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Jacob’s story has been written entirely different than the other’s within the series. It will be told in his present state with memories of his past or events that have already occurred to him.

I have noted when he is flashing back for you to understand.  

All the other characters will be written as it’s happening for them with Jacob’s story intertwined.
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Jacob

I pry my swollen eyes open and see nothing, but clumps of my blond hair scattered within my vantage point upon the relentlessly cold and brutally hard cement floor. It’s where I’ve been thrown after my last round of beatings and thankfully, I must have passed out soon afterwards. 

With strength I didn’t know I could ever possess I try to push myself into a seating position but with each movement my body groans and aches. It’s nothing compared to the heartache I felt from watching Adler lifeless body fall to the ground as I was dragged away from him. 

The beatings, the suffering and even the permanent scars by this never-ending torture are nothing to seeing the love of your life fall motionless. Not knowing if he is dead or alive is unbearable.

Either way my body emulates all the pain. All the regret. All of my shame.

With a deep breath, I take in my surroundings and am not entirely shocked to see myself naked and thrown into a dirty damp cell with nothing but a bucket in the corner, which I expect they think is good enough to relieve me of any bodily functions while here. 

But you’re probably wondering how in the hell I’ve gotten myself into such a precarious position. For you to truly understand how much of myself I’ve sacrificed and the grave mistakes along the way I’ve made, I’ll need to start my story from my younger years. 

I must say before I do begin, is the biggest mistake I made along this path, was thinking a man as disturbed and vile as William Niles Davis, could be disregarded so quickly and with no consequences.

You will have to keep this in mind as I tell you the tale of how I landed here in my own personal hell. Our story was never an easy one, but it is how I eventually learned what true love should look like.

Laying my head back against my cell wall, I close my eyes and allow my memories to take over because a love story that has been as fickle as ours, must be told where it all began...

William and I had met many times over the course of our lives. Society of the wealthy typically runs in the same circles and are expected to become associated in one way or another.

Marriage and business are no different on paper for us. They both bring to the table wealth, lineage and of course power. Deviating from the path set forth for you could bring the downfall of your entire family heritage.

I knew from a young age that I would be following my father’s path in business, so it was easy to embrace what I would become professionally. However, my taste in the opposite sex never progressed as other males my age often did. 

If anything they became entirely non-existent to me, to the point I started to wonder if there was a problem with myself.

That was until I got my first glimpse of another man, full of bulging muscles, completely naked and dripping wet.

My body reacted on instinct and before I knew what was happening, I became erect. Thankfully I was partially hidden from the waist down, so the compromising reaction was not exposed to the rest of the occupants in the shower room.

Afterwards, showering at the club house became a stressful task for me, and I loved doing it there from that day onward. But it also showed me sexually what particular taste I actually did crave. And soon, that craving turned into an infatuation with my now best friend William Niles Davis.

Subsequently that infatuation then turned into love. See, when I fell in love with him, I didn’t just fall for the man himself.

I fell for all of his small quirks and eccentricities along the way of the friendship. Even his fiery and short tempered personality stroked the desire within me somehow. All that passion he exuded, I imagined in time, I could have focused on me.

The many times I had fantasied my first sexual experience to happen, compared to what actually happened with him, is monumentally far and in between. That should have been my biggest warning of all. Somehow it wasn’t. But I’m jumping ahead of myself, so let’s get back to the story... 

As with most weekend nights, I find myself alone. The peace and quiet never really bothered me and I quite enjoyed being able to find solace without any other presence around, plus it allowed me to freely fantasize about William.

I sit quietly on my king sized bed, rubbing my face and feeling utter disgust at having such thoughts about my best friend. 

Since arriving at this institution, we’ve become very close and there have been times when I think William may feel the same as I, but then he’s off fucking another random woman and I know I’m being a complete fool all over again.

He’s never given me any notion or inkling of having thoughts of being with a man, let alone feelings towards me. So why pray tell am I having dreams of him taking me as he does all those women? Why am I so obsessed with him all of the time?

I knew I was different the moment my hormones started making my body go hay wire every time I observed another male in my proximity, especially after that fateful day in the showers. I even realized to what extent my sexuality made me so, but I focused on school and my grades to keep from moving on any of those impulses or urges.

“Nobody wants to do business with someone like me,” I mumble solemnly rubbing my face with disgust. “I can’t let father down, not like this.” 

I shake these thoughts from my head just as my bedroom door abruptly flies open, whacking the wall behind causing it to vibrate violently. Momently stunned, I watch as the man consuming my every thought stumbles through said doorway.

Suddenly feeling too exhausted to deal with him tonight, I shake my head at William’s glazed over stare, because of course he’s intoxicated as usual, and then sigh rising from my bed. 

“I’m not in the mood for your drunk ass,” I tell him, as I indicate to my open door for him to retreat. “Sleep it off. I’m not in the mood for your antics tonight,” I tell him quietly. 

William can either be an extreme asshole or a smooth talker on the best of days. Add alcohol into the mix and you never know which personality will surface. I’ve had my share of both sides and am not particularly fond of his asshole tendencies in this state especially since they’ve been getting out of hand as of recent. 

“You,” he growls grabbing me by the throat. “It’s all your fault I’m the way I am.”

Unexpectedly my body is slammed haphazardly against the nearest wall. It’s so intense I hear something on the other side crash to the floor through the ringing in my ears. I’d worry that his temper would wake someone, but we’re the only two who live in this house, so I keep my tongue to myself as I stare into his troubled eyes.

“I can’t get you out of my head!” he yells spitting in my face with so much venom it actually scares me for once.

He slams his fist close to my head then pushes off my body leaving me to sag against the wall for support. Turning his away, he grabs his head as if in utter pain. 

“I couldn’t get it up and I had to fucking pretend it was the alcohol!” he yells as this statement will explain everything.

It takes me second to comprehend, but when what he’s actually saying finally sinks into my shaken thoughts, I tentatively reach out touching his back and whisper, “William.”

He swings around making my hand drop to my side. Then without any rhyme or reason he starts to rip his clothes off defiantly.

Stunned, I just stand there watching, waiting.

Piece by piece his magnificent, rock-hard, muscular form comes into view and my mouth salivates just looking at it. From his strong powerful thighs to his chiseled pecs, he’s absolutely magnificent when on display like this.

“See, it’s that look right there that’s gotten me all fucked in the head!” he says pointing angrily at me and making my eyes snap to his.

“What do you want?” I ask cautiously edging forward. “Tell me William, please.”

But he doesn’t utter a word as he grabs a hold of my head pushing downward and forcing me to my knees. 

From where I now kneel, I look up as he pulls the last article of clothing, his under garment from himself leaving his steel cock to spring into my face. 

Hard and dripping cum, it immediately shows his expectations of me. Dumbfounded, I gape at him with my mouth ajar, shocked.

With his grip tightening in my hair he shoves his steel rod down my throat, and I welcome all seven inches of it hungrily. 

“Fuck. Yes, that’s it,” he groans thrusting into my mouth ungodly hard. “Take it all, just like you want,” he pants working his hips into a frenzy.

I groan loving how rough and satisfied I’m making him. 

Unconsciously, I reach down and stroke my own length through my underwear where my own cock is pulsing with need. Closing my eyes I picture it’s his hand doing this to me. Pleasuring one another as I’ve always prayed to happen.

“Stop!” he shrieks jerking his cock from my mouth and I feel the drool slipping down my chin, but I don’t move. I just stay frozen in place, uncertain of what to do. What had I done wrong.

His eyes are stormy and confused, but I can also see he’s fighting whatever demon that’s whispering on his shoulder right now. He shakes his head to clear whatever terror is present, pushing it back down into place. Edging away from my kneeling form towards the door makes me furrow my brow in confusion.

I lift my hand to him scared he’ll run. “Don’t,” I whisper not wanting him to leave me, not like this. “Tell me what you want, and I’ll do it.”

His feet stop abruptly, glancing between the door then back at me, trying to choose which direction to take. “Nobody is here, just me,” I say tentatively rising from my place on the ground placing my hand to my chest at the same time. “Nobody but us.”

“I can’t...,” he stammers looking forlorn. “My family would disown me.”

“Then whatever this is stays with between us,” I tell him honestly, pointing from my heart to his. If being with him is truly what I want, then I know we’ll have to keep this secret between the two of us. 

For the time being at least, I pray as an afterthought.

As my words sink in, he straightens his spine with a new found determination and smirks devilishly in my direction. “You’re going to wish you hadn’t dreamt of having me,” he says now stalking forward. “You going to be begging to be normal when I’m done with you tonight.” 

My head jerks at the off kelter insult, but I don’t have time to react or question its meaning.

He jolts me by the arm towards the bed, and I fall face first with my ass in the air. I feel my underwear literally being ripped into shreds from my body. 

When I finally look over my shoulder his left hand holds me in place by my neck, only allowing me to slightly view him rummaging in my side drawer with his free right hand. “What...,” I start to ask but I see he’s found what he’s looking for by the change of expression.

Pulling out a bottle of lube, he smiles victoriously. “Perfect,” he says popping the lid with his teeth as his eyes find mine. “Has anyone or anything broken that back hole of yours?” he asks pouring a generous amount on his own cockhead.

I shake my head faintly and breathe out, “No, nobody.”

“Good, because after tonight, it’s mine,” he utters releasing my neck to position me as he requires. 

I feel him line himself at my entrance stroking his cock around my puckered hole. I close my eyes relishing the moment.

Then without restraint or other thoughts than of his own pleasure, he plunges forward making me scream in agony.

“Aah!” The pain I feel radiates through every muscle like I’m being ripped in two and I try to crawl away from his body.

But there’s no going anywhere from him, not when he’s taking what he wants. William has me pinned down with his overbearing strength leaving me to endure every single aching inch of him. 

Over and over again.  

As I breathe through the agonizing stinging just trying to get through this, he pants out, “Is this what you wanted?” Somehow pumping deeper into me. “Or is this what you need?” he whispers close to my ear.

I can’t comprehend his words because my brain isn’t firing on all cylinders from the searing torment, but I soon understand when I feel his hand reach around to stroke my length. I didn’t think it was possible for me to find any pleasure, not with the pain radiating through my body.

But astonishingly enough, I slowly start to feel the agony subside and with it comes an erotic sensation I’ve never felt before. Heated tingles begin deep within my groin making my balls tighten with the anticipation of release. 

I know this isn’t how love making is supposed to be. And I’m also aware that doing this doesn’t show any type of feeling towards me from him, but I’m too far gone by his touch to think, let alone stop him now. 

Hoping and wishing I’ll mean more is a delusional dream playing within my over stimulated mind and maybe someday it will come true.

Pathetically, I hang onto this notion as I ejaculate in his hand while he grunts his own release deeply within my forbidden hole. Slumping over my back and panting hard in my ear.

I sag with relief but feel the moment he realizes what we’ve just done. The tension emulating from his body, stiffening rigidly against me.

“Lord no,” he whines painfully as he pushes my body away in disgust. “What have I done?” 

Looking frantically around gripping his hair, and saying no more, he then runs from the room leaving me in a ball of shame, disgust and utter remorse for allowing someone I love so much to violate me in such a way. 

Especially, someone who’s never shown me the same affection in return.

Maybe that’s all my life is intended to have. Pain and sorrow without any light to shine upon me. Maybe this is the best I should be happy to get in return. 

At least I now know he’s attracted to me and with time he may even be able to feel more than the revulsion he had on his face when he ran away.

“Maybe,” I whisper as I curl into myself allowing the tears to fall. 

Vulnerability isn’t a quality a person in my position needs or particularly wants, especially after that night. 

Allowing this form of weakness, no matter the cost, causes so much more damage. 

Unfortunately, it’s a hard lesson that I may have learned too late. Especially since the man I loved for all those years is the same one still torturing me now. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter One


[image: ]


​North

A smile falls across my face as I come into the living room and see Sammy lying on the sofa rubbing her significant belly. She’s due next week but if she had it her way she’d have him out of her right now.

“How’s my two favorite people doing?” I ask as I bend to kiss her swollen stomach and then her mouth. 

She pouts at me looking adorably miserable. “He won’t stop moving,” she whines holding her right side where our son tends to kick up a storm. “I don’t know how much more I can take.”

Still cupping her belly she covers my hands. “Maybe he’s getting ready to meet us,” I answer encouragingly. “The doctor did say he’s moved into position and also dropped down too. It won’t be long until he has us up all night.” I push a stray hair from her face with my hand as I murmur, “You need to rest as much as you can right now.”

Smiling lovely at me, she then pulls me to her awaiting lips for a kiss. “You’re right. What are you going to do,” she asks as I take both her hands to help her up.

“Jake is in town and on his way over. He called and asked if he could visit,” I utter as she finally gets to her feet.

“Oh, that’s nice that he wants to visit with you,” she says as we make our way to the stairs. “He’s lost too much and deserves to know that he still has family with all of us.”

I nod in agreement because it’s so true. 

He lost the only family he knew growing up, the man he loved and best friend. Now we need to show him that he’s welcome in this family too. That he’s our brother no matter what.

When Sammy returned home after the hospital, I told her everything that I had found out about him and of course his relationship with Ad. It actually made her smile knowing that Adler had found love outside of us, and she had wished they could have re-united or re-visited what they had started as I did.

I was astonished she felt the same, but even more grateful to have met such an open and amazing woman as her. She can be so selfless at times.

I stop pulling her to me in front of the staircase. “I love you, Samantha Hart.”

She cups my face smiling timidly. “What’s that for?” she asks.

“I just want to make sure you know how much you mean to me.”

“Ah honey. I love you too.”

As I bend to kiss her lips a knock pulls our attention to the door behind us. Looking over my shoulder I see it’s Jake and a smirk appears easily on my face when I see him. “He’s here,” I whisper nervously. I’m not sure what to expect, but I hope to form some sort of bond with him.

“It’s going to be fine,” she says seeing my fear. “Answer it.” She turns my body to the door and then shoves me towards it so that I almost fall before opening it. My face flames as she giggles.

I pull it open, and he smiles shyly. I guess I’m not the only one a tad bit nervous. “Jake, it’s nice to see you again,” I tell him as I pull him forward for a strong hug.

His stance stiffens momentarily, but he soon relaxes in my hold. “You too,” he replies as he pulls back.

His gaze falls over my shoulder to find Sammy. “This is Samantha my...,” I trail off uncertain how to finish that sentence making me frown at my own stupidity. 

I know where I’d like our relationship to be, her as my wife, but I haven’t had an opportunity to ask her this yet. Plus, I’m not even sure she’s interested in that type of commitment with me.

Yes, we’re having a child together, but she’s been gone for a large part of the relationship, if I can even call it that. Yeah, it’s just a little confusing in my head sometimes.

“Girlfriend,” she says producing her hand. “It’s so great to finally meet you Jake,” she says filling in the awkwardness.

“You as well,” he says as I move out of the way for them to shake. His eyebrows raise in surprise.

“And this is our son,” I say as I place my hand over her stomach. “She’s due next week.”

“Not soon enough,” she grumbles. “Well, I can feel my feet swelling even more by the minute, so I’m off to bed to see if I can get a bit of a nap. It was nice to meet you Jacob,” Sam murmurs yawning, then turns to the stairs.

“Do you want help?” I ask scowling as I watch her slowly climb them.

“No, I’m fine North.” She waves me off from over her head. “I’ll call if I do.”

“Okay.” I stare at her until she makes it to the top then turn back towards Jake and see him watching her as well. I know he has questions about this too because it’s written all over his face.

“Would you like something to drink?” I ask as I turn towards the kitchen.

“Please,” he answers following me in.

“Beer, okay? Or would you like something stronger?”

“Beer is just fine.”

I pull two from the fridge and after opening it for him I slide one over. I lift mine up and say, “Cheers.”

Clinking it against it he replies, “Cheers,” in return.

“So, how you been doing?” I ask to try to break the awkwardness between us.

He diverts his eyes trying to hide the pain I think and utters, “Not too bad. How about you?”

When his eyes come to meet mine, I see guilt this time. “I have my good days and my bad ones, which I’m sure we all have lately.” My eyes go up to the ceiling where Ad’s room is located. “Actually, come with me,” I tell him placing my beer on the granite countertop.

Without another word we make our way upstairs to the closed door on the right at the end of the hallway. I take a deep breath and push it open then step back allowing him to enter first. After I follow him inside, I lean with my back against the wall in the room and quietly watch as he runs his fingers over the perfectly folded corners of the bed.

Adler was always meticulous when it came to his room. Neat, clean, and organized. Nothing ever out of place with anything he had. I shove my hands into the pockets of my jeans and rock back on my heals waiting for him to say something or any kind of reaction at this point.

“I only come in here to clean or dust,” I tell him as he opens the closet door. “I can’t bring myself to clear it out just yet,” I explain as he fingers the clothing inside.

“Adler,” he whispers as he pulls a sweater to his nose.

“Yeah. This was home for him when he wasn’t working.” Jacob turns back to me, and I feel the need to explain further with him somehow. “I didn’t see the point in him getting a place of his own when half of the time he would be gone and the other half here.” My arms lift to gesture the house around us.

“I’m sure he wanted to be here more than you realize too,” he says then looks back around the room.

“You can have something if you’d like. I’m sure he’d want you to,” I tell him.

He grimaces and starts to play with a ring on his hand. “Is there somewhere private we can go to talk?”

I look around us frowning. “More private than this?”

“Yes, please.” 

It’s almost a plead and I’m not sure but something tells me that whatever reason Jacob needs us to leave here must be important.

“I have a place. Just give me a second to tell the security to keep an eye on Sammy.”

“Of course,” he replies as he follows me back out of Ad’s room and downstairs.

Ray has set up a security room in one of the extra bedrooms I hadn’t used. It’s off of the kitchen area. He automatically stands when I enter, but I wave him to stay seated.

“Everything is fine. I’m heading out with Jacob and want you to stay with Sam.”

“Not a problem, but you shouldn’t be running around on your own as well,” he grumbles the same old lecture every time I leave the house without him.

“I’ll be fine. She’s more important,” I tell him, and he nods with understanding.

“I won’t be long, maybe an hour or two. Call me if there’s anything.”

“Will do.”

I come back to the kitchen and grab my keys from the bowl on the corner of the counter. “Let’s go,” I tell Jake as I walk past him. “I’ll drive.”

We get into my truck and neither of us says a word as I make the fifteen-minute drive to our special spot at the lake. Our spot, Ad, and I’s. As it comes into view, I hold back the tears wanting to break free because of all the memories of our time spent there.

I come to a halt in the same worn-out area where we’ve come for years. I sigh placing the truck into park and get out. Jake follows suit coming to the tailgate and watches as I open it, grabbing a blanket to lay down from the chill. As we both now sit gazing out at nature around us, he breaks the silence first.

“What is this place?”

I turn my head and smile. “Our spot,” I tell him. “This is where Ad and I came to talk, hang out or pretty well all our shenanigans over the years.”

“How long have you known each other?” he asks, and I’m surprised that he doesn’t already know the answer to this. “He only said since you were kids,” he explains.

“Ah, I see. Well, we met when we were eight years old and have been inseparable since,” I say then grunt realizing he’s gone again. “Well, until now.”

He looks back at the lake then at me strangely. “Do you still love him...I mean, if he was alive would it change things between the two of you?”

I tilt my head examining him closely, trying to absorb what he just asked. “No. I loved him enough to know that his heart was meant to be yours. I would have told him so too. Sam and I both feel the same about this,” I answer quietly.

“Sam?” he asks trying to figure out how the two of us have to do with Adler.

I stare off in the distance remembering our time together. “Last summer when Ad came home, he was a mess. He tried to not show it, but when you walked out on him it really fucked him up. A lot more than you thought or probably know.”

“I know, but...”

“No, you did the right thing. He needed the extra push to allow himself to finally feel,” I tell him as I see his troubled features trying to not cry at my words.

“He’s always bottled his emotions up. There’s only two times that I can recall where he showed or told me how he felt,” I tell him as I turn my eyes back towards him. “The first time was in this very spot.” I gulp down the self-consciousness I feel and continue my confession. “And that’s when he told me he was in love with me.”

“Really?” I’m not sure if his question is of shock that Ad had come out to me or because openly admitting his true feelings, but I try to elaborate anyway.

“Yeah. He was leaving for boot camp the next day and he didn’t want to go without being completely honest with me or himself I think.” I tilt my head remembering that day.

“Yes, definitely something he’d want to do,” he murmurs looking at the water now.

“Exactly. The second was last July. He came home and he was different. More open, and that’s all because of you.” A confused expression passes over his features.

“Me? I didn’t do anything.”

“But you did. He was somehow able to be himself with you and that changed everything for him. I won’t go into detail because I’m sure you don’t need or want it, but in the two weeks he was home, it was a whirlwind time for not only the two of us,” I say letting him ponder that for a second. “But for the three of us.”

I watch as it dawns on him what I mean. “You mean all three...you mean? Were you all together?” he joins his fingers together to represent exactly what he’s asking, and I almost burst into laughter.

“Yes. It wasn’t planned and it certainly wasn’t something expected to happen.” I shrug because what can I say. “It just did.”

“But he never mentioned he was bisexual. I just assumed he was gay.”

“Oh no, he’s gay. He’s never been attracted to any other women, ever. Never even once, but Sam and him connected on a different level. I think that’s what it was, more than physically. She believes this now too.”

“Maybe I really don’t know him as much as I thought I did.” He frowns looking down at his hand while playing with the only ring on it again.

I look at the water shimmering as the wind gently ruffles it. “He had a peaceful soul. It connected with all that he was,” I tell him. “That included Sammy. As soon as they met, they felt this deep correlation with one another that others didn’t. It was something different than him and me, but just as intense,” I say trying to explain while turning to face him. “I think we all got caught up in it and for him it was a way of ignoring the hurt or loss he felt without you.”

He nods in agreement, and I sigh with relief. “I did the same with someone else as well. We wouldn’t have lost so much time if we would have come to our senses sooner,” he whispers, looking at his clamped hands in his lap.

“But would you have learned anything if not faced with all that pain?”

“Maybe not.” He goes quiet for a minute, and I allow him this peace to come to terms with everything we just discussed. “North, I need to tell you something, but you’ll need to keep it a secret,” he says looking completely serious. “Could you keep something from Samantha or even your family?”

I analyze his face, it’s open and earnest.

“You mean our family and yes I could if you need me to,” I answer honestly. “If it’s so important that you need this secrecy I’ll agree on one condition.”

“What’s the condition?”

“That it’s not something that may cause immense harm to any of them.”

He studies me thinking of what I just said. “I don’t think it can cause any more harm than it already has.”

“Damn if you aren’t talking in riddles right now Jake,” I say sarcastically laughing while shaking my head at him.

He pulls in a deep breath then blurts out, “Adler isn’t dead.”

I stop abruptly and just blink quietly digesting his words. “Jake, he died,” I tell him quietly. “We buried him, you were there.”

“No, you didn’t,” he says shaking his head and then shows his hand with the ring he’s been playing with.

I’d know it anywhere; Ad had it around his neck at all times since his father gave it to him when he was eight years old.

“Where did you get that?” I shriek, “He never took it off his body!”

“I did something stupid that could get me killed and...well, he showed up pissed to old hell,” he explains but still smiling. “It was the greatest yet hardest night of my life seeing him all over again.”

I jump off the truck’s gate and pace. “But why did he fake it and why is he hiding from me, from us especially right now?” I scream into the sky.

Jake stops my rant pulling me towards him at arm’s length. “It wasn’t his fault or call. Plus, nobody knows. Not even his senior officer. Wait! What do you mean especially now?”

I blink thinking of how to say this. “We don’t know who the father is that Sam’s carrying, and it doesn’t matter because either way he’s going to be a father along with me.”

Shock falls across his face. “Sam...” He points over his shoulder. “Pregnant with?”

“Yup, it could be Ad’s son,” I answer filling in his obvious question. “He’d want to be here. So why pray tell is he hiding from us?” I ask angrily.

“You’re all in danger. He’s trying to keep you all safe as he finishes the case. And whomever he’s after, they were all coming for him. You, her, me, and any people around him could have gotten hurt,” he rambles at me pointing in the distance.

“I’d rather him here where I got his back than not at all!” I scream in return.

“Yeah, well we didn’t have a say and neither did he.” He puts his hand up to stop my barrage of questions. “I can’t give you any more than that, but he’s trying to get back to us,” he says playing with Ad’s ring again.

“He gave it to you?” I ask nodding to it.

Unshed tears glisten his eyes. “He asked me to marry him,” he whispers, “And then ordered me to never to take it off when I told him yes.”

I laugh, shaking my head. “So possessive, that’s our Ad,” I tell him clapping on his back. “Well, congrats brother.”

“Thanks, I think? Are you truly certain you’re okay with this?”

A huge smile crosses my face. “Ad’s alive and going to marry the man he loves? Yeah, I’m fucking great!”

He places a hand on my chest to stop my excitement. “You still can’t tell anyone.”

The smile falls away and I nod.

“I’ll keep the secret. But he better hurry the fuck up and get back to us. I don’t want him missing out on too much of his son’s life.”

“He has more than enough reason to live now,” he says turning quiet again. I can tell he’s wondering if he’ll leave him once he knows about the baby, but I don’t think so.

“And so do you. A husband and a son are in your future too. So be careful with whatever you’ve been up to,” I tell him as I poke a finger in his chest.

He smiles again. “I will.”

I check the time; two hours has already passed I don’t know how it’s happened. “Shit! We should head back.”

“Alright. North?” he says, and I turn back to him.

“Yeah?”

“Thanks for excepting me and us,” he replies as he lifts his finger and the diamonds sparkle from the sun’s rays.

I go back to where he’s still standing and throw my arm over his shoulder squeezing tightly. “No thanks needed. Just promise me to not break his heart again.”

“Never. I love him too much for that to happen.” I gesture in agreement as we hop in my truck.

Fuck I’m stoked. The woman I love is doing well and expecting our son at any time, and the man I love is still alive. 

Life couldn’t be any more perfect. 

After such a crappy year this news couldn’t have come at a better time.

​

***
[image: ]


Juniper

Years prior when my parents passed away or shall I say now, were killed, a man from some sort of government agency had shown up and asked me many weird questions.

Strange questions concerning their deaths and at the time I was too grief stricken to think clearly about it, so I never asked who he was or why he was even questioning me about their plane crash in the first place.

After the meeting with Cole, I started to go over every detail in my mind since their death and try to pinpoint if there was something out of place at the time. The only thing that keeps coming to mind is him, the man that showed up the day after I had found out about their deaths.

I don’t know what made me do it and maybe subconsciously I knew something was off, but I kept that card he left with me that day. Subsequently, as soon as we got home from my parents estate I went in search of it.

I remember putting it in the box with the other affairs from Napa Valley along with the many papers for Wells Wine after it was transferred to me. It’s a matt black card with a shiny black insignia on one side and just a number on the opposite side. The picture in my mind is the same when I find it.

The more I stare at the insignia; it appears to be a plus sign sitting on a line within a circle all embedded in a shield. It looks familiar to me somehow, but I can’t for the life of me remember where from.

Anyways, I’m not sure what possessed me to think I could trust or talk to this man from the card about any of this, but something tells me to trust him. And because of this, I now find myself waiting for him to arrive in a deserted building on the outskirts of town. And that’s after losing my security detail on top of this stupidity.

“Christ, Phoenix is going to be livid when he finds out.” I pace in the middle of the warehouse where only the clicking of my heals can be heard echoing off the emptiness within.

“By right he should be,” a voice says behind me.

I spin on the spot as a scream escapes. But in the same motion my heel decides to snap off making me lose my balance. He jumps forward and catches my arm before I hit the ground.

“Sorry,” he utters helping straighten my stance. “I should have made myself more pronounced, but it’s a work habit I’m afraid.” He shrugs lightly at me.

I stare at the man in front of me and it’s him, the same one from all those years before, just with a few more grey hairs. He’s broad shouldered and quite built for a man who I assume is in his fifties. Even his eyes appear to be familiar somehow.

“No. It’s fine. I was expecting to hear you drive up or come in the same way I did,” I tell him looking at the main door in front of us.

“That would be too obvious and in direct sight from too many angles,” he explains which makes me raise an eyebrow at his obvious paranoia. “In my line of work you need to be aware of all the angles a threat can have an opportunity to take you out,” he explains.

“And what type of work is that?” I ask crossing my arms, wanting to know exactly what I’ve been dragged into.

“I’m in the field of protection for all mankind,” he answers cryptically.

“Well, that’s quite the burden to undertake. And I’m sure it’s needed, but tell me why my parents or grandparents would need protecting?” 

“I think you now know why,” he answers, again avoiding directly answering me.

I sigh and pull the list out of my pocket then hand it over to him. “It’s because of this?”

He takes it and skims the contents quickly then hands it back to me. “What do you know?”

I study him again, but his expression gives nothing away. I know if I don’t open up then he won’t either, so I begin to explain the logistics of the people named and how they relate to each of us, and then the threat it represents as well.

He nods along with each description until I finish. “Alright, you got the gist, so how can I help you?”

I open and close my mouth several times dumbfounded that he just asked that question after that explanation. “Aah..., you can’t see what help I could possibly need? What we all need?” I answer exasperated with him as I lift my arms up in frustration. “You know what, I don’t need your help. This was a mistake.”

I turn to leave but he grips my arm tightly and I shake it off whipping my arm faster than he expected, then kick him backwards. 

He lands a few feet away but is back on his feet quickly. “Don’t ever touch me,” I yell at him.

He stops and nods. “Sorry, I just didn’t want you to leave,” he explains putting his palms up to pacify me. “I believe I can help you, but I needed to know why if you have Cole helping you?”

I place my hands on my hips while jutting one out. “We don’t trust him. I think he has his own agenda which involves using us as bait or just waiting for the threat to strike.”

“Have you asked him? Have you voiced your concerns?”

“Oh yeah, that would be a great conversation,” I tell him sarcastically.0 “Hey Cole, just wanted to know if you are using us just to get your man and if you are do you mind not putting our family in harm’s way?”

“Well, not in those words, but you could have voiced your worry or asked his plan for all of you?”

“Seriously?” I shake my head at his absurdity. “The guy whose job is keeping secrets from everyone is going to spill his whole plan because we asked?”

He rubs his neck and chuckles at me. “You’re just like your father. So sarcastic when he became too frustrated with someone.”

I stop fidgeting at the mention of my dad. “You knew my dad?”

“I knew your whole family and was saddened when I found out about the crash.”

“Did the same person kill them that’s coming for each of us?”

He nods solemnly. “I believe so, but I think they want to take out your wealth and assets this time too.”

“I see,” I say thinking about Phoenix and the kids. “We need to protect our families,” I tell him, “I don’t care about any of the material things, but my family needs to be protected.”

“I know and they will be, but your wealth can’t land up in their hands either. He has followers and they can continue with the wealth you all have accrued,” he states.

“You think it’s about the money and not us, don’t you?”

He nods, “Totally.”

“So all of this is just to get our money? It doesn’t make sense to go through so much trouble over these many years to just get money though?”

“Well, let’s put it this way,” he says walking back and forth in front of me. “If it wasn’t then why aren’t all of the heirs dead already? Why not just clean them all out and be done with this so-called revenge?”

I think about that a second, and he’s right. There was more than enough time to kill each of us. “But why not take the money after each kill, why now?”

“I’ve noticed that as each heir inherited the previous heir’s wealth; stocks, property, whatever it may be. They then tend to combine it into one pool instead of continuing to maintain the different investments. Therefore, making it easier to be poached by the enemy.”

I think back to when I received all the information on my families heritance and I, for one, did just what he explained. I couldn’t be bothered to maintain so many different ventures, so I asked my financial adviser to pool them into one.

Most are under the umbrella of Wells Wine except for the manor and the foundation that are maintained completely separate.

“Shit,” I curse at my ignorance.

“Don’t, it was rather smart of you to do this at such a young age. You just had no clue of the vulnerability associated with doing so by the enemy.”

“Okay,” I say running my hands through my hair. “How do we protect each of us from this?”

“Dummy accounts to throw them off of the real ones.”

“And how do we hide that much wealth?”

“I’ve set up accounts in your spouse’s name already. Ready to move the funds so there’s no way they’ll be able to access or know the difference. I’ve started the process of moving your wealth to it while maintaining the same totals in the dummy accounts.”

“So, it was your plan all along to have us do this? How could you know unless...you’re the threat?” I say backing away as I shake my head.

“I’m not the person threatening all of you. Why would I show my face or why would I disclose any info to you?”

“Then how?” I ask cautiously.

He sighs looking over his shoulder then frowns. “We don’t have much time, but I can tell you this. That list you have there involves my family too. And I’m not talking about the one who was kicked out. I’ve been trying to protect them all my life, but this person seems to be one step ahead of us at every turn making me think there has to be a mole in my organization.”

“Then, how can I trust you with our safety?”

“For one, nobody knows of my involvement and second, what I’ve been doing I’ve kept away from the rest. I couldn’t afford to let this part of the plan get to him. I’m trusting you too, Juniper. It’s not a one-way street here. We all have to work together for this to fool them.”

“Fine, I’ll talk to the girls, but the two men aren’t married, and Zadie’s brother works with the enemy.”

“Well, they need to find a person to trust. I’ve put random names in place so far, but I need confirmation. As per Markus, his sister better get him on board because they’re coming for him too, plus the Hart brothers.”

“Shoot, I forgot about Lucas and Brock.” I shake my head. “Sam’s going to have to talk to them about this.”

“Alright, our time is up,” he says backing away. “I’ll be in touch.” He turns and jogs off before I can say another word just as I hear the door open behind me.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Phoenix snaps angrily while running towards me. “And why the fuck didn’t you have Sawyer or Harris with you?”

He’s so sexy when he’s angry. I smile at him knowing that it’s just going to piss him off more.

“This isn’t funny Juniper,” he grunts, but a tiny smile still slips across his face as he brushes a hair behind my ear.

“I didn’t realize they weren’t with me,” I tell him innocently. “I just thought they’re in the car outside.” I shrug. “My mistake.”

He studies my face to see if I’m lying, but I must pass the test because he pulls me into a hug and tightly holds me against his chest.

“You scared the living daylights out of me,” he whispers as he kisses my head. “Please make sure they’re by your side next time,” he asks pulling back to look directly in my face.

“I will. I promise.” I kiss his lips smiling. God, I love this man.

“Stop evading,” he says after my kiss. “Now what are you actually doing in here?”

“Well, I was thinking of buying this to turn it into mine and Dacia’s offices with a conference room and maybe a couple of our own assistants,” I tell him pointing out the different areas as I speak. “Then we could keep some staging stock within the warehouse. What do you think?” I ask enthusiastically, turning to face him again.

He looks around and scratches his chin while thinking. “Well, it would need a lot of work, but for the right price it could work,” he says thinking aloud. “But it seems so far from any other businesses. Do you think your clients would be willing to travel to the other side of the city for a meeting?”

I tap my lip and sigh dramatically. “No, probably not,” I reply, “Well, I guess I’ll continue looking for the best option for me.”

I turn and begin to hobble towards the door. “There’s some empty space in our office building,” he says, and I turn back to face him. “You could take a look at it. Maybe after you find a new pair of shoes.” He points to my broken heel.

“It snapped in a hole when I wasn’t watching my step.” I shrug. “No biggie. Now let me think about this offer of the open space in your building.” I run my hands down his suit jacket feeling his magnificent body underneath. 

Christ my husband is one handsome man. “I’d have access to my sexy ass husband whenever I feel like it, wouldn’t I?” I ask and he smiles excitedly. I wink then turn. “We’ll see,” I tell him over my shoulder as I try to saunter off.

He bursts out laughing then swings me around giving me a panty evaporating, skin blistering kiss.

“Maybe, I’ll find a way to win you over,” he whispers as he lifts me up and carrying me to my car. “After I punish you for scaring me half to death of course.”

“Of course,” I reply mischievously because I know what that will entail.

On the drive so many revelations run in my mind about my past as well as the others. I don’t know if we’ll be able to protect everyone. But I do know I’ll die before anyone will hurt my family. 

If it comes down to it, I plan to put myself in front of this person. Nobody else needs to die but me.
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​​Chapter Two
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​Zadie

I drive to the looming gates and type my code to enter hoping that it hasn’t changed. Which would be totally ironic, since I’m pretty much considered enemy number one for my family now. Punching those same digits even after the last eight years is odd, but also the familiarity of doing it makes me feel at home. 

I know if I’m going to finally face my past, this had to be the place to do it. To my amazement the gates start to creek open, allowing me access. Not only does this give me passage to the mansion, but access to my actual family. 

“How is that even possible?” 

I press the gas pedal, propelling me forward on my mission. Up until this point it was all just a detailed list in my mind; take plane to New York, rent car, get to childhood home, and hopefully get access into it, then finally face him...Markus, my brother.

As I pull up the driveway, flashes of all the memories made here make their way into my chaotic thoughts, entwining their way with the visions of my last day as well. A few stray tears slip down my cheek wishing it wasn’t so, but I pull in a shaky breath to contain my grief from breaking through, because right now isn’t the time or place to be vulnerable.

All this time lost. All this time alone. Was it even worth the pain I caused?

I shake my head to stop that line of thoughts from continuing. I’ve been down the what if’s before, and it doesn’t change what had happened. Nothing can.

I pull around to the front of the large fountain, which isn’t flowing water anymore, and I’m surprised to find it off, and empty. Even the surroundings of the mansion are vacant, not a single soul in sight. “Where is everyone?” Shivers cool my skin, making goose bumps to form and I hug myself for warmth.

As I look at the house itself, it seems untouched or visited in quite some time by the amount of dirt and dust formed. “I’d thought he’d still live here,” I whisper getting out of the rental.

The echo of me slamming the door is the only sound in the air tonight making my hackles rise with fear. Taking a deep breath I straighten my spine and make my way to the grand staircase. As I approach memories of my younger self meeting daddy each night after work form. My hand trembles as I slowly run it up the banister towards the front doors. 

When I was a child these two mahogany doors felt huge, dwarfing me with their overbearing mass, but not now. I trace a finger over the initials in the stain glass etched with the initials T and M in cursive representing, Thomas Mansion. 

I sigh dropping my arm feeling defeated before I have even entered. I haven’t been back here since the morning of my eighteenth birthday and to be frank I kind of hoped I never had to.

“Who in their right mind would show up to the one place that pretty much guaranteed pain and misery? Yeah, nobody sane that’s who.”

I know this is the farthest I’ll be able to make it, but I still wanted to have a brief moment before facing him, however; as I look down to where the old brass hole, I scratched too many times trying to hurry inside, I find it gone.

In its place is a state-of-the-art keypad. “I wonder?” I whisper slowly, edging my fingers towards the glowing beacon.

I enter the same digits I used to enter the gate then hold my breath as I wait. To my utter shock it clicks open allowing the door to open freely.

As I stand on the darkened doorstep and consider what this means? I realize if it was me in the same position as him I would have done the same. I’d allow access to him as well.

I enter expecting to see the interior changed, to my amazement, everything is exactly the same in the foyer just as I remember. 

From the round five pillared wooden table which greets you, to the elaborate flowered centerpieces freshly cut each morning, to the grand staircase leading to our suites.

I bend my head to smell the scent of the roses as I run my digits over the worn wood until I find the notch where I threw my keys upon entering each time.

I open my eyes and turn to close the door seeing the last of the sun’s rays setting, casting a dark shadow upon me. It’s eerily silent without a trace of a person in sight. The only noise is from my own breaths as I wait for someone, anyone to jump out at me. But no such person appears.

“Calm down,” I say trying to encourage myself. “He’ll be here soon enough.”

There is no doubt in my mind Markus will show, I know this. Nobody who has a lifestyle as his would leave this place unprotected. I’m sure I’ve triggered some sort of alarm or notification. “He’s coming.”

I push off the door I rested against after closing and decide to make my way to the second level. To some place more neutral than the rest of the house. My old room seems like a safer ground. 

When I reach the landing I look to the west wing, Daddy’s master suite and seating rooms were located in that section, along with the staircase to the third level and where I know his office of operations was once held.

Markus and I had the east wing with rooms on opposite sides of the hall from one another, so I turn and make my way to that section. Our doors were almost facing each other and at the end of the hall a lounge is located where we hung out with friends.

That became my area over time as he became older, plus he was too busy with daddy by then too. His door is open, and I peek inside to see everything is tidy and well maintained, but I also notice the lack of personal items within it anymore. It looks like a guest room more than where my brother once slept.

No sports trophies, no pictures of family or friends, no books and no clothing once so ever exists within the open closet doors. A chill of uncertainty makes me back away immediately bumping into the wall next to my door.

I turn and am faced with a closed door. I turn to face the closed door. “Maybe he really does hate me,” I utter as I grasp the cold doorknob. 

I squeeze my eyes shut and turn the knob, pushing it open. Without opening my eyes, I reach in and flick the switch to the light. Drawing in another shaky breath then on release I open my eyes and gasp. The tears I so desperately held back flow freely. “Oh Markus,” I whimper.

My room is perfectly preserved as it was the day I left.

Not a thing is out of place. From the pink ruffled bed spread to the oversized canopy above, it all appears the same. Even the posters of my favorite bands still don each wall as the graffiti that was my life once upon a time.

There’s even beautiful baby pink roses freshly cut in a vase on my white corner desk. I run my fingers over it and study my hand closely. “No dust, but how?”

“The housekeeping is still done daily,” a voice explains from behind me.

I jump and spin to find Markus leaning comfortably against the doorjamb with crossed arms. His suit jacket is removed with his sleeves rolled up to reveal the tattoos running over every square inch of skin. There’s even a hint of more running up his neck peaking from his collar.

I immediately stiffen where I stand, waiting for him to proceed. He doesn’t sound as vindictive as he did the last time I saw him, but one never knows. 

He pushes off the frame walking over to the flowers next to me, rubbing a petal between his fingers gently. “I knew one day you’d return,” he explains as he looks around the room. “I don’t know if it’s foolish or naivety of me to wish you would.”

As he speaks I slowly back away from his reach. His eyes follow the path I take until they reach my face on the opposite wall of him. “I guess it all depends on what you expected to happen during this reunion,” I answer crossing my arms protectively over my chest.

He chuckles, turning fully to me as he leans against my desk. Face to face we stare trying to read their opponent. 

“It’s nice to see your natural hair color back.” He nods to the bright red locks I have again. “Christ you looked sick with that God ugly black,” he comments as he pulls out a smoke to light.

“Seriously?” I utter without thinking. “You smoke now?”

The lighter that he was lifting halts midair. “We all have our vices to calm ourselves,” he murmurs as he lights it pulling in a long drag. “This is mine.”

He studies the lit cigarette between his fingers for a minute. “Well, one of mine.” He shrugs as it’s no big deal.

“I guess you followed dads shoes in that sense as well.”

His eyes narrow into slits at the mention of our father while his jaw tightens. “Not all of us decided to turn our backs on our family,” he spits out straightening up from the desk. “Not all of us betrayed the ones we loved!” he yells swiping the vase making it fly into the nearest wall with a loud shattering crash.

I don’t move or speak I just wait to see his next move.

My heart may be hammering inside my chest, and my voice is lost in my throat, but he couldn’t tell from looking at me as I dig my nails into my arms keeping them from shaking.

He releases his fisted hands, flexing them, then runs them through his identical red hair making it stand on end, unruly. He truly looks like a madman with his fierce stare. He almost appears to be a feral animal readying himself for an attack. 

“What he was doing, what both of you did was not right,” I say calmly, “I couldn’t let another innocent person get hurt by you.”

“Innocent, innocent,” he mocks sarcastically. “She came to us for help Vick. She begged us to protect her from her old crew,” he replies, “She asked for us to give her that and in return she’d do anything commanded of her.”

“And when she didn’t want to anymore, you beat, raped, and killed her. Yeah, you were both frigging saints.”

He’s across the room before I can blink an eye grasping my face painfully. “She sold us out. She went against the family, against us,” he whispers pushing my head gently against the wall as he lets me go.

“Yes, and she paid for it didn’t she?” I say following him. “You didn’t give her a chance when she begged as you beat the shit out of her,” I yell at him while he paces in front of me dragging deep pulls from his smoke. “And all those sick bastards working for you watched on and enjoyed every bit of the show.” I shake my head with utter disgust.

“You weren’t supposed to see that.”

“But I did. I saw the brother I loved and worshipped. I saw the father that was my hero, my protector. Both became monsters right in front of me. You both taught me to stand up for myself, to stand up to what I believed. To do the right thing when faced with something I believe is unjust. What did you expect me to do?!” I shriek angrily.

“I expected you to come to me or dad. I expected more than a knife in the back to dad or the slap to my face. Especially from my baby sister. My flesh and blood!”

“Well I did too!” I scream at him, “But all I got was sick twisted monsters in their place!”

The strike of his hand snaps my face so fast that stars blur my vision as I stagger backwards. I shake my head while holding my injured cheek. The burn is the reminder I needed of the type of person I’m truly dealing with. It’s actually a heavy blow to my consciousness.

“Never speak ill about the family again. This is your one and only warning Vick.” The malicious and venom in his words scares me more than I thought it would. Maybe it’s because I now know I’m just as disposable as that poor woman they killed that night.

My eyes water and my throat closes as I stare at him. This is the same man I saw that horrible day eight years ago. This is the reason I had to run. Hatred swims in his veins and not even love for his own family can save me.

I stand still not saying another word because no words are worth speaking any longer. He believes what he thinks is right and I can see the real truth. This man can never be freed of the madness he has become. My loving brother is dead and what’s left is this version of a man.

“Mike!” he shouts and from the doorway a large bald, pierced, and tattooed man wearing an overly expensive suit comes into view. They certainly have the stereotype of mobster down packed I see. “Cuff her and check for any weapons or recording devices.”

I snort at this. “Shouldn’t you have done that as soon as I arrived?” I ask backing to my jewelry box. “Before you do, I just want to check for one thing,” I tell them as I quickly remove my ring, dropping it in the box as I swish the contents around.

Markus’s eyebrows are raised staring at me. “I’ve been missing mom and want to see if it’s in here,” I tell him.

A hand wraps around my arm pulling me away and causing it to snap closed loudly. “You don’t deserve it or anything else in here,” he says shoving me towards the bald Mike guy. He pats me down then runs a device over my body and when he’s satisfied, he finally cuffs me.

“That may be true,” I utter as I’m dragged away. “But neither do you.”

As I walk back through the home of my childhood all I see now is how tainted it is with its deceit and lies hidden behind each and every wall. 

“This place was built on the bones of the innocent, and our supposed family was made from the buried lies within these very walls. It has never been a true home. Not then and not now,” I whisper as the tears flow freely over my down cast face.

No, I fear the loving family I once knew was my true fantasy all along.

​
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Jay

I’ve made my way to Portland, Oregon, and met with an agent from a real estate agency as a cover. I’ve described where and what I’m looking for to make sure I’m able to get a view of my targets. When we finally drive into the crescent area that house those six prominent cottages my excitement soars knowing I’m that much closer to finding some answers.

After researching them, I found that of the original six only three cottages still have the same owners, which means three of the founders or heirs still own them and these may contain some much-needed evidence or answers to what is happening.

“Wow, this is so much more beautiful than the pictures,” Myna says opening her door and looking up towards them.

This agent typically only sells properties within the Portland area, but I paid an extra incentive to broaden our search
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Jacob (Flashback) 
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