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  Trigger Warnings


Listen, we all know that we are bad bitches who love to read about the darker side of romance. But mental health is important. 
If I missed one, PLEASE email me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com so I can add it to this list.
Take care of your brain, it's the only one you get, and fixing it is expensive.
Full List of Trigger Warnings 
--Spouse injury/ amputation
-Fight for dominance (on page)
-Talk of sacrifices and prey
-Alcohol consumption (on page)
-Primal Play
-Fire/death/Arson
-Prosthetic
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  Chapter 1

Tristian


Tonight is shaping up to be a disaster. Brent is running late and I’m not doing any better. He was supposed to be home an hour ago, but like most people in public safety, he’s going to be late. 
I can’t say much. I got off late this morning and my entire day has been fucked ever since. Between the late call, cleaning up the med unit and then getting back to the station, I was three hours late getting home. 
On a normal day, it isn’t a big deal. But today isn’t a normal day. It’s pack weekend at the Wilds, and it’s one of the few nights a year that Brent and I get to unleash, to be wild. 
But there is prep work that has to be done for us to leave the boys home alone for the weekend. Not only do I need to make sure that they don’t burn down the house, I have to make sure that they have meals prepped, the animals are taken care of, and phones are charged. 
I’ve got to make sure that people are on standby, us included, if something goes wrong. It’s a lot of work. But the boys are fifteen and seventeen and are mostly well-behaved. I’m not worried about them throwing a party or trashing the house. 
No, I’m more worried that they will spend the next two days glued to their video games and forget to let the dogs out and eat. But that’s what cell phones are for…if they’re charged.
I’ve just finished pulling my uniform from the washer when I hear the front door open. 
“Honey, I’m home,” Brent calls from the door. I roll my eyes but can’t stop the grin that forms. 
“Bout damn time, you slacker,” I quip back from the laundry room. I hear his laugh and his boots thunking back to the laundry room. “I know you aren’t wearing your work boots in my house!”
The thunking stops immediately, followed by a few grunts and groans. I hear the front door open again, and this time when I hear his footsteps, they are much quieter. “Thank you.”
He appears in the doorway, sans boots, and I’m instantly filled with love and longing. This man has held my heart for over twenty years. We had been through so much in that time: love, loss, moves, and so much more. But we clung to each other the whole time, through the good and bad. And now, with our boys moving into the next stage of their lives, we are even closer than before.
“Thank you, Stud,” I tell him as I lean up for a quick kiss. He goes to grab for me. “Nope. You need to take that nasty uniform off before you start trying to love on me.”
As an arson investigator, he climbs around in the soot and ash of burned-out buildings. Normally, he doesn’t come home without showering at the station, but today he was rushing to get home. 
I watch as he pulls the polo over his head and chucks it in the washer, followed by the t-shirt underneath. By the time he gets his pants and socks off, I am a panting mess. It doesn’t matter how much this man has changed since he was twenty-two—each version of him is hotter than the last. 
Brent is standing in his black boxer briefs with surfing squirrels on them, his body heavily tattooed and muscled. His long, brown hair is tied back, and he needs to trim the sides of his mohawk before we leave tonight. I can see the gray coming in at his temples.
I scan him for injuries, like I have everyday day since I got the call that he had been hurt on the job. He had been working a wreck on the highway when a distracted driver plowed into him. That night had taken his leg and his job, and gave us the reminder that life is short. 
There are no new injuries, but there is soot covering every inch of him. “Go shower, I’ve got to keep getting ready.”
He leans forward and presses a kiss to my forehead. I swear my brain short-circuits, and all I want to do is join him in the shower, but I don’t have time and neither does he.
I get the washer going and head into our bedroom to start packing our bags. We don’t need much, most of our weekend will be spent naked, but there are other things that we need to have on hand. Things like bug spray, calamine lotion, sunscreen, and the like. 
No one wanted an itchy asshole from falling into poison ivy. The Wilds is good about keeping the grounds clear and safe, but last year a woman fell into a pile of poison ivy…lets just say it wasn’t pretty for anyone. 
I manage to get most of our stuff packed up before Brent comes out of the shower, but I stall out when I see him standing in the doorway. He’s got a towel wrapped around his tight waist and water is still dripping down his chest. His long hair is damp like he had barely taken the time to towel dry it. He trimmed the sides of his Mohawk to the skin, and I want to touch it. 
I know I’m standing there staring at him, but fuck me, he is delicious. Between the muscles, tattoos, and his hair flipped to one side, I am a mess. And he knows it. 
“Do you want to play early, Darlin'?” he asks, his voice scratchy and gruff.
I shake myself out of my hormone-induced lust. Damn these hormone patches, they seemed like a good idea because of perimenopause. Now, I’m hornier than I was when I was a teenager.
“No, we are already running late. Do you have everything you need?” I have the accessories that we have learned that he needs for these weekends: small fans, extra liners, lotions, wipes, and even a small multi-tool. But sometimes he surprises me with wanting something extra or different. 
“No, I’ve got an extra shell and blade for the leg and the toolkit to switch them out,” he tells me, and I’m once again flabbergasted. 
How the hell does he do it? How the hell does he go into the woods for two days with an above the knee amputation, with just a tool kit and an extra foot shell and blade? 
“You take care of me,” he says simply, like he knew exactly what I was thinking. “Darlin', you have been taking care of me and this family for two decades. I know you. I know how you operate. You aren’t going to let me forget anything. So yes, I have everything I need. I have you.”
My heart damn near bursts with love for this man. We had our fair share of bumps in the road. Years where we both took advantage of each other’s strengths, and sometimes weaknesses. But we always held one thing above all else—me and him against the world. 
Yes, I could get upset that I do everything. But I learned something really valuable over the last couple of years—I enjoy doing everything. I enjoy taking care of my family. And I know that if I drop the ball on something, the only one that cares is me. My boys don’t care if they have enough underwear. Brent doesn’t care if I forgot to bring him enough pants. 
They care about me, and that’s pretty damn special. 
“Alright, enough with the mushy stuff,” I quip back at him. “You need to get dressed, we’re already running late.”
With that, I start taking our bags to the living room. I am beyond excited for this weekend. I’ve been running ragged over the last couple of months. Between working full-time as a medic, teaching, and running the house, I’ve started to feel really overwhelmed. 
Pack night, or in this case weekend, only happens twice a year; usually the beginning and end of summer. Being in the mountains of North Carolina, it isn’t really safe to have pack hunts in the fall and winter, but some of the pack are willing to brave the elements. 
Brent and I used to love hunting in the fall, but after his amputation, we had to adapt to life with him only having one good leg. 
The first real hunt after his amputation was comical, but taking care of his stump after was a pain in the ass. We learned a lot, and each hunt has gotten better and better. 
I’ve got the last of the bags by the door when I hear Brent come out of the bedroom. “You ready, Stud?”
He comes up behind me and wraps his arms around my waist. He buries his face in the curve of my neck, and I lean back against him and just take a minute. It’s like he knows that I need a reset. 
“I didn’t get my hug today,” he says with a grumble, and it almost sounds like he’s pouting. 
I reach behind me and gently scratch the back of his neck, running my fingers through the long hairs there. “You were dirty when you came home,” I murmur back to him.
“And? Our shower is big enough for two.” He’s definitely pouting.
“We tried that one time, remember? We both almost ended up in the hospital.” I laugh. I try to pull away, but he holds me tightly. “You okay?”
“Yeah, it was a house fire. The family didn’t make it,” he says quietly. “It looks like the ex-husband may have set the fire.”
I stiffen. No wonder he’s been so quiet. I move to turn in his arms, to give him a proper hug, but he won’t let me. “Stud…”
“Nope, I just need a minute.”
“Okay,” I say, continuing to scratch the back of his neck with one hand and grip his arm with the other. I hold him like that, offering him comfort, but he pulls away after a few minutes. 
“Where are the boys?” he asks. 
“Hopefully finishing up their homework.” I sigh. 
“Boys!” Brent hollers up the stairs and bends down to take a couple of bags to the truck. I bend down to grab a few others, and he clears his throat at me. 
“For fuck’s sake, I can carry bags to the truck,” I snap at him. 
“Yeah, but what’s the point of having boys if we can’t turn them into pack mules.” The boys appear at the top of the stairs. “Good, you’re still alive. Grab the rest of these bags and bring them out.”
“Nice to see you too, Dad,” Michael quips at us. 
Between the three of them, they get all the bags loaded into the bed of Brent’s truck and secured. I’m getting the last bit of stuff squared away when everyone walks back in. 
“We’re burning daylight, Darlin',” Brent tells me. 
“I know, I just want to make sure everything’s good for them.” I load the fridge with drinks and snacks.
“Mom, we’re good. It’s only two days,” Michael says as he comes into the kitchen.
“Yeah, well, my babies are going to be home for two days with you two. I want to make sure that at least someone will be fed,” I snark back. 
“I love how you’re more worried about the dogs than us,” Patrick sasses as he walks in. 
I’m about to say something when Brent steps in. “Darlin', they’re not going to starve, I promise.”
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