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Prologue

 


Kal Walker and his brothers, Van and Dev,
literally owed Jax Starr and Reed Williams their life. Kal, being
oldest at fifteen, took responsibility for Dev and Van because no
one else would. Not their uncaring drug-addicted mother, Nancy, and
not her pimp Brody, who thought he owned both Nancy and her
boys.

“Kal, it's
getting worse isn’t it?” Dev whispered.

At ten, Dev was the youngest and the brother
Kal felt he needed to protect. Kal noticed Dev hadn’t even started
on his homework. His textbook lay open, but his notebook remained
blank. Kal followed Dev’s gaze to the slit in their bedroom door.
He walked to the door and closed it, but they could still hear the
rise and fall of their mother’s and Brody’s voices.

Kal winced at the obscenities flung here and
there. They heard it every day so
it should be nothing surprising, but the heated vehemence contained
in them made Kal wary. He saw Dev’s worried gaze. Kal plastered on
what he hoped was a reassuring smile.

For a second, he debated whether he should
bolt the door, but Dev’s worried gaze made him hesitate. Kal hadn’t
cared how much that piece of chain
cost. Working the extra hours at the garage was worth it in
exchange for knowing his brothers could get a good night’s
sleep.

Kal knew the environment they lived in
wasn’t the best one for his brothers to grow up in, but he could
only do so much. The least he could do was take the blows intended
for his brothers, but other than that, he was virtually
useless.

“They’re going to stop arguing sooner or
later. Then this shithole is going to be filled with meth heads
again. Hopefully, they’ll go somewhere else.”

Kal glared at Van, but Van only
shrugged.

Van didn’t bother pretending or trying to
pretend for Dev’s sake. His backpack remained where he dumped it
hours ago, by the floor near the
bottom of the bed. He put on his headphones, but Kal still heard
his screeching metal music filtering through. Some days Kal really
wished he had his own room, but he supposed this way he could keep
an eye on his brothers.

“You stupid cunt. You have no idea what
you’ve done do you? No one messes with that gang,” Brody’s voice
rose outside again. Kal froze at the sound of glass breaking,
another crash and bang followed.

Dev’s eyes grew wide. He got off his
chair, but Kal caught his small
form before he recklessly barreled out the door.

“Mom’s in danger. Let me go, Kal,” Dev
insisted, punching his small fists into Kal.

Kal’s heart nearly gave out on him seeing
Dev run like that. Two months ago, Dev ran barefoot out the door
one early morning to see the remains of one of their mother’s and
Brody’s drug-fueled parties. He barely caught Dev before he stepped
on a bunch of discarded syringes on the living room carpet.

“Calm down, Dev. It’s probably nothing.”
Nancy’s sudden wail and more furniture being tossed about made the
three of them jump. Van pulled off his headphones, and while he
struggled to appear brave, Kal could tell he was unnerved.

“I’ll check it out,” Kal assured Dev,
messing his hair. Van nodded curtly at him, taking Dev. Van might
not agree with him most of the time, but when the situation called
for it, they fiercely protected each other.

Kal pulled out the baseball bat he always
kept under the bed.

“Kal, why are you bringing that?” Dev
whispered, face pale. Van gently squeezed his shoulders, at the
same time keeping him in place.

“Just a precaution. I’ll be back before you
know it.”

Kal didn’t feel brave despite the front he
pulled.

He opened the door, and then stole a quick
glance at Van. Words weren’t needed. Nancy always said they
could’ve been born twins. Seeing Van reach for another bat under
the bed, Kal nodded. Kal made sure he moved quietly, but there
hadn’t been a need. The shouting escalated and the crashes and
bangs told Kal more furniture was being tossed about. Then the
voices receded to just Brody’s abusive curses. His mother cried
out.

Tightening his grip on the bat, he entered
the living room. He found his mother whimpering and cowering
against the wall while Brody
kicked her ribs.

“You stupid, stupid useless bitch,” Brody
kept repeating as his foot fell.

With his unprotected back facing Kal, Brody
wouldn’t know what was coming to him. Seeing Kal with the raised
bat, Nancy’s eyes widened. Brody turned just as Kal swung the bat,
hitting as hard as he could. Brody howled in pain, but Kal swung
again.

Kal didn’t hesitate. He knew he stood no
chance against an adult thrice his size and Brody never failed to
mention at every opportunity he used to work security before he
dealt with whores and drugs. Brody caught the bat on the third swing, easily flinging aside the
bat like it was a toy.

“Son of a bitch.” Brody hissed, his fist sailing.

Kal raised his arms automatically in
defense, unprepared for the sudden impact of Brody’s punches. He
gasped when Brody’s last punch to his gut floored him. It felt like
being hit by a bag of bricks. Kal’s blurry gaze sought his mother,
but when she looked away, the gesture hurt more than any of Brody’s
blows.

Why was he so surprised Nancy wouldn’t lift
a hand to defend her child?

“Get the fuck away from my brother!” Van
howled.

“No, Van. Get Dev and run away,” Kal rasped,
his vision clearing.

Dev hid behind Van and Kal realized with
shock what Van was holding—their
dead father’s service revolver, which had been framed and mounted
in the hallway. Blood bled from a dozen cuts from Van’s shaking
hands, but the gun remained firmly trained on Brody.

“You think you can shoot me, boy? Do you
think that fucking relic still works?” Brody taunted. “Go on then,
shoot. I dare you.”

“Van,” Kal whispered and the gun roared in
Van’s hands. The recoil made Van cry out in shock. The gun tumbled
from his hands.

Brody screamed, clutching at his bleeding
shoulder. “You fucking shot me, you stupid brat.”

Brody didn’t stay incapacitated for long. He
strode to Van, picking up the fallen gun along the way. “I’m going
to end your miserable little existences. The three of you have been
nothing but a pain in my ass.”

God, no. Still on the ground, Kal
desperately lurched for Brody’s leg, but Brody only kicked him like
a pest. Kal couldn’t just watch. He grabbed on to Brody’s leg again and sunk his teeth. Brody’s
screeched again, his foot slamming into Kal’s face. Something
cracked, and Kal tasted blood. No. He was practically swallowing
it.

“Kal!”

“Stay where you are, you piece of shit,”
Brody warned.

If there is a God out there, please save
my brothers. I don’t care what happens to me. Through his
bloodstained vision, Kal froze like an animal caught in the
hunter’s spotlight. The barrel of his father’s gun stared down at
him. He couldn’t die. Not until he knew his brothers were safe, but
he had no weapons, no nothing. Kal was helpless and he always would
be.

The front door slamming open made Brody
pause and seeing the expression on
his face turn to pure terror made Kal look at the door. His hopes
shattered. Not cops, but two dangerous, large men. They didn’t look
like Brody’s standard variety of doped-up buyers or friends either.
Although Kal didn’t see any weapons on them, every inch of them
screamed predator.

“Good evening, Brody. We’re here to collect
the dues you’ve promised,” the dark-haired older man said
pleasantly. Then he raised his brows as if he just noticed the situation he’d just walk
into.

“Jax, you’ve come at a bad time. Can we do
this another time?” Brody asked.

The bastard usually demanded and got what he
wanted, so Kal savored the sight of Brody actually begging someone
else. He soon found out why Brody had been so terrified.

“Reed,” Jax said simply.

Kal didn’t see the second man move. Reed’s
figure blurred and barely in a span of seconds, disarmed Brody,
broke his wrist, and ignoring Brody’s cry of pain, simply bent the
revolver as if it were a thin piece of metal.

Brody stopped whining. Kal and his brothers
only stared at Reed in disbelief. Just what kind of trouble Brody
got himself in? Humans weren’t capable of bending guns.

“This is simply a preview of what Reed can
do. Imagine your body instead of the metal bending, Brody,” Jax
said, his pleasant tone sending chills down Kal’s spine.

Brody looked like he was about to piss in
his pants.

“Oh God. Please, Jax. I don’t have the money
right now, but I’ll have it soon. Give me a chance.” Brody jerked
his head to where Kal huddled with his brothers. “The bitch mother
of these brats was supposed to meet with my client and bring me the
rest of the cash.”

“Fuck you,” Kal whispered, not caring Brody
turned his attention to him.

“You useless —”

“Enough,” Jax cut him off. “How about this.
You and your bitch leave us the boys and we’re even.”

Brody looked up at Jax hopefully, licking
his lips. “Yeah? If I knew you
liked boys—”

“I advise you not to finish that sentence,”
Reed said coldly. “Get out before Jax changes his mind.”

Brody didn’t hesitate, he dragged a
drug-addled Nancy up, and they ran out of the front door without
another word. Kal exchanged silent looks with Van, who was trying
to quiet down a sobbing Dev. Dev might mourn the loss of the mother
who abandoned them, but Kal had been privately relieved. Besides,
he had much bigger problems to take care of.

He’d never before been frightened in his
life, but even if they were pitted against a losing battle with
monsters, they’d put up
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