closest friend hadn’t been known to share women in the past.

      “You can let me go now,” Tamara whispered.

      Rafe looked down into eyes like melted chocolate. He always was a lover of anything with that rich melted goodness on it, over it, in it. Damn, he was in deep. “But you feel good in my arms, omorfia.” They entered the area that had been set up for the reception. With the fairy lights as Selena had called them, Tamara’s dark hair shined a blue-ish black, making him wish to see what it would look like laying on his pillow.

      “What the hell did you call me?” Tamara jerked her arm out of his.

      He was surprised at her strength and agility, something he’d be sure and remember in the future. “It means ‘beauty’ in Greek.” He raised his hand to touch the shiny tresses.

      Tamara smacked his hand away. “Listen, you keep your hands to yourself, and I’ll keep mine to myself. Deal?” She placed her fists on her hips.

      The confident stance probably scared most men away, but Rafe wasn’t most men. He was an ancient warrior, one of the elite Ravens of War, and a tiny little human wasn’t going to deter him. Especially not one he wanted more than his next breath. He’d just have to figure out what made Tamara Mejia tick. He raised his hands in the universal ‘I surrender’ pose and gave his most charming grin. “I’m sorry, omorfia mou. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “Excuse me, Tamara. Selena has asked that you come to her.” Vin Thorn rubbed his hands together.

      “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” Rafe watched the sway of Tamara’s ass in the tight dress as she walked through the throng of people to where Selena stood with Max and Malcolm King.

      A small pang of envy hit Rafe at the picture the three of them made standing together. The two leaders of the Ravens had found their Fated, completing the bond that made them all whole. Of course, they’d saved the Earth from imploding by bonding with Selena, binding her powers between the three of them, so he was happy for them. It was what all the Ravens had hoped to find when they’d been sent to Earth so many years ago. Rafe had almost stopped believing it was possible. He still didn’t think he’d find his one, not with the darkness in his soul. But the twin brothers deserved their happiness with Selena.

      Vin bumped his shoulder. “We will find our Fated, too, brother.” He nodded toward the happy threesome.

      Rafe couldn’t take his eyes off the tall, dark haired woman standing next to the petite goddess. Even though he didn’t deserve her, he wanted her on every level a man could want a woman. She stared back at him, her full red lips pulled up in a smirk like she knew what he was thinking, daring him to make a move. Vin’s hand on his bicep kept him in place.

      “Dude, if you make a move on her here, Zeus will have your nuts in a cup, and I can guarantee you won’t get them back.” Vin tilted his head to indicate the man beside Max and Malcolm.

      There, standing with his wife and several other gods and goddesses, was Zeus himself, and sure enough he was doing that thing with his fingers, only this time he pointed from his eyes then at Rafe.

      Fuck!

      “Yeah, looks like he’s claiming Tamara as one of his own.” Vin chuckled dryly.

      “How long do we gotta stay here?” Rafe unbuttoned his shirt and freed it from the dress slacks. The white wifebeater underneath kept him presentable, but he wanted out of the constrictive button down shirt and pants and into what he was used to.

      “Since you’re the official best man you need to make a toast, and then there’s the dancing. I’d say another hour or so.”

      “Oh, you’ve got to be joking?” Rafe ran his hand over his bald head.

      Vin rolled his eyes, mimicking the movement of Rafe. All the other Ravens had hair of different shades and lengths except Rafe and Vin. On more than one occasion, Rafe had been accosted and asked for his autograph. Even after he swore he wasn’t the actor, named of all things, the Rock. They never believed him. Sometimes it was easier to just ignore them, other times, he would have to get mean. The real Dwayne Johnson’s PR team hated it when Rafe had to get mean, but luckily he and the actor were hardly ever in the same country at the same time, which made his explanations more believable. Add in the fact Rafe never allowed any of his photographs to come out, and there was never any proof of his existence. It was good to have the ability to erase modern-day technology with nothing more than a thought. The other man, the one with the odd nickname, he had no such problem being in the public eye.

      The sound of a microphone being turned on brought all their attention to the front of the crowd. Rafe wanted to get the hell out of Dodge and luckily, his friends did too.

      He was never so glad to see the leaders of the Ravens decide to cut the reception short and whisk their bride away. If it were him, he’d have skipped the whole damn thing and gone straight for the honeymoon in the first place. Zeus’s large form appeared on the edge of the crowd, another warning he shouldn’t even think of what the threesome would be doing. Nope, not his honeymoon, not his fucking to think about.
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      Vin’s heart was beating a triple staccato in his chest. From the moment he’d brought the priest in and announced that they were there, he was ready to get on his knees and pledge his life to the woman named Tamara. The only thing standing in his way was his best friend Rafe and how he’d acted around her. It didn’t take a rocket scientist, although Vin was one, to see his friend had fallen and fallen hard for the Spanish beauty.

      He knew a little about her from his connection with the twins, Max and Malcolm, but he needed to learn more. Her snapping brown eyes made him think of dark nights, and the secrets she had that he wanted to know. She was the daughter of a Cajun mama and a Spanish father, although she had never met her father from what Selena said. Vin figured she got some of her fiery temper from him. Some things were inherited, and some were learned. He’d bet his last dollar she was one hell of a firecracker, and he couldn’t wait to find out. Rafe be damned, he’d have to learn to share ‘cause she was his too.

      His lips kicked up in a smile. Rafe was lots of things, but stingy wasn’t one of them.

      It was his chore to get the priest back to his parish and wipe his memory of the ceremony, which totally sucked, or as his friend Rafe was known to say, sucked balls. But he’d promised, and Vin always kept his promises.

      Once he got the man back to his church, he was heading out to find Rafe, and they needed to decide how they were going to woo Tamara. Maybe he should stop off and buy a flame thrower, because the woman was all ice queen when it came to him and Rafe. Not that they’d hurt a hair on her perfect head, or sexy body. Hell no, they wouldn’t. What they would do, was spend hours, days, weeks, finding out what her likes, and dislikes were and making sure they pleased her in every way. She’d be the most well-loved female on Earth.

      She was a puzzle. Most women weren’t repulsed by him or Rafe, just the opposite, in fact. Sure, they were both larger than your average men, and although Rafe was bulkier, they could pass for brothers. Throughout his long life he’d had several relationships that were somewhat lasting, and even knowing there was a time stamp or an end date on them, he always treated women with respect.

      He shook hands with Max and Malcolm and laughed good-naturedly when they tried to announce they were leaving, but Zeus shook his head. He gave Selena what could only be called puppy dog eyes, making Max and Malcolm groan. Vin bided his time and prepared to wait to speak with Tamara.

      His time finally came when she tried to slip out the back. Had he not been watching her so closely; he’d have missed her easing away from the crowd. Moving quickly, he beat her to the exit, blocking her path. She glared up at him with her dark eyes.

      “Your friend will be safe with them.” He tilted his head toward the dancing couple.

      “I know.” Tamara smoothed her hands down her hips.

      Vin turned to look at her fully. “Why are you so nervous? Do you not like weddings? Maybe being surrounded by so many of us makes you uncomfortable.” He made it sound like a question, but they both knew it was the truth. He wasn’t sure how much she knew about her best friend, or how much would be wiped from her memory, but it would be hard to not realize she wasn’t at a normal shindig.

      Vin tried to see through her eyes. He and Rafe were well over seven feet tall, but compared to Zeus and Selena’s other relatives, they were small. Even though the gods and goddesses had taken on a more humanlike size, they were still larger than the tallest known men including the Ravens. They all had hair that flowed like living silk. Vin had always envied that about them and the other Ravens. He and Rafe were the only two who had never grown any hair. To this day nobody knew why. Vin and Rafe came to realize it set them apart, but not in a negative way. It just was.

      He spotted Rafe leaning against the wall of the pavilion. He seemed to watch everyone except Tamara and Vin, yet without connecting with him, he was sure every move they made was known by the other man. Even with his cell phone held up to his ear, a look of annoyance clear on his face, there was no doubt Rafe was aware of their every move.

      Vin turned to Tamara. She had her head tilted at an adorable angle to the right, her bottom lip tucked inside her mouth. He stifled the urge to bend and take the chewed on flesh into his own lips.

      “I’m not nervous or whatever. I’m happy for Lena and her men.” Tamara spoke so softly he had to lean closer to hear.

      She sighed heavily, and it occurred to him that she was maybe just a bit saddened about her friend’s wedding. “Hey, look at me.” Vin finally did what he’d wanted since the moment he’d seen Tamara. He used his index finger to raise her chin and forced her to meet his eyes. Ah, Vin saw through her façade. Her eyes were windows to her soul. Her look of annoyance was nothing but a smokescreen for how she was truly feeling, and that was a woman who worried she was being left behind. He sympathized with the gorgeous female. How many times had he watched people meet and fall in love? Way too many to count.

      “I know you are, and I can assure you, she’s happy. Be happy for her.”

      Tamara jerked away from him. “You don’t know me,” she snapped. Her back ramrod straight, she strode into the crowd of people before he could stop her.

      Why couldn’t he keep his mouth shut?

      “Because you’re an ass?” Rafe punched him in the arm.

      Vin grunted. Not from the punch, but because Rafe was right. He only wanted to reassure Tamara that her friend was going to be fine so she could focus on other things.

      Rafe snorted. “Yeah, you wanted her focused on you.”

      “And you don’t?” He shot back.

      “I’m not going to deny that I’ve wanted that woman since I first laid eyes on her months ago, but she ran like a scared doe then, and she’s running now.”

      “What do we do then? I want her, you want her. Are we going to share her like Max and Malcolm?” he asked angrily.

      Rafe laughed. “Man, do you hear yourself? That woman”—he pointed to the fine ass in question— “doesn’t want either of us. We could go fuck each other before she’d fuck either of us.” Rafe held his hand up. “And as much as I think you look good naked. I’m not fucking your hairy ass or vice versa.”

      One of the things Vin loved about Rafe was his intensity, but when his friend laughed with such unrestrained mirth, he realized why they were best friends.

      “First of all, my ass isn’t hairy, dickweed, and second, that’s not an invitation.” Not that Vin hadn’t slept with both men and women in his extremely long life, but fucking his friend wasn’t something he had ever fantasized about. They’d shared women between them, and those had been some of the best times of his life, but not once had he wanted to bend Rafe over or be bent over by him.

      “Good to know.” Rafe laughed.

      “Get out of my head, fucker.” Vin shoved him.

      With one arm Rafe grabbed Vin in a headlock. “Make me, boy.”
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      Tamara, being the daughter of a priestess, was used to what people deemed strange and all that came with her mama. But the night she first saw Rafe, she also saw something that scared the holy living hell out of her. Even thinking about the vision, made fear slide down all the way to her toes in the high heels. She gripped the gris gris her mama had given her on her twentieth birthday. The talisman a familiar weight around her neck.

      “Why are you shaking so, Tamara?” The smooth, accented voice had Tamara looking up at the woman she knew to be Selena’s sister, Asteria.

      Tamara pasted a fake smile on her face. “Hello, Asteria. It was a lovely ceremony wasn’t it?”

      “Ah, this is what you call an evasion tactic?” She nodded her head. “But yes, it was beautiful.”

      She immediately felt guilty. “I’m sorry. It’s been a long couple of weeks.”

      The sound of booming male voices interrupted their conversation, followed by what had to be the cutest thing Tamara had ever seen. Rafe had Vin’s head tucked under his one arm, while he was rubbing the knuckles of his other hand over the top. Although, she wouldn’t admit it to the two overgrown buffoons, she thought they were gorgeous.

      “They are amazing men, both of them, all of the Ravens. We owe them so very much,” Asteria said.

      Tamara gave her a puzzled look. “Who?”

      “Rafe, Vin, and the others. They have sacrificed so much. To see them playing and having fun is truly a wonderful sight to see. They deserve more—”

      “Asteria.” Zeus’s voice interrupted them.

      She’d been feeling sorry for herself since Selena’s wedding. Getting lost in her own personal thoughts. Just seeing her friend so happy brought up her own feelings of sadness, loneliness, and yes, regret.

      Silent communication flowed between Selena’s father and Asteria. How she knew that she wasn’t sure, but she knew it was true.

      She also agreed with Asteria that everyone deserved happiness. Life was full of bad people who did bad things.

      At the tender age of seventeen she’d almost been gang raped in a back alley near her home. Luckily for her, Selena had saved her like an avenging angel. To this day she still had nightmares of what could’ve been, but she’d sworn to herself then and there to take her sexuality in her own hands. She’d planned to save herself for marriage, but in that dark place behind a dumpster, those men wouldn’t have cared that she was a virgin. Tamara had been smart, and she had been choosey. Hell, she was also the sister of overbearing older brothers, but since giving up her virginity to a nice young man that she remembered fondly, Tamara hadn’t looked back.

      There was something about the two wrestling around that told her they were different, and while they would move on to someone else, she had a feeling the saying about being ruined for all others would be true in her case.

      Why the hell she was thinking of them in the plural sense was beyond her. Being in control of her sex life was one thing, but she’d never had a threesome in her twenty-seven years. And, if she did decide to swim in that pond, then every man after that would have to measure up to not one, but two, yardsticks. Tamara was sure that their yardsticks were way too big to begin with, add them together and no man was ever going to compare.

      “Earth to Tamara. Where is your head at, girl?” Selena looked worried.

      She closed her eyes. “Sorry, cher. I’m still exhausted from the trip here.” Truly Tamara wished she was anywhere but there.

      Selena grabbed Tamara’s hand. “We’re leaving. Do you want to ride with us?”

      Tamara could see Selena’s two husbands loved that idea. Not! To jerk their chain she almost said yes, but she actually liked the two men her best friend had married.

      “Your dad offered to give me a lift.”

      Malcolm groaned.

      “Hey, you be nice. My dad is wonderful,” Selena teased.

      “Absolutely. He’s the best.” Max put his arm around Selena, pulling her against his side.

      Tamara knew what was going on, but either Malcolm was an idiot, or he thought he was getting a free pass on his wedding day.

      “Of course he’s wonderfully full of…”

      Selena launched herself into his arms and covered his mouth with her own. That was when Tamara realized Malcolm was a very smart man indeed.

      “You’re such a jackass, Mal,” Max grumbled.

      Malcolm grunted in pain, which Tamara realized he did a lot when the brothers were arguing. She made a mental note to ask Selena about that.

      “Quit groping Malcolm and say your goodbyes, woman.” Max grabbed Selena by the waist to pull her from his brother. She was giggling when she finally released Malcolm.

      The look of pure love shone from all three of them, reinforcing the fact she was the odd one out to Tamara.

      Tamara was glad her walls were up and were as thick as she could make them. She didn’t want to ruin a moment of her friend’s happiness with her own morose thoughts. “Go on, I think you have a couple impatient men.”

      She waved her friend off, laughing at the hundreds of cans tied to the back of the limo. Vin was like a big kid with a cheesy grin on his face, and she knew he must’ve helped put them on the car.

      She wanted what Selena had, maybe not the two men, but her future wasn’t to be if her vision was true. Ever since she saw Rafe for the first time and the sight of the black crow above him, she had been seeing her own death, which wasn’t new, but this time it was more pressing.

      That was why she had run that day, and every day since. Now, looking across the parking lot, she saw not one, but two black crows above the two men who looked more like brothers. Hell, for all she knew they were brothers in the true sense of the word. When she’d questioned Selena, her friend said they were all part of a group that called themselves Ravens. Tamara joked and called them a gang, but Selena shook her head and said they were good men who fought for humanity. When Selena had told her exactly how they’d fought, and how long, Tamara had thought her friend had gone crazy. Only she knew there were things in this world that were…more. Things that were unexplainable. Selena couldn’t give her all the details, saying it could endanger her, but the bits and pieces she saw in her best friend’s mind before Selena shut her out made Tamara a firm believer. Her friend was the daughter of a God, a living, maybe not breathing God.

      The saying she, Tamara Mejia wasn’t worthy, was in fact true. Luckily for her, she wasn’t going to have to live for the next fifty years dwelling with the knowledge she was going to grow old and wrinkly while her bestie wouldn’t. A laugh threatened to bubble out. She barely contained it as she looked around at all the gorgeous men and women who were most likely just like Selena and her men.

      For the past ten years Tamara had focused on enjoying life, not worrying about whether she would be here tomorrow. She hadn’t thought about becoming a mom, or a wife, she’d just assumed she would have time for all that. She’d put it off as one of those things that she’d do when she got older. Dammit, she wanted all those things.

      “Where would you like to go, sister of my sister?” Asteria asked.

      The question brought her back to the present, knowing her tomorrows were limited.

      Tamara knew a lifeline when she saw one, and she took what the gorgeous woman was offering. A chance to get away without anyone knowing where she was going, except Asteria of course, but Tamara trusted her.

      “To the beach,” Tamara sighed.

      “Close your eyes and imagine where you want to be.”

      Blocking out everything except the great little cottage on the beach she’d bought several months back, Tamara focused on where she wanted to go. She’d found peace there when she’d seen it for the first time and wanted to reclaim that same sense again.

      

      Hours later…

      The sound of waves hitting the shore woke Tamara from a dreamless sleep. She sat up and stretched her arms above her head, swinging her legs over the side of the bed she stared at the unfamiliar room. In her haste to hurry to the door, she nearly fell on her ass.

      “Holy shit,” she mumbled. The memory of speaking with Selena’s sister, and the strange sensation of the other woman speaking in her head, came rushing back.

      She looked down to see she was dressed in her favorite sleeping attire of basketball shorts and tank. Not the sexiest outfit, but she’d been shooting for comfort when Asteria had told her to imagine where she wanted to go and all the things she wanted there.

      To be honest, Tamara hadn’t really thought about…it being a reality. The other woman had flooded her with a sensation of comfort, exactly what Tamara had needed at that moment in time.

      She inhaled the sweet, salty scent of the ocean.

      If she was to believe that she was magically sent by Asteria to the bungalow that she’d purchased earlier in the summer, then she figured all her clothes would be in the closet and the drawers. Butterflies danced in her stomach as she contemplated just how real this could be.

      Stalling wasn’t going to change anything. Tamara opened the wardrobe where she kept her bikinis the last time she was there. A smile lit her face at what was lying on top. The yellow polka dot one that she’d bought because of a song, and then fell in love with once she’d put it on. “Good god I hope it still fits,” she whispered, her fingers running over the spandex material.

      At five feet nine inches tall with her mixed Cajun and Spanish ancestry, Tamara had been told she could wear just about anything. But when your best friend was a tiny blonde bombshell, Tamara tended to feel like an Amazon around her. Her style in the last five years had become more of a shock and awe, the complete opposite of Selena. She loved short leather skirts and tall, high-heeled shoes. In fact, the shorter the better was her motto. But the yellow polka dot bikini had been in a little boutique window display literally screaming at her as she’d strolled by. The song had played over and over in her head, until she had no other choice but to go back and buy it.

      Knowing that she’d crossed several time zones made her feel gross, even though Asteria had done it for her, Tamara still didn’t want to put on anything clean until she washed the stink off her. Her thoughts made her think of her mama, and what she’d always drilled into her about cleanliness. Before she could go down memory lane, which always made her cry, she hurried into the bathroom.

      After a shower, where she found all her necessities were indeed waiting for her, she donned the bikini, grabbed a towel, and headed toward the beach.

      The sand beneath her toes was cool and inviting early in the afternoon. She laid her towel out to watch the waves beat against the shore. The pounding the sand took from the angry water reminded her of humans and how they treated each other. Strange, how she now thought about humans and others.

      A loud squawk had her looking up to see a flock of sea gulls. One broke away from the group, swooped down toward the water, and scooped up a fish to take back up before flying away.

      How long she sat there watching the waves without thinking about anything, Tamara had no clue. She was just happy her mind drifted without truly thinking about anything in particular. Her stomach rumbled, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten anything since yesterday. She hoped Asteria had stocked the fridge. If not she’d call a cab to take her into town for some provisions, enough to last at least a week. She didn’t want to leave her little place on the beach for any reason.

      She stood, then brushed the sand off her butt and thighs that must have blown on her while she sat drifting in a lazy haze. A frisson of fear, like she was being watched, had her looking around the deserted beach. She shook her head. Nobody should be around for miles; this was her private oasis. Her heart raced, but she took a deep breath, taking another look around before forcing her muscles to relax.
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      At times like these, if Vin had hair, he’d surely rip it all out. One minute he was messing around with Rafe, watching Max and Malcolm leave with their bride Selena, the next he was shocked out of his mind. They had played a game of rock-paper-scissors, which he’d won fair and square, so he was the one who got to ask Tamara to dance. As the limo drove off, he’d looked over to where Tamara had been standing with Selena’s sister Asteria, hoping to make eye contact. What he got was an eye full of Zeus. He shuddered just thinking of the mind-fuck the man was capable of.

      Rafe slapped him on the back. “I’m out.”

      “Just like that? Don’t you want to know where she went?” He tried to keep the growl out of his voice.

      His best friend shook his head. “Nope. It’s not the first or second time she’s done a runner. I can take a hint. It took me weeks to find her last time, and I only found her because she contacted Selena.” Rafe looked up to the sky. “I’m tired, Vin.”

      Vin didn’t think he’d ever heard the desolate tone from Rafe before. And he didn’t like it one iota now. “What the fuck. You becoming a pussy or something?”

      With a nod of his big bald head, Rafe swung around, lifted his hand in a one-finger salute, and dematerialized. Vin
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