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Cap

I never expected to have a heart attack at the age of thirty-five. It was that kind of life-changing moment where it makes you stop and really appreciate the life you have. My heart was so bad they had to take it away from me and replace it with a new one, leaving me just as hollow as I was before. 

As the Road Captain for the Celestial Sons MC and former soldier for the Army, you would’ve thought I saw the signs, but I was too busy trying to keep the club together to pay attention to my own body. Now there was a foreign heart beating inside my chest—a heart that only got stronger when I got near Ruby. I never intended to fall for my client, but the more time we spend together, the more I NEED to save her from herself before it's too late.

Ruby

Losing Chase destroyed every part of me.

He was the only person in this world that made me feel whole, and now that he’s gone, there’s a bitter emptiness inside of me I can't seem to wash away. Living without him was meaningless, which is why I made the choice to end my life. But Nicholas Kane had other ideas, intervening when I thought it was supposed to be my last moment on earth. 

He was nothing like my Chase, but he was determined to save me from myself, even though I didn’t want or need his help. Grief is never an easy thing to deal with, but when a handsome biker shows up trying to guide you to the light, you can’t help but question if his intervention was an act of pure luck, or if fate was bringing him into my life for reasons both of our hearts just couldn’t see.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Trigger Warning
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This book contains scenes and themes that may be triggering for readers that have troubles with books about grief, suicide, suicidal thoughts, forced intimacy, loss of a loved one, or addictions. Please read with caution if any of the above themes may trigger you.
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Ranked Members

President – Zodiac

VP – Scorpio

SGT at Arms – Archer

Enforcer – Bull

Treasurer - Scales

Road Captain – Cap

Tail Gunner – Leo

Members

Aries

Fish

Castor 

Pollux

Prospects

Virg

Pincher
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We’d like to dedicate this book to all the Capricorns out there. Those hardworking, critical overthinkers, that are super loyal but also have a bit of a pessimistic side. Those ambitious souls who tend to overachieve are always practical, and tend to reach for their goals and conquer them with ease. 

This is for all of you who were born December 22nd through January 19th. The men and women who push forward even when faced with challenges or mental strife and keep that playful, almost youthful nature even as they grow. 

To all you Capricorns, this book is for you! 

Always reach for the stars, 

~Annelise and Quinn~
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There’s nothing worse than losing someone you love. That horrible feeling of loss you get when you realize a piece of you is gone and you know it will never return. I loved Chase with every beat of my soul. He was my person—my everything. Then he was ripped away from me. It was a tragedy that should’ve only happened in a movie or story book. But it happened to me that one fateful night over six months ago. 

I try not to think back on that night, even though I often find myself wondering how I ever let it get to the point it did? That butterfly effect where splices in time could’ve been altered or modified just slightly enough to change the fate of our stars. 

We could’ve chosen to stay home instead of going to our friend’s birthday party. I could’ve taken away the last few beers Chase pounded down, or waited until he was more sober before letting him drive home. We both had a little too much to drink, but that didn’t stop me from pleading with him to give me the keys, begging for him to stay at Horatio’s house instead of getting behind the wheel. Like most inebriated idiots, Chase didn’t think he was that drunk. But he was. He was drunk enough to get behind the wheel. Drunk enough to pull out of the parking lot. Drunk enough to make the biggest mistake of his life that ended up costing us everything.

I still remember how fast my heart was beating inside of my chest. The increase of its rhythm as he swerved haphazardly into the other lane. And the minute it stalled inside my chest when all those lights illuminated the cab of his truck, and the glass shattered around us. 

The horn. 

The panic. 

The fucking last few seconds I had with him. 

I remember it all like it was on a constant loop inside my mind. The fucked-up vision of my husband’s last few moments on earth swirling around in my head like a record that never stops playing. 

There was a moment where he looked me dead in the eye and all I could see was the fear in each tiny speck of green surrounding his pupil. Guilt hid behind his normally confident smile, rising up all at once, then in one second, erasing from the very existence we both took for granted.

He knew he had fucked up. But there wasn’t time to say he was sorry, or try to correct his mistake. No... when it’s your time, everything happens in a split second, and you’re gone before mistakes can ever be forgiven. And I haven’t forgiven him. I don’t think I ever will. 

What Chase did that night was selfish and reckless. Not that I didn’t know that about him when I married him. His recklessness had always been a huge turn on for me, but now I hated it almost as much as I hated him. 

God, why didn’t he just listen to me instead of arguing with me that night? Why did he have to get behind that wheel and drive when he was intoxicated? Why did God spare my life and take his instead?

It was a question I always asked myself. Why? Why was I spared? Why did I still exist?

People don’t understand the eternal darkness a person feels when their soulmate is ripped away from them. That happiness you used to feel seeps out of you, replaced by an internal misery that festers and sits inside your soul, consuming everything until it swallows you whole. That kind of pain eats you from the inside out, taking away all the good in the world and replacing it with a grey veil of nothingness that snuffs out all your light. 

My light died the moment Chase took his last breath—a final exhale taken six months ago today. That was when my husband left me alone on this planet—replacing my happiness with a bitter sadness that I can no longer bear. 

No one understands. 

Not my mother.

Not my father. 

Certainly not the friends who turned their backs on me when they couldn’t bear to see the pain in my eyes, or the wound he left me with that never healed after his departure. 

Nobody gets the internal hell being without him has caused me. 

A hell I no longer can stand living in. 

There’s nothing left for me here. Nothing that’s worth living for, anyway. 

I’d rather battle the ethereal world of the afterlife with Chase, our two hearts beating to the same ghostly rhythm, than take another miserable shallow breath on this ghastly rock we all call home. 

So, on this eve of my husband’s death, I salute those who managed to move on with their lives after losing their person—the people who somehow found that extra beat in their hearts to keep them going after their world was shattered into a kaleidoscope of loss and depression like mine. 

I envy that kind of strength. 

It’s the strength I wish I had, instead of the weakness that has me gripping this bottle of pills, ready to dump every single one down my throat, and join my Chase up in heaven. 

The pills sat heavy in my hands, like tiny little grenades ready to obliterate everything wrong in my world. This was the only way. It wasn’t like God was going to intervene and show me a purpose after months of turning his back on me and taking away the only person that ever mattered to me. He didn’t care. Nobody fucking cared about me but Chase. 

“Chase, if you’re up there. I’m sorry I let you down. I just can’t stay here any longer without you. I’m coming home, baby. Back to the only arms that will ever keep me warm. Back to my person and the only heart that will ever belong to me. I love you now, forever, always, and every space in between.” 

My hands shook as I raised my fist to my lips, tears streaming down the sides of my face like empty rivers of sorrow as I thought about him saying those words to me during his vows. 

Chase was gone... and if I was ever to find his heart again, this was the only way. 

I’m coming, Chase. Save a place for me behind those pearly gates. I love you.... 

KNOCK. KNOCK. 
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Seven months ago

“Is he okay?” Zodiac shouted, but I couldn’t hear him. Everything in the room had suddenly dulled, replaced with an insistent ringing in my ears. 

My chest felt tight, and a pain so excruciating ricocheted through my bones, stopping inside my chest as the muscle that pumped life throughout my body stalled and constricted. 

The ground came fast, smashing into my face as I hit it with a sickening thud and everything ceased up. There was no moving. All I could do was grasp at my chest, willing my heart to keep going. 

“Cap! Jesus, fuck!” someone shouted to my left. “Archer, get the fuck over here. Something’s wrong with Cap!” 

Black dots dotted my vision and my head swam in a sea of pain that was drowning out my ability to think and speak. 

Hands pressed into my chest, violently pushing into my sternum in four angry thrusts. 

“Cap, stay the fuck with me,” a voice said, but it was muffled and sounded so far away. “Goddamn it! Stay with me.” 

“What’s wrong?” another voice asked. 

“Call an ambulance! I think he’s having a heart attack.” 

Heart attack? Me? 

There was no way. I was only thirty-two. I survived two tours overseas, and now I was lying here on the cold ground, life slowly leaking out of me as my heart, that was once so strong, gave out on me for no reason. 

I didn’t remember shit after that. 

Not the ride in the ambulance. Not the hospital stay. Nothing. I shouldn’t have survived, but someone was looking over me that day, and I was spared, even though my heart was left barely hanging on. 

[image: image]

Present day

The doctors said I had a massive heart attack that night, which caused severe scarring to the point I needed a transplant. A TRANSPLANT! 

The thought still seemed so surreal to me, just like the four weeks of life they gave me after it happened. I was rushed to the top of our state’s transplant list, but I had little hope. The likelihood of surviving and finding a donor was slim—especially for a guy like me. I had a rare blood type, one that needed to be matched perfectly in order to get a heart. 

My club helped me the best they could, keeping my life as dull as possible. The slightest excitement could be that final nail in the coffin, and I already felt six feet under in my head. For three miserable weeks, I sat at home, waiting for the hospital to call me. Sometimes the stress got so bad that the doctors discussed admitting me and putting me in a medically induced coma in hopes that a donor would somehow magically appear, but I lost hope the second I woke up from my heart attack. 

Everyone thought I was gonna die. The doctors, my club, even myself. Hope never found me after that. It was just the waiting game—a game I was losing all desire to play. I ended up rushed to the surgical unit after the doctors informed me that they had found a match. I was shocked. Everything inside me felt like it was failing, and I knew I didn’t have much time left. The doctors knew that too. There was no more waiting for me. It was either my body accepted the new heart, or I died. 

When my eyes finally opened again, the heart I once knew was no longer inside my chest. A foreign vessel sat in its place. It was still a muscle. It still pumped blood through my body, but it wasn’t mine. How I knew that, I didn’t know. 

Sure, the pain and the gigantic wound on my chest, stapled from my sternum down to my stomach, should’ve given it away, but it was the unfamiliar beat—the peculiar way it seemed to be out of rhythm with the rest of my body that clued me in. 

The doctors said I got lucky, that some kind of guardian angel must’ve been looking out for me that day because my heart literally died while they were removing it, and I started to code, only to be revived when the new heart was inserted and brought me back to life, like Dr. Frankenstein reviving his monster. The only way to fix my broken heart was to replace it altogether, and that’s exactly what they did, utilizing a perfectly matched organ donor whose healthy heart could replace the poisoned one inside my chest.

The recovery was fucking brutal. The pain I felt as my body tried to adjust to my new organ was indescribable, and I didn’t wish that kind of pain on anyone. All I could do was thank the mysterious donor who gave me my heart, wishing his or her fate wouldn’t have ended in such a tragic way. Their sacrifice saved my life, and I was eternally grateful to them, even though I had no clue who it was that donated it and never would. 

All I knew was that I was alive, and because of it, I had a new purpose in my life. Almost dying had opened my eyes differently to the world. All around me I could see the signs of people who were suffering internally, the ones who kept their dark thoughts hidden away from the world, the ones who were ready to just give up. I could see the despair in their eyes, sparking my need to help those who might be suffering from depression, and the people who endured tremendous losses in their lives—losses that brought them to the brink of ending it all. 

Suicide was a silent killer—one that often went undetected by most. People never saw the signs before they happened, and always missed the silent cries for help that were only said through sad eyes and unspoken words. I missed that cue when Nathan passed away. He was my brother, a fellow comrade that took the battlefield beside me while on a tour overseas. He always seemed so happy, living behind a fake smile that people actually believed. I sure did. I had no idea that on the inside, he was crying out for help. He lost everything while he was away and returned to an empty house with no one there to support him. If only I had known, maybe I could have intervened and protected him before he bit that bullet and it ricocheted through his skull. Damn. Thinking about it now still haunts me. The signs were all there... I just missed them. 

It’s sad because I see those same signs in Leo. His bitterness and depression were only getting worse the longer he sat in a puddle of his own misery and rage. I wasn’t going to give up on him. I wasn’t going to give up on any of them. It’s why I created my own non-profit called The Guiding Light, something outside the club that I could call my own. As long as it didn’t interfere with the club’s comings and goings, Zodiac didn’t care. In fact, he was the one who encouraged me to follow my dream. He knew, more than anyone, what it was like to sit in a puddle of despair because he festered in his for almost twenty years, until fate brought Tess back into his life. Now he was as happy as can be, newly married to his high school sweetheart, raising a beautiful little girl like she was their own. It’s funny how life sometimes intervenes, deterring our paths so the right people get placed in them. It was the whole point of my non-profit, placing myself in other people’s paths to help them circumvent their grief and pain, hoping they don’t choose that same dark road Nathan chose when he took his life. 

It’s the whole reason I was standing on this doorstep now, my hand raised in a hesitant fist as I hovered outside her door. The only reason I was there was because her boss reached out to me. He said that she wasn’t doing well mentally and was afraid she’d end her own life. 

Ruby Tyler. 

I traced her name with my finger about thirteen times before I finally picked up the phone to call her. She never answered. Now I was standing outside her door, my heart racing inside my chest, afraid for the future of a woman I had never met before. 

Would she answer the door? Was I too late? Would she even be open to my help? 

These questions flew through my mind as my fist pounded on her door. 

KNOCK KNOCK. 

No answer... 

I knocked again. This time, even louder. Her bike was in the driveway, a fact that didn’t go unnoticed. To help a fellow biker would do my heart some good. If she was suffering and in pain, I would be there for her, a Guiding Light to get her through her darkness. 

Still no answer. 

I don’t know what compelled me to place my hand on that knob, or to turn it to see if it was open. Something inside me was urging me to go inside—a ghostly voice guiding me to help her. 

When the door gave way and opened, the house was eerily quiet. Not a single sound came from anywhere. 

“Hello?”

More silence. 

“Mrs. Tyler, are you in here?” 

A large thump came from a back bedroom, sounding eerily like a body hitting the floor. 

Fuck! 

My feet moved so fast I could barely keep up, and when I threw open the door, the sight I saw shattered my very existence.

There she was, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, convulsing on the floor with an empty bottle of pills lying next to her. There was no hesitation. I moved with the speed of a jet, dropping down beside her until I had her cradled in my arms. This wasn’t my first rodeo, so before she could protest, my fingers were shoved down her throat, forcing her to throw up whatever was in her system. 

Her eyes violently flew open as she choked on my fingers, the gagging forced all the contents of her stomach to empty onto the floor beside her. I held back her hair as she continued to purge herself of the pills. She needed a hospital, but for now, she had me. I sent up a silent prayer, hoping that no matter what happened, I could help her. I wasn’t in time to help Nathan. I’d found him after the fact, a memory that still fucking haunted me. Seeing the road Leo was going down scared the shit out of me. I imagined I annoyed the hell out of him, forcing him to do more than just exist in a bottle of whiskey each night and whatever Fallen Star was available to warm his bed. For some reason, saving this woman was as important to me as saving my brother. I needed her to pull through this. I needed her to fight for her future. 

“Ruby, come on, girl. Spit it all out. Get that poison out of your system.” 

She coughed. God, she coughed so much. It didn’t seem like enough, so I kept forcing her until she was nothing but dry heaves and tears. When I knew her stomach was empty, I brought her up against me, brushing my fingers through her hair as I tried to soothe her the best I could. 

“Hey, it’s okay. I’m here now.” 

She sobbed against my chest, coughing periodically as she attempted to rein her emotions in. 

Her bright blue eyes looked up at me. A wall of tears shimmering over those pain-filled orbs that mirrored the ocean. 

“Who are you?” she croaked out between sobs, her fingers digging into my arms as she continued to hold on to me for support. 

She needed me. I could feel it in the way her body trembled against me. She was so broken and lost, her pain nothing more than compressed air beneath a corked bottle, erupting all at once when the top was blown. 

Her boss was so right... Ruby fucking needed me. 

“I’m Nicholas, I’m here to help.” 

“Help me what?” 

I lifted my eyes so they met hers, ignoring the questions I knew she had. 

“Help you find the light in your world again.” 
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Light? Yeah right. 

For the last six months, the only thing I’ve known was a darkness so bleak, it dragged me down and swallowed the world around me into nothingness. I closed my eyes, exhausted and spent. Whoever this guy was, he saved me. I wasn’t certain if I wanted to thank him or curse him, but neither was an option at the moment. My throat burned from throwing up, and my body felt heavy and too weak to do anything about it at the moment. 

I just relaxed into him and let his warmth seep into my skin. 

“Come on, Mrs. Tyler.” He cleared his throat and tried to get me to focus. “You need to get up. We need to get you to the hospital.” 

“NO!” I shouted, pushing away from the comfort of his arms, ignoring the fact that I was sitting in the mess I made of the floor. “I’m not going to a hospital.” 

“Easy,” he said, standing up to hold out a hand. “Ruby, you can’t stay here alone, darlin’. If you won’t go to the hospital, do you have a friend or family member I can take you to, so they can help look after you?”

I shook my head vehemently, and my stomach started to roll with the motion. I bent over, dry heaving again, the room spinning as dizziness set in. “I have nobody,” I gasped out. “Not anymore.”

Bitter resentment filled me as I lifted my head to look at this Nicholas person who invaded my home, interrupted my plans, and saved my wretched life.

Insane eyes the color of deep, rich chocolate stared back at me with intent concern, perfectly framing his golden skin that only glorified his exotic good looks. A warm blush crept over my cheeks as my eyes traced over every chiseled inch of his fantastic jawline, discreetly covered by a rich, thick black beard that matched the tiny short Mohawk on his head. He was covered in tattoos from head to toe. I could even see a few peeking out from spots on his head where his hair wasn't as long. But the best part of him was his smile, so genuine and caring. The deep dimples that pressed into his cheeks had my heart stammering inside my chest. He was fucking gorgeous, and the goddamn muscles that covered this man were sexy as sin. 

“Why are you here?” I asked him, both annoyed by my attraction to him and intrigued at the same time. It felt like I was betraying Chase if I stared at him for even a second more, so I looked away, focusing on a spot on the wall that was chipped and peeling. Chase would’ve fixed that if he were still here. Now it’s on me to do. The paint’s in the garage... I just haven’t had the willpower to do anything—even breathing has become exhausting. 

There was a long pause before he spoke, almost like he was hesitant to answer. 

“I was informed that you were struggling emotionally and may be in need of my services,” he finally answered. “Looks like he was right.”

“He?” I honestly didn't need him to give me a name. I already knew. Reggie. He was my rich as fuck boss who has been questioning my mental stability lately. He had to be the he Nicholas was referring to.

“Your boss.”

I fucking knew it.

“Ugh, that asshole needs to learn how to stay out of my fucking business. Instead, he sends his hot, studly, covered in sexy tattoos, Fairy God Pecker here to save my life.” I rolled my eyes; I couldn't help myself.

“Displaced anger is natural in times like this, Ruby. He was just trying to help.”

“So, what exactly do you do besides break into people's homes and stick your dirty fingers down their throats?”

He chuckled. “Well, I'm the owner and founder of a non-profit called The Guiding Light. Our organization receives tips from loved ones and friends about others they think might be struggling emotionally, physically, or mentally. We specialize in suicide prevention, but also work with those battling addictions.”

“And here you are... PREVENTING me from leaving this goddamn sorry excuse for a world. Why? Why not just let me be to finish what I started?”

He stared at me strangely, almost like he was asking himself the same question inside of his head.

“About a year ago, I lost my best friend when he took a gun, put it in his mouth, and pulled the trigger. I never knew he was struggling, even though all the signs were there. He became aloof and withdrew from the world. He stopped caring about his appearance and drank all his problems away. He was suffering from depression—a bad depression. He felt alone, forgotten, and like he didn't belong here. Instead of seeking help, he felt the best course of action was to leave this earth completely. I was the one who found him, and I never forgave myself for not being there for him when he needed me. I vowed from that point on to help any person that needed me and was struggling with depression and thoughts of suicide. Sometimes people don't want my help, sometimes they do. There are times where I show up and barely make it in time to save them, like now, then there are other times I show up and I'm too late. Something inside me tells me you're worth saving, Ruby. And now that I'm here, I'm going to do everything in my power to help you.”

I swatted away his still outstretched hand, and not-so-gracefully climbed to my feet. The blood rushed to my head from moving too quickly, and he caught me when I swayed. “I didn’t ask you to save me. There’s no point.” 

“You can’t mean that, Ruby.” 

I laughed sarcastically, ignoring the burn in my throat. “But I do. My husband’s gone. He was all I had holding me to this world. The total of people that gave a shit about me died when he did.” 

“I give a shit about you, darlin’.”

Laughing again, I said, “You don’t even know me.”

“I know you’re hurting, and you feel like you’ve lost your reason for living, but you haven’t, Ruby. You just have to find a new reason to wake up each morning—a new purpose. Your husband wouldn’t want this for you. He wouldn’t want you to end your life to be with him again. He would want you to live.” 

“You don’t know that.” 

“I do, Ruby, because if someone loved me and I passed away, I wouldn’t want them to do this. Think about if the roles had been reversed. Would you have wanted your husband to follow you? Would you have wanted this for him? I don’t think you would have.”  

My heart broke further as I considered what he said and what Chase would have wanted. I wish he had lived and I had died, but I was spared and forced to face the torment of this grief alone. He had been my gravity, and now I felt like I was floating through life without a reason for landing. 

“What would you want him to do, Ruby?” He grasped my shoulders and lightly shook me. 

“I’d want him to live.” 

“Thata girl.” 

I watched as he smiled proudly, but inside, I still felt broken. Moving on felt like an insurmountable feat that I wasn’t sure I could survive. “I just want him back,” I cried, breaking down as sobs racked my body and I clung to the stranger that held me in his arms. I was a mixture of sadness, but also slightly relieved that he’d shown up when he did. He saved me, but that part of me that was relieved was surpassed by the other part of me that was in agony over the thought of continuing this life alone without Chase by my side.

What was the point of living without him?

And why was God intervening now?
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Grief and sorrow shucked off her in waves. For almost an hour, I held the beautiful widow in my arms, her thin body shaking from the sheer force of her sobs. I refused to move. I wasn’t going to let her go through this alone—not anymore. Instead, I let her cling to me as she purged every emotion and ounce of grief that was plaguing her. 

When she finally quieted down, I realized she’d fallen asleep in my lap, and I couldn’t help but admire her broken beauty that was screaming for help. 

Very carefully, I moved her off my lap and fit my arms underneath her sleeping body until she was lifted into the air. She cuddled even closer against me, sighing when her ear rested against the spot on my chest where my heart was beating to an unfamiliar rhythm. 

I felt strangely drawn to her, like I was supposed to intervene and step in when I did. She whimpered when I laid her down on the mattress and covered her with the comforter. Her room was a mess, and I needed to clean her up and report the incident, so there was a record of it happening. This was the part of my job that was never pleasant. I felt like I was sharing a part of them that they didn’t want to be seen. Luckily, Scorpio’s woman was the new town sheriff, and I knew she could be discreet about everything if I notified her. 

“This is Juliette,” she said, after she picked up on the second ring. 

“Hey, Juliette, this is Cap.” 

“Oh hey, Cap! How’s it going? I’m here with Duncan if you need to talk to him.” 

This was the awkward part. “Actually, I need to talk to you.” There was a lot of noise going on in the background, and I realized she was probably at the clubhouse. 

“What’s up?” she asked when the sound in the background died down. “Is everything okay?”

“No, not really. I’m at the residence of a Mrs. Ruby Tyler. She...” My voice trailed off as I took a step out of the room, noticing that Mrs. Tyler was stirring on the bed. 

“She tried to kill herself?” she questioned, obviously knowing where I was going with this. 

“Yeah, but I stopped her. I need you to come down here if you can, but, if at all possible, not bring your squad car or anything else that might be threatening to her. I have a feeling that she’s a bit skittish.” 

“Understood. Do I need to bring a paramedic with me?” 

“She really should go to the hospital. I’m hoping a woman might be able to help me convince her to go.” 

“I can bring Archer with me, if you like? He’s just bullshitting with Pincher in the corner. They’re not really doing anything.” 

“Sure, that might be good. I think I got most of the meds out of her system, but it wouldn’t hurt to be one hundred percent sure.”

There was a bit of a silence before Juliette spoke again. You could tell there was more worry in her voice than there should be. “How is she?”

“Broken. Shook up. The usual. How long until you can get here?” I rattled off the address to her, hoping it wouldn’t be too long. 

“I should be there in about ten minutes, give or take.” 

“Okay, see you then.” 

We hung up, and I immediately went back to the bedroom to tend to Ruby. She was still asleep, so I busied myself with cleaning up the mess she made, making sure the empty bottle of the pills she took were in a bag so Juliette could look at them. When a knock came on the door, I felt relieved. I was more concerned for Ruby than I had been for any of the people I helped in the past. 

Juliette, Scorpio, and Archer were behind the door when I opened it, the same look of concern on each of their faces. “She’s in the bedroom,” I informed them, then showed Juliette the bottle of pills Ruby choked down. “It looks like she choked down a full bottle of Oxy.” 

“Damn, she’s fucking lucky to be alive,” Juliette murmured, taking the bag from me. “Why don’t I go in first? Archer, you come in after I'm done speaking with
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