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      Willow Ayres glanced at the map displayed on the screen in the center console of her car. She didn’t need to see the directions or the map. She had that information memorized. It was the estimated time left on her trip she wanted to know.

      Willow smiled.

      In five more minutes, she would arrive at the house she had bought last month. Her heart skipped a beat or two, and then it beat faster. She wasn’t sure if it was excitement, fear, or a mixture of both causing her heart to race, but she leaned toward the mixture of both fear and excitement. Maybe with a dash of anxiety thrown in for good measure.

      Two months ago, she decided to sell her house and move away from Silvertown, Texas, about ten miles from the Red River and Oklahoma. She wasn’t sure what town to move to or whether she wanted to move out of Texas. Willow realized she couldn’t stay in Silvertown. Steven, her dead husband, told her to look at the houses for sale in Briary Creek in Central Texas. When she asked him why Briary Creek, he said it was where her destiny was waiting for her, and the sooner she arrived in Briary Creek and accepted her destiny, the sooner she would move forward with her life.

      She laughed at him and told him she was too old to be starting over.

      Before Steve faded away, he shook his head. “You are never too old to step onto the road the Fates put in front of you, and follow it until you find your new life at the end.” He faded away before she could argue with him about her age and how the Fates were crazy if they wanted her to begin a new life.

      Willow sighed. “I tried living my life once, and look where that got me.” She knew Steven was listening to her, but she didn’t expect him to answer. She closed the computer and climbed into bed.

      The next day, the computer taunted her until she gave in and turned it on. A simple search led her to Wolfe Real Estate, and the third house on their listing caught her eye. It was a Queen Anne-style Victorian house. One of the previous owners painted the entire house white and some of the trim black. It needed someone to love and take care of it. She had also seen a picture of a brick Queen Anne house. She asked her realtor to check if the owner was interested in selling it, but the reply was a quick no.

      Willow called her realtor back, put her house on the market, and had her realtor submit a bid on the Queen Anne house. Carla, her realtor, asked if she wanted to tour the house and grounds, but Willow told her she didn’t need to walk around the house or the grounds. She had already made her decision. She wanted the house.

      Everything moved fast. Her house sold, the bid on the Queen Anne house was accepted, and now she was in Briary Creek to see the house she bought and move into it at the same time.

      Impulsive. Crazy. She had been called both and more. She didn’t care.

      Willow turned off the main road onto a side street. “A bakery. Nice!” She almost stopped, but decided against it. She wanted to explore her new home first. Tomorrow, she would stop by the bakery. If it had wonderful coffee and pastries, it would become one of her favorite go-to destinations.

      She made a mental note to add it to her list of things she needed to do this week. So far, the list was short, but she realized it would grow after she toured her new home. The old Victorian house was structurally sound; she had a signed document from a Marcos Wolfe, but Willow was realistic. There would be things that needed to be repaired or replaced.

      But even knowing this, she was excited about seeing the house for the first time.

      At the next stop sign, Willow turned left and then, three blocks later, she turned right and followed the road until she was almost out of town. The closer she got to her new home, the further apart the houses were.

      Willow turned onto a long, winding driveway. As she drove around a curve, she got her first look at her new home. She slowed to a stop and put the vehicle in park. She stared at the huge three-story house. Some people would shudder when they looked at the huge old house, and complain about problems they hadn’t even discovered yet. The white paint was peeling in places. It had seen better days, but even with the peeling white paint and black trim making the house appear cold and uninviting, Willow saw potential.

      She smiled.

      It was perfect.

      Fresh paint, maybe some jewel tones, furniture for the huge wrap-around porch, and a porch swing would have made a tremendous difference.

      “Good things for my list.” Willow put the car back into drive and followed the driveway up to the house and along the side of the house. She parked the car in front of the garage, a previous owner during the last couple of decades.

      Keys in hand, Willow got out of the vehicle and stretched for a few minutes. She grabbed the large tan envelope and her handbag from the passenger seat, climbed the stairs, and crossed the porch to the front door. She took a deep breath and let it out as she slipped the key into the lock. With a twist of her wrist, the lock clicked, and the mechanism disengaged.

      Willow pushed the door. It slowly opened, and she stepped into the entryway. The air was stale. She put her handbag and the envelope on the floor and pushed aside the curtains covering the large window next to the door. Willow flipped the lock to open and pushed up the window. It squeaked in protest, but it slid halfway up.

      She walked into the formal living room and over to the first of the two oversized windows. Minutes later, the curtains were pulled aside, and the windows were open. A cool breeze entered the house and chased some of the stale air out. Willow looked around the room. Instead of turning it back into a formal living room, she decided the room would make a perfect office. The room looked out onto the front porch. Willow also saw the front and driveway. Best of all, this was her space. The entire house was her space. She would decorate it anyway she wanted without feeling guilty for even wanting to change something.

      “You shouldn’t have felt guilty about changing stuff in the other house.” Steve’s ghost looked around the room before it focused on her. “This will make a beautiful office for you.”

      Willow stared at the ghost. “I wondered if you were stuck in the other house, or if you could follow me.”

      “I will stay with you until you no longer need me.” Her husband’s ghost gave her a weak smile. “Are the utilities on?”

      Will found a light switch next to the door and flipped it up. The chandelier in the middle of the room lit up. “The lights are on. I’ll check the water and gas when we find the kitchen.”

      Steve’s ghost started to answer when something heavy bounced down the stairs in the entry. He shrugged. “I guess you have gh⁠—”

      “Don’t you say it! Don’t you dare say it! You’ll jinx me. So don’t even think it.” Willow shook her finger at the ghost.

      “Fine.” He held up his hands in defeat. “But I’m not the only one here.”

      Willow closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She opened her eyes and glared at the ghost. “I told you not to tell me.” She shook her head. “You never listened to me when you were alive. Why would I think it was going to be any different now you’re dead?” She muttered as she walked out of the room.

      Steve followed her. “You realize I can hear you.”

      Willow stopped and whirled around. “Yes, I know—oh gross!” She shuddered and wiped her arms and body.

      “There’s nothing on you.” Steve stood behind Willow.

      “Cold spider webs don’t feel pleasant. They are yucky!” She leaned forward and ran her hands through her short, gray-streaked honey brown hair. “Don’t walk through me.”

      “I didn’t walk through you.” He raised his eyebrows. “You walked through me.”

      “You’re digging your grave.” Willow glared at him again. “I stopped and turned around. You kept walking and walked right through me. Gross!”

      “What are you going to do about the other ghost?”

      “Nothing. The movers will be here in about an hour. I still need to look around the house and check the water and gas to make sure they are on and working. A hot shower tonight will be a good thing.” Willow turned and stomped toward the back of the house, where she thought the kitchen was based on what she remembered from the pictures.

      “But you need to deal with the other ghost.”

      “Don’t care.” Willow kept walking.

      “Are you going to deal with the other ghost?” asked her dead husband’s ghost.

      “Later.”

      “Later might not be a good idea.”

      “A lot of things aren’t good ideas. I’ve got more pressing issues I need to take care of first. Once I’m done, I’ll deal with the spirit. Not until then. So drop it.” Willow walked into the kitchen.

      Steve’s ghost followed her. “I may be dead, but I still love you. I want you safe, and you’ll only be safe if you follow your destiny.”

      Willow’s shoulders sagged. “I love you, but it’s weird having you tell me to follow my destiny, especially when it involves another man.”

      Steve started to put his hand on her shoulder, but stopped. “Everything is as it’s supposed to be.”

      “Even your brother?” She shuddered at the thought of her brother-in-law. Her stomach turned over. Willow hoped the queasiness wouldn’t get worse.

      “My brother should have been out of your life a long time ago. I’m sorry I couldn’t stop him, but I will find a way.”

      Willow turned around. “I know. The good thing is I didn’t leave a forwarding address, and only Carla knows I’m here, but then she sold the house and helped me buy this one.” She walked over to the sink and turned on the cold water. “Water and electricity. Two out of three so far. I’m not sure about the stove.” She turned on one burner. The stove made a clicking noise, but there wasn’t any gas to ignite.

      “The gas may have been turned off at the wall.” Steve walked through the stove and looked behind it. “The valve is turned off, but you should replace the stove. You will be happier with a newer model. Do you know whether the water heater is gas or electric?”

      “Would you not stand in the middle of the stove? It’s creepy.”

      Steve glided out of the oven until he was standing in front of it. “Better?”

      “Yes, and the water heater is gas. Carla had the realtor here replace it and service the air conditioner and heating unit.” Willow’s eyes widened. “Hot water. If I have hot water, then the gas is on.” She turned on the other faucet at the sink. She didn’t have to wait long for the water to run hot. “Yes! A hot shower tonight!”

      Willow pulled her phone out of her back pocket and opened up her notes. “I need to add a gas stove and a refrigerator to my list. Carla said that one was clean and working, but it’s old.” Her fingers flew across the digital keyboard. “Maybe next year I can hire a construction company to renovate the kitchen and whatever else I want done.” She added a couple of things for her new office to the list. Luckily, her desk and one bookcase had survived the break-in.

      She saved the notes and closed the app. “The movers should be here in fifteen minutes. I want to open more windows to air out the house, especially the rooms I’m going to use.” Willow looked at Steve, but he wasn’t there. She wrinkled her nose. “I’ve got this.” She slipped the phone into her pocket and left the kitchen to find the parlor.

      On her way to the kitchen earlier, Willow only glanced at the dining room. Now she stood in the center of the room and turned in a circle. The room was a good size for a dining room, but it had two flaws. First, Willow had to walk through it to go to the kitchen. And second, the room was closed off from the rest of the house. It had a set of French doors that opened to the rest of the house, but on the other side, one pocket door led to the kitchen, making the kitchen shut off from the rest of the house.

      She wondered if the wall between the kitchen was load bearing or not. If it was, could a larger open doorway be created? If it wasn’t load bearing, then she wanted the wall gone, and the kitchen updated to create a more modern open concept.

      Willow loved the old house and especially this Victorian, but she also loved the modern conveniences found in new homes.

      She pulled out her phone and jotted down her ideas and questions for taking out the wall between the kitchen and the dining room.

      Willow walked across the small hall into the family room. The room was dark until she opened the heavy curtains and windows and revealed a large room with an enormous fireplace. On the interior wall was a large painting of a forest the previous owner must have left.

      Willow took a step toward it.

      The painting began shaking.

      Willow frowned.

      The painting leaped off the wall and flew across the room. It hit the far wall, and the frame shattered.

      As Willow stared at the broken painting, the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. She glimpsed movement out of the corner of her right eye. She turned in that direction.

      Willow kept a blank expression on her face. It was a tactic she had mastered several years ago to keep her sanity. When the ghosts realized she saw them, they reacted. Some wanted to talk. Some were mean or angry, and she often became the object of their anger. The reactions varied, and some fed off her reaction to them. “You need to behave yourself. Destroying that painting was childish. Whether you like or not, I am the new owner of this house,” she said without looking at it.

      The ghost stared at Willow. “You can see me?” It sounded surprised.

      “Duh. It might be why I’m talking to you.”

      “How is that possible?” asked the ghost.

      “It just is,” said Willow.

      “Humans can’t see us,” said the ghost as it paced back and forth. It stopped after a couple of rounds and looked at Willow again. “You aren’t supposed to see me.”

      Willow shrugged as she looked at the ghost. “Some of us humans can see ghosts.” She studied the entity. It was male, but it wasn’t like her husband’s ghost. This ghost looked like a dark shadow with the skin of a ghost wrapped around it, almost as if two ghosts were occupying the same space. She wasn’t sure what she was looking at, and she didn’t have a guidebook or anyone she could phone for advice.

      The ghost puffed out its chest as it tried to make itself appear larger. “It doesn’t matter whether you can see me or not. This is my house. I was here first; therefore, you must leave. So go. Shoo!” It made a shooing motion with its hands.

      “You’re funny.” Willow laughed.

      “Don’t laugh at me. Just leave. I don’t want you here.”

      “Too bad. You don’t own the house. I do.”

      “Leave my house!” screamed the ghost.

      Willow raised an eyebrow. “Sorry, but I’m not leaving. If you settle down and cause no more problems, then you can stay. But if you don’t behave yourself, I will force you to leave this house, and you won’t be able to return.”

      “You can’t make me do anything.” The ghost had the nerve to sneer at her.

      “Do you want to test your theory?” asked Willow. She sounded more confident than she felt. Since the beginning of her curse, she had banished a couple of ghosts. How she did it was still a mystery to her. Plus, she had no clue where the ghosts went when they disappeared. They were gone. But she would not tell this ghost any of that.

      “That’s not fair. I was here first.”

      Willow rolled her eyes. “You’re going to use the not fair card? So not cool!”

      “But—”

      “No,” Willow cut off the ghost. “My being the owner of the house tops all claims you may have had on this house when you were alive or now that you’re dead. You can live here in peace, or you can go. It’s that simple. You decide.”

      “You are a pain in the ass.” The ghost vanished.

      “And leave the movers alone!” yelled Willow.

      “Fine,” said a disembodied voice.

      Willow rolled her eyes. One small victory, she thought as she picked up the canvas and the pieces of the broken frame. A quick glance at the canvas revealed no serious damage.

      She carried the canvas and frame pieces to the kitchen and set them on a far counter. Once she had more free time, she would examine the canvas and find somewhere to have it reframed. If it were possible.

      Willow’s phone dinged twice. She pulled it out of her pocket and looked at her text messages. The movers were about five minutes away. One more thing to check off her list.

      

      * * *

      

      Twenty minutes after the movers left, Willow carried in the last box from her car. Hungry but too tired to go pick up something from a restaurant, she locked the house. In the back living room, she grabbed a pillow and blanket out of one of the many boxes she had carried in and laid down on the loveseat. Willow wrapped the flannel blanket around her and closed her eyes. In a few minutes, she drifted to sleep.

      

      * * *

      

      Willow groaned and rolled onto her side. The blanket twisted tighter around her waist and legs. “No,” she cried. Tears ran down her cheeks.

      “Willow, wake up.” Steve stood in front of the loveseat. He reached out to touch her, but stopped. “Wake up.”

      “No!” screamed Willow. She sat up with her arms out-stretched in front of her. “No. Please don’t die and leave me alone.” She sniffled as she looked around. Tears ran down her cheeks, and she buried her face in her hands. “Why? Why does he always die?”

      “Willow, be careful when you stand. The blanket is twisted around your legs,” said Steve.

      Willow wiped her eyes with the palms of her hands. “Stupid dream,” she muttered. She freed herself from the blanket and tossed it to the end of the couch. “As many times as I’ve had that dream, you would think I would be used to it.”

      “You will never get used to the dream. It’s a premonition. The male is your destiny. Find him and prevent him from dying.” Steve floated to the other side of the room.

      She shook her head. “How can a male I’ve never met be my destiny? And how can you stand there and tell me that? Don’t you even care that you’re pushing me to another male?”

      “I care about your being happy, having a family, and having more children. Yes, children, because you will be an exceptional mother. I love you, but our time has passed.” Steve moved closer to Willow.

      “I love you.”

      He gave her a sad smile. “I know, but I am your past and the male is your future. Your destiny. The dream hurts you because you’re connected to the male. You already have feelings for him, even if you’re not ready to admit it.”

      “But—”

      He shook his head. “I can’t hold you or make love to you. I’m a spirit from your past. You deserve to live and love. For the last ten years, you have done neither. Once you love and live again, I will be able to move on.”

      “You never told me you’re here because of me. That’s not fair to you.”

      Steve shook his head. “I didn’t stay because of you. I stayed for you. To help guide you to where you needed to be. You can’t ignore your premonitions anymore. Get some sleep. Tomorrow is a new day.” He faded away.

      Willow blinked away the tears forming in her eyes. “Goodnight Steve. I love you.”
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      Onyx walked up the ramp and into the back of the moving truck his brother, Phoenix, had rented a few days before. He looked at the various bedroom furniture and shook his head. There was a lot of stuff in there, and that wasn’t everything Savanna planned to purchase.

      Diablo followed Onyx into the truck. “Is this what it’s going to be like when we find our mates?” asked Diablo. He stared at the boxes.

      Onyx grinned. “I hope so.”

      “Really?” Diablo’s forehead wrinkled as he stared at his brother.

      “Yelp. Because I’m going to make Phoenix help move all the furniture, my mate wants to change or rearrange in our home.”

      “Have you even put any furniture in that house you bought?”

      Onyx shook his head. “I left it a blank slate so my mate can decorate it the way she likes.”

      “What about what you like?” Diablo untied one strap holding the new mattress set up against the box that contained the headboard for the new bed.

      “I give my input, but I’m going to leave the choices to her because I want her happy,” said Onyx. He grabbed a corner of the mattress. “Where are we going to put this and the box springs while we put the bed together?”

      “I was thinking against the wall in the hallway. That way, it’s ready to move into the bedroom as soon as we get the frame together.”

      They each grabbed an end of the mattress and carried it inside. Once upstairs, they set it against the wall in the hallway and went back to the truck for the box springs. A couple more trips to the moving truck, and they had the boxes containing the new bed in the room.

      “Here are a drill and a box cutter.” Phoenix walked into the bedroom.

      “How is it he got to carry the tools, and we carried the heavy stuff?” asked Diablo.

      Onyx took the box cutter from Phoenix. “Not sure, but I believe he had it planned.”

      “I had a couple of calls I had to deal with before I went to the meeting.” Phoenix laid the drill in the corner of the room. “Something’s up.”

      “What do you mean?” Onyx paused, cutting the box open, and glanced at him.

      “The last call was from Marcus Wolfe, making sure I’m going to be at the meeting today.”

      “That’s all he called about?” Diablo frowned. “That sounds more than odd. Didn’t you put in your resignation?”

      “I did, and I reminded him I emailed it over two weeks ago to the mayor’s office. Yeah, it’s odd that Marcus wants me at the meeting. And once I reassured him I wouldn’t back out, everything was good.”

      “Why do you need to go to the meeting if you resigned?” asked Onyx. He finished cutting open the cardboard box.

      “I don’t know. It’s been closer to three weeks since I emailed my resignation to Mayor Fieldman.” Phoenix shook his head. “Come to think of it, I’ve heard nothing from the Mayor’s office about my resignation.”

      “Do any of the guys at the firehouse say anything about your resignation or who is going to be the new fire chief?”

      “No.” Phoenix looked at his brothers. “I ran into Joey a couple of days ago at the bakery. He said—” His eyes widened. “Joey said he would be glad when I returned because he was tired of doing the schedules and paperwork.”

      “Are you sure you emailed?” asked Diablo.

      “Yeah, I am.”

      “Someone in the mayor’s office either deleted it or Fieldman is ignoring it,” said Onyx. “Help me lift this headboard out of the box.”

      Diablo grabbed the other end of the headboard and lifted it. “Let’s put the headboard and footboard on that wall while we unbox the rest of the parts. Where do you want to put the finished bed?”

      Phoenix looked around the room. “I believe Savanna wants it there, but let me ask.” He rushed out of the room and up the hall to the top of the stairs. “Savanna! Where do you want the bed?”

      Diablo looked at Onyx. “Do you think we’re going to be like that when we find our mates?”

      Onyx grinned. “Like Phoenix? No, there’s no one like Phoenix.”

      “Thank the gods.” Diablo laughed.

      “I heard you.” Phoenix stood in the doorway. “And yes, the boss is here.” He stepped aside to let Savanna enter.

      She shook her head. “So I’m the boss now. You’re so funny.” Savanna bumped Phoenix in the stomach with her elbow. She turned her attention to her brothers-in-law and held out the bottles of water she was carrying. “I brought these for you.”

      Onyx took both bottles and handed one to Diablo. He turned back to her. “Where do you want the bed and other stuff set up?”

      “I want the bed and nightstands on this wall. The dresser and mirror on that wall and the tall dresser over there.” Savanna gestured around the room.

      “We’ll put together the bed, get it set up, and then bring in the rest of the pieces.” Phoenix hugged her.

      “So, you want me out of the way?” Savanna laughed.

      “Only for your safety.” Phoenix kissed her cheek.

      She laughed. “Kinsley and I are looking online at furniture for her room. We have a couple of things picked out and a few things we want to look at before we decide. We’ll be ready to go back to the furniture store when you finish with this room.” She walked out, leaving the brothers to finish setting up the bedroom.

      * * *

      Thirty minutes later, Phoenix’s phone beeped. He pulled it out of his pocket and read the message. “Crap! I forgot about the meeting. I’m late.”

      Diablo rolled his eyes and kept working.

      “Go to the meeting. We’ll finish this.” Onyx looked up from the plastic wrap he was stuffing into an empty box.

      “Thanks. I’ll meet you at the furniture store. Whatever Savanna purchases should be the last load, if they have it in stock.”

      “We’ll see you there. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of Savanna and Kinsley,” said Onyx.

      Phoenix nodded.

      Onyx watched him leave and walk across the hall toward Kinsley’s bedroom. A few minutes later, he watched Phoenix and his family pass by the open door and heard them walk downstairs. “I want that.”

      Diablo stared at the empty hall. “I know what you mean.”

      “I want my mate with me so I can protect her. Where is she? Is she safe? I worry about her.” Onyx looked at his younger brother. “I love you, but I’m tired of being alone.”

      “Even with all the females who go to the gym just to see you?” Diablo grinned.

      “They aren’t there for an actual relationship. They’re just after a quick hookup. Besides, they are not my mate. I want more than meaningless hookups. Plus, I don’t want my mate dealing with jealous females rubbing in the fact I slept with them.”

      “I was teasing about the women. I’m in the same boat as you. One-night hookups don’t appeal. I want my special female. I want a family. And the idea of her being out there and unprotected scares me. How do I keep her alive when we have this unknown threat?” The muscles in Diablo’s jaw twitched.

      “I hope they’re at least strong enough to stay alive until they find us or we find them. The real trick is, can we stay alive long enough to find them?” Onyx thought about the accidents plaguing his gym. Someone was trying to ruin his business, or they wanted to destroy him. Either way, he needed to find the person who was causing the accidents and put an end to them.

      “What’s going on with the gym? And don’t tell me they’re nothing.” Diablo crossed his arms and stared at his brother.

      “The first accident was the barbell rack.” He told Lucifer about the accident. There had been no way around not telling him, especially since the insurance company was demanding a police report. But he hadn’t told Phoenix or Diablo. Phoenix had enough on his plate between his new family, being the fire chief, and the problems with the mayor. And Diablo? He was spending all his time guarding Angie, Savanna, and Kinsley.

      “The large rack on the side wall?” asked Diablo.

      “Yep, that’s the one.”

      “What happened?”

      “Several sections of the rack broke away from the wall, sending barbells crashing to the floor. It looked like a waterfall. One right after the other tumbled to the floor. Luckily, no one was near it when the racks broke.” Lucky was an understatement. Onyx shook his head at the memory. The timing of the accident was lucky because the gym was almost empty. If it had been an hour earlier, the accident would have been a lot worse. Even though he was calling it an accident, Onyx knew it wasn’t.

      “Very lucky. That would have been a big hit to your insurance if people had been hurt,” growled Diablo.

      “My insurance is getting a workout with the repair and replacement of stuff. I’m sure they’re going to increase my premiums if they don’t cancel it.” He ran his hand through his hair. “Now, I’ve had to call in plumbers, carpenters, tile guys. Just to name a few. With the overtime, they are expensive. But the gym will reopen this afternoon.”

      “What happened?”

      “Someone tried turning the men’s locker room into an indoor swimming pool, though I think they were trying to turn the entire place into a swimming pool.”

      “You’re joking.”

      Onyx shook his head. “I wish I were. A couple of weeks ago, I opened the gym as usual, but as I made my rounds, I found water coming out from under the locker room door. A ten-foot span of floor in the gym was already saturated and had standing water in some areas. All the drains in the locker room were clogged, and the faucets were open all the way. From the amount of flooding, the water was running all night.”

      “So that’s why you’ve been closed.” Diablo took a drink of water and put the bottle back on the windowsill.

      “All of this,” Onyx gestured to the stuff in the room, “this has been a vacation compared to vacuuming up all the water, drying everything, scheduling the various repairmen, and don’t forget the insurance issues.”

      “Did the security cameras catch who did it?” Diablo forced the last piece of cardboard into the box they were using for trash.

      “Nothing.”

      “Nothing? Did the cameras stop working?”

      Onyx shook his head. “They were working. No one showed up on the tape. Not even a door opened or closed.”

      Diablo let out a low whistle. “Do you need any help?”

      “Not right now. But thanks. We’re scheduled to reopen tomorrow. Fingers crossed. Hopefully, nothing else happens. But I doubt it.”

      Diablo grabbed his half-full water bottle and held it up. “To no more accidents and finding our mates.” He bumped his plastic bottle against Onyx’s, then took a drink.

      “Me too.”

      “Let’s take this to the truck and move in the last two pieces of furniture.” Diablo put the white cap back on the bottle. “I’ve got this,” he said, picking up the large carton.

      Onyx helped his brother navigate the stairs and opened the front door. Outside, he watched Diablo set the box next to the truck.

      

      * * *

      

      Savanna and Kinsley walked into the bedroom as Onyx and Diablo set the last of the furniture into its new home. “Perfect! Thanks for doing all of this.”

      “No problem. Anything for my sister, who spoils us with all kinds of treats.” Onyx kissed the top of Savanna’s head.

      Kinsley glanced at her mom, then looked at Diablo. “Can I ride on your motorcycle with you when we go to the furniture store?”

      Diablo knelt, putting him at eye level with her. “I’m riding with you, your mom, and Onyx in his truck. Besides, your mom hasn’t given you permission to ride on the motorcycle.”

      “Rats!” Kinsley turned to her mom. “When can I ride Uncle Diablo’s motorcycle?”

      “Maybe when you’re fourteen.” Savanna smiled at her daughter.

      “Fourteen? That’s forever.”

      “How about seventeen?” asked Savanna.

      Kinsley’s eyes widened. “Fourteen works. We don’t need to wait until I’m seventeen. I’m going downstairs to wait for everyone.” Kinsley dashed out of the room. Danny, the T’nichza, followed her.

      “Smooth,” said Diablo as he stood.

      “Just a little mom-daughter negotiation.” She laughed. “Phoenix texted. He’s running a little late, so he will meet us at the furniture store, as he said earlier.”

      “We’re ready to go, if you are.” Onyx glanced around the room for any packing materials they hadn’t picked up.

      Savanna nodded. “I’ll grab my bag and keys and meet you outside.”

      Diablo looked at Onyx. “Phoenix gets to carry the heavy stuff.”

      “Sounds fair to me.”

      Savanna shook her head. “You are so sweet to each other.”

      Onyx and Diablo looked at each other and laughed.

      “You realize the furniture store may not have everything in stock, and if they do, it will probably be tomorrow before we can pick it up.” Savanna smiled at their frowns.
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