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			A Message to the Reader

			Dear Reader, if this is the first of my books you’ve picked up, I want to give you a little context for what you’re about to read. This novella takes place between the events of Moonlit Skies and Fallen Snow, the last two books in the EverGreen Trilogy. The main character in this story, Delilah, is, in fact, one of the primary antagonists in both of those books. As you will see throughout the story, I did not attempt to make her into a hero or even a victim. But the truth is, no one is a villain in their own story. As you read Raven, you will see the world through Delilah’s point of view. Though I do not expect you to sympathize with her or agree with any of her actions, I do hope you will be able to enjoy learning about these events from her perspective. After all, each of us has a story to tell. As always, happy reading!
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			Dedication

			To the villains who could have been heroes. Maybe in another life.

		

	
		
			

			“I measure every Grief I meet

			With narrow, probing, eyes – 

			I wonder if It weighs like Mine – 

			Or has an Easier size.

			I wonder if They bore it long – 

			Or did it just begin – 

			I could not tell the Date of Mine – 

			It feels so old a pain – 

			I wonder if it hurts to live – 

			And if They have to try – 

			And whether – could They choose between – 

			It would not be – to die –”

			“I Measure Every Grief I Meet” by Emily Dickinson

		

	
		
			

			Prologue

			It was after midnight, and he still hadn’t come home. This wasn’t acceptable. As soon as Silas walked through the front door, he was going to hear all about it. I simply would not allow him to spend so much time with that little blond-haired nuisance any longer. I’d let him toy around with her for the past several months without much complaint, but that was going to stop. I would give Silas an ultimatum. It was me or her, and I was confident he would make the right choice. And after what I was prepared to tell him tonight, there was no doubt in my mind that he would see the error of his ways.

			I iced sweet tea around in my glass, watching as the ice cubes clunked into each other. Normally, I would have been enjoying a nice glass of wine, or sipping on some fruity drink Silas had prepared for me, but tonight was different. I was done with alcohol…at least for the next nine months. My whole world was about to change.

			I hadn’t intentionally gotten pregnant. This wasn’t some sort of scheme to convince Silas to dump her for me. Though, truthfully, the idea had occurred to me more than once. However, my general dislike for children outweighed the benefit of trapping Silas with a baby. But now that the opportunity was laid before me…well…I wasn’t going to turn it down.

			On a deep, primal level, I knew Silas wanted a son. He was just that type of man. I’d never had any urge to become a mother. Unlike some women, the idea of carrying a child didn’t appeal to me. It seemed like a foreign concept, almost unnatural. I knew that wasn’t the case. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that I’d never really known my own mother. Pregnancy wasn’t something I knew much about, which was probably why it seemed so strange to me. But now I was prepared to not only embrace this new phenomenon but also use it to my advantage.

			As soon as Silas discovered I was carrying his child, he would forget about his little pet entirely and give all his attention to me. It was a refreshing idea. I was done sharing him, especially with such a scrawny little weakling. Athena was pitiful, to say the least. She let Silas push her around, something I would never do. I knew how to stand up to him and had him wrapped around my finger. Silas would never have the opportunity to abuse me because I simply wouldn’t let him.

			I was the type of woman he needed: intelligent, insightful, and unstoppable. Not to mention my physical attributes. Athena was…colorless. Her blond hair and sickly-looking form made her seem like a walking corpse. She had lost the natural glow I remember her having years ago when we were still in school. Athena was no longer a bouncing, irresistible cheerleader. Now, she was nothing more than a twig with no sense of self-worth or confidence. It was sickening, actually. I could never imagine being so helpless.

			Unlike Athena, I was vibrant. My long raven hair tumbled down around my body like waves of ebony water. Though my skin was pale, it was silky, smooth, and luminous. I had fiery red lips and piercing eyes that could intimidate even the proudest of men. There was nothing bland or uninteresting about my figure. I was stunning and fully aware of it.

			Setting my tea down on the nightstand, I picked up the pregnancy test. It was as clear as it had been four hours ago with two bright blue lines. Silas could not deny that I was carrying his child, and he would have to learn to live with it.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter One - Late

			As the clock struck three, Silas walked through the door. I gave him a glare that would have sent most men dashing back out the door. He stared at me with a bored expression on his face. The room was deathly quiet, almost as if even the house knew what kind of discussion was about to ensue.

			“You’re late,” I said.

			“And?” Silas replied.

			“I told you that you needed to be here six hours ago. What were you doing?” I asked.

			Silas rolled his eyes. “You know exactly where I was, Delilah. I’m not playing this game. I’m tired.”

			“Oh, you’re tired?” I hissed. “How unfortunate.”

			He stared at me with irritation. “Let it go, or I’ll leave.”

			I stood from my comfortable position with ease, dusting my black dress off as I stepped toward him in my stilettos. Silas let his eyes roam up and down, clearly enjoying what he was seeing. I snapped my fingers, bringing his attention back up to my face.

			“You’re going to sit down, and you’re going to listen,” I whispered.

			He rolled his eyes. “Fine.”

			I nodded, motioning toward the velvet couch. He pulled his white dress shirt off, slumping down on the couch, wearing nothing other than a pair of black trousers. I glanced at his bare chest, admiring the view. He looked good. There was no denying it. He was my type, too: muscled, tall, and charming. Though I could have stared at him all day, I would never admit it. If he knew he had that much power over me, it wouldn’t be good.

			“You’re going to stop seeing her,” I said.

			Silas raised his eyebrows. “Excuse me?”

			“You heard what I said,” I replied.

			He scoffed. “That’s not happening.”

			I crossed my arms over my chest. “You don’t need her. I’m more than enough, and you know it. She’s a plaything, and I’m tired of having her distract you.”

			Silas pursed his lips. “She’s my girlfriend.”

			I raised my eyebrows. “Oh really? What am I, then? Because if she’s what you really want, I’ll walk away. I don’t need you.”

			He would never let that happen. Silas was too territorial to let a woman he wanted slip away. He was far too proud to let himself be abandoned. I contained my smirk, though. This was a game I had to play very carefully. If he didn’t believe my threats, they were useless.

			His eyes softened. “You know you’re important to me, Delilah. There’s no reason to feel so threatened. If I didn’t want you, I wouldn’t be here.”

			“If you really wanted to be here, you would have come before three in the morning, Silas,” I hissed.

			He shook his head. “You know I had to wait until she fell asleep.”

			I scowled. “Just get rid of her and be done with it,” I replied.

			“What exactly do you mean by that?” he asked.

			I raised my eyebrows. “You know what I mean. You’ve done it before, Silas. Don’t pretend to be so innocent.”

			“We’re not going to talk about this,” he growled.

			“Oh, we are. There’s no more debate. I know your deepest, darkest secrets, Silas. There’s no playing nice-boy around here,” I whispered.

			

			Silas stood, walking over to me with the strength of an angry lion about to devour his prey. I stood my ground, though. One thing I would never do was cower to a man.

			“Don’t give me attitude,” he said.

			His face was only inches away from mine, and he reached up to put his hands on my hips. With one tug, our bodies were pressed together. His heart was pounding in his chest, and I knew exactly the kind of rage I was stirring up in his ready-to-explode heart. Silas was getting angry, and I liked it. These games were more fun when there was actual risk involved.

			Unlike with Athena, Silas had never raised his fists to me. I wouldn’t let him. He knew that in order to keep getting what he wanted, he could not treat me the way he did other women. I didn’t tolerate his drunken fits or morning fights. If he wanted to keep me around, he would be on his best behavior.

			“I can speak to you however I want,” I whispered, placing my hand against his chest.

			Silas paused for a moment, leaning into my touch. I rubbed my thumb back and forth across his bare skin, making his breath catch more than once. He was addicted to me, and I loved it. Perhaps it was because I was different from Athena. Maybe that’s why he couldn’t bring himself to risk losing me. I gave him a challenge, something he’d never faced before.

			He leaned down to press a kiss against my neck. “Let’s just forget about it. I hate fighting with you.”

			I resisted the urge to smile. He crumbled before me, and I relished in the sight of watching him fall. Silas continued kissing my neck softly, leaving gentle marks from my earlobe to my collarbone.

			“I have to tell you something,” I whispered in his ear.

			“Oh, what’s that?” he asked. 

			I pressed my hand harder against his chest, forcing him to look up at me. Silas gave me an irritated look but obeyed. I knew he was eager to end the conversation. In truth, so was I. This needed to be said, though.

			“I’m pregnant, Silas,” I whispered.

			For the first time in our relationship, he did something completely unexpected. Silas stepped away from me, his eyes wide with anger and hands shaking.

			“What?” he shouted.

			I flinched, unable to help myself. “You heard me…I’m pregnant.”

			Silas stood still for a moment, seemingly unable to move. I crossed my arms over my chest, waiting for him to reply. This was not how I had pictured this conversation going. He was supposed to be happy or at least accepting.

			“You’re not serious,” he said. “Is this a joke?”

			I frowned. “No, it’s the truth.”

			Silas threw his hands up. “Well, are you even sure it’s mine?”

			There was so much anger in my body that I couldn’t contain myself. Before he had a chance to blink, I grabbed the closest thing to me, a glass of water, and threw it at him. The glass collided with his shoulder, cracking into a million pieces. Now wet and bleeding, Silas looked at me with furry in his eyes.

			“What is wrong with you?” he shouted.

			“Are you serious? Of course, the baby is yours!” I screamed.

			Silas stormed toward me, grabbing my arm so hard it hurt. He glared down at me, blood dripping from where tiny pieces of glass were embedded within his skin. I tried to pull my arm away, but he only gripped it harder.

			“If you ever do anything like that again, I will kill you,” he whispered.

			Even though I was terrified, it didn’t stop me from throwing that anger right back at him. “It wouldn’t be the first time you disposed of a woman’s body, would it?”

			I knew the truth about Silas, the things he would never tell another woman. Deep down, Silas knew I was just as bad as him. Maybe he didn’t know all the things I’d tried to do, but he could sense my nature. We were both rotten to the core, completely unredeemable. That’s why he trusted me with the stories of his most evil deeds. Silas knew I would never report any of it.

			He’d killed at least three women I knew of, maybe more. They were all previous partners from long before Silas and I had ever met. He couldn’t let women go, at least not in the traditional sense. Instead, when he got tired of a woman, he added her to his collection. There was a spot in the woods, right underneath a large magnolia tree, where their bodies lay. Every so often, he visited them and laid flowers on their unmarked graves.

			The knowledge should have bothered me. In fact, if I had any sort of sense, I would have run as far away from him as possible. But I was determined to be the one woman that Silas would never tire of. Unlike the other women he discarded as broken toys, Silas would never get bored of me. I wouldn’t let it happen.
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