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Note To Readers

 

Raptor’s Revenge is a continuation of Taming Raptor. While it might still make sense as a standalone book, it is recommended Taming Raptor be read first to avoid confusion. That will give you the entire picture of events that led up to this story. Enjoy!
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“Beg”—Seether

 

Silverware scraped on the plates as everyone finished their food. Sam and Seth had stayed at the clubhouse last night, then helped with construction today. Sage had cooked, and we were all sitting at the single round table that fit in the clubhouse kitchen. It was the closest thing to home and a family dinner that I could provide at the moment. Though I hadn’t been able to raise the boys for most of their lives, it irked me to feel like I wasn’t properly providing them a stable place to chill.

In a way, I regretted my decision to sink the majority of my money into the RBMC property by buying it from the club. It would’ve been ideal if I had bought a house close by, but at the time, I had no idea things would play out the way they did.

Seth leaned back in his chair and placed a hand on his flat stomach, then rubbed circles on it. “Sage, I’m so full, but that was delicious.”

Sage cocked a brow at his action with a teasing smirk. “Are you making fun of me?” she asked as she mimicked his action by placing a hand on her now obviously rounded stomach. She’d just started to really show, and I couldn’t believe what a turn-on it was. I’d never been into pregnant chicks before, but with Sage I was at half-mast any time I laid my eyes on her.

Sam snickered and shoveled his last bite in his mouth.

“Can we stay here again tonight?” Seth asked with pleading eyes. I frowned, and he glanced down at his empty plate, obviously mistaking my expression. “Ms. Ackerman is out of town this week, and Mom doesn’t get back until next week.”

“Where’s your mom this time?” I tried to sound casual and keep the censure from my tone because that wasn’t fair to them.

He shrugged. “No clue. Out of the country with Hatham again.”

“Jesus. How often do they go out of the country?” It seemed like they were gone every other week, though I’d figured out it was about once a month, sometimes two. It was hard to keep my hatred for their mother out of our interactions. She took my children from me, lied to me, got a restraining order against me, then essentially abandoned the children she went to so much trouble to take. What was the point? To punish me because I didn’t do what she expected of me?

Yes.

He rolled his eyes. “All the time.”

“What the fuck for?” Okay, maybe my response wasn’t super tactful, but it was a struggle. Every. Fucking. Day.

“I don’t know. Hatham has a lot of international businesses he deals with—Mom shops,” Sam explained with a roll of his eyes.

Seth remained quiet with his gaze locked on his empty plate.

“It’s gonna suck after Ms. Ackerman retires. I wish we could live with you,” Seth mumbled.

“Seth!” Sam hissed, and I glanced between them before I let out a laugh that was more designed to show the boys I wasn’t upset about anything Seth said. Sage remained quiet, yet watched everything unfolding.

I couldn’t help but wonder if he really meant it or if he was simply angry at his mother and venting. It was hard to ask without talking shit about her—no matter how much I wanted to do exactly that.

“And leave your big mansion to live in a cabin that’s probably smaller than your bedroom there?” I teased, watching him closely as I seethed inside.

“Yes.”

Silence was a suffocating weight in the room.

My attempt at joking ended as my chest clenched and my heart raced. My gaze darted between the boys, then to Sage. Her wide-eyed stare told me she was as shocked as I was. Though I’d been spending a lot of time with the boys, never in a million years would I have thought they would want to live with me. Since I didn’t have a lot to offer them, I never would’ve asked.

I considered my words carefully while I tapped the tabletop in agitation.

After I swallowed the baseball lodged in my throat, I asked them, “If I could make that happen, you’d want to live here? Knowing I can’t offer you the luxuries they can? Because if your answer is yes, I will do everything in my power in a heartbeat.”

My family had money. After sinking my savings into the property, I certainly didn’t. Yet none of us was anywhere near Hatham’s level.

The boys looked at each other and an unspoken conversation seemed to pass between them. Their expressions told me this was something they’d discussed before. Sam sat up straight and looked me square in the eye.

“Yes, sir,” he boldly replied. Seth mimicked his actions with a nod.

I gave a huff of disbelief and fell back in my chair. No matter how much I liked to think I was a badass motherfucker, these two humbled me. And blew me away. They could’ve grown up to absolutely hate me, but no matter how angry Sam was when he found me again, he ensured Seth didn’t hold a grudge or have hate in his heart for me.

It was a gift that not only showed what a big heart he had, it was also a selfless act that I couldn’t begin to repay.

I regretted that I didn’t push harder—but I’d been devastated and felt like I couldn’t trust a soul—not even my own fucking family. Falina had done that in one fell swoop. Stolen my children, destroyed my soul and my trust in women, and divided me from my family. I’d never felt more alone in my life than I did back then. Which was probably why the RBMC filled that gaping hole in me and filled the family void. They were there for me when I believed no one else was.

“Then I’ll make it happen.”

They never need to know how I do that.
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I sat in the dark, enjoying a glass of the expensive scotch I’d helped myself to. It went down smooth, and I considered taking the bottle. The front door opened, and I heard the click of heels on the marble floors, then the quiet sound of the security system being cleared and reset. Though she needn’t have bothered.

The tall, elegant silhouette moved into the living room, and I silently waited.

When the lamp illuminated the room, I enjoyed the shriek that slipped from her lips. Her hand splayed over her chest, and the massive diamond glittered in the low light.

“Adrien!” she gasped. “What are you doing here?”

Without saying a word, I lifted the golden liquid to my lips and enjoyed the rich taste as it crossed my tongue and went down. Evidently, it was what millions of dollars afforded you—the finest whiskey. Then, as if I had all the time in the world, I set it on the glossy table by the side of my chair. Elbows on the arms of the luxurious leather, I steepled my fingers and continued to stare.

“Where is Ms. Ackerman—and the boys?” she asked. It was as if she was finally realizing there was no one else in the home.

“Out” was my clipped reply as she took a few tentative steps toward me.

Wariness flickered in her eyes, halting her progress. “H-how did you get in here?”

Ahhh, the fear is starting to settle in—as it should.

“Does it matter?”

Her throat bobbed as she swallowed.

“Have a seat, Falina,” I instructed with a misleading pleasantness in my tone.

“I think I’d rather—” she began, but I cut her off.

“Sit! The! Fuck! Down!” I roared, and she immediately dropped into the chair across from me.

“Adrien.” She called my name in an almost plea-like whisper.

“Do you know how bad I want to wrap my fingers around your throat? How clearly I can imagine you gasping for your last breath as you claw at my unrelenting hands?” My fingers twitched at the thought.

As if she could imagine it as well, she lifted one hand to protectively span her neck.

“You have to understand. I thought that if she—”

“Shut up,” I snapped. “You don’t get to speak. This is my turn. You sit there and fucking listen.”

She blinked rapidly, and the hand resting on her thigh trembled.

“My sons have decided they want to live with me. You will not try to stop them. You will not contact them unless they contact you. But that will be their choice, not mine. I’d never be so hatefully manipulative to my children and keep them from their parent.” I stood and advanced on her until I was looking down at her quaking form.

The fear in her gaze as she looked up at me was something that filled me with a sick power. No, I wasn’t proud of the fact that I was scaring a woman, but she was finally getting a taste of her own medicine. The scars she left on not just me, but on our sons were unforgivable.

Loathing seeped from my pores and dripped from my words. “What you did was reprehensible. Besides ignoring the fact that they were hawks and would need to learn to shift, the pain you inflicted on our children is the cruelest thing one parent could do to the other and their innocent children. It makes you no mother at all. It makes you a hateful, selfish cunt of the first order.”

With each word I said, her eyes grew wider until I thought they would burst from her head. It was as if she couldn’t believe what I was saying or what I’d said wasn’t what she was expecting. It set off little alarm bells that I ignored because her feelings didn’t matter to me.

“I swear, I didn’t want to lie to you, but Hatham was jealous of you. He hated the fact that the boys were yours. He threatened to kill you and have them sent away. I was only trying to protect them,” she pleaded with tears shimmering in her brown eyes.

“You expect me to believe that?”

“It’s the truth!”

Yet, I didn’t believe a word she said. I huffed in contempt as I slowly shook my head.

“You disgust me. The fact that I once thought I loved you, allowed you to be the mother of my children, and gave you the power to rip my soul to shreds, makes me sick,” I spat with a derisive curl of my lip. “But unfortunately, you are Sam and Seth’s mother. And know that the only reason I’m not ripping your throat out is because of that.”

“Adrien… she’s an illegitimate stripper. That’s who you want our boys around?”

“Since I’m feeling magnanimous, I’m going to pretend you didn’t just say that. I’ll also leave you with this little warning… if you fuck with my woman in any way, there won’t be anywhere for you to hide. Hurt her, and I’ll return it to you threefold. Understand?” I laughed darkly when her attention flickered to the tiny camera mounted in the corner of the room. “They aren’t catching a thing. Everything has been bypassed—it’s as if I was never here.”

Her sharp inhale preceded her stuttering exhale, but I didn’t stick around to interact further because I was finished with her. I padded past her in my bare feet, and I let myself out the patio door and onto the
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