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Chapter 1

 


“Ah, now I see where our communication has
broken down. You are under the misguided opinion that we should
care what Billy’s mom does. Sadly, I think Billy’s mom is a cow and
should keep her opinion to herself. However, I’m a grown woman and
have made my own way for quite some time, as you are well aware.
So, the answer is still no. You are not now, nor are you ever
going, to go on a skiing trip with Billy, his au
pair, and her boyfriend, and I’m fairly certain that your
dad would agree. And before you impart that no doubt sarcastic,
witty reply that is currently rumbling around that head of yours, I
want you to reflect a moment on your pitifully sheltered social
life and the plans you have for next week.”

He looked at the woman with so much anger
that Lizzy could feel it across the room. The woman simply stood
there and grinned at the little boy.

“I don’t care for you very much right now.
And at least I have a social life, pitiful or not.”

Lizzy burst out laughing and quickly turned
it into a hard cough when the woman looked up at her sharply. The
kid had balls, she’d give him that. And so did the woman, for that
matter.

“I can appreciate that. I don’t like me much
either most days. So, do we order, or would you like to go home and
sulk with me? I’m up for either one, really.”

The little boy looked at her for a few more
seconds, then turned and looked at the desserts in the long glass
case. “We can order, but I’m getting chocolate. And I’m telling my
dad it’s your fault entirely. You’ve driven me to a need for
it.”

Again, she laughed, but this time the woman
didn’t look in her direction.

“Yes, I can see that I have. I’m sorry. Just
so you know, for as much as I get on your nerves, I love you ten
times that much.”

“I don’t think that’s even possible, ‘cause
I’m pretty irritated at you.”

“And that goes without saying. Order, I have
to get you back to your dad, you scamp.”

Lizzy stood next to the counter and watched
the little boy look over all the selections. Sam winked at her when
she came from behind the counter and sat with her. She nodded to
the counter.

“They come in here once a week. I’ve never
seen the dad, but the woman is his sister. Her name is Donna. His
is Mathew. I’m not sure why you’d care, but I saw you enjoying
their banter too. He’s a trip.”

Lizzy had a moment to wonder why Sam was
telling her this when the woman walked to the counter. She was
limping. Lizzy looked at Sam.

“No, not what you’re thinking. She was hurt
as a kid, and since there was no real income, she wasn’t able to
get the care she needed. I doubt she even notices it. He’s a cutie,
isn’t he?”

He was. Lizzy thought him to be around ten
or so. He had hair as dark as the woman had light and he had to
have the greenest eyes she’d ever seen. One of her aunts had green
eyes, but this little boy’s were so intense they defied even the
shine of emeralds. She looked at Sam when she sighed.

“What is it?”

Sam shook her head, and the woman and little
boy walked out.

“Sam, tell me nothing happens to that little
boy.”

“He’s a human. And you know how your dad
feels about me getting involved with human problems any more. He
gets all medieval and throws a fit. I swear there are times when
he’s more possessive than even my own mate, Tucker.” Before Lizzy
could point out that she didn’t know the half of her dad’s wrath,
she stood up. “If you go out there, you’ll have to see to the woman
first. The boy will make it if you help him later, but the woman
won’t.”

The sounds of cars screeching when she
opened the door startled her. She looked back at Sam, and she
nodded. Lizzy took off in the direction of the gathering crowd and
wondered what had happened.

The little boy was under the car. His legs
were both broken. She started for him. Then she saw the woman. She
looked into the car and saw that there was no one in the seat.
Lizzy got in, careful of the glass and blood. The woman was half
in, half out of the windshield of the car that the little boy was
under.

“Get Mathew. I’m fine. Get my nephew.” Lizzy
could see that she was anything but fine and reached out to touch
her. “Please, Mathew first. He’s hurt.”

“He’s going to be fine. I have to help you
or you’ll die.” The woman shook her head, and blood poured from her
throat. “You’re going to die if you don’t listen to me.”

Lizzy did the only thing she could do and
bit into her wrist. Blood poured from the wound, and she knew that
she’d bitten deep because she had never done it before. Lifting her
wrist to the woman’s mouth, she commanded her to drink, glad for
the magic from both her parents. As the woman sipped from her
wrist, Lizzy reached for her Aunt Sam.

“Call an ambulance. Tell them that the
little boy has been…never mind, you know more than I do. I’m saving
the woman, but I don’t know. She’s lost a great deal of blood. Her
throat’s been cut. I think whatever she’s taking from me is going
right back out.”

“Cut into your other wrist gently and rub
your blood over her throat. It’ll heal the wounds quicker, but your
blood will give her the boost she’ll need to live.”

She did as Sam said and watched the wounds
at the woman’s neck start to close off. Reaching into her mind,
Lizzy gave her the will to live by telling her that her nephew
would never forgive her if she gave up and died.

People started to gather around them, and
Lizzy pulled shadows around them so she could feed the woman. When
she stirred, Lizzy pulled her wrist away and sealed the wound
closed as she’d done on the other arm. Stumbling out of the car,
she moved to the little boy. Someone had pulled him out from under
the car and she looked at his mangled legs.

He was crying in pain but wasn’t screaming,
she was sure. When she leaned over him, he looked at her. She
wasn’t sure if he was really seeing her, because he was in so much
pain, but he spoke.

“My Aunt Donna. You have to help her.
Please, that man tried to kill her.” She looked at the car and
noticed there were no plates on it, and then she remembered there
had been no one in the car. “She can’t die. Daddy will be so upset
with her.”

“Your dad might be upset with you if you
were to die as well, don’t you think?” He nodded and moaned. “Your
aunt is going to be fine. So are you as soon as the ambulance gets
here. You should try to sleep, don’t you think?”

“I hurt. I’m trying to be brave like Daddy
says I should, but I really hurt.” She put her hand on his left
leg, the worst, and pushed some of her power into him. “Don’t tell
him I was crying. Please.”

“Never. And sometimes I cry when I’m happy.
My daddy never makes fun or teases me.”

When his leg was broken in one place rather
than the entire leg crushed, she put her hand on the other and
healed it completely, thinking how hard it would be for him to get
around. She was weak with loss of power and blood. Knowing that she
would have to sleep to rejuvenate, she moved away to leave them
both to the authorities who had just arrived. She saw her Aunt Mel
standing in the crowd.

“They were going to die.”

Mel nodded, and that’s when she realized she
was just a shadow of herself and not really there.

“I’m not leaving him. He may need more from
me and I can’t leave him.”

“Of course you can’t. But I can’t help you
either with all these humans around. Do you think you can find
someone to feed from? You need your strength or your father will
come.”

Her dad. He’d be really pissed with her for
doing this. One of the rules of being a vampire was they couldn’t
change the outcome of someone’s life without just cause. She looked
at Mel and then around the crowds of people as the ambulance came
to a screeching halt in front of her. She stood up when one of the
medics asked her to move.

“No. Please. I want to hold her hand. Can I
please?” They both looked at Mathew. “Please. She helped me.”

The medic moved enough that Lizzy could sit
next to him and take his hand. He was bloodied here as well, but
not nearly as bad as his legs. As they put in an IV, the medic told
her and Mathew what he was doing. Soon the little boy was drifting
in and out.

“He’s lucky. This could have been a great
deal worse.” She nodded. “I mean, it looks like he was run over,
but the wounds aren’t showing that it was as bad as it could have
been. He might have lost both legs.”

Lizzy watched the other people that had come
in the ambulance help Donna. She was screaming now; her arm was
lodged in the glass and they had inadvertently cut her deeper.
Before Lizzy could think, she stood up and only stopped when Mel
appeared in front of her.

“She’ll live, Lizzy, but not if you murder
the men hurting her. Take a deep breath and go back to Mathew. The
blood running through her veins will help her now that you’ve given
her a fighting chance.” Lizzy looked at Mel before she nodded. “Go
on. I’ve contacted your dad, and he and your mom will meet you at
the hospital. Don’t tell your father that Sam was involved. He’s
very protective of her right now.”

Sam was going to have another child. This
would give her and Tucker three, and everyone was so happy for
them. Lizzy said she’d make sure he never knew and stepped back to
Mathew as they were putting him in one of the three ambulances. She
looked back at the car before getting in, memorized the VIN, and
nodded. She would have to see what she could find from Pete.

~~~

Logan Burris looked up when the door opened.
He stood when he saw the look on his secretary, Anna Pierce’s,
face. Something had happened. He came around his desk and picked up
his jacket as she spoke.

“They’re both going to be fine. They’re at
Good Sam and both will be in surgery by the time you get to them. I
have a car out front and the police have agreed to escort you.
Donna and Mathew were hit by a car.”

He stilled, his body frozen from the inside
out.

“Logan, you have to let go of my hand.”

He released the grip he had on her hand and
reached for the wall; the room was spinning. When he felt his head
being shoved between his knees, he realized that he was about to
pass out. When he started to stand, Anna held him down.

“Even if you’re fine, I’m not. You scared
the crap out of me.” He put his hand on hers at his head and sat up
slowly. “I’ve spoke to the doctor, Logan. I swear to you they are
both going to live.”

“Where did it happen at?”

She told him she didn’t know and followed
him to the elevator.

“I don’t know when I’ll be back.”

“You just take care of the two of them, and
I’ll take care of what I can here. Call me when you hear anything
or if you need anything. You have my number.” He nodded, and the
doors closed. He was nearly to the ground floor when he remembered
he had three meetings set up for today and then dismissed it from
his mind. Anna would take care of everything.

The police cruiser was stationed in front of
his limo, and as soon as he was inside, they were off. Logan tried
to tell himself that they would be fine, that Anna would never lie
to him, but he couldn’t help but think about his son and sister
hurt. As soon as the car came to a halt in front of the doors of
the hospital, he stepped out and rushed inside the area.

“I need to see my son and sister. Mathew and
Donna Burris. I understand they are in surgery.” The nurse nodded
and reached for her phone. He watched her with a lot less patience
than he normally had while she asked someone to come up front
please.

“Doctor Reilly was in the building and he
was taking over their care until you arrived to tell us who their
doctor was. Your wife is a little upset and couldn’t remember.
She’s up there now.” A man came through the doors, and she nodded
at him. “He’ll take you up. Oh, and your wife has all your
paperwork.”

Logan was in the elevator when he thought
about his wife. He wondered what the fuck she was doing here much
less telling anyone she was his wife still. As soon as the doors
opened, he was going to rip her apart. He just knew that whatever
happened to his son had something to do with her. Either that or
she would try and find a way to profit from it. He looked toward
the desk when a woman stood up and started toward the desk as
well.

She was covered in blood. Her suit coat that
had once been a creamy white was now pinked in large blotches. Her
skirt had a small handprint on it, and he knew at that moment that
it was his son’s. He arrived at the desk just as she did and looked
at the nurse.

“I was wondering if you could find me some
scrubs to put on, please? I don’t want my father to see this on me.
He’s going to be mad enough as it is.” The nurse nodded and stood
up. “Thank you.”

She started away when the nurse called her
back. “Mrs. Burris, emergency just called. Your husband is on his
way up.”

The woman paled. Logan thought she was
already very pale, but her creamy skin seemed almost transparent
when she looked at him. He nodded to her, and she backed up two
steps.

“I don’t think so, honey. Come on and we’ll
find a place to have a talk about our son.” He took her arm and
pulled her down the hall. He was pissed off, but he wasn’t going to
embarrass them both by calling her out.

“I didn’t tell them I was your wife. They
just assumed it and I didn’t want—”

“Let me guess, you heard the name Burris and
decided to see if your pretend husband was the one in the paper.
Good call on your part with that one, but I’m not going to pay you
a fucking red cent.” He shoved her in a chair that was in the
smallish waiting room only to have her come up quickly. “Sit down
before I knock you down.”

~~~

Logan opened his eyes and looked at the man
standing over him, smiling. He tried to sit up. Was he really lying
down? The man sat down next to him with a strong hand on his
shoulder.

“She’s still pissed at you. If you’re a
smart man, you’ll wait here until she has a minute to calm down.”
He nodded toward the woman as he continued. “I’ve been knocked on
my ass by her sucker punching me before. She held back with
you.”

“She hit me?” The man nodded and grinned
bigger. Then he remembered what they’d been talking about when
she’d hit him just punched him right in the face. He brushed the man’s hand off and walked toward
the woman as he worked his jaw. She’d hit him hard enough that he
knew he was going to be bruised in the morning. He could have sworn
the man said, “It’s your funeral,” but wasn’t sure. She was talking
to a woman who looked to be ready to deliver. He noticed there were
a lot more people in the room than there had been before she hit
him.

“I would like a word with you. Now, if
you’re finished socializing.”

The pregnant woman giggled and walked to the
man still sitting on the couch where he’d been. He looked back at
the woman who looked even paler than before.

“If you tell me to sit again like I’m a
fucking dog, I will show you that I can be one in a heartbeat. I
will not be treated like that.” He snorted, and she glared. Christ,
all he could think about was how absolutely beautiful she was.

“What did you have to do with the accident?
If you think to blackmail some sort of payment out of me, you’re
going to be sadly disappointed.”

She looked at him, then threw back her head
and laughed.

“If you don’t believe me, we’ll see when I
have my attorneys contact you.”

“I don’t want, nor do I need, your money,
Mr. Burris.” She looked over his shoulder and groaned. When she
reached for the wall beside her, he put his hand out to catch her.
She looked ready to fall over.

The arm around his throat had him put both
of his hands up in surrender. As the grip tightened, Logan felt his
air shut off, and was just reaching for the arm when the girl
spoke.

“Don’t hurt him, Daddy. Please? His little
boy and sister are the ones I helped.”

He was suddenly free of the arm around his
throat, but not the man himself. When he was turned around, Logan
knew the true meaning of fucking pissed. This man seemed to vibrate
from it. And Logan wasn’t sure, but his eyes seemed to have changed
to a deep red.

A woman, a very beautiful woman, stepped
between them, and the man took a step back. When she tapped her
foot, he took two more back. She turned to him and smiled.

“You’ll have to forgive my husband. He’s a
tad possessive of his only daughter. I keep trying to tell him
she’s fine on her own, but he just insists that she won’t be able
to fend for herself.” She took his chin in her hand and tilted his
head to look at his jaw. “She did this to you?”

Logan nodded. “I’m sure I fell when she
shoved me, but I can’t be sure. I think I might have hit my head as
well.”

“Of course you did. No mere female would be
able to knock a big man like you over.” He wasn’t sure, but thought
that statement was a trap and said nothing. “Good boy. I’m Sara
MacManus. The man standing over there with our son and his wife is
Aaron. My son is Mac and his wife is Andi.”

“I’m Logan Burris. My son and sister were in
an accident. I came as soon as I could, only to find out that who I
thought was my ex-wife, Lula Burris, was here claiming to be my
wife. Then I find her here.” He glanced back at the woman who was
sitting on a couch with her head leaned back and her eyes closed.
“Is she all right?”

“She will be.”

The doctor came around the corner, and they
all stood up. Before he could say anything, the doctor hugged them
all including him. “You’re a very lucky young man that she was
there when the accident occurred. Had she not been, the woman would
be dead and the little boy would have lost both legs. As it is,
they’ll both be fine in a few days.”


Chapter 2

 


Lizzy was feeling sick. She had listened to
Thomas and felt so much better. The nurse gave her a pair of scrubs
to put on, but thought she’d just go home and get to bed instead.
Knowing that Mathew and his aunt were going to be okay, she started
down the hall toward the elevators. Mr. Burris came up beside her
just as she pushed the button.

“What did you do for them?”

She looked at him, not sure what he
meant.

“To help them? The doctor said you had
helped them. I just wondered what.”

“Nothing much. I talked to them. And before
you ask, no, I didn’t take their valuables. I have enough of my
own.” He had the good grace to blush. She looked away. There was
something very appealing about him.

“I was wrong to snap at you like I did. I
thought you were someone else. My ex-wife has a tendency to leap
right into the mess of things if she believes it will benefit her.
I thought when they told me my wife was here, it was her.”

Lizzy nodded.

“I’d like to tell you I’m sorry.”

“Fine.” She pushed the button again, trying
not to think about how close he was to her. “I have to leave now.
It was not so nice to meet you.”

When the doors finally opened, she stepped
in. Before they could close, he did as well. She was ready to blast
him by telling him to get the fuck away from her when the shaft
moved and she felt her head spin. Before she hit the floor, he
pulled her to him.

The elevator took a sudden jerk and then
stilled. She tried to get away from him, but he held her tightly.
His soft words had her putting her hands on his shoulders to look
at him in the dark. They were trapped in the elevator together.

“It’ll be fine. You don’t have to be
scared.” She told him she wasn’t and he laughed. “Okay, I don’t
have to be scared if you hold me. I’m seriously freaked out here,
and I’d hate to sob like a little boy.”

Lizzy felt another wave of dizziness sweep
over her and leaned her head into his throat. His vein was right
there, warm blood flowing through it, and all she could think about
was tasting him. Her tongue licked along the path of the blood from
his pulse to just behind his ear and he moaned.

She felt the wall behind her press into her
back as he lifted her up. Every part of her body was screaming at
her to bite him and drink from him, but her mind was telling her
no, to wait. When he kissed her, his mouth taking hers hard and
with hunger, Lizzy felt her fangs drop in need. He groaned when she
pulled back from him.

“We can’t do this. You’ve no idea what I
want to do to you right now.” He buried his mouth at her neck and
nipped. Jerking his head up, she knew she was lost. “I’m so
sorry.”

She bit his throat as gently as she could,
and his hot blood filled her. His hands slid up under her skirt and
she felt him slide his fingers deep into her. Reaching between
them, she cupped his cock. Christ, she wanted him right fucking
now. She lifted her head to tell him. But he pulled away and she
nearly tumbled over.

He tore at his pants, and she watched as he
freed his cock. When she reached for him, wrapped her hands around
him, he groaned. Before she could taste him, he picked her up by
her ass again and took them to the floor.

“I need to be in you.” She nodded as he
pulled her skirt up over her hips. “Christ, I’ve never wanted a
woman this badly before.”

He tore her panties from her and moved to
her entrance. When he hesitated, she pulled him down to her mouth
and kissed him. As soon as he slammed into her, she pressed her
mouth over his open wound and suckled.

Pain seared through her, and she cried out
against his throat. When he started to lift off her, she wrapped
her legs around him and felt his cock jerk inside of her. He moved
slowly now, the pain was now being replaced by the most incredible
pleasure. She knew what was building, knew that her own release was
close, and she sealed the wound at his throat with her tongue and
moaned when he pinched her nipple through her bra and blouse.

“Come for me. I want…no, Christ, I need for
you to come.” He tore the buttons open and shifted her bra down
over her breast as he sank his teeth onto her nipple. Even as he
fucked her, he reached down and tilted her ass upward and she came
apart.

Crying out, he lifted his head. His command
for her to come again brought her, and his body stiffened above her
as he joined her. She pulled him down and sank her fangs into his
pounding pulse as he filled her. She felt his second climax even as
his first finished. Lifting her head from his throat, she opened
her vein at her wrist and offered it to him, wondering as she did
what she was doing. Then his mouth took her, and she cried out
again, a climax that rolled over her like a warm summer storm. As
soon as he lifted his head from her wrist, she knew what they’d
done.

“Christ, you’re my mate.” Thinking quickly,
she took the memory of giving him her blood from his mind.

~~~

Logan pulled at his clothes as he watched
her reflection in the mirror surrounding them. What the fuck had he
just done? She was mumbling something, but he wasn’t able to
understand her. He was pretty sure he didn’t want to know what she
was saying. She was pissed, there was no doubt about that, but he
didn’t have any idea what she had to be upset about. Then he
remembered something.

“You’re a virgin.” She laughed a bitter
sound that for some reason tore at his heart. “You were a
virgin. What the hell were you thinking that you made me take you
in an elevator?”

She turned from fixing her blouse to look at
him. He had a feeling that if he made any more comments right now,
she’d murder him without thinking. Without taking his eyes from
her, he leaned over and picked up her panties that seemed to glow
under the emergency lighting. They were the brightest white scrap
of silk and lace he’d ever seen. She snatched them from him and put
them in her pocket.

“If you’ll remember correctly, Mr. Burris,
you were the one that grabbed me. I in no way started this.” She
leaned back against the elevator wall and glared at him. “You stay
over there and I’ll keep over here. That way you won’t have to
worry about me touching you again.”

He wanted her to touch him almost as badly
as he wanted to touch her. On the floor, against the wall, he
wanted her. Badly. He wanted her to bite him like she had, sink her
teeth into—

“Did you bite me?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Why
would I want to bite you?”

He had a feeling she wanted to do it again,
but didn’t know where that thought had come from when she shifted
on her feet and pressed herself harder into the wall.

He took a step toward her, then a second,
when the lights around them flickered. He waited to see if they
moved or the elevator dropped them both to the lower levels and to
their deaths. Logan watched her as the lights came on then off.

“What happened here? What did you mean when
you said I was your mate?” The need to touch her was overwhelming
and he had to put his hands in his pocket to stop himself from
doing just that.

“We had sex. Nothing more. Would you please
move back over to the other side? You’re making me nervous.” He
took a step toward her, halving the distance between them.
“Please?”

He felt her hunger. Not for food, but for
him. Logan groaned and reached for her just as the elevator shook
beneath them. Before he could pull her into his arms and hold her
to his body, they started moving again. The elevator was fixed. He
leaned back against the wall where she’d asked him to go.

“We had unprotected sex. And you were a
virgin. That isn’t just sex and nothing more, and you know it.” He
waited for her to say something, but when she didn’t by the time
the doors opened, he stepped in front of her, blocking the exit.
“You’ll tell me if there’s a child. I don’t know what happened in
here, but I won’t let you have a child of mine without you telling
me.” She didn’t even look at him. “Are you listening to me?”

“Yes. But there won’t be a child. I’m not
ovulating.”

He flushed at her bluntness and moved out of
her way so she could move out. He felt a powerful urge to bring her
back into the elevator and take her again. She turned to him before
he could make a fool of himself.

“Your son said you’d be upset with him if he
let his aunt die. What kind of person puts that responsibility on a
child?” He didn’t get a chance to answer, even if he knew how. “He
never cried. Not once did he scream out in pain when I was with
him. He was more concerned with his aunt dying and you being
upset.”

She turned and walked away from him. As the
doors closed the sight of her from his view, he rubbed his heart.
Something had happened here. He looked around and found her purse
on the floor. Pressing the button to go back up to his son, he
slipped it into his pocket. He told himself he’d give it to her
parents but knew that he wouldn’t. There was something about this
woman that made him irrational, and he didn’t like it.

As soon as the doors opened, a beautiful
woman was standing there with a smile. He wasn’t sure what she
wanted, but she looked ready to burst with news. He started to step
around her when she put her hand on his chest. Logan stood very
still.

“You’ve no idea what happened, do you?”

He glanced back at the elevator floor, then
back at her.

“She didn’t tell you anything, and now you
need to know all there is to know about her.”

“I don’t even know her name.” He flushed
when he realized what he’d said, but she only nodded. “Are you
going to tell me?”

“No. And the purse you have of hers isn’t
going to help either. You’ll have to figure that out on your own.
But you have clues if you use them. Her father is going to be
pissed at you when he smells you.” She turned to walk away, and he
stood there for several seconds until she turned back. “If you come
on now and try not to piss me off, I’ll protect you as best I can,
but Aaron can be very possessive when it comes to the women in his
life.”

He walked up with her and watched as they
all stood up when the woman entered. Then he remembered the last
name. MacManus. As if the woman had heard him, she turned and
nodded at him. Aaron came forward then. But the closer he got, the
more…well, pissed he looked. When he was within touching distance,
the woman put her hand on his chest.

“She won’t survive if you kill him.”

MacManus seemed to stretch, grow wider and
stronger before his eyes. Then he shook himself and turned to his
wife.

“Where is she? My sister, where is she?”
Mac, Logan remembered his name being, stepped forward with a grin.
“She didn’t kill you, and I know you can’t kill her, so where did
she go?”

“I don’t know. I don’t even know what the
hell is going on around here.” Logan watched Sara as she moved,
glided, toward him. “She looks like you a great deal. It’s hard to
believe that you have a daughter her age. I haven’t known her that
long, but I’m willing to bet she gets her temperament from her
father.”

Sara laughed. “And you’d be right. And thank
you very much. She’s gone home to rest. Are you coming over when
you’ve spoken to your family?”

Come over? He didn’t think so. “I’m sorry, I
don’t know what she’s told you, but I’ve never met your daughter
before today. And I’ll be staying here until my son and sister go
home.”

Sara nodded and moved past him. She was down
the hall when Mac and his wife passed him with a nod. Aaron moved
up to stand in front of him, and the other woman simply stood
nearby.

“Did you hurt her?” Logan shook his head.
“Good. Mate or not, I won’t allow you to hurt her.”

“She said that. After we…when…Christ.” He
rubbed his hand over his face. “What does it mean? Mate? I
understand the word, but she said it like it was a disease or
something.”

“No, not a disease, but something akin to a
bond for life. She’ll need you before your family is ready to
leave. Will you help her?”

“She saved my family, according to the
doctor. If she needs anything, money or whatever, just have her
call my office.” Logan reached into his jacket, pulled out his
wallet, and handed him a business card. “If she needs to speak to
me about…anything, have her call my office and I’ll call her
back.”

Aaron handed him back the card. “It’s
doubtful she’d use this unless she used it to slit your throat.
Good luck, Mr. Burris, I believe you’re going to need it.”

As he walked away, Logan tried to rein in
his temper. Of all the rude men he’d done business with, this man
had to take the cake. Aaron turned around just as the man reached
his family. Logan was just
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