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Jake’s awakening

––––––––
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JAKE WAS A SOLDIER. Not a soldier of war, but more of a hired gun after the end of the Civil War, not a life he would have chosen, but when you’re good at something, you’re good. But what struck Jake as odd was that the current job was a bit unethical in his book. He was approached by a man called the General, a large dark man, not as dark as the Indians but darker than the normal man, that was lighter on his feet, than any man Jake knew, hired him to kill this unknown man, with nothing but a drawing he gave him. He worked alone for the most part, and he done as he sees fit, and the General never disagreed. This particular job made him uneasy, the man he was looking for, no name, no background information, not even what he had done, to be killed on site and to capture anyone that aided in keeping him hidden, even if it was Indians. Jake’s stepdad was Indian and he had learned so much from him after his father died when he was a boy, the one job he hated was when it involved Indians, to him it was as bad as raging war with another country. For the first time, he wasn’t certain he could do this alone. The tribe that was believed to be hiding  him  was made up of mostly warriors, friendly and helpful even to non-Indians, but they were all great fighters, the women were just as strong and fought alongside their counter parts, there wasn’t much information of the tribe, no one knew the tribes name, all information about them were stories, almost like myths. His stepfather had told him of the tribe once when he was a boy, well what he thought was the same tribe. He had told him that the tribe was a hidden tribe, his own tribe feared them. He had called them the Horse Wolf Tribe, not an actual name, but more of a description. The horses were sacred to them and wolves fought alongside them in their battles, and his stepfather even had told him that his grandfather believed they were skin walkers, but stronger and more powerful. Jake never believed in the whole idea of a man changing into wild animals, it wasn’t normal and unconceivable, but he would never tell his step father that, but he did take his warnings that the people of this tribe, you did not go asking for trouble. He warned the same General, that he would only complete a job if he finds they are harmful to anyone, the general had originally agreed, but this time the General insisted, no threatened, if this man wasn’t killed on site, and didn’t matter if anyone that was harboring him was hurt or killed, he advised it. Still Jake didn’t like the idea and thought maybe he should back out of the deal, but, no, now he couldn’t. He pretty much signed his life away when he met the General, and he had no easy way out. So he decided to go to his two closest friends Jarid and Shane, he knew Shane would accompany him on any job, he was a bit of a wild card, nice guy yea, but he had a wild side that he couldn’t seem to tame, he wasn’t one to start fights, but he sure as Hell finished every single one, and the destruction and damage he did in the process was indescribable. Jarid on the other hand, had only been married for about a year, he took the slower approach to any situation, calculating and strategizing every approach, much like himself, but now that his wife Hannah was pregnant with their first child, he doubted he would come along, he hadn’t seen her since they were children, from how Jarid described her, she was a lot like Shane with a woman’s touch, he had told Jake she was not a woman to anger and she wasn’t going to back down for anything, if she was right she was right and she be damned to be  proved wrong, and she just had a way of knowing if you were keeping anything from her, but Jake knew that about most women, it was like they were all born with a secret intuition that men were too dumb to figure out.

Jake was anxious to meet up with them at Shane’s father’s homestead in New Hampshire, Hannah had gotten pregnant quickly, and Jake decided to build onto the homestead until the baby was born and they could move closer to the mining company in Boston. Jake hadn’t seen Shane and Jarid in a year, a couple months before Jarid and Hannah’s wedding, Jake couldn’t go because he was on a job, a simple one, but it was time consuming, nothing like any other job he had, he had to run some wild mustangs cross country, with a bunch of other men, his job was to make sure no Indians or wolves attack and that none of the handlers try steeling any of the prize horses. The General had decided as part of the payment he allowed Jake to hand pick one of the prize horses as a wedding gift to Jarid, for causing him to miss the wedding and had the prize horse delivered himself. Jarid and Shane were mesmerized with the horses’ beauty, that Shane has accompanied Jake a couple more times when the General had asked him to wrangle and deliver some Mustangs across the country again. Back then Jake believed the General was a good guy, but now with the more jobs the General hires him for, not only is he finding criminals, but now finding them and killing them, Jake had told him he would find them, but not kill a man he had no personal problem with, but he would personally hand deliver him to the General and he finally agreed. His previous demands never bothered Jake, and Jake’s demands to do the jobs his way never bothered the General, but now the General was acting like a criminal himself, and it wasn’t sitting right with Jake.

Jake kept rattling the thoughts through his mind, rubbing one hand over his freshly shaved chin, and even chose a short cut, normally he left his hair long, he decided last minute since he was meeting Jarid’s wife for the first time since they were kids, that he probably shouldn’t show up with the wilderness man beard down to his belly. This wasn’t how Jake normally was, but something about meeting Hannah, he wanted to make sure she wasn’t displeased with his appearance. He’s had women, plenty, but none he had been in the presence of that were married other than his own mother, he honestly didn’t know how to act around a woman he wasn’t trying to bed and he didn’t want to offend her in any way, his mother did raise him right, but Jarid continuously spoke of how special Hannah was, how she was like no other woman, with a bit of Shane’s traits. Jake could just imagine a beautiful woman with black hair to her knees, small thin frame, but tall and elegant like a princess, it was probably the princess bit that made him feel he had to look his best, although Shane and Hannah had grown up as orphans until Shane was at least five years old he wasn’t sure how old Hannah was, but she was young. Jake had known Shane and Jarid for about twenty plus years, when Jake was ten the oldest of the three, Shane and Jarid were approximately eight, and Hannah was just a little girl and she spent a lot of time at Shane and Hannah’s aunts after their adoptive mother died, and their adoptive father didn’t appreciate men young or old around his beautiful daughter and he believed she should be raised to be a proper lady. He had only met her a couple times when they were kids, he would give Hannah piggyback rides when they would run the fields with Shane, back then she was Shane’s kid sister that he felt was his sister as well or more so apart of him.

Jake kept Risk, his black mare, at a slow canter from the barber shop in a small town in New Hampshire to Jarid’s small home in the woods, on the outskirts of town. The road, more like a large walking trail, was two miles long, maple and pine trees lined both sides, birds were chirping, and soft wind blew a breeze through the trees, it was nearing fall, and the fresh air there was so many smells, mint leaves being stirred by a small critter close by, the smell of pitch dripping from the trees, and oddly the slight scent of roses and honey. Jake scanned the trees not seeing any flowers and not too certain if there were any honey or honeybees nearby, but the smell was of fresh honey from the honeycomb. Jake closed his eyes taking in the smell, letting it consume him. He let his arms drop to his side letting Risk follow the road, his senses seemed clearer, and he felt a calm take over him. Hearing the sweetest voice speaking in the distance, Jake opened his eyes, focusing on the large not so small cabin, he could tell that Jarid must have been busy building onto the house probably for the baby, smelling the fresh cut lumber and seeing the wood on the cabin change in color from weathered to fresh wood. Jake pressed his heals into risk sides, wanting to see the beautiful woman speaking so angelically.  

Shane and Jarid were sitting on the porch, when Jake approached, he jumped from Risk when the most beautiful woman walked out the door, long black braid over her shoulder laying over her bulging pregnant bump, not big, but not small. Jake stopped almost stumbling when he realized the smell was her aroma, Hannah’s, Jarid’s wife. Jake bit back the urge to grab ahold of her pulling her to him, seeing her eyes open wide, as she wipes her hands down her side seductively, and licking her lips with a slight blush to her cheeks, instead forced himself to look at Jarid, trying to avoid looking into her beautiful deep blue eyes, she is his best friend’s wife and his other best friend’s sister, he had to get rid of this instant feeling he was having for a woman he just met, of all women. He had never had this reaction to a woman before, especially a pregnant married woman.

“Hey Jake.” Shane said patting him on the back, his tone suggesting he was trying to clear the awkwardness between him and Hannah and now Jarid, who stood up abruptly when he noticed Hannah and Jake were looking at each other.

“Hey Shane.” Jake jumped around, pulling him into a hug, patting him on the back. Shane hugged Jake back, pushing him around to face Jarid, Jake lowered his eyes not allowing himself to look directly at Hannah feeling so much guilt for the feelings he couldn’t push down out of his mind.

Jarid grabbed Jake’s upper arm tightly, not loosening his grip, Jake knew what he was doing, and he couldn’t help but lean into his grip, straightening his composure standing up tall, trying to show his authority and control of himself. “So, this must be your beautiful wife, Hannah, is it?” Jake felt Jarid’s grip loosening on his arm and then letting go running to his wife, taking her hand and then putting a hand on her lower back.

Watching Jarid dote over his pregnant wife made Jake smile and helped just enough to help push back the feelings for Hannah. “Meet my wife Hannah, and junior.” Jarid said, leaning down and kissing Hannah’s belly.

“Oh Jarid, if Junior is a girl are you still going to call her Junior?” Hannah’s soft gentle voice began to consume Jake again, and he cleared his throat watching Hannah gently stroke Jarid’s hair smiling, looking at Jake blushing, then pulling Jarid’s face to hers kissing his lips sensually, Jake lowered his eyes, finding it unbearable to watch them kiss and touch each other.

Hannah turned to Jake, “Nice to see you again Jake, I think the last we saw each other was just before I went to live with my aunt, good to see you are doing well.” Hannah smiled.

“Soo Jake, what brings you here.” Shane pulled Jake into the house, “Let’s leave those two love birds alone, finally someone to talk to, that isn’t always talking about babies, water breaking, swelling ankles, back aches and false contractions.” Shane laughed, walking into the small kitchen.

Jake smiled at the thought of having a woman like Hannah to worry over, but he came to realize it wasn’t none other than Hannah he was thinking of. He nervously went to grab for the long beard that he no longer has.

Shane side eyed him lifting a chair and slamming it down. Jake came to his senses, grabbing the chair and sitting down. Shane began tapping his fingers, looking at Jake clearly annoyed. “So, what brought you other than drooling over my sister who is very pregnant and Married.”

Jake ignored him, pushing the thought of the beautiful princess, Ugh I must stop thinking of her, Jake thought to himself, looking up to Shane. “I got a job...”

“Okay Jake. That is good news, you have a job.” Shane raised his eyebrows, sounding clearly annoyed.

“Yea, I wanted yours and Jarid’s help... But I will not put Jarid’s life... What I mean is I can’t take him away from his b... wife, she needs him, I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to Jarid and she gets left alone, she needs him.” Jake couldn’t understand where all his emotions came from for Hannah, his feelings were very strong for her that he wanted to make sure her and her little one were safe and the only way she was safe was if Jarid was with her.

“What is this job, that could put my life in danger.” Jarid chuckled from behind him.

Jake turned to Jarid’s arms wrapped around Hannah’s waste, holding onto her belly. Jake gulped fighting the urge to tear Jarid away from Hannah, he couldn’t understand the feeling, and he was pushing himself to face reality that he shouldn’t feel this way. “I have to, I have a job, I got to find this guy.” Jake pulled into his pocket pulling out a photo, “He’s supposed to be up north with that Indian tribe my father told me about as a child, if he is with them and they are protecting him, I can’t do this alone.” Jake tripped over his words, feeling like a child unable to control his frustration seeing Hannah in Jarid’s arms, lowering his eyes. “I will only ask Shane to go, I won’t ask you to leave Hannah and the baby here alone... No, I insist, I demand you not leave her alone to help me.” Jake shook, turning his back to them, balling his hands into fist.

“Hannah, why don’t you leave us alone for a bit.” Jarid said softly, and Jake could hear them kiss, clamping his eyes shut.

“Umm... Okay.” Jake could hear her hesitation, and the light flow of her dress as she turned, but no footsteps. Then she whispered. “If he needs you Jarid, help him, I feel it, he’s going to need you, I’ll be ok, my father will care for me while you’re gone.”

“Don’t worry Hannah, we’ll figure it out.” Jarid whispered again, kissing Hannah. Her feet moved quickly as what sounded like her going towards the back of the house and a door slamming shut.

“She’ll get over it, she hates being excluded from anything important, but I can clearly see you’re not going to be able to think straight with her in the room.” Jarid grumbled, as Jake loosened his fist, feeling blood drip from his fingernails, rubbing his hands on his legs.

“I’m thinking fine, I... I wasn’t expecting her to be so pregnant.” Jake lied, what he wanted to say, he wasn’t expecting to want her so bad his cock ached, but angered him to think that of her, she is pregnant and married to of all people his best friend. “I can’t risk her losing you.” Jake growled, slamming his fist into the table, hearing it crack.

Jarid laughed as Jake lifted his eyes, looking at Shane who shook his head, looking back at him, tipping back in his chair, shaking his head. “What do you think Shane?” Jarid laughed, slapping Jake on the shoulders, making him flinch. Normally he was calm and kept his composure, but the more he worried about Hannah being alone, he wanted to make sure she was safe, that he kept her safe, no Jarid kept her safe. 

Abruptly Jake stood storming outside, not waiting for Shane to answer. He felt the need to run and release some tension. Shane and Jake followed him outside as he paced back and forth, vigorously rubbing his chin, staring at the ground.

Shane grabbed Jake’s shoulders, “Snap out of it.” 

Jake loosened his arms, feeling defeated, unsure what to say. His plan was to ask for Shane and Jarids help, not get overwhelmed with feelings for Hannah. He rubbed the back of his neck grabbing Risk’s reigns, “Why don’t we ride.” Jake said, looking at Shane, but unable to look at Jarid.

“Okay.” Jarid said, “We can go to the Tavern.”

Jake looked up, glaring at Jarid, “No! you stay here with Hannah, she needs you.” Jake barked.

“She’ll be fine, her father is staying in a spare room. Even if you won’t let me come, I want to hear what’s going on.” Jarid barked back. “Just give me a minute, and tell her, we can go to the tavern.” Jarid ran into the cabin.

Once he was inside, Shane grabbed him again. “What is wrong with you Jake?”

“I don’t know what I was thinking coming here, I wasn’t expecting...” Jake stopped not knowing what to say.

“You weren’t expecting what... My sister to be so beautiful.” Shane laughed, slapping Jake on the shoulder.

“No.” Jake scoffed. “I was only expecting to come here and ask for help, not see how much she needs both of you.” Again, he fought back the feeling of how much she needed him, not Jarid.

“Hannah, nah, she’s strong, plus our dad is here, you know how much he fusses over her, he wouldn’t let anything happen to her.” Shane said softly, looking past Jake towards the house.

Jake spun facing Shane, “This isn’t going to be quick and easy, me coming to you goes against the General.”

“Ah, the General,” Jake could hear the irritation in his voice. “I thought you were done with him.”

“Yea, not as easy as I thought.” Jake pulled himself from his thoughts of Hannah. “Somethings aren’t so easy to get away from.” He knew he couldn’t explain that he had no way to explain to Shane his sworn duty to General that he could never walk away from.

“Yea,” Shane uttered. “I won’t ask why you feel you owe him so much.... This is the last time I help you, I can’t speak for Jarid, but I do not want you to ask for help from him again... For my sister.”

Jake raised his eyes then lowered them, no that is the one thing he didn’t want, was hurt Hannah, and taking Jarid from her would hurt her.

Jake could feel Jarid’s presents as he stepped out the door. “Her father will stay with her, the doc says she won’t be giving birth for six or seven months, I want to be back to see my child be born.” Jarid huffed, walking to the barn.

“I... I.” Jake stuttered.

Shane laid his hand on Jake’s shoulder, “Don’t worry now, we can talk at the tavern, for now we are happy you are here.”

Jarid walked out of the barn with two fully saddled horses. Jake nodded his head, looking towards the house, regretting ever coming to ask for Shane and Jarid’s help, regretting the feelings scratching at every ounce of his being.

Jake pulled himself onto Risk, turning her back the way he came, closing his eyes taking in one more faint scent of Hannah, feeling the rose and honey consume him, feeling Risk walking along the road following Shane and Jarid.

Once Hannah’s scent disappeared, Jake opened his eyes, grabbing his hat off the saddle horn and putting it upon his head, he continued to stare at Shane and Jarid in silence, nearing a small tavern that sat in the woods just outside of the small town, Jake was surprised, most taverns he had been too were in the center of town. The noises echoed from inside, men and women laughing, glasses clanging together. Jake had never noticed his senses so strong, as he has that day, conversations between a man and a woman in the bar he could hear as if they were standing next to him.

“What are you looking for, kind sir.” He could hear the exaggerated sound of lust from her voice.

The man chuckled huskily, “Why, you madam, with my cock deep inside you, fucking you all night.”

The woman laughed. “You can’t afford all night, that’s of no concern to me, you won’t last no more than a pump.” Now the woman spoke more seductively as if she was aroused. Jake laughed, looking into the tavern, which was approximately two hundred feet away. 

Their whispers were still plain as day, he turned his attention to Shane and Jarid looked back at him. He cleared his throat. “Ehem, this is where you want to discuss the job.” Jake raised his eyebrows pointing to the tavern.

Jarid laughed, “Eh, I figured you could use a release, then maybe you’d stop looking at my wife like she’s dessert.” Jarid grumbled, making Jake gulp. “Don’t worry bro, I know you mustn’t have had a good fuck, in a while, and my wife is beautiful whether she is pregnant or not, she still makes my loins swell.” Jarid laughed grabbing his cock and squeezing.

Jake lowered his hat over his eyes, lowering himself from Risk, turning his back to Shane and Jarid tying the reigns to the post fence. Hearing his friends laugh, he laughed the most convincing laugh he could, but maybe Jarid was right that he needed a release, that maybe one of these whores could satisfy him. “Yea I think you’re right, a good fucking is what I need.” Jake turned walking into the tavern with Shane and Jarid behind him. 

Jake walked straight to the bar, motioning to the bar tender, the young man pushed a glass in front of Jake as Shane and Jarid sat to either side of him. Jake slammed down the glass after gulping down, Shane waved to a tall woman with long dark, tangled to the strands hanging over her bare shoulders, Jake nodded his head declining the woman. She noticed Jake’s gesture, but she approached Shane anyway.

“What kind of woman is your friend looking for?” The woman asked as she straightened her hair back and tightened her corset. “My girls are the best in the state, there’s some new girls, a bit wild, like you like them Shane, how about your man here? Indian girls, who could satisfy a man of his size.”

Shane raised his eyebrows, looking at his friend who kept facing forward.

Shane gently strokes her arm, “Mabel, we’ll get a few drinks in him and then we’ll decide.” The woman leaned forward grabbing Shane’s cock.

“I’ll be waiting for you when you’re ready.” The woman seductively spoke, then pinched Jake’s ass, “And you Jarid, a woman can’t satisfy a man with a babe in her belly.”

Jake growled under his breath hearing her words. She shot a look at him, he turned his eyes feeling hers on him, Jake could see her eyes flash lavender and then fade. He rubbed his eyes focusing back on her, she smiled looking past him leaning on the bar towards Jarid.

“Oh no, Mabel, I love my wife, no whore can compare to a horny pregnant woman.” Jarid scoffed.

“Well, Hannah has a bit of wild in her does she.” The woman winked at Jarid.

Jarid grinned from ear to ear.

“When will that babe come screaming into this world.” The woman asked with both hands under her chin.

The bar tender scowled at her, “You have a customer waiting.” He barked, motioning his head towards the back of the tavern.

“Oh, stop it, these men have always been kind to me, and I’m only being friendly, stop your flap!” She ordered, making the bar tender step back.

Jake laughed with his friends seeing the man literally cower to the woman, a whore, “I want to speak to my friends, then I will choose, a woman, I like my women fresh and clean.” Jarid spoke softly, still not looking at Mabel.

“Oooo, you like the innocent ones.” Mabel smiled, “But I don’t allow that, no, no.” My girls are experienced...”

Jake stopped her. “No, I like my whore willing and wanting me, and no other.” Jake smiled in one corner of his lip.

“Ah, I see, I have two girls, fairly new, and don’t bed many men, I let them choose. I let all my women have the choice, but these two I don’t allow men to touch without their permission, if one chooses you, you can have her for the night on me. The closest you will get to a virgin.” The woman spoke softly pushing herself from the bar.

A virgin isn’t what Jake was looking for, he didn’t know what he was looking for, but he needed to get Hannah out of his system hopefully this one night will do the trick. “I would never take a woman’s virginity as a whore. That is like steeling her innocence.” Jake grumbled, angry with the thought.

“Nor would I.” The woman walked past the men. Jake looked forward scoffing at the thought that the woman would actually care if one of her whores was a virgin or not.

“Come,” Shane grabbed Jake’s shoulders and Jarid turned to them, “Let’s sit at a table where there’s not so many men.”

The three men took their drinks to a small table in the corner. “So, what is this all about.” Shane asked, raising his eyebrows. “What’s has the General gotten you into, making you think you need our help?”

Jarid annoyingly tapped his fingers on the table looking out the door, Jake could tell he didn’t like being in the Tavern and he couldn’t blame him, he didn’t know how Hannah would act, but most women would have a problem with their husbands at the tavern especially one that runs a brothel. 

“You remember me telling you about the Indians, my stepdad told me about as a kid.” Jarid turned his attention to Shane, wide-eyed, seeming to take his mind off the front door.

“Yea,” Jarid nodded, leaning towards the center of the table as Shane leaned back in his chair.

“You mentioned that earlier, what makes you think it’s the same tribe.” Shane lifted his drink to the bar maid, a small petite woman, with long golden curls laying across her shoulders, looked much too young to be in a tavern, she came over with a large bottle pouring into Shane’s glass, and he tilted his hat to her, “Thank-you ma’am,” smiling at the bar, the bar maid shook her head rolling her eyes as she walked away.

“Everything about this job, isn’t right, I have barely any information to go with, just this and that he was last seen up north, near the Canadian border.” Jake pulled out the photo again, pushing it towards Jarid.

“He’s Indian,” Jarid pushed the photo to Shane, Jake wasn’t sure if it was a question or an answer.

“That’s what I think, and I don’t know I have a strong feeling, something in my gut is telling me I shouldn’t do this job.” Jake reached for his beard again and then rubbed the back of his neck. Remembering, he no longer had one.

“Then give it to someone else,” Shane shrugged waving down the barmaid again. Jake nodded his head, seeing the maid glare at Shane.

“I can’t....” Jake paused, watching Shane continue to stare at the maiden, and asking her over when his glass was clearly not needing a refill, then Shane gulped it down, “Is there something between you and that bar maid.” Jake looked at Jarid, who still couldn’t keep his eyes off the door.

Shane waved at Jake, giving him the shut-up look, but Jake couldn’t help himself and leaned across the table whispering, “Why don’t you just ask to court her man, it’s obvious she’s not one of the whores.”

“That’s the thing, I don’t want her to think...” Shane cut off his words suddenly acting like a nervous schoolboy, in the presence of a pretty girl. Jake elbowed Jarid, grinning ear to ear. Jarid turned his gaze looking at Shane, the maiden and then leaning in to whisper in Jake’s ear.

“He’s been coming here for a week, doing this, I think he thinks if he orders her enough drinks she will just fall into his lap, and beg him to take her.” Jarid laughed.

Jake smiled slyly, winking at Shane, Shane raised one eyebrow, telling Jake he was asking what he was up to. Jake positioned his chair just as the maiden approached, then put his foot in front of her causing her to trip. Shane’s eyes widened seeing what his friend had just done, shaking his head no, as if to ask him not to, but too late, she tripped over Jake’s foot. She dropped the bottle Jake caught it before it hit the floor, and Shane turned just in time to catch her in his lap, bent over like a child getting ready for a spanking.

Shane shoved the table into Jake’s gut, making him choke, then Shane put his arm under her chest helping her stand, but she slid to her knees, her feet slipping on the liquor that spilled on the floor. Shane quickly stood, putting both his hands out to her, as she seemed to be holding back a cry.

“I’m sorry miss.” Shane tilted his hat, “My clumsy friend here doesn’t know how to keep track of his feet.” Shane smiled at the woman, but she looked to the bar tender then back at Shane.

“My husband will beat me if you don’t stop.” She begged, her cheeks flushed from her embarrassment.

Jake stood just as quick as Jarid did when she spoke, tumbling their chairs back. She looked between the three of them, fear evident as she shook her head.

Jake clenched his fist, looking at Shane who was doing the same. “Your husband beats you?” Shane deeply spoke, making the woman jump. If it wasn’t for the fact that she said her husband would beat her, Jake knew Shane would be pouting over the fact she was married.

“Nn... no, he hasn’t.... Not yet... But he threatens if you don’t stop, he will hurt me...” She cried in a whisper, looking back at the bar tender who glared at them.

“He’s your husband.” Shane asked as he glared back at the man.

She didn’t answer, nodded quickly, grabbing the bottle and rushing to pour their glasses, spilling some, then running back behind the bar. The bar tender grabbed her elbow, making her cry out, yanking her arm away. 

Shane went to step forward, but Jake stopped him, allowing the heated argument between husband and wife to continue, the woman kept flinching whenever the bar tender moved, clear signs that he has hit her before. Jake focused on her arms and any bare skin and noticed bruises fading on her neck, and slight bruising on her wrist. Just like Shane, he clenched his fist.

She pulled away from him, grabbing another bottle, rushing to another table, keeping her eyes forward not looking at them. Jake pushed Shane to sit, Shane complied with his eyes on the bar tender. Jarid picked up his and Jake’s chair, pulling himself closer to the table, doing just as Shane was watching the bar tender. Jake looked at his two friends, nodding his head, he knew that it was going to happen and he was just waiting for when the bar tender fucked up. Jake knew Jarid wasn’t one to usually react to a situation, but like him both men had no issue with righteously putting a woman beater half in his grave. It was surprising though, most men wouldn’t bother with Shane and Jarid in this town, their reputation followed them where ever they went and then when they added Jake to the mix, people didn’t dare to cross that line, well in front of them any ways, their appearance alone made most men back down and walk away from them, Shane being the largest, and Jarid the smallest, but not by much. Jake stood just over six feet, while Shane cleared him by another four or five inches, making him close to seven feet tall.

Jake pulled his eyes away from the bar tender, looking towards the woman, noticing that most of the men in the bar wouldn’t look at her when they spoke and only made hand gestures to what they wanted. It was clear that the men didn’t want a fight or didn’t want the young woman to be hurt. Jake couldn’t help but stop watching the woman and watching his friends, he could see Shane getting angrier as his face got red each time the woman went behind the bar, and the bar tender would grab her reprimanding her, Jake assumed for speaking or looking at any of the male customers. Jarid as usual looked as though he was calculating the situation and the men in the bar, something he was good at seeing what men would join in on a fight and which would sit back, but Jake assumed no one would join a fight to protect the woman, but rather the bar tender.

The young woman glanced towards, Shane nodding her head slightly begging him to stop, when her husband grabbed her arm again, the two were yelling, the young woman, telling him to stop being outrageous or she’ll get her brother, the bar tender seemed to calm a bit taking his hands away. The young woman’s demeanor completely changed from fearful to outright angry, as she stomped through the bar, putting a few customers in their place and then pointing at her husband, who nodded his approval of her behavior. 

Jake shook his head, this was one couple he wouldn’t understand, it was clear he had harmed her, but whatever the bar tender had said to her was all she could take, or he was petrified of her brother. The three men still watched her, and Jake motioned for her to fill his glass, and the bar tender noticed glaring at them and then glaring at his wife who approached them. Jake put his hand over his glass, looking into her dark, almost black eyes, as she glared at him. “I wanted to apologize, miss?” Jake watched her eyes soften to a deep blue, as she smiled gently.

“Thank you. Addalyne, and you are Jake correct.” Jake moved his hand away from the glass, surprised she had already known his name. “Now please control your friend here, before my husband behaves like a two-year-old.” Jake nodded his head, looking at Shane who lowered his head. Before she walked to the bar, Shane gently grabbed her wrist.

Her face paled as she frantically looked from Shane to her husband, “If you need our help Addalyne all you have to do is ask.”

“You can help me, by letting go of my wrist.” Addalyne ripped her wrist from Shane’s grip storming behind the bar, being met with a slap to her that echoed through the bar, causing her to drop the bottle shattering as it hit the floor.

Mabel ran to Addalyne’s defense as the bar tender knocked her to the floor. She stood between them, as Shane leaped over the bar, wrapping arm around him in a choke hold. Jake stood with Jarid holding their stance watching as men from the bar stood. Mabel helped Addalyne off the floor.

Jake thought he heard Mabel tell Addalyne, “We warned you to never marry a rogue.” Jake lowered his eyebrows, looking at Mabel, who glared at him and then Jarid as she hugged Addalyne walking in front of them.

Addalyne looked back at Shane holding on to her cheek, Jake could have sworn she said, “White Alpha.” Jake watched Mabel rush Addalyne through a door in the back of the bar.

Once they were gone Jake focused back on Shane noticing that Jarid had his pistols in each hand pointed at two men who were trying to intervene. Shane was actually having a hard time holding his own with the man, the bar tender was small, but rugged.

Jake went to step forward when Shane threw the bar tender over the bar at Jarid’s, Jake watched as Shane seemed to debate jumping over again, but started to walk around, when a loud roar came from the back of the bar, and the door that Mabel and Addalyne had gone through was torn from its hinges. A large man, just as large as Shane ran through the door beating Shane to the bar tender, lifting him off the floor by his throat and slamming him on top of the bar.

The bartender wrapped his hands around the large man’s wrist trying to pry his fingers from his throat, but his grip didn’t loosen. “I warned you that if you ever hurt my sister, mated or not I’d kill you.”

Addalyne’s cries could be heard, Jake looked up to see Mabel wrapping her arms around Adda line pulling her back into the room they were in. Once her cries were muffled, he could hear the crunching of the man’s throat and gurgling as he breathed. Any man wouldn’t be able to speak, but this man half dead, who should be dead at the site of the deformity of his neck.

He still spoke. “She’s a fucken whore.” The large man gripped his, blooding flying as he tore the bar tenders throat out.

The bar went silent as a low growl could be heard coming from the large man, no one moved, no one said a word as he dropped the bar tenders throat to the floor, pointing a bloody finger to corner of the bar, “Go get the Sheriff, tell him Alec is dead, killed by Merle for beating his sister.”

“You’ll be arrested.” The man shouted. “I will not get a sheriff, to have you imprisoned and hung.”

Jake looked up at the man still heaving, his eyes dark lavender as Mabel’s were earlier. The bar had cleared except for Jake and his friends, and two other men, who only looked at him.

“Merle, this is your Tavern, you have a right to protect family at all costs.” Then the older man looked towards Jake and his friends. “You boys won’t say anything.” The man asked looking at each one of them, “Besides the rogue has no family, no one will miss him.”

Jake watched as Addalyne stepped out of the back room with her hand over her mouth, tears staining her face, Merle tried to step towards her, but she put her hand up, “No, no you don’t get to comfort me, you know what will happen to me.” Addalyne screamed out, clutching her stomach.

“Mabel get her out of here, you know what to do, make sure she survives.” Mabel pulled Addalyne out a back door looking towards Shane, Jarid and then Jake. Jake felt a slight pain in his skull, looking at Mabel, he groaned grabbing the side of his head, she smiled gently at Jake, but frowned when she looked at Shane and Jarid. When Jake looked at his friends, they were still staring blankly at Merle. Merle spoke, turning towards Shane, who looked like a bloody mess. Jake felt like his spine was crawling with icicles when he watched Merle’s lavender eyes turn to a dark brown. 

Merle reached his hand out to Shane, “Thank you for protecting my sister.” Shane shook, put his hand in Merles, shaking his hand and then dropping to his knees, grabbing his head. Jake and Jarid tried to step forward to help him, but Merle stopped them.

“Lock up the Tavern.... Seth go get the elixir from my office.” Jake flinched innerly when Merle spoke authoritatively to the men. Although the man seemed to scream extreme power, Jake held his composure, determined he was not going to allow this man who just tore another man’s throat out, that he was weak and beneath him. Seth ran past Jake, who was just as large as Merle, with short dark hair and brown eyes.

Merle nodded towards Jake, “Take his legs, I got his arms, we’ll bring him to the Settee.” Merle motioned his head to a settee next to the front door. Jake nodded quickly, looking at Jarid, then the photo, Jarid understood, grabbing the photo and putting it in his pocket. Merle nodded his head towards Jarid, “Grab his glass too, I think it was spiked, Alec has had it in for Shane since him and my sister were, mayr.... married.” Jake looked up at Merle when he stumbled over the word. He thought he must really hate the idea of his sister marrying the dead man lying in a pond of his own blood. Jake looked down, seeing the blood trying to avoid stepping in it, but it was impossible, it seemed to be everywhere. He could not help flaring his nostrils at the metal smell, slipping a bit on the slickness under his feet. Merle looked back at Jake. “Can you handle it... the blood.” Jake continued to flare his nostrils, nodding his head, yes. “Ok most W... men can’t.” Again, Merle struggled with his words, but he seemed to talk normally. He wondered if Merle had been drinking and was a bit drunk. “No, I’m not drunk.” Merle grumbled, looking behind him as they carried Shane to the settee. Jake looked at Jarid, he thought for sure he did not ask him if he was drunk. Jarid was no help, shrugging his shoulders.

Jake stepped with Merle, putting Shane on the Settee. Looking back at Merle who grabbed the glass from Jarid and sniffed it, then pulling it from his nose as if it was a rank smell. Jarid took back the glass, sniffing, lowering his eyebrows at Merle.

“You don’t smell it, do you.” Merle asked, as Jarid shook his head, “Just what I thought. Do you smell it?” Merle took the glass, handing it to Jake.

Jake held the glass in his hands, putting it slowly up to his nose. At first, he did not smell anything, looking at Merle, but Merle urged him to smell it again. Jake sniffed the cup deeply, choking almost gagging when he got the strong smell of rotten eggs and metallic. Jake held his chest as Merle nodded his head. “What the hell is that.” Jake narrowed his eyebrows, forcing the glass back to Merle.

“I don’t know, poison, it definitely has sulfur in it, but it’s mixed with something else.” Jake did not let Merle finish.

“Metal, there’s a metallic smell, oak or pine.” Jake looked at Jarid, who was curiously confused, grabbing the glass from Merle smelling the glass again.

“I don’t smell anything, but liquor.” Merle laughed at Jarid, which made Jarid put the glass on the table. 

“You wouldn’t, only if you’re like us.” Merle pointed to himself, Jake, and then Shane.

Jake raised his eyebrows. “What do you mean like us.” Jake looked at Merle again seeing his eyes change quickly from dark brown to lavender then back to brown. Then Jake grabbed his head, feeling the pain again. “Agh, should we get my glass too.” Jake groaned, feeling the pain subside.

“No, you are fine. I don’t smell the poison on you.” Both Jake and Jarid looked at Merle confused, he nodded his head seeming confused. “Are you and Shane Indian or have Indian blood in you?” Merle asked, sitting at the table next to the settee.

“I don’t think I do, my dad died when I was young, but my stepfather is,” Jake answered, “But what does that have anything to do with what’s happening to Shane.” Jake raised his eyebrows, looking from Merle to Jarid.

Jarid nodded his head acting as if he understood, “My wife and her brother, think they might have some Indian blood, they were orphans, so they don’t know their real parents.” Jarid motioned to Shane, “My wife can sense things most can’t and her sense of smell unlike anyone I’ve ever known.” Jarid smiled at Merle and Jake, seeming to be proud of what might be his wife’s heritage.

Merle raised his eyebrows, looking at Jarid then Jake, who turned his back to Jarid rubbing the back of his neck, “I see,” when Merle looked at Jake he had the sense that he knew something of his feelings of Hannah, but how could he, he doesn’t know her, or himself, he just met him, but the look Merle was giving him was of suspicion of how Jake was reacting to the mention of Shane’s sister. “So, Shane has a sister, that’s interesting, and you are married to her.” Merle asked Jarid, confusion clear in his voice, “And not Jake.” Jake looked up quickly at Merle then back at Jarid, not believing he had not only thought but questioned who Hannah was married too. Jake could see the whites of Jarid’s knuckles as his fist clenched at his side. “Relax man, I had just assumed being Indian she would marry an Indian, and you’re not Indian, and Mabel said one of you were married to Shane’s sister, I assumed it was Jake here.”

Jarid loosened his fist, “No Jake just met my pregnant wife today for the first time since we were kids.” Jarid emphasized pregnant.

Merle looked down at Shane who still out cold, “His heartbeat is steady, not slowing, he should be fine, I do not think he has enough of the poison in his system, but once Seth finds the elixir, he’ll be fine.... Congratulations, when is the pup due?” Merle asked, making both Jarid and Jake look at him oddly.

Jarid covered his mouth, “Pup? The baby should be due in about five months.”

“Sorry a lil’ joke between my sister and I, if you knew you’d understand.” Merle side eyed Jake. “Five months you say, I bet will be more like three months or even sooner.”

Jake and Jarid looked at him sideways, “What makes you say that?”

“Most Indian women I know have shorter term than any other women.” Merle explained.

Seth rushed over with a small glass bottle handing it to Merle, “How much you think he had.” Seth said anxiously

Jake and Jarid shook their heads looking to Merle who shook his head seeming to be angry, “A lot, but he’s showing resistance, I think Addalyne is right. Only A... strong man can resist so much poison.” Jake watched Merle who kept tripping over his words, for being Indian he did speak very well, when he did trip over his words, it was more surprising than how well he spoke. If it weren’t for the beard, and dirty blonde hair he would have thought Merle to be Indian, with his dark skin and features. “Lift his head.” Merle motioned to Seth. 

Jake turned his focus back to the bar when he heard shuffling made him jump, almost as though he thought Alec was moving, but it was the old man and another old man covering his body and carrying him out back. When Jake looked back at Shane, he was sitting up holding onto his head, moaning.

“He’ll be fine.” Merle said gruffly, “It will be like a drunken hangover.”

Jake pushed forward shaking Merle’s hand, then Jarid did as well, “My wife will be very happy you helped her brother.”

“Ehh, I think he would have recovered on his own, but this elixir helps quicken the healing process, only A... man with great strength could recover as fast as he did from that poison. “Merle patted both men on the shoulder, then moved to the back of the tavern. “Seth will see you men out, we got to clean up.” Seth walked with them men out of the tavern, trying to help Jake put Shane on his horse. Shane opened his eyes wide, swinging at Seth.

“Hey, hey, Shane, relax.” Jake took his fist in both of his hands. Normally Shane was much stronger than Jake, but under the circumstances he understood why he was so weak. “It’s all over.”

Shane clutched his head, “Awe my head, what the fuck did he hit me with.” Shane stumbled slightly. 

“He tried poisoning you, but he won’t be doing it again.” Jake said, taking Shane’s hands, making him grab the saddle horn, then taking his foot and putting it in the stirrup, with Seth’s help hoisted Shane up over the saddle. Seth Chuckled, patting his mares’ neck.

“Give him a couple of hours then you men can leave to find that man you’re looking for.” Seth said, pointing at the photo that fell out of Jake’s pocket.

Jake turned his head towards the photo, “How,” Jake tried to ask how he knew.

“Addalyne heard you talking about him, she told me and Merle, before.” Jake nodded his head, understanding. “Just be careful, I don’t know why you would be hunting him down but be warned if you go looken’ for him, he won’t be alone, he’ll have a whole pack of men fighting at his side, he will not go down without a fight....... And Jake knows the difference between friend or foe.” Seth turned, going back to the tavern.

Jake opened his mouth slightly wanting to ask what he meant, but Shane started blubbering like a drunk man. “He’s knows who his friends are, we are.” Jake shook his head, looking at Shane who had a big shit eating grin on his face looking like a kid who just announced he has friends, pointing to himself and Jarid.

Seth raised his arm in the air not turning, “That’s right.” Jake could hear the lock of the tavern door and Seth locked it. 

Jake looked back at Jarid and Shane, raising his eyebrows, “I know Shane don’t have a clue, but did you get the feeling like some fucked up shit going on here.”

“You think?” Jarid asked.

Jake shrugged his head to one side. “I’m just going to go alone, I can’t take you away from your pregnant wife, and Shane well he’s too fucked up.”

“Nooo, we going with you, you’re our little buddy.” Shane slurred his words, dropping his arms to his side like a little kid, upset that he does not get to go play with the other kids.

Jake put his hand to his forehead, shaking his head, laughing with Jarid, “How about you meet me up at the station and Jarid stay here with his wife. I’ll give you a day to rest then you can join me, I want you rested.”

Jarid tried to object, but Jake put up his hand. “No, she needs you more than I need your help.” Jake put out his hand to his friend, shaking it. 

Jarid leaned forward on his horse, grabbing Shane’s reigns, pulling his horse along behind him.

Shane whipped one arm above his head, “Woo heee, ride on cowboy.” Jake and Jarid laughed at Shane, never had either one seen him act that way. Jake was not sure if it was the liquor or the elixir that Merle gave him.

Jake followed behind Shane and Jarid following to the end of their property, then turned his horse, back in the direction he came, then smelled smoke. “Hey, Jarid, you smell that.” He would have asked Shane too, but he was slumped over the saddle snoring.

“Smells like smoke, they’re probably burning that body.” Jarid nodded, it is not close so I wouldn’t worry about it, there has been plenty of rain, so we don’t need to worry about any fires in the woods.”

Jake nodded his head, the sun was almost set, enough that he should be able to see smoke, but nothing, a wolf howled in the distance, followed by what sounded like two or three more. “Don’t worry, they don’t bother us, they do this every night, howl like that.” Jarid yelled out.

Jake waved his hand, tapping his heels gently into his mare’s side, she took off in a slow canter. The smell of smoke got stronger as he got closer to the tavern. He had not planned to take that road, but curiosity got the best of him, and he had to see where it was coming from. The moon was high up in the sky by the time he finally saw where the smoke was coming from, seeing flames shoot up high above the trees from the tavern. Jake’s horse side stepped trying to stay as far from the flames as possible.

“Hello, is anyone out there.” Jake yelled out, the only sound he could hear was the crackling of flames, he turned to his right hearing a low deep growl, he could have sworn he saw large eyes glowing then what looked like, large shadow of fur, too large to be a wolf or coyote and too small for a bear. He didn’t know of any animal that big. Snarls echoed around him as a large wolf jumped in front of him snarling baring his teeth, his mare reared up bringing her hoof into the wolf’s flank, he only stumbled back with a small yip, running into the woods. Jake looked in the direction the wolf ran and then had the overwhelming feeling he was being watched, not by one but several eyes on him. It was as though he could hear the voice of a woman warning him to leave.

He kicked his heals twice, putting his mare into an immediate gallop. He did not look back as the feeling subsided veering away onto the road leading out of town. The light from the moon kept the road well lit, even darkness had never been an issue for Jake since he was a child he has had great night vision, what others couldn’t see, he could almost see clearly, he never thought anything of it, to him it was normal, but he was starting to wonder what was normal and what wasn’t. The way Merle talked about him and Shane, thinking he was Hannah’s husband, how he knew what to do for Shane, Mabel’s and Merle’s eyes changing, nothing made sense.

He slowed his mare to a walk. When he noticed dim lights of the train station ahead, he had gone there many times as a kid playing near the tracks. That is when he met Jarid and Shane, they were friends and Jake was just a lonely ten-year-old kid who just lost his dad. The two boys took him under their wings. Him and Shane were always a lot alike, while Jarid was more of a thinker, worrying about getting in trouble doing something that may get them hurt, boy Jake and Shane got him in a lot of trouble, hardening him up a bit. Jarid had come from a family of miners, and his father hit it big. Luckily Jarid used his strategic mind whenever his father came home with money, Jarid would take some money, putting it in a separate jar for him and his mother. Jake in a way, envied him, he lived well, but as they got older Jarid’s dad switched from mining to gambling, apparently his father was a gambler before mining, which is how he got into mining to pay off a debt he owed, once his father paid off the debt he earned his own money and eventually bought his own mine. But the gambling got the best of him again, Jarid and his mother both had to work just to keep their home and be fed, Jarid kept every cent he took from his father, hiding it from until his father died. He got stabbed in the back for owing a debt when Jarid was fifteen. His father went on and on that he had been stealing from him, Jarid wouldn’t tell him of the money and kept it hidden in a secret spot in the woods, he would take some of what he earned putting it away for when his father died because he knew if had he tried to use any of the money his father would have gambled it away. He never counted the money, until the day his father was found dead, his mom was heartbroken finding that Jarid had stolen from his father, but if he hadn’t, him and his mother would have no home, since his father gambled that away too. Jarid had enough money to buy some land for him and his mom and built their home. His father did one thing right though, the mine he bought, he put in Jarid’s name, and any gold that was found after his father’s death was sent to Jarid. Jarid had asked Shane and Jake to work the mines at least once for one last adventure before he married Hannah, but as usual Jake was on a job for the General and could not join them. Shane had gone with him a couple of times, but after Jake had him help with the horses across country, Shane found something he could do that didn’t involve him always kicking someone’s ass, or vice versa, he seemed to like wrangling the wild mustangs and mares, although at times Jake thought for sure, Shane could just look at a horse and it would submit to him. Shane would go out on his own finding prize horses, usually breaking them and then selling them. He could do well if he runs a business doing it, but Shane never settled down and gave the money to Hannah when she married Jarid.

Jake jumped down from his horse, walking around the train station, normally there would be one man to sell tickets for those who wanted to take the train, but not many people came out here, so there was now a sign that read, be back at sunrise, first train arrives at eight a.m. leaves at nine a.m. Jake laughed to himself if it was the same guy that ran the train station when they were kids, the man who was young at the time would chase the boys away so that they wouldn’t bother people arriving. 

There was a long stairway that led up to the second floor, which is where Jarid’s father would spend most nights gambling while the boys would wait outside for him making sure, he did not get mugged or killed for winning or losing. As they got older, they had become Jarid’s father’s handler, or bodyguards, the more threats he received, Jarid feared that he may lose his life, so he went to Jake and Shane for help. The one night they did not go, was the night Jarid’s father was stabbed to death, left in a small alley between the train station and the business building where he gambled every night. Since then, all the windows had been boarded up and no one dared to rent it knowing a man had been killed there. 

Jake slowly walked up the stairs, memories of his childhood, with his boys on the step playing their own version of card and Jax, but they never bet on any game. Not a one of them dared to cross that line, seeing what Jake had to live through growing up. Jake had joked with Shane and Jarid a year before Jarid married Hannah, that Jarid and Shane should start a business, selling horses, Shane was good at it and Jarid had the steady funds, and of course it was a way to get Jake away from the General, make clean money, but the idea didn’t take, especially when Hannah married Jarid, he had no focus but her. Shane had told Jake that Jarid took her to the mines a couple times, and she had begged him to stop and even gone to Shane, one of the workers attacked Jarid, thinking if he killed him, he could stake claim to his mine. Jake remembers how Shane laughed when he told him that his sister of all people was the one that beat the man to a pulp. Jarid and Shane loved her so much, and Jake could see why, and the two men wanted to make sure she no harm would come to her when they were not around. So, they taught her a few moves. Also growing up with a big brother who had worked with her growing up as well. Jake had only spent a couple of times with Hannah and Shane, but when he did, he remembered she never left his side, he remembered feeling lonely when he would leave her with her brother and father, as he got older he spent less time playing and more time working trying to get money where he can, hustling people on the street, that’s how he met the General, he had hustled one man when he was nine years old, taking his wallet when he got caught by the General he was going to have him thrown in an orphanage, but Jake begged him not to so that he could take care of his mom, after that day the General brought him to what seemed like a military base of mostly men, fighters, they taught him at a young age how to hold his own in hand to hand combat becoming stronger than the Generals men, along the way Jake learned how to handle any gun handed to him, he had a knack for shooting just as he did at fighting. Before his mom remarried, Jake went to the General asking him to make sure no men went after his mother and made sure she was safe, when him, Jarid and Shane spent many nights protecting Jarid’s father, surprisingly the General did as he asked. 

Jake opened the door to the dusty room with a small office in the back. He had always imagined, him Shane and Jarid running a business there, maybe horses or something to do with Jarid’s mining. He always imagined a desk to the left of the door creating a small walkway where he could look out the windows on one side and turn and face the back of the desk as if he was a costumer there to purchase something, and in the back would be Shane and Jarid’s office, they would be the brains, well he thought Jarid would be the brains, and Shane would be the brains with a steel fist. Jake could dream it, but he could not bring it to be, not with the General on his back. 

Jake heard the creek of boards sounding like someone was walking up the stairs. He stepped behind the door waiting, when a small boy in rags walked in, tip toeing to the back office.

“Here I found this.” Jake could hear the small boy, not much older than five or six. “Wolves won’t find us now.” The small boy whispered.

“Don’t worry son, they won’t come here, smells too much of booze.” The woman sounded young and her words came out in feathery breaths, sounding of pain or fear.

Jake could not smell booze, he had wonder what the woman was talking about, and he didn’t smell blood before. He stepped forward making the floor creak. 

“No, no, no, be a good boy,” The woman whispered as Jake slowly approached the dark room.

The small boy jumped out of the room high enough that Jake caught him midair, the kid was snarling, Jake could not believe he was snarling at him, he tried clawing at Jake, but his arms were much too short for Jake’s arms outstretched. “That’s enough.” Jake boomed and the boy dropped, fear evident in his eyes. “I won’t hurt you, is your momma hurt?” The boy scowled at Jake, looking back at the dark room.

“Anthony, Anthony, are you ok? Please answer me.” The woman cried out sounding of forcing her words, through painful breaths. “He won’t hurt us honey.”

“Can I put you down, so I can check on your momma?” The boy nodded his head still scowling at Jake.

Jake stepped into the dark room, he could barely see the woman hunched on the floor, the smell of blood getting stronger. He turned to the boy, “Find a candle or an oil lamp, down in the station there should be something.” The boy ran down the stairs, coming back with an oil lantern already lit. “Good boy.” Jake said the same time the young woman spoke. Jake took the lantern from the boy, setting it on the floor, rolling up the wick, making the room brighter.

“No not too bright, they will find us.” The young woman waved her hands frantically.

Jake lowered the wick, dimming the lantern again. “My names Jake,” Jake spoke softly, putting his hands on the woman’s shoulders. She didn’t look much older than eighteen or nineteen years old and the boy five years old, it was hard to believe she was the boy’s mother. “What’s your name?” Jake still spoke as softly as he could, not wanting to scare the woman, her body was covered in bloody scars, he almost jumped back when he brought the lantern closer seeing her smoked over eyes, waving his hand in front of her, she didn’t move, only flinched her nostril.

“Neta, yes, I am blind. He’s Anthony.” Neta pointed as though she could see him standing in front of her.

“I won’t hurt you or your son, but you need to see a doctor and get a sheriff,” Neta grabbed his arms.

“No, no you can’t do that, the sheriff is one of them, he’ll just take me to them, they’ll kill us.” Neta cried out tightly, gripping his arm, surprising Jake the slight pain he could feel in her grip.

Jake loosened her grip on him, feeling trickles of blood where she had dug her nails in. “Whose after you and your son?”

The young woman grabbed Jake’s shirt pulling him to her to whisper in his ear, “He’s not my son, he likes to call me momma, he is my brother.”

“Where’s your parents.” Jake looked at Neta eyes, sending shivers up his spine.

“They’re dead, Neta, I can hear you.” The boy snapped.

“Sorry Anthony. I raised him for two years, when papa died, momma died birthing him. We were run out because they feared what they thought I could see.” Neta cried.

“They’re dummies, Neta, he killed papa.” Anthony cried curling up beside Neta, making her wince in pain.

Jake moved the lantern over her to take a closer look at her wounds, seeing she had blood all over her abdomen looking like an animal attacked her. “Did they send dogs after you.” Jake knew there had been people who used dogs for hunting and when a slave ran off, they would use blood hounds to sniff them out, and some slave owners wouldn’t stop the dogs from brutally harming them.

“No, a wolf attacked.” Jake looked at Neta wondering if it was the same wolf that his mare had stomped.

“Must have smelled blood, the wolves round here don’t usually attack, so I have been told.” Jake said recalling how the wolf had tried to attack him, but that could have been because he had blood on his shoes, it never occurred to him that could be why.

Neta scoffed. “I’ll heal just fine, you can leave us be, we don’t want your help.” Jake could not believe this young girl, it was clear this was not an injury from which she would heal.

Jake stood quickly, “Stay here, I’m going to check the station, there must be something we can bandage you up with.”

Although the woman was blind, she seemed to look up at Jake, and he felt that she kept her eyes on him as he left the room.

Jake searched throughout the station with another lantern he found. The only thing he could find was what looked like a cleaning rag and a pair of scissors. He felt the need to help and protect the two siblings, but felt that no matter what he did, Neta would resist any kind of help he gave her. Soon Shane and Jarid would be arriving in the morning and they would be able to help, maybe seeing that Shane is part Indian and that Jarid is married with child will help with persuading her, but when Jake got back to the room, both siblings were gone, the only thing left was the lit lantern.

Jake ran down the stairs unsure why, but he frantically called out to them. “Neta, Anthony, I won’t hurt you, you won’t survive with wounds like that, if you just let me help you, I can make sure you’re kept safe.” He kept calling out to them, but nothing was heard, other than the wind blowing gently. Jake slumped onto one of the benches with the rags in his hands, setting them beside him. He let out a long drawn out sigh, looking across the train tracks into the lightly lit woods from the oil lamps lit at his feet and one oil street light and the moon helped as well, he thought he could see a glimmer of two sets of animal eyes staring back at him, he blinked and they were gone. Since he had seen that wolf that jumped in front of his mare and how Merle and Mabel’s eyes had changed to lavender, then the tavern burning down and the finding the siblings Neta and Anthony to just have them disappear because of their fear of being found or not trusting him. Jake shrunk down into the bench, crossing one foot over the other and cupping his hat over his face. He should not sleep, but his mare would signal of any danger, if any, he closed his eyes to darkness.
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Chapter Two
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Hannah’s Awakening

––––––––
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HANNAH SAT IN A ROCKING chair on the porch ecstatic to meet Jake, well it’s not the first time meeting him, they had spent time together when they were children before her father had sent her away to live with her aunt, she held it against him at first, feeling he didn’t want her around anymore, that she was just a reminder of their mother, but as she grew she came to realize that there was reasons behind his decisions, especially now that she was with child. He did not know how to raise a girl and teach her how to be a proper lady and protect his beautiful little girl from men’s prying eyes.

Her father didn’t like it much, when her and Jarid started courting, it grew on him over time especially when he asked her father for her hand in marriage, she knew it is respectful to ask her father if he approved of the gesture, but in a way felt as though he had gone behind her back and made the decision for her, assuming she would say yes. She almost didn’t, they never spoke of marriage, a family, children, what if it wasn’t something she wanted to do, what if she wanted to enjoy the freedom she felt being able to escape her aunt, her father and her brother, well he isn’t as bad as her father and aunt. She was tired, no, angry, that everyone sheltered her from the real world and protected her from unseen dangers, except for her brother, he knew how it felt to be free, without a care. She knew he took pity upon her, the times him and Jake would stow her away on little adventures, adventures to her, but adventures none the less, with them she felt free, able to spread her metaphorical wings and fly. Then when she was older she would help Shane break a new mare or stallion, more like watch him and he occasionally would let her pat the calmed wild horse, more so when they found that she like Shane had a special connection with the animals, and basically lived to obey her, and Hannah noticed she knew how the animals felt to be trapped unable to run free and do as they wish, maybe that was what it was, but no, that wasn’t all, Hannah started to realize she somehow knew exactly what they were feeling as though she was hearing their thoughts and they could hear hers.

God forbid if her father found out, he would have hung Shane, but like Shane, before their parents adopted them they were might as well say were wild and free, they would spend their days catching honey from honey bees nest until one time before their parents died she got stung on her arm and she cried, oh how she cried, begging her big brother in her mind to make it stop hurting, he looked into her eyes, not sure what to do, but cried along with her speaking just as she was. “I don’t know how, honeybee.” 

“Honeybee.” Hannah questioned, looking into her big brother’s eyes.

“Yes, you’re a honeybee because you like honey and you buzz like a bee when you eat it.” Hannah remembered hearing the words, but not seeing him speak it, but laughed aloud after they both did, then he carried her home to their mother and she removed the stinger. From that point on whenever Shane was upset or Hannah was hurt, he would call her little honey bee or when he was very upset, more so when he had hurt Hannah’s feelings, he would call her my little honeybee, they also stopped catching honey together, Shane would go catch some for her, but wouldn’t allow her to join him. She knew it was because he cared for her and was worried that she would have the same reaction or worse if she was to ever get stung again. He was the typical big brother, no one would hurt his little sister, and no man would be good enough for his little honeybee.

Hannah smiled at the memory, she still finds it hard to believe being just three years old she can remember, but Shane being three years older than her cannot, but he had forgotten a lot after their parents died, he even forgot her real name, and continued to call her his little honey bee until they were adopted. It has been years since he has called her that, more so since Jarid has wooed her, he was happy for them. He trusted Jarid and so did her father, he was honorable not as wild as Shane and Jake. He had a mixed up bringing from being a kid of a wealthy gold miner to a poor child of a gambling father, it wasn’t until his father had died, that Jarid took his mother out of the disaster of their life with the money he had taken from the gold his father brought home each time. Before his father made it big in the mines, he was a gambler, always in debt, and Jake. Although he hoped, he feared his father would go back to gambling, and he did. Jake would only take enough to get him and his mother by until his father died he took all the money he had saved and got them a nice homestead, and found that his father had left the mines to him, and he would take Hannah with him from time to time to inspect the mines. She did not like the atmosphere that surrounded the gold mines how men would look at her husband in a way that told her they would stab him in the back the first chance they got, to steel the gold from him. Hannah had begged him to sell the mines and start a business with Shane. Shane had talked about wrangling wild horses as a business and break them for the wealthy, it was only an idea, but Shane was talented at catching the wild horses since him and Jarid went with Jake to take the horses across country, he had a gentle touch with the horses, that he easily charmed them to him. But Hannah knew Shane was still much too wild, not ready to settle down in one place, with his own homestead and business, but she hoped that one day, hopefully soon, that the one girl would come along that he could charm just as he does those wild horses. Hannah wanted so much for her brother to find a wife, to have a family and children to worry over, she knew he would be a great dad and husband. God knows she had conditioned him for it, probably why he had become so wild once her father sent her away, he didn’t have her to worry about anymore, well not as much any ways. At times Hannah felt bad that Shane never really got a childhood, but when he found out that Hannah was pregnant, she was surprised how excited he was to be having a niece or nephew, he had told her he didn’t care if the baby was a girl or boy he was going to teach them to tame their own wild horses or even raise their own fillies. He had told Hannah how he had planned to find the mare and stallion that would be the perfect pair to produce the perfect filly for his precious niece or nephew, Hannah had a feeling he wanted her to have a niece. As he told her, a little girl just as beautiful as her, as smart as dad and as wild as Shane. Hannah laughed aloud remembering his silly expression her brother had explained to the kind of niece he wanted but never did explain the type of nephew. Jarid on the other hand wanted a son, of course what father doesn’t want their first child to be their brooding son, the younger version of himself, to teach how to do all the manly things that men do, while Hannah the momma, teaches him the properness and politeness of their behavior especially in the presence of a girl or a woman. Hannah wanted a healthy baby girl or boy, a daughter to finally not be outnumbered by men or a boy that help her when his daddy and uncle were away, but a girl could do that too, and who said a boy or girl couldn’t be taught to do the same things the other does. Teach a girl to hunt and fish, while also teaching her to be a perfect little girl, and teach a boy to be proper, well mannered, while also learning how to cook and sew, and his daddy teaches him all manly things. Hannah didn’t care she will teach either boy or girl how to take care of themselves and others, she learned when her mother got sick, that her father a good man, didn’t have a clue what it was like to run a home, he barely knew how to cook, or even create a bath, her mother did it all, while he hunt, fish and took care of the farm, she wanted her children to learn how to survive alone if they have to and allow other to care for and assist them as well, she didn’t want them to end up like her father rushing into marriage with a woman to take care of his children, to have her just tuck her tail and run when she realizes there is actual work for a woman in the home, unlike her prestigious snob high society family, that made her dissolve the marriage once they realized how poor her father really was, in their standards. Her family had presented to the courts that he mislead their daughter, and was unfit for children or women to live, of course they granted when the courts was run by her uncle. It was later found that when she remarried, she had a fate far worse than being with Shane and Hannah’s father, the woman’s father went to prison for murdering her husband after he had found that he been beating his daughter nearly to death. Guess that’s when Karma comes knocking. Hannah did feel sorry for the woman, but well what can you say, she could not feel justified for how she treated her father. It has been told that she has become worse than an old widow, she retreated into a room and never leaves, almost a ghost of her former self. It almost made Hannah take pity upon her, obviously Hannah would never want to be in her situation and endure abuse from a man or anyone that is supposed to love and care for you, but in the end destroys the very being you are.

Hannah pushed her thoughts aside, when Jarid put a hand upon her shoulder, “How’s my little cowboy treating his momma today.” Jarid brushed a gentle kiss on Hannah’s forehead.

Hannah rubbed her small bulging pregnant belly just barely three months and her stomach was already larger than the doctor had expected, he suggested Hannah take it easy, a simple concern that she may have complications, especially if he was right that she may be having twins, but Hannah didn’t feel two babies, she felt one vibrant healthy little girl, that was going to come into this world much sooner than planned. Hannah stopped rocking looking at her husband, she didn’t know how she knew, but she did. The precious child in her womb is a girl, a happy, energetic little girl, so very much getting ready to come into this world, and Hannah felt it would be in the next couple of months, it is much too soon, but at the rate her belly was growing, the calmness she felt when she spoke to her unborn child, she could have almost thought she heard her small ones thoughts. Hannah looked up at Jarid, smiling.

“Our daughter is very happy and very much getting ready to come into this world, much sooner than the doctor said.” Hannah laid a kiss on her husband’s lips, as her father and brother walked out onto the porch.

Hannah’s father patted Jarid on the shoulder, “Their mother was full blood Indian and she believed Hannah and Shane were too, and she told me that some Indian mothers know of their babies sex before birth and have their children much sooner than regular women, but still very strong healthy children, that would explain why she so big already.” Hannah’s father explained as he stretched out his arms forming a large circle around his mid-section like he was carrying a boulder and puffing his cheeks out.

Hannah gently slapped her father’s arm, “Dad, that’s a bit over exaggeration, I don’t look like that.”

Shane laughed, “No you’re bigger.” He looked at Hannah and darted for the bottom of the steps when she glared.

“Ooo you. You wait Shane Blake, you’re going to find yourself a pretty little woman and she will be much larger than me with three or four babies in belly.” Hannah honestly didn’t know how to retaliate from his insult, now a days her reaction to her brother was much slower than usual and her comebacks were less threatening or conceivable.

“Oh God, I hope not, but that would make it easier for later, won’t need any more children, get it all done at once.” Shane laughed, making Hannah put her hand over her forehead.

“Ugh you are unbelievable Shane.” Hannah scoffed.

“But you love me little sis.” Shane smiled, hesitantly walking back to her expecting her to bat at him again, leaning in and kissing her on the cheek, “but you know it is all in fun.”

“Fun, no it’s cruel, you’re pretty much telling me I’m fat.” Hannah couldn’t help it since she had been pregnant her emotions ran wild, and she was more sensitive than usual, Shane’s small jokes normally didn’t bother her, but the larger her belly got the more self-conscious she was.

“I’m sorry Honeybee.” Shane said with his back to Hannah.

She didn’t say anything or accept his apology as he turned to face her. “Maybe you should take a nap, Jake should be here in the next couple of hours.”

“I will, I need a moment.” Hannah sighed, rubbing her belly. “It’s ok little one, I promise your uncle isn’t always this mean,” Hannah spoke to her stomach feeling a slight kick in the direction towards Shane. She could feel strongly that her unborn child was upset, she never told either of the three men in her life, she worried if she did tell them especially in her fragile state, they may lock her up in her room until the baby was born.

“I’m sorry little Cassidy,” Shane knelt in front of his sister kissing her belly, as Cassidie’s little foot jabbed him in the lips. “Wow, she is going to be feisty, like her momma, okay, okay, I get it, no more momma and baby jokes.”

Jarid only looked down at Hannah’s stomach, with a gleam in his eyes. Hannah had almost expected him to be upset, but instead he seemed so overjoyed with the idea of that their little girl, Cassidy, that they chose after his mother’s name well short for Cassandra, but we decided to go with Cassidy, was growing in her belly.

“My baby girl?” Jarid questioned, seeing that the tears stretching to break.

“I’m certain.” Hannah smiled, one thing her husband and brother knew about her was that she had that special intuition where she knew things that no one should know, it wasn’t a guess, or a thought, it was a fact, and they had learned to accept it as they found her intuition was always right.

Jarid put his arms under Hannah’s back, lifting her out of the rocking chair and hugging her to him, kissing her lips passionately. Hannah looked into her husband’s eyes, brushing a tear from his cheek. “Awe honey, I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” Jarid asked.

“I know you were hoping for a boy.” Hannah said softly, leaning into Jarid’s chest.

Jarid caressed Hannah’s hair, “Maybe a little, but it’s an honor having a little girl named after our mothers.” Jarid whispered into Hannah’s hair.

Hannah took in a deep breath pushing herself back from Jarid, they had decided on Cassidy as the girl’s name, but they never did choose a middle, “Cassidy Olivia Jones?” Hannah questioned.

“Yes,” Jarid breathed, “It sounds good to me, what do you think Vic?” Jarid asked Hannah’s father, a nickname Jarid gave him short for Victor.

Hannah turned to her father as he stepped onto the porch anticipating his response, “In loving memory of my beautiful late wife and your precious mother. Of course I’d be honored.” Victor said lowly, “As long as you don’t name your son after me.” Victor gruffed turning into the house, 

Hannah was happy watching her father, he wasn’t much for words since Olivia died and he hadn’t said much since she got pregnant he seemed to distant himself farther from her, he showed concern when necessary but he wouldn’t put much interest in the coming of a grandchild, and Hannah understood, Olivia tried many times to give birth to a child, but she either miscarried or still birth. That is what killed Olivia, she had finally carried a child to full term, but something went wrong and she stopped breathing, the little boy survived, but like Hannah, Victor sent him away, but not to their aunt, but a family that the mother could no longer bare children, but unlike Hannah he never spoke of the boy. Hannah believed he did go see him though, he had always once in a while disappear for days at a time even when Olivia was alive, but after he would go on trips and be gone for weeks, then when he would come back, he was still his solemn self, but he always had a small glimmer in his eye, Hannah hoped it was because he was visiting their brother, he wasn’t blood, but still their sibling in both Hannah and Shane’s eyes.

Hannah mentioned their little brother to Shane when she got pregnant with Cassidy, she longed for him to be a part of the family, and in ways had hoped that her father would bring him back home, now that she was home and married, but neither her or her brother dared to bring him up to their father. They did once and he left for weeks and when he came back, he either locked himself in his room or stayed in the cabin. 

Jarid hugged Hannah tightly as Shane patted her on the back, then Shane looked into the house to see their father walk into his room. “He’s been asking me about the pregnancy, I think he is scared,” Shane said softly lowering his eyes, “I mean I understand, but ugh.” Shane grumbled. “Well, I have a surprise for you after you have the baby, but I’ll give you a little sneak peek now.” Shane reached into his pocket, taking out a small toy.

Hannah lit up, smiling brightly at her brother, taking the small blue toy she had made for their little brother when Olivia was pregnant. “How did you get that?”

“I followed dad, a year ago.” Shane whispered, smiling. “I met the Indian family raising him, they are very protective of him and thought I was taking him from them, he looks just like momma, twelve but he is big, bigger than dad. They would not let me near him, they said he was not ready, but when he is ready, he would come to us.” Shane said softly.

“Does he know of us?” Hannah asked softly.

“Yes, his mother didn’t look much older than you, but she said that he yearned for you often after our father took him from your arms.” Shane pulled Hannah from Jarid’s arms, hugging his sister.

Hannah cried, when their little brother was born, although she was just eleven years old, she cared for him the week that their father was gone, putting their mother to rest, and when he came back he tore the baby from Hannah’s arms, never saying a word till he came back stating that he gave him away. Hannah was heartbroken, not only had she lost her mother, but her father took away the only person that was a part of her. She cared for him as her own, she was young, but her motherly instincts were strong and Shane helped as well. She cried herself to sleep many nights yearning for her mother and her little brother.

“The woman said, that Christian has a bond with his sister that no other could have with him and he will one day seek her out, until then he needs to grow, learn, understand, and control himself before he goes to her, so that he will not hurt her. I did not understand what they meant, but they are Indians.” Shane said softly, hugging his sister.

Hannah hugged Shane tightly, then shooting question after question at him. “What does he look like, how tall is, is he handsome, what color is his hair, is he strong, is he well mannered, can he hunt, fish, what does his mom seem like, is she nice, does she have other kids....” Shane stopped as she gasped for air, finally breathing from holding her breath to spit out her questions.

“Woah, slow down.” Shane chuckled. Hannah has always been excitable when it came to information, she didn’t like much having to wait and find out the answer and needed to know right away, usually she was intuitive enough that she didn’t have to ask, but without their little brother Christian or his mother she had no way to read their thoughts or posture. “How about you go rest, take a nap, until Jake arrives and I will tell you as much as I know of him. You need your rest, I do not know what he needs, but I wanted you rested, just in case it concerns this family and your safety.” Shane gently pushed Hannah back into Jarid’s arms, coaxing Hannah into the house.

“Ok.” Hannah said softly, but it was apparent she was annoyed that he was not telling them more of their little brother.

“Relax Honeybee, Jake will be here soon, and I just want you rested for when he arrives.” Shane said softly, patting her on the back.

Jarid pulled Hannah into the house, hugging her close to him with her forehead in the crook of his neck, playing with the buttons on his shirt. He took her hand gently; she could feel his smile on her forehead when he leaned to kiss her on the nose. “Not now sweety, rest.”

Hannah sighed, the further along she was in her pregnancy the more she wanted Jarid between her legs, at first he was afraid that he would hurt the baby, but he found that her pregnancy hormones intensified her drive and her advances were more intensified along with her orgasms, he never thought he could enjoy such pleasure from a pregnant woman, but his pregnant wife opening her legs for him, made his orgasms stronger and more satisfying. 

Hannah didn’t argue his rejection, she had to admit she was tired, on top of being pregnant the excitement of Jake arriving and now knowing her little brother was alive and safe, she was exhausted and could barely keep her eyes open, no matter how much her body throbbed for her husband. 

Jarid pulled the covers over Hannah’s chest gently tucking her in, she enjoyed how he took special care of her, as he brushed her hair from her face, laying the long black strands on the pillow next to her. Her eyes closed slowly as she felt his lips against her. She slowly rolled to her side taking his hand in hers, feeling herself sink into sleep in her soft bed and pillows.

Hannah woke to a strong aroma of maple and pine. It wasn’t uncommon to smell the trees here compared to her aunts, but this was so much stronger, almost mesmerizing, pulling her from sleep. Hannah swung her legs over the bed gently rubbing her stomach, slipping her feet into a pair of buckskin slippers that Jarid had made her, then walked to the large mirror above her dresser, and brushing her tangled hair into a long single braid down over her shoulder. Surprisingly the braid laid perfectly over her belly and stayed there as she walked out the bedroom door. Hannah held onto the wall as she waddled down the stairs.

“How long was I asleep?” Hannah called out walking into the kitchen, getting a glass of water from the sink as the smell of maple and pine got stronger consuming her.

Jarid popped his head in the front door, “A couple hours, how you feel honey?”

“Better, I didn’t think I slept so long, I barely feel rested.” Hannah looked out the kitchen window, not sure what she was looking for but the smell of the trees were alluring to her and she just needed to see, but maybe it was the cut lumber, but no, that smells like cut lumber, she felt the smell drawing her to the porch. When she stepped out onto the porch the intensity of the maple and pine aroma felt like it was going to knock her over but she held her composure, barely, when she looked up at a beautifully handsome man stumble slightly towards the porch, his beautiful golden brown eyes, his dark skin, and the very faint strong native American features. Hannah’s eyes widened as she realized the aroma was coming from him, couldn’t help licking her lips seductively, moving her hand from her stomach to her side, feeling her cheeks blush as he avoided her gaze looking at her husband. She placed her hand back on her stomach looking at her husband who stood abruptly as Shane called out to Jake, his tone sounding awkward.

“Hey Shane.” Jake jumped around, pulling him into a hug, patting him on the back. Shane hugged Jake back, pushing him around to face Jarid, Hannah lowered her eyes just as Jake did trying to avoid his look, she couldn’t believe how her body was responding to him, she knew Jake was handsome, but never had she reacted this way towards any man, not even her own husband. The guilt consumed her, how could she be feeling this way, a married woman, a pregnant, married woman. 

Hannah watch Jarid grab Jake’s upper arm tightly not loosening his grip, Hannah knew it was a male dominance thing that she stood back and watch, but she could see Jake stand his ground and not back down but didn’t push it either. “So, this must be your beautiful wife, Hannah, is it?” Hannah watched Jarid's grip loosen on Jake’s arm and then letting go running to her, taking her hand, and then putting a hand on her lower back.

Hannah watched Jake smile the most beautiful welcoming smile, she had to look away for just a moment, to calm her nerves for this man that isn’t her husband. “Meet my wife Hannah, and junior.” Jarid said, leaning down and kissing Hannah’s belly.

“Oh Jarid, if Junior is a girl are you still going to call her Junior?” Hannah said softly, stroking Jarid’s hair, and heard Jake clear his throat, feeling his eyes watching her as she smiled how Jake sounded uncomfortable with her husband’s gesture to her belly, looking at Jake blushing, then pulling Jarid’s face to hers kissing his lips sensually.

Hannah could see Jake in her peripheral vision lower his eyes, as if not wanting to watch them kiss. Again, I felt ashamed, but now for kissing her husband in front of Jake.

“Soo Jake, what brings you here.” Shane pulled Jake into the house, “Let’s leave those two love birds alone, finally someone to talk to that isn’t always talking about babies, water breaking, swelling ankles, back aches and false contractions.” Shane laughed, walking into the small kitchen.

Jake smiled at Hannah as she watched him nervously try to grab a long invisible beard that he no longer had, Hannah had seen both her brother and husband do the same when they are freshly shaved. She wondered what had made him shave it, then she realized, it was probably because he was meeting her after not seeing her for so long.

Hannah leaned into her husband trying to soak up his aroma, to mask Jake’s scent when she heard Shane slam a chair into the floor. She tried to turn to walk into the house to see what ruckus her brother was doing in her kitchen. Jarid stopped her just as she heard her brother say something about Jake drooling over his sister. She frowned, not because this man was drooling over her, but she couldn’t believe she felt bad because he was getting reprimanded for it. Jarid turned Hannah, looking into her eyes. “Hannah, are you ok?” Jarid looked at her so concerned. 

“Yes, yes I’m just tired.” Hannah lied wrapping her arms around Jarid’s neck, planting a rough sensual kiss into his lips, she could feel him hesitantly reciprocate the kiss, then grabbing her bottom and gently lifting her off the ground, “Mine.” He growled jokingly.

“Oh, stop that.” Hannah breathed softly into his ear, blushing, gently slapping his arm. “You know I’m all yours, so stop this manly provado of dominance and help your friend.” Hannah said quietly nibbling on Jarid’s ear, “I’m still waiting.” Hannah said seductively reaching down Jarid’s trousers and squeezing his cock that immediately responded to her touch. “Apparently he is ready too.” Hannah said smugly, ignoring all her senses, pulling her towards Jake and focusing on her husband.

Jarid pulled Hannah into the house to stand in the doorway behind Jake hearing him speak with deep sincerity of her wellbeing.

“Yes, I wanted yours and Jarid’s help... But I will not put Jarid’s life... What I mean is I can’t take him away from his b... wife, she needs him, I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to Jarid and she gets left alone, she needs him.”

“What is this job, that could put my life in danger.” Jarid chuckled wrapping his arms around Hannah from behind holding onto her belly as Jake gulped turning to them.

“I have to, I have a job, I got to find this guy.” Jake pulled into his pocket pulling out a photo, “He’s supposed to be up north with that Indian tribe my father told me about as a child, if he is with them and they are protecting him, I can’t do this alone.” Jake tripped over his words, lowering his eyes. “I will only ask Shane to go, I won’t ask you to leave Hannah and the baby here alone... No, I insist, I demand you not leave her alone to help me.” Jake shook, turning his back to them, balling his hands into fist.

Hannah turned her face to Jarid’s not understanding the anger coming from Jake, it was clear seeing the whites of his knuckles. She could understand why Shane, Jarid and her father would be upset especially after what happened to her adoptive mother, but she doubted Jake knew of that, but he could have, since he had been friends with Shane for so long.

“Hannah why don’t you leave us alone for a bit.” Jarid said softly.

“Umm... Okay.” Hannah hesitated, turning, feeling the light flow of her dress as she turned, tipping on her toes she whispered into Jarid’s ear. “If he needs you Jarid, help him, I feel it, he’s going to need you, I’ll be ok, my father will care for me while you’re gone.” Hannah wasn’t lying she could feel the intensity of him needing their help, it came off him in waves, that was stronger than aroma. She could always feel, or sense, others’ emotions, but Jake’s was the strongest she had ever felt.

“Don’t worry Hannah, we’ll figure it out.” Jarid whispered again, kissing Hannah. 

Hannah moved quickly, going to the back of the house and letting the door slam shut behind her, not noticing that it could cause concern that she was angry, but she was not, she could feel Jake’s anxiety consume her. She continued to pace back and forth wanting to charge into the house and tell Jake that she’ll be fine that he needs Shane and Jarid’s assistance, but she knew too well not to interfere with business of men, even though her brother had always made sure she knew everything, it wasn’t something they did, keeping things from each other and wasn’t an everyday occurrence with Jarid. This was new, Jarid had never excluded her from any conversations between men even when the other men didn’t like it that she was present, he always insisted and had always made her feel equal to him not beneath him. The more she paced on the back lawn, the more she got irritated, and her own irritation began to cover the feeling of Jake’s anxiety, which in a way helped her relax other than the feeling of her own irritation of being excluded.

Hannah heard the slamming of fist upon the table in the house, although she was far enough away she still jumped at the sound, but turned her eyes to the woods, when she thought she heard something, she started walking towards the tree line when she heard, Shane yell out “Snap out of it.” 

She turned her head towards the front of the house, and where she had walked close enough to the tree line, she could see the three men out front.

Jake looked defeated as he rubbed the back of his neck grabbing his horses reigns, she could see Jake’s lip move, but couldn’t hear his words as she turned her head back towards the tree line, to see what looked like a large wolf running through the woods away from the house. Hannah didn’t feel concerned seeing the large animal, it wasn’t the first time and probably wouldn’t be the last. 

Her and the animal had an understanding; she found her with an arrow on her side. She couldn’t believe that Indians would have shot her, and the arrow looked manufactured, not handmade, there weren’t many manufacturers, but some richer hunters would come up north and hunt the animals for sport, especially the wolves, because they were so large compared to other wolves. What was so striking about the wolf was her eyes, they looked glazed over white as though she was blind, but the animal moved with such grace, even with the hole in her leg. Hannah wanted to care for her wound, but when she came out of the house, she was gone.

Hannah looked back towards the house hearing Jake speak angrily, “No! you stay here with Hannah, she needs you.” Jake barked.

“She will be fine, father is staying in a spare room. Even if you won’t let me come I want to hear what’s going on.” Jarid barked back. “Just give me a minute, and tell her, we can go to the tavern.” Jarid ran into the cabin.

Hannah rushed in through the back door, just as her husband ran through the front door, seeing her slightly out of breath, Jarid ran to her. “Are you ok.” Jarid asked, putting his hands on Hannah’s arms.

“Oh, I’m fine dear, I heard you arguing and rushed in to make sure there wasn’t too much of a fight, you know how Shane can be sometimes when he is angry, and you know I can usually diffuse the situation.” Hannah forced a smile, but she honestly didn’t know why she rushed into the house, she almost felt like she was spying on their conversation, she didn’t know why she felt that she was being sneaky, when that wasn’t her original plan, she only needed to go out for some fresh air and clear her mind “What’s wrong Jarid.” Hannah asked, seeing her husband frown.

“I don’t want you to put yourself in between your brother and any other man fighting, no matter if you can diffuse the situation or not, you are pregnant and I don’t want you to get hurt.” Jarid put up his finger, stopping Hannah from speaking. “Yes, I know Shane would never hurt you, nor would Jake, but not all men are like them and will not stop to prevent from hurting you.”

Hannah looked at Jarid sideways, and knew there was no point to argue, in a way he was right, but she knew that most of the time the only way to calm Shane was for her to do so, although her reasoning for rushing into the house was anything but. She sighed feeling his knowing gaze. “Okay, okay, I heard the conversation and was ease dropping, I know how protective you and Shane have been of me, and just because I’m a pregnant woman, you know I won’t rest unless I know what is going on, what if you do go, and you weren’t back when I thought you should be, I would just worry more or worse, I need to know these things whether or not you two believe it is best, I do not.” Hannah protested pulling from Jarid.

Hannah watched him drop his arms to his side, believing she won this argument, she crossed her arms with half a smirk. But she was wrong.

“You know what is important for you to know and that’s final, we will not have you full of information that could very well put my wife and unborn child at risk, the less you know, the less likely someone will be to ask or threaten.” Jarid tried to pull her to him, but she stood firmly.

“Oh, don’t pull that one on me, Jarid Matheson Jones, simply being naïve to a situation does not keep me safe, you must think I’m a fool to believe that, it’s no different than guilt by association. If you and Shane are doing anything to put yourselves in danger, it puts me in danger, especially if there is retaliation, who do you think they are going to go after, those that are closer to you both, your family, me and my father. So do not, try to play me for a fool, besides, you already know Shane will tell me if you don’t, so cough up now. Or I will march out there now and ask Jake and Shane myself.” Hannah put her hands on her hips, tapping her foot firmly into the floor, then brushing a black strand from her eyes. 

Hannah watched Jarid lower his eyes, he knew that when Hannah used his full name like a mother would her child, it was her way of saying I am right and your wrong. Jarid hunched his shoulders. “Jake needs help with the General...”

Hannah cut him off, “Oh the Prize horse that he gifted us for Jake as a wedding gift.” Hannah tightly closed her lips tightly as Jarid glared at her.

“Yes, Shane and I don’t trust him, but Jake still does jobs for him, at some point, the General is either going to kill Jake or kill those he holds closest to him, and we are the closest to family that Jake has. Please Hannah just give us some time to talk to Jake, we are going to the tavern to talk to him and find out what is going on and we will tell you what we know, all I’ve gotten out of this is that he is looking for a man that may be under the protection of a tribe that no one should ever go up against, ever.”

Hannah nodded her head, taking Jarid’s face in her hands and kissing his lips. “Jarid, I love you, if he needs your help, help him, I’ll be fine.” Hannah said softly, remembering Jake’s words when he said he didn’t want Jarid to go because Hannah needed him.

Jarid pressed his lips against Hannah’s wrapping his arms around her waist, then kneeling down, kissing her belly, then placing his hat on his head and walking out onto the porch. Hearing him speak to Shane and Jake, “Her father will stay with her, the doc says she won’t be giving birth for six or seven months, I want to be back to see my child be born.” Jarid huffed, walking to the barn.

“I... I.” Jake stuttered.

Shane laid his hand on Jake’s shoulder, “Don’t worry now, we can talk at the tavern, for now we are happy you are here.”

Hannah heard them speak softly, still standing in place hearing the horse’s hooves gallop off, coming to her senses she ran to the porch, she had always waved Shane and Jarid goodbye whenever they had left, no matter how long. She closed the door slowly as Jake looked back in front of him, then Shane looked back waving, but her husband did not. She frowned, she loved her husband so much, but she still couldn’t help feeling drawn to Jake even now as he left, she longed for him to turn and wave to her, while also upset that her husband was angry enough with her to not turn to her. She turned to go to the kitchen when her father walked out of his room. He walked to her slowly, his face pale, his eyes blank, she had never seen him look this way before.

“Dad, are you okay.” Hannah asked, stepping towards him, but he didn’t speak, just put his hand out to say don’t bother me child. “Okay, you don’t look well.” He nodded towards her, taking in a deep breath, Hannah put her head down turning to go back towards the kitchen. Hannah ran her fingers along the crack on the table, she never remembered it being there before, must have been when Shane and Jake were arguing. She grabbed a rag wiping the table and sink, then grabbing the broom and sweeping the floor, something she had always done when she was frustrated, tasking herself with cleaning, but her task was short lived as the baby put heavy pressure on her bladder. She quickly ran out the back door, Jarid hadn’t installed a moon shed yet, so she lifted her dress squatting in the grass in the back yard, but it helped keeping small animals from the house, in a means to marking her territory, all though she had missed seeing the squirrels running in the yard, she did not miss the mischievous rodents that like to invade her house. Hannah stood straightening her dress, keeping it lifted enough so that she didn’t drag the delicate fabric through her urine. She stopped when she got the sudden feeling of eyes on her from the tree line, again she turned her eyes to see the large wolf again, but instead of chasing a small animal, she sat on her haunches watching Hannah.  Hannah crept towards the house, trying not to make sudden movements not to scare the animal away. She ran past her father who sat at the kitchen table, as she grabbed some dried beef and ran for the back door, her father never said a word and only watched her running into and out of the kitchen.

Hannah slowly sat down on the back porch, taking some of the dried beef and throwing it in the direction where the wolf still sat watching her, the wolf stretched her neck out as far as she could sniffing in the direction of the beef, but didn’t move, only looking in Hannah’s direction. Hannah ripped off another piece, throwing it harder past the first piece of dried beef.

The wolf slowly stepped from the tree line, with her head down low, stretching her neck towards the beef, stopping she whipped her head to face the tree line where a smaller wolf walked out behind her, Hannah watched as the wolves seem to be silently communicating with each other, as the larger wolf moved her head from side to side as if to tell the smaller younger wolf no. But he didn’t listen running past her and picking up both pieces in his mouth, then ran sitting on his haunches in front of her as she growled, dropping the pieces in front of her, he ate one himself then leaving the other for her. She nudged the younger wolf with her head trying to push him behind her, instead he quickly turned from the larger wolf, slowly and cautiously walking towards Hannah. 

Hannah smiled, throwing two whole pieces of beef to the wolf, slowly standing, she put her hands out in front of her as the small wolf inched back acting as though her sudden movements put him on edge. “I won’t hurt you or your momma boy, I’m going to get some more beef and bread, wait here.” Hannah watched as the wolf pricked his ears towards her watching her closely, Hannah couldn’t believe she was talking to the animal as if it understood her. Once in the doorway she ran through the house to the kitchen grabbing more beef and bread, while her father looked at her intently not saying a word, Hannah was thankful the kitchen window had a curtain, she was certain her father would try to shoot the animals if he saw. Hannah piled bread and beef into her apron, as her father went to stand when she dropped a piece of beef. “I got it.” She gasped anxiously, trying to keep the food in her apron and balance around her round belly. She gasped when she finally was able to pick it up off the floor. Her father sat back at the table, pulling out his knife and began whittle at the wood of the table, he had been working at the table since she married Jarid, it was a mess Hannah hated to clean, but she knew once he was done there would be a beautiful border lining the top of the table with roses and honeybees. She smiled gently at her father with his head tilted down, looking at the table.

She turned to leave the kitchen, when he spoke. “You keep feeding them wolves, they may bring more. They seem to trust you, but be careful trusting them, not all wolves are as pleasant as them two.” Hannah turned her face towards her father who still looked at the table as he whittled, wanting to ask him how he knew, but she didn’t have to, “I saw you care for that female, poor young thing is blind, but she manages, I been feeding them too.” Hannah smiled, surprised, she would never have thought he would do so.

“Huh.” Hannah huffed surprised.

“Why hurt an animal that won’t hurt me, we can share the same woods, it’s their home too.” Hannah smiled, her father was never much for words, but him speaking so kindly of them, brought her joy. “Plus, I would never kill a pet of my children.” Hannah shook her head, but she didn’t consider them pets, she didn’t know what to consider them, in a way she considered them friendly strangers. Hannah walked to her father, putting one arm on his shoulder and kissing his cheek. His lips quirked with a slight smile, and he paused for a moment then began whittling again. 

Hannah walked out the back door to see the two wolves sitting on their haunches side by side, both closer than they were before, looking at her, the smaller wolves’ tail swayed back and forth excited, he tried to run towards Hannah when the female nipped at his paw, making him yip and stop in his tracks.

Hannah looked into her apron pouch, deciding what she was going to give them first, believing she heard someone speak, “You never run to a human as a wolf, you will scare them, then shoot us.” Hannah shot a glance at the wolves, looking at them, believing her mind was playing tricks on her, but decided to go with it, why not she can, read people’s emotions and sometimes as if she knew their thoughts, so why not now hear animals talk? Hannah smiled, stepping forward, “I would never shoot you.” The female turned her head sideways looking at Hannah with those eerie pale eyes, she could have sworn the blind wolf could see her, then the wolf sniffed the air perking her ears forward, and tail swayed slightly. “You can trust me.” Hannah said softly, holding out the bread. The smaller wolf quickly jumped ahead grabbing the bread then bringing it to the blind wolf, nudging her in the snout with it, she sniffed it hesitantly then let out a low growl taking it in her mouth, laying down, slowly eating the bread.

Hannah stepped forward, testing her boundaries with the wolves, the blind wolf didn’t raise her head, but only let out a low growl as a warning, but the smaller wolf ran to her, sitting in front of her begging for more, his tail swooping side to side, as he put one paw up repeatedly. Hannah put her hand out, palm up, as the wolf opened his mouth wide showing his canines, and slowly bit onto Hannah’s hand with just enough pressure to pull her back. Hannah moved slowly, surprised he was pulling her to the blind wolf. When he let go, Hannah foolishly waved her hand at the wolves, “Hi.” She felt like a complete idiot waving hello to the wolves. “I’m just going to kneel down, ok.” The blind wolf let out a sigh, “I know it’s no fun, with stubborn children, they have no fear.” Hannah said softly, still not believing she was talking to the animals as if they were human. The blind wolf sat back on her haunches when Hannah got on her knees dumping the bread and beef on the ground. Then raised her hand to the blind wolf, “May I?” She questioned and surprisingly the wolf rubbed her cheek against Hannah’s hand. Her fur was so soft, as she rubbed her cheek up behind her ears, causing the wolf to lean into her hand more, as the younger wolf sighed, “Don’t worry little one, I got two hands,” Hannah giggled patting the smaller wolf. Both wolves’ ears pricked up, looking back towards the trees, quickly both grabbed the largest pieces of food and ran into the woods. Hannah thought for sure she could hear several growls and quickly got up running into the house.

Slamming the door behind her, Hannah couldn’t understand the overwhelming feeling of fear consume her, it must have been the wolves, maybe she could feel the wolves fear, she had never experienced it from animals before, but she has felt small children’s fear and anxiety. Hannah grabbed an oil lamp not realizing that it was beginning to get dark when she walked into the house and could barely see, she was so caught up in the wolves, her eyes adjusting as they had always done to darkness, but today it was different for her, it was almost as though she could see clearly at night.

Her father rushed out of the kitchen grabbing her, “Go to your room and lock the door.” He said quickly, grabbing the rifle over the mantle and loading a couple of bullets, pulling the hammer back, handing it to Hannah. She looked at him before moving, questioning him. “I smell smoke, and there are animals running this way.”

Hannah looked at her father confused, “How do you know they are running this way,” Hannah stopped looking out the front windows seeing several small animal-like dark figures run by the house.

“Go Hannah, I can smell flesh burning, lock yourself in your room, and don’t come out until I come get you.” Hannah sniffed the air, confused how he could smell burning flesh, but she wasn’t going to doubt him. She rushed into her bedroom now smelling the smoke, she sat cross-legged in the center of the bed with the rifle propped on her hip pointing it at the door. She could hear the sound of wolves howling in the distance, it wasn’t uncommon to hear them every night, but tonight it was an unsettling feeling hearing the howls, she almost thought she heard growling, snarls and what sounded like a wolf yelp in pain. Hannah clenched her hands around the rifle hoping that it wasn’t her blind wolf, and her pup. Hannah couldn’t believe she was calling the blind wolf hers, she couldn’t understand the connection she had with the animal that would make her feel as though she was hers.

Hannah sat on the bed waiting as the smell of smoke got stronger, she wanted so much to run out of the room when she heard Jarid speaking to her father, she put her ear to the door listening to them speak, when she heard Jarid say Shane was poisoned, she threw open the door running to Shane’s room with her rifle in the crook of her elbow. Jarid and her father turned to her when she rushed in as her father scowled. She glared back at him then her eyes ran back to Shane. “Who poisoned him?” Hannah cried out, handing Jarid the rifle before sitting on the bed next to her brother, he looked pale, but he didn’t look poisoned, he looked and smelled drunk. “I thought you said he was poisoned, he reeks of... ugh actually what the hell is that.” Hannah put the back of her wrist covering her mouth and nose, “He smells, ugh.” Hannah stood still holding her wrist to her mouth and holding her stomach feeling that she was about to hurl, Shane smelt of a mixture of booze, death and something else she couldn’t figure out.

Jarid pulled Hannah from Shane, just as they could hear Shane’s Flatulence under the covers, as the covers around his bottom lift slightly, and the ghastly aroma, that Hannah was smelling spilled from under the covers, as herself, Jarid and her father gagged on the stench. Shane mumbled and furrowed his eyebrows to the smell of his own stench, then burrowed his nose into the pillow, and began snoring with his mouth wide open.

“Wah, oh my, Jarid! What happened.” Hannah gagged running for the door and slamming it as her father and Jarid ran through the door.

“I thought you said he was poisoned?” Hannah questioned, sniffing deeply, only smelling smoke, and burning flesh.

“Yea the bar tender Alec, tried to, but Merle had an anecdote for the poison.” Jarid said softly, pulling Hannah into his arms.

“Why did he try to poison him?” Hannah asked, looking at her brother’s closed door.

“Apparently he didn’t like how much Shane was smitten over his wife, now he’s dead, that’s probably why we smell smoke, Merle tore his throat out.” Hannah covered her mouth.

“Oh my, he tore his throat out for poisoning Shane?” Hannah steadied herself against Jarid, feeling nauseas and dizzy from both the smells of the smoke and the stench from Shane’s room that was now seeping into the hallway. Jarid slung the rifle over his shoulder, trying to pull Hannah to the front door, when her legs jiggled, he picked her up bridal style carrying her to the front door. Victor tried to put his hand up to stop Jarid from walking out onto the porch when a low growl came from the kitchen. Jarid gently but quickly set Hannah down pushing her behind him as he slowly pulled the rifle from his shoulder and Victor stood in the hallway, where he couldn’t be seen, unless the animal came out of the kitchen. Hannah put her hand on Jarid’s waste, steadying herself.

“One in the chamber,” Hannah whispered into Jarid’s ear, he nodded his recognition and stepped towards the kitchen slowly, when they heard a loud crash, then snarling and growling from outside the kitchen window. Jarid went to the window, raising his rifle when Hannah stopped him. “Don’t shoot you might hit them.” Jarid looked at Hannah with one eyebrow raised, confused. “They are protecting us, only shoot if the big wolf gets the upper hand of the two smaller ones.” Hannah cried out hearing the back door slam open then one single shot, startling the wolves enough to stop the fight, and they ran for the woods. Jarid shot at the wolf, but as though the wolf knew, it veered off towards the trees just as he pressed the trigger. Victor raised his rifle to shoot the large wolf, but he disappeared into the trees when he pulled the rifle up.

Hannah ran to her father, “Did you get him.” He shook his head no, putting the safety on the rifle.

“I couldn’t get a clear shot of him, and I didn’t want to hit your wolves.” Victor hugged Hannah as she leaned against her father.

“Thank-you.” He wrapped his arms around her, Hannah didn’t know how to take this affection from her father, he had never been affectionate towards her in any way since her mother died, but if he was giving it willingly, she was going to take it.

“Your wolves?” Jarid looked into the trees.

“Yea, Hannah here has been taking care of the two siblings.” Victor said, looking down at Hannah as she looked up at him in shock. “Yes they’re siblings dear, I’ve seen her momma and father around for many years with just her, then for some time it was just her, her father and the boy, then one day I didn’t see their father with them, so I went looking for him, poor guy was barely alive, he must have been protecting them from another animal, he was torn apart...” Hannah gasped putting her hand over her mouth, “Sorry love, I couldn’t save him, I had to do the humane thing and do as he asked and take his pain from him.”

Hannah looked at her father confused, “What do you mean he asked you.” Hannah could feel the tears pricking at the edges of her eyes, looking up at her father. He blinked his eyes, shaking his head and looking down at her.

“When you’ve been around animals as long as I have been, you know when they are asking for help and when they need you to end their suffering... If I had it any other way, I would have brought him home and nursed him back to health and those pups would have their father.” Hannah looked up at her father, his features were hard, his dark skin was the only sign he had of being part Indian, other than that no one would never know, except for his love towards all animals, he valued them all as equal, and held them in high regard, which is probably why he didn’t disagree with Hannah caring for not only the wolves but other animals she found growing up, any animal life he had to take whether as food or simply ending their pain he would always do a silent prayer to the animal. Hannah believed that is why Victor and Olivia adopted them because it was very clear that Shane and Hannah were mostly Indian, and for the most part growing up Hannah and Shane were taught many things of valuing an animals life, more so Hannah than Shane, they weren’t taught much of living as Indians or in a tribe, but they knew that they were taught by Victor and Olivia was much different than any other family that cared for them. They had an extensive knowledge of plants, of the healing and nutritional effects they had, and before Shane was taught to hunt by Victor, Victor made him care for animals and earn a respect towards them, he wanted him to value the animals life as a sacrifice to feed his belly and keep him warm, not kill out of pure sport, like many men did.

Victor had told her once as a child, “When you need them or they need you, they will come to you, they know you’re special, don’t ever fight the urge to protect them and in turn they will protect you, you’re special and they know it.” Remembering his words, Hannah looked towards the tree line and started walking when Victor and Jarid took her hands.

“Now is not the time Hannah... They’ll be ok, they’re strong, they’re pack will protect them.” Hannah brushed Victor and Jarid’s hands away looking back at the porch where Shane stood, she ran past them to him where he leaned against the door.

“What’s going on.” Shane said in ragged breaths, holding his head.

“Wolf attack.” Jarid yelled.

“No, what happened to me, my head is splitting.” Shane said as Hannah put her shoulder under Shane’s helping him into the house, Shane wrapped his arm around her leaning into her. Hannah could feel him trying to hold back putting all his weight into her, she looked back at Victor and Jarid and they understood taking each side of Shane helping him to the couch in the living room, laying him down.

Jarid stood in front of Shane while Hannah sat on the couch lifting Shane’s head into her lap, as Jarid spoke, and Victor stood leaning against the wall. “Alec the bar tender tried to poison you, apparently he didn’t like you smitten on his wife.” Jarid crossed his arms huffing at Shane.

“I wasn’t smitten on her, I was interested in getten to know her, but not the way you all think, there was something about her that drew me to her, I don’t know how to explain it, I didn’t want to lay with her or be with her in a romantic way.” Shane paused as Jarid nodded.

“Yea, that’s not how it looked at the tavern, you were blushing and stuttering.

Shane desperately looked at Hannah, “You know what I mean Hannah, you feel it when you’re around certain people, no, all people, when their emotions are so strong, you feel it....” Shane paused, sitting up rubbing his head. “Up until tonight I had the strong urge to protect her, like I would Hannah, like she was family, it got stronger when she said the bar tender would hit her, I looked at her the same way I looked at Hannah.” Shane leaned on his knees, holding his head.
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