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Chapter 1

	 

	Bunny

	 

	 

	I love the pens The Kid buys.

	I don’t know how, but he always manages to grab the perfect pack.

	Like I don’t think he’s ever bought a dull set.

	And the thing I love even more than him magically buying the best group on any shelf?

	The fact that he always, always keeps a couple in his car for me.

	Which says a shit ton considering how meticulously clean and put together he keeps this shit.

	One is kept in the glove compartment, and one is kept in the cup holder of the passenger side.

	And that matters.

	That matters because only certain shit can be on the driver’s side of the vehicle.

	I say driver’s side when I really just mean his side because he doesn’t let anyone else drive Miss X here if he can help it.

	Yeah…

	Not only does his precious car have a name, she – because all cars are she, meant to be pampered and spoiled – is named after the article that more or less inspired the first film in his favorite franchise.

	Gahhhh, I cannot wait for him to open that Christmas gift.

	Or at the very least stop guessing what it is.

	He’s totally been a “kid” since he saw me put it under our red and white decorated tree.

	In one column, I think it’s just him being adorable.

	Excited.

	Nosey.

	Impatient.

	In the other?

	I think he’s continuously playing the “what is it game” to distract him from the Nightmare Before Christmas horror show we witnessed a few days ago right here near the population sign. 

	I’d honestly love the Christmas miracle of not having to deal with Brad again until after the holidays.

	However, this isn’t a made for streaming movie.

	I highly doubt we’ll get that lucky.

	Glancing up and out of the windshield is accompanied by me leaning slightly over to see what progress – if any – has been made.

	I mean, come on. 

	He’s at least woken up by now, right?

	Although, if he had, why hasn’t Mutt peered around this way and waved.

	Or kicked his chin.

	Or grabbed his crotch to remind me where it is he’d like me to always be sitting.

	Maybe I should’ve gotten him a lump of chocolate coal for his stocking to remind him of how much misbehaving he tends to do on a daily basis.

	Curiosity prompts me to stretch further to get a view of them yet reveals to me the opposite.

	No Kid.

	No Mutt.

	Just the cans.

	Wait.

	Just the cans?

	Unexpected dread instantly drops into the pit of my stomach at the same time all of the air in my lungs vanishes.

	Shit.

	Was this whole thing a setup?

	Did we just drive straight into some sort of trap?!

	Should I get out?!

	Should I go check?!

	Get a closer look at everything?!

	One hand reaches for the handle, yet instinct paralyzes me in place.

	No.

	Getting out would be a mistake.

	Make me more vulnerable to…whatever…or more likely whoever is most likely waiting.

	Or lurking.

	Angling myself further into The Kid’s seat to get a better view of the seemingly deserted situation causes my heart to pound so hard that sucking in a full breath is practically impossible.

	I’m being paranoid.

	That’s what Brad wants.

	He wants me to feel powerless.

	And terrified.

	Chances are I’m just overreacting.

	Fuck, I hope I’m just overreacting.

	That they’re around the front of the truck checking under its hood.

	Or each other’s.

	Elfonashelf, pleaseeeeeee let them be doing something so indecent that it gets them kicked off the naughty list and into the not even on your death bed can you apply to get coal column.

	Movement finally begins in the distance; however, I instantly find myself wishing it didn’t.

	Wishing time would actually freeze.

	Hold completely still.

	Give me one more second to appreciate what we have versus what I’m afraid I’m about to lose.

	Brad’s menacingly slow stroll provides more than enough time for me to drink in the walking, talking, stalking, nightmare that he is in his fullest form.

	God, I’d almost forgotten what he looks like.

	How painfully tight his yellow beige skin is from being nipped and tucked and picked and plucked just like his mother.

	His mother who never misses a chance to dote on the perfection she created.

	Nurtured.

	Built.

	Molded into the man she wanted.

	Had to have.

	I sneer at the oversized forehead that he attempts to distract a person from with the way he swoops his bright blond hair to the right, another feature she passed along since his father is a dark brunette.

	She also gave him his long, goose style neck and slim yet solid frame.

	For the expense report?

	He doesn’t look like much to fear from a glance.

	Actually, he looks exactly like the opposite.

	Like he’s here to rescue you.

	Save you from someone.

	Everyone.

	Maybe even from yourself.

	Like he’s dropping everything in the world to put you on a pedestal and treasure you until your dying day.

	Except…if you stare into his soulless blue eyes, you’ll see he’s the one that wants to be responsible for when that day arrives.

	And if you keep peering, you’ll see that’s not a pedestal, but a prison.

	That he’s not your salvation.

	He’s your undoing.

	The devil in a pinstripe shirt and wingtip shoes who garnishes his Manhattans with cherries soaked in your menstrual blood.

	He always said that was when I tasted the most “like his”.

	“Bunnnnnyyyyyyyy,” he creepily calls out prior to letting an equally unsettling smirk slide onto his face. “Sweeeeet Peeeeeaaaaa…”

	Memories of being awake yet unable to move in a cushy bed swiftly come soaring to the front of my mind alongside the term of endearment being whispered in my ear as he slowly brushed my hair.

	Coated my lips with lipstick.

	Then his tongue.

	Erased the shade he had carefully colored only to moan while putting it on all over again.

	Coo that his little toy was almost too pretty to touch.

	An amalgamation of tears and bile begin burning the back of my throat, pushing me to get going.

	Moving.

	To do whatever it takes to not go back.

	To never fucking go back.

	I won’t go through that shit again.

	And my child will never be anywhere near it.

	“I did what you wanted…” Brad proudly declares at the same time he reaches into the bed of Mutt’s truck to retrieve something. “I came for you.”

	Regret over my challenge isn’t given time to settle into my system courtesy of me clambering over into the driver’s seat. 

	Look, I may not be the best at driving stick, but I know I can do it well enough to run his ass over. 

	It’s gear shifting, not maintaining accounts receivable. 

	And I’ll happily pay for any and all surgery Miss X needs afterward.

	“Did you get my love note?” His movement prompts me to steal another glance to see the hammer he’s acquired. “I addressed it to you.”

	Yeah.

	I caught that when the wedding ring had my fucking name inscribed on it. 

	Knowing better than to engage – to not waste precious time engaging – I rush to turn the key only to clutch onto nothing.

	No…

	No!

	Disbelief darts my glare down to examine the empty space, to visually scour for the item I’m sure just slipped out of the ignition when I was crawling over, to desperately swivel it around for a glimmer of the piece of metal that I want to be where it isn’t rather than in my boyfriend’s pocket where it most likely is.

	Fuck!

	“Did you like it?” Brad continues to inquire as if I’m actually going to respond, hammer carefully being swung around in aimless circles. 

	Maybe I should just run. 

	Run and keep running and never look back?

	“Have you missed me?”

	No.

	Maybe I should run for help?

	But help from who?

	Who’s around to help?

	Our town is fucking empty.

	Everyone’s at that fucking festival…

	Which is what he was counting on.

	Fuck. Me.

	“Tell me you’re ready to come home…”

	He’s thought this through.

	And I need to do the same.

	Just quickly.

	My attention cuts back to where his approach hasn’t sped up whatsoever, informing me of the painfully obvious.

	Not only does he not believe me to be a threat, he knows my men aren’t coming to help me because he made sure they couldn’t.

	He took out my extra line of defense.

	Isolated me.

	Has me trapped like a poor defenseless version of my namesake.

	Well, fuck him for that.

	I am not the same fragile woman he derived pleasure from undressing and bathing and hand feeding drugged food.

	I am damn sure not that too scared to scream or speak female he’d drunkenly hold the nose of while he rammed his dick down my throat as his mother watched through the crack of the door.

	Touching herself.

	No!

	I am stronger!

	I am smarter!

	And I will do whatever is fucking necessary to get out of this!

	I swore to him he wouldn’t be leaving this town alive, and come hell or highwater, I’m going to make do on my promise.

	“Tell me you’re done playing this game…”

	Okay, so he’s got a weapon, which means I need a weapon.

	“Hide and seek is always fun at first,” my stalker coos out, distance steadily closing. “But you took it a bit too far this time, Sweet Pea.”

	Perk of The Kid’s overly organized vehicle?

	Makes it quite obvious what’s available for use.

	And truthfully?

	The options suck.

	We’re talking malfunctioning excel formula suck.

	“You wanted to make me jealous…”

	No.

	I wanted to be happy.

	“And then you wanted to make me extremely jealous.”

	No.

	I wanted to actually live.

	“I did not like that.”

	The change in his tone has me cutting a small glimpse upward to see that I have even less time than I thought.

	Fuck!

	I gotta find something!

	I gotta come up with something!

	I gotta get out of this car and buy myself a bit of time!

	Construct a better weapon.

	Find my guys.

	Make sure they’re alive.

	I mean…they have to be.

	I’d feel it if they weren’t.

	Which I know sounds crazy and insane and insane crazy, but it doesn’t make it any less true.

	Kind of like having a man convince himself of a relationship that no longer exists.

	Or that the relationship he crafted us having was romantic rather than abusive.

	Reaching for the pen I abandoned earlier craftily precedes positioning it on the side of my leg out of sight. 

	“I should’ve killed them for what they did to you,” he tauntingly wags the hammer, “but I didn’t.” The corner of his paper-thin lips curls upward. “Call it your early Christmas present, Sweet Pea.”

	I’ll call it the Christmas miracle that it is.

	“That’s how much I love you.”

	Each step closer churns my stomach and encourages me to grip the writing utensil harder.

	“Plus, I want them to watch us.”

	To suck in the much-needed oxygen.

	“Like I had to watch them.”

	To wiggle my toes around in my tennis shoes I’m so grateful I put on.

	Brad’s eventual arrival at the window is accompanied by him smiling, disturbingly brighter. “Hello, Sweet Pea.”

	Dry heaving can barely be stopped.

	But it is.

	Because I can’t throw up.

	Because I can’t move a muscle.

	Not. A. Single. One.

	Not yet.

	He’s gonna give me one chance to attack and escape, and I need to be focused on that and only that.

	“I have mother’s pearls for you,” the monster announces, grin glowing in the darkness. “I can’t wait to put them back around your neck where they belong.” His hammer free fingers pull at the handle revealing its locked nature, another automatic action The Kid always does – like taking his fucking car keys. “Why isn’t this open?” He repeats the movement prior to commanding. “Open it.” There isn’t time to verbally deny the request. “Open. It.” The over articulation indicates that his irritation is exponentially increasing. “Open. It. Now!” 

	God, it’s what I imagine dealing with a toddler coming off a sugar crash must be like.

	“Nowwwwww!”

	Or one without its nap.

	“Nowwwww!”

	Or one in terrible need of some stronger discipline.

	“Nowwwwwwww!”

	One solid swing of the tool, to my surprise, doesn’t break the window.

	And neither does the second that’s slightly to the left.

	Or third that’s slightly to the right.

	However, the fourth, which lands directly on top of his first hit damages the integrity of the blockade.

	Creates additional cracks.

	Whispers to me to prepare to shield my face from the pending glass rain shower.

	“Oppppeennnnnnnn!” This heavy whack has me holding my breath. “Theeeeeeeeeeee!” Another blow pushes the tip of the tool through. “Doooooooorrrrrrrrr!”

	Tiny sharp pebbles burst in my direction, forcing me to shut my eyes and bury my head in the crook of my forearm in hopes of protecting myself.

	Maniacal bellows pour from Brad as he leans his face inward to find the handle, providing me with the perfect opportunity to strike. Without hesitation, I drive the uncapped pen directly upward into his eye, grip and force unwavering until he’s stumbling backwards on an injured howl, “Fuckkkkkk!”

	At that, I swing the door open, slamming it into his bent over frame, landing a blow to his head that not only knocks him onto his ass, but the air out of his system.

	Yet again there’s no reluctance, no inkling of resistance to take off running for the wooded area across the road to the sound of him chillingly taunting, “Run…run…as fast you can…I will catch you…because I always can…” 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	Nolan

	 

	I really need to hire that guy I interviewed last week.

	He was acceptable.

	Not the best lug nut in the package but good enough to get the job done.

	Truth is, I’m just so fucking tired of dragging my ass out of bed at one in the morning to change a flat of the non-diaper variety.

	I don’t mind getting out of bed for that.

	You would think that I would.

	That I’d hate having to get up to change a goddamn dirty diaper when I’m happily passed out with a handful of my wife’s tit and my dick wedged nicely against my husband’s ass, but I don’t.

	I love being there for our boy.

	I love getting to be the father I never had.

	The one I wanted.

	The one The Kid fucking deserved.

	I love every portion of the fully loaded dad package.

	The giggles.

	The finger curls.

	The pick me up wiggles.

	Fuck, I even love the less lovable features too.

	The shitty diapers.

	The late-night feedings.

	The cock block cries.

	Which actually have a slightly different rev to them.

	Yeah.

	Like a fucking engine.

	No surprise that The Kid was the one to point that shit out.

	I swear he’s an audible genius.

	I sure hope he passed that along to our little guy.

	He already has his blue eyes and thick black hair and love of everything else car related.

	And I love that shit too.

	I don’t resent the fact that Andrew – because Rabbit refused to let him be named Andretti – looks like a mini me of the two people I love more than anything else on this fucking planet.

	I’m proud of that.

	Besides they’re the better-looking ones.

	At least this way, Drew’s got a chance at pulling a hot piece of tail in his future.

	Or…two?

	Whatever shit is right for him.

	That’s all we want.

	And being raised in a house with three parents will – theoretically – work as a reminder that we believe in doing the shit that fits him best, whatever that means.

	I pray to the big mechanic in the sky he never worries about that.

	Stopping outside his bedroom, I crack the red painted door a little wider to sneak a peek of him in his crib but am surprised to see nothing but crinkled blankets.

	Red crinkled blankets.

	What the fuck?

	Why are they red?

	When did he get red blankets?

	Where are the checkered racing pattern ones?

	Did he puke on them again?

	I give the door another glance during my exit, immediately noticing the shade is now much darker than I remember.

	Why’d we pick this one?

	Why’d we pick something that looks so much like blood?

	Why didn’t we pick something closer to the classic sportscar color?

	And why’s the Ferrari horse decal crooked?

	Wait.

	It’s not crooked.

	It’s fucking broken.

	Headless.

	Headless?!

	What. The. Fuck!

	Why’s it headless?

	When did it get that way?

	Why would The Kid not fix this shit the second he saw it?

	Does he want our little guy to have haunting nightmares for years to come?!

	Is it not bad enough that our wife still does?

	Unhappy grunts reverberate throughout the short hall during my stomp to the end where our bedroom is located.

	For now, it’s not so bad having his nursey close aka within an immediate retrieval distance.

	When he gets a little older?

	That shit’ll change.

	We’ve already got the plan worked up.

	He’ll need his space, and so will we for the same yet very different reasons.

	I’m thinkin’ maybe we turn his current spot into a hobby room.

	Maybe start putting together model cars.

	Me, him, and Kid.

	Have something that we can always do together.

	No matter how old any of us get.

	Seeing our door cracked just like our son’s was instantly has me pausing.

	Because it shouldn’t be open.

	Just like it shouldn’t be fucking red.

	Why are all the doors in the house suddenly red?

	Seriously, what the fuck is going on around here?

	Did they wake up in the middle of the night to paint this shit, just to fuck with me?

	Nudging the blockade with the edge of my boot reveals to me a sight that immediately drops me to my knees on a gut wrenching, “Noooooooooooooo!”

	Blood from all three of my slaughtered family members unrelentingly drips from every surface.

	Our bed.

	Nightstands.

	Windowsills.

	Even the fucking air conditioner vent.

	Taunts are scribbled on our headboard.

	The walls.

	The door.

	Each direction my head wildly turns crimson colors coat whatever they can, turning what was once our paradise into something from my deepest, darkest, most disturbed nightmares.

	Nightmares…

	Nightmare!

	 

	The one word repeatedly echoes throughout my mind prompting my head to slowly shift from one side to the other, cheek scraping against a cold, hard, uneven surface.

	Faint groans grow in numbers as nausea transitions into actual bile that burns up the back of my throat in search of an escape. Unfortunately, there isn’t much room for my jaw to lower due to the sticky barrier covering my mouth, leaving me with no choice but to clench my teeth.

	Squeeze my eyes tighter.

	Swallow the chunky, rancid mixture and keep swallowing until it’s returned to its origin.

	Additional grumbles of discomfort are attached to the actions, but I push past them.

	Force my eyes to open.

	Focus.

	Figure out where the fuck I am.

	What the fuck happened.

	How much more of me is restrained.

	Despite the unbearable burning in my sinuses, I demand my blurry stare to get it together by blinking rapidly.

	Command it to clear away the tears that are making my view hazy.

	To let me see my surroundings.

	Tiny slivers of moonlight make visually scouring the darkness possible; however, the gusts of cold air rushing across my scraped-up cheek insist on hindering the process.

	They beg me to simply shut my eyes again and retreat inward where I can’t feel.

	Or think.

	An unexpected whimper instantly redirects my attention, prompting me to snap my face the opposite way, knowing the source of the sound better than any other in existence.

	“Kidddddd!” rushes out but is effortlessly muted by the tape.  

	It’s unclear if my attempt is heard.

	Fuck, it’s unclear if my attempt can even be heard.

	His lack of movement pushes me to crane my face closer.

	Study his chest in hopes of seeing it rise.

	Fall.

	Rise again.

	Make any sort of movement that can provide me with a smidgen of fucking hope.

	Hope that that noise wasn’t his last dying breath.

	Hope that he’ll live.

	Hope that he’ll let me see that mischievous glare I love so fucking much.

	That bashful grin.

	Anxious to have that hope grow, I grate the side of my face against the ground, determined to get a closer look, refusing to believe I’m lying next to his corpse rather than simply him in a momentarily incapacitated state.

	The wind howls louder and harder and harsher scolding me for staring by igniting an ache deep in my ears and new stinging sensations in my eyes.

	But I can’t look away.

	I won’t.

	Not until I know.

	Not until I see something.

	Fuck, anything.

	“ComeonKid,” I quietly plead behind the tape. “Openthoseeyesforme.”

	Nothing.

	“Openem.”

	Still.

	Nothing.

	“Opennnnnthemmmm!” Breathing is only done to collect more air for louder screaming. “Fuckingggggopeennnnnthemmmmmm!”

	Yet again.

	Nothing.

	Not a twitch.

	Not a flinch. 

	Not even an involuntary fucking spasm. 

	The lump of uneasiness in my throat begins to expand in tandem with summoning the previously shoved down bile back upward. 

	Tears collect in the corner of my eyes as I slowly shake my head in disbelief.

	No.

	No…

	No!

	He’s not dead!

	He can’t be!

	This isn’t how this shit ends!

	This isn’t-

	A second almost inaudible whimper occurs informing me that he is alive.

	Barely.

	But definitely.

	New rounds of determination roar throughout my system, forcing me to resume my surveying.

	See where that twisted bastard is.

	How much time we have to get loose.

	Our seemingly deserted surroundings encourage the settling discomfort to surge once more.

	Where the fuck is he?

	And where the fuck is Rabbit?!

	Is she okay?! 

	Is she alive?!

	Dread mercilessly latches onto my throat, threatening to pin me in place, but the need to properly check on Kid and get to our woman – who’s pregnant with our fucking child – propels me to whip my frame around.

	Search for give in my bound hands.

	Feet.

	Finding neither is what flies me up to a sitting position where I lift my wrists high into the air above my head before slamming my elbows down, with all the momentum I can muster, past my ribcage, splitting the gray cuffing in two.

	Because that’s the thing about duct tape.

	It rips pretty fucking easy. 

	It was designed too.

	And that design is why you shouldn’t use it when you’re hoping to keep someone bound for a long period of time.

	Especially unattended.

	Fucking moron.

	Grateful to have range of motion in my wrists is expressed by a quick roll and the swift removal of the piece on my lips. 

	“Fuck!” is sharply whispered prior to a shake of the head.

	Why do people pay for someone to do this shit?

	What’s wrong with people?

	Unraveling the sticky restraint from my lower half, I do my best to ignore the pounding in my skull that’s beginning to increase, knowing that it doesn’t matter.

	No.

	The only thing that matters right now is freeing him and finding her. 

	And I know we will.

	She’s out there.

	Alive.

	There’s no fucking way she fought that fucker this long to only fight him this long.

	She’d rather die than go back.

	But we ain’t about to let that happen either.

	She’s gonna live.

	And so’s our little guy.

	And I don’t give a fuck what she says.

	She’s having a boy.

	Finally able to move, I scurry the short distance over to my boyfriend, rip off the tape covering his mouth, and quietly inquire, “Can you hear me, Kid?”

	His lack of response is only less terrifying thanks to the shallow breathing I can feel on the hand that’s lingering near his lips. 

	“Come on, Kid…” a gentle stroke to his cheek is delivered. “Open your beautiful blue eyes for me.” Another loving caress precedes me choking out the command again. “Open those big blues for, Sir.”

	This time there’s weak fluttering of his lashes.

	“Come on,” I encourage while lowering both of my hands to work on removing the tape from his wrists. “Be my favorite, little, obedient fuck and open those eyes.”

	More movement.

	A single lift.

	“You can do this, Kid.” Ripping at the object grows in forcefulness. “You have to do this…” Rage fuels my actions and strengthens my tone. “You have to wake up.” Light sounds of the material successfully tearing revs the engine of hope all over again. “We have to save Rabbit.” The instant his hands are free, I let one of mine cup his scruff covered face. “I need you.” One light stroke doesn’t take long to become two. “I can’t live without you.”

	Unlike in all of the stupid chick flicks we’ve seen over the years, his eyes don’t magically open.

	Life isn’t instantly restored.

	Instead, the howling wind screeches at a new octave as if laughing at me.

	Mocking me.

	My desperation.

	Tears hastily rush to the brims of my lids and along the back of my throat causing my jaw to tremble in refusal to let them fall. Between the weight of disappointment and despondency, my head drops forward, unable to stay upright, unable to bear another ounce of dejection.

	Air abandoning my lungs, grants permission for the tears in my eyes to begin their descent; however, mere seconds after they hit The Kid’s chest, the lightest tap to my arm is felt. “You don’t have to, Sir.”   

	 


Chapter 3
 

	Kipp

	 

	 

	“You’re not allowed to die before me,” grunts my boyfriend, relief and worry simultaneously burning rubber in his expression. “Understood?”

	I try to smile, but it hurts.

	Fuckme, everything hurts.

	My head.

	Jaw.

	Neck.

	An attempt to lift myself up unleashes new waves of pain in my upper chest.

	Side.

	Hip.

	What the fuck did he do to me?

	Thump me like he was checking his goddamn tires?

	Becoming overwhelmed by the increasing aches leads to me closing my eyes once more, yet the slight sting of Nolan’s cold palm slapping my cheek convinces them to stay open. 

	“Don’t you fuckin’ dare, Kid.” Another pop to the area is delivered. “You wake the fuck up and stay the fuck up.”

	He’s right.

	I need to wake up.

	Stay up.

	Get up.

	Get moving.

	Get to our girl.

	“Bunny,” slips free in a crackled croak at the same time I lean into his assistance. “Where?”

	“Idontknow,” he defeatedly murmurs as we successfully shift me into a sitting position. “But we’re gonna fuckin’ find her, Kid.” His eyes firmly lock onto mine. “We’re gonna save her.”

	“Swear?”

	“Swear.” One hand runs along my spine for support. “He’s not taking her away from us.” Nolan’s glare bores deeper into mine in tandem with his palm stiffening. “He’s not fuckin’ leaving our town alive.”

	There’s no hesitation to nod in agreement.

	This shit ends tonight.

	By any means necessary.

	“First shit first.” He tips his chin in my direction. “Diagnostic report?”

	Appreciation over his choice of wording pulls the corners of my lips completely upward in spite of the agony. “Operable.”

	“Good.” My boyfriend rises to his feet and immediately extends his hand out for me to take. “I wanna keep it that way.” Transitioning from sitting to standing is accompanied by uncomfortable grumbles and huffs and groans, all of which prompt him to mirthfully point out, “You sound like a ‘95 Buick.”

	“You would too if you got fuckin’ tased on the NOS setting.”

	“That fuckface tased you?!”

	“I take it he didn’t tase you?” Giving the contact site a small touch results in a giant hiss. “Fuck!” I bunch up the edge of my shirt to reveal the two marks from where the device latched into me. “Did that shit burn me?!”

	Nolan hunches forward to better examine the injury. “Pretty bad.” He takes over holding my clothing during his continued assessment. “We need to get this cleaned. ASAP.”

	“We need to find Bunny.”

	“We don’t need this shit to get infected.”

	“We need to find our girl!”

	“And we need you alive to fucking do that!”

	Another huff of irritation is followed by me snatching my shirt out of his grasp. “Fine.”

	“Come on, Rambo.” My boyfriend clamps his hand lovingly around the back of my scraped-up neck. “We’ll make it quick. I’ve got a first-aid kit in the truck.”

	Against my own volition, an amused grunt escapes.

	Shit.

	Now is not the time for laughing.

	Or flirting.

	Or fucking bandages.

	Our girlfriend is missing.

	Our pregnant girlfriend is fucking missing.

	Our pregnant girlfriend is fucking missing and being hunted by a psychopath!

	Fuck my injuries!

	Fuck my possible broken rib!

	Fuck everything else that isn’t finding and rescuing her!

	“Kid,” Nolan calls to me alongside a hard squeeze, “we’re gonna go save her.” 

	“Then fuck the first aid kit!”

	“K-”

	“Fuck getting me cleaned up!”

	“K-”

	“Fuck everything!” Removing myself from his hold swiftly occurs again. “Let’s get the fuck out there! Let’s go fucking looking! Searching! Hunting!” One finger jabs the direction I’m fairly certain they went. “Let’s get outta fucking park and start driving!” 

	“We will,” he states in a voice much too calm for my liking. “Right after we clean you up.”

	“We need to save her!”

	“Saving her doesn’t mean sacrificing you.” My mouth twitches in objection only to be bluntly cut off. “Now, shut up, and wait here while I get the kit.”

	Thrusting myself backward onto the driver’s side door of his truck accidentally knocks the wind out of me.

	Cargodsshowalittlemercy.

	It’s bad enough I don’t know where Bunny is.

	That I didn’t keep my word.

	That I didn’t protect her.

	Them.

	I failed.

	I epically failed.

	Because of me…because I left her side…left her unprotected…she’s out there somewhere fighting for her life – their lives – all alone.

	What if something’s already happened to her?

	What if she’s somewhere bleeding and pleading and crying out for us?
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