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“Who the fuck are you?” the skinny pock marked heroin junkie said with wide eyes as he looked between Iden and Dyfed.

Dyfed, who was the more sadistic out of the two Murphy brothers, smiled a sardonic grin at the petrified man. Most bosses sent their henchmen to do their dirty work, like torturing some junked up piece of scum that thought they could get away with stealing what they were supposed to hand over, but Dyfed and Iden enjoyed this part of the job as well as making money.

“Well now, I believe you have something that belongs to, my brother and I,” Dyfed growled, as he stretched himself out to his full height of just over six and a half feet. 

The junkie, whose name Iden couldn’t remember, shook his head erratically and started to stammer. His eyes were bulging from his gaunt skeletal face. His dirty, stinking hair flopped around his head. He held up his hands, that were crusted in dirt, the skin torn and bleeding.

“No, no I don’t have anything of yours,” he stammered.

Dyfed twisted his neck, making it pop as he folded his beefy arms over his chest. Dyfed was not only the more sadistic, but he was also the more intimidating. While Iden was terrifying in his own right, he wasn’t as big as Dyfed, and he was prepared to watch quietly. Dyfed liked to get his hands dirty, he liked to make their victims scream. The things that Iden had witnessed his brother do, would make a grown man weep. But they weren’t normal men, they had grown up in the business. Their father being the original Murphy boss, he had raised his sons to take over one day. Dyfed jumped at the chance, loving the violence, Iden was slightly more withdrawn. 

“Well now, you see, that’s where you are lying. I believe you have over a hundred grand that you owe us, and my brother and I would like to know where that money is,” Dyfed growled.

Recognition filled the face of the junkie as his mouth opened and shut like a fish out of water and panic settled in his gut. Dyfed recognized the look and gave the junkie a wide smile, “ah, I see you remember now,” he growled.

“I, I’ve got the money, it’s just that my wife, she, she has it with her, she’s keeping it safe,” the junkie stammered looking between the two of them.

Dyfed turned to glance over his shoulder at Iden, who hadn’t taken his eyes off the junkie. He had learned a long time ago - you never turned your back on a desperate man. Dyfed knew that Iden had his back and would protect him with his life. 

“Did you hear that Iden? He says his wife has our money,” Dyfed sneered, before turning his attention back to the guy. “Where is your wife?”

“She is staying with her sister,” the junkie answered with a rapid nod of his head.

“Right, her sister,” Dyfed said with a wicked grin.

“Yes, yes, she won’t be back till next week,” the junkie said again, his eyes were still wide.

“Oh, well if she’s going to come back next week, I guess we should wait until then and come back for our money, what do you think Iden?” Dyfed said, once again looking over his shoulder.

The junkie grinned, his rotten and blackened teeth providing a broken smile as he nodded, believing he was going to get a reprieve. “Yeah, she will be back, I’ll tell her to bring your money with her when she comes back.”

“That would be wonderful, thank you so much, how about you give her a ring now?” Dyfed said, his voice higher than normal as he attempted some form of sweet, that under normal circumstances would cause Iden to laugh.

The junkie nodded his head and started to pick at his skin, opening a wound on his arm. Iden wrinkled his nose in disgust while he watched him pick at the festering wound. “Ah yeah, yeah, I’ll um, yeah, I’ll ring her now,” the junkie said as he made to stand from the couch he was sat on.

Dyfed growled, and shoved the junkie back down into the couch, “don’t fucking move, your fuckin’ wife don’t have our fuckin’ money, so where the fuck is it?”

The junkie started to visibly shake, and his eyes began to bulge again, “she, she does, I promise man, I wouldn’t lie to you.”

“Just kill him Dyfed and let’s get out of here, I swear I’ve got fucking flea’s biting me from standing too long in this place,” Iden said.

“Kill me? No, shit, please,” the junkie pleaded.

“What did you think was going to happen? That we would let you off with a warning?” Dyfed scoffed.

“I can get you your money, please,” the junkie begged.

Dyfed rolled his eyes as he pulled his gun from the holster he had on under his jacket, the junkies eyes widened and he shook his head, before starting to make incoherent noises, that Iden assumed was begging for his life. Dyfed ignored the man’s pleas and continued to screw the suppressor onto the end of his gun. Before the junkie had time to beg again, Dyfed pointed the gun at his head and pulled the trigger.

The junkies head snapped back on his neck as the back of his skull blew out over the couch and wall. Iden wrinkled his nose and sighed. “What do you reckon the chances are that he kept some of the money and it didn’t just end up in his arm?” Iden asked, as Dyfed put his gun back in its holster.

“Slim to fuckin’ none,” Dyfed growled, kicking at the lifeless foot of the junkie, “let’s check the place anyway, no point leaving money behind for the garda to find.”

Iden and Dyfed went their separate ways to begin searching the house for any money that the junkie had swindled away, money that was from the sales of the drugs that they supplied him to sell. It was obvious that all their drugs had gone up the cunts arm, rather than being sold. Iden didn’t expect to find a cent, he imagined that none of the drugs had even made it outside the disaster that was called a home.

Iden walked into a room that was a bedroom and noticed instantly the pale body of a woman strewn across the bed. Her arm was still in a tourniquet, and the needle was hanging out the vein. The woman’s skin was grey, and her dirty blonde hair was matted with vomit and whatever else. It was obvious that she was dead.

“I guess we found the wife,” Dyfed said quietly from the door as he came into the room and looked down at the woman. 

Iden sighed and nodded his head, they were not going to get any of their money and had lost all the drugs that they had given this piece of fuck to sell. Suddenly a gurgle beside the bed caught their attention. Dyfed was fast with his gun, as he whipped it from its holster and pointed it at the side of the bed. Iden leaned forward so that he could see what caused the noise. He felt his eyes widen as he took in the naked body of a little girl sitting with wide brown eyes looking up at him.

“Fuck Dyfed, it’s a kid,” he swore.

“What?” Dyfed said, as he rebolstered his gun and leaned over the bed to see the little girl.

The girl looked to be about two years old. Her big chocolate eyes were filled with tears. Her hair was black and matted, like she hadn’t been bathed since the day she was born. She was caked in dirt, her body was underweight, her ribs stuck out and her face was gaunt. Iden shook his head and slowly stepped towards her. Dyfed placed his hand on Iden’s arm to stop him. Iden rolled his eyes and stepped forward again, he reached out his hands, and the little girl obediently stood on unsteady legs and came to him. 

“Fuck,” Dyfed swore, as he ran his hand up over his face.

Iden looked at the child in his arms to see what Dyfed was swearing at and quickly realized that the reason she had been naked. She wasn’t just the unfortunate child of a pair of junkies, she was an extra income to them. Iden’s heart clenched in his chest, as he clutched the little girl closer.

“Do you think she knows her name? Anything about herself?” Dyfed asked.

Iden frowned and looked down into her face. She continued to stare up at him with big dark eyes that were welled with tears. Her bottom lip was trembling, but she was refusing to let the tears flow. Iden felt rage rise in his heart. If those pieces of filth weren’t already dead, he would slowly torture them. 

“What’s your name sweetheart?” Iden asked gently.

The little girls’ eyes widened further, and she bit down hard on her lip as the tears threatened to spill down over her cheeks.

“She’s fucking terrified, Iden,” Dyfed spat, the anger and disgust evident in his voice, “we can’t leave her here.”

“We can’t, we will take her back home. Brigid will help look after her, otherwise she is going to be thrown in the system,” Iden said.

They might have been the Murphy brothers who were feared all over Northern Ireland, but he wouldn’t send this precious little jewel off to the system where she would continue to be abused by people who were supposed to be caring for her. At least if he brought her home to his wife Brigid and their two sons Finnbarr and Karney, he would be able to assure that she was safe. Brigid had desperately wanted more children - she would have loved a daughter, but her body gave out on her before she had the chance, to try again. This should make her happy, Iden thought to himself, with a small smile. 

“Do you think she has clothes?” Dyfed asked, with a small frown on his face.

“We can just wrap her in the blanket for now, then we will get her clothes once we have her home,” Iden said.

Dyfed nodded and pulled the blanket out from under the dead woman, causing her to flip off the side of the bed, with a hard thud. The little girl winced in Iden’s arms, but she didn’t make a sound. Dyfed took the blanket and wrapped it around the girl and Iden, before leading the way out of the rotting house and to the car. 

“We are ready for the cleanup,” Dyfed said into the radio in the car, as he slid into the driver’s side.

Iden slid into the passenger side of the car with the little girl on his lap. Dyfed looked over at them, taking the seat belt and helping to wrap it across Iden and the little girl. “We are going to have to give her a name,” Dyfed said, looking down at the girl, whose eyes were still wide as she looked around her. Iden wondered if she had ever been outside that hell.

“I think Branwen, little raven,” Iden said with a small smile down at the little girl.

Dyfed chuckled and nodded his head, “I think that suits her, Branwen, the pretty little raven.”

Iden smiled down at the little girl and she blinked up at him. One look at her told Iden she was petrified. God only knew what she had been through in her tiny life. He didn’t even know how old she was. But he wasn’t going to let her feel that kind of pain ever again.
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5 years later

“That’s not true, you take it back Karney,” Branwen screeched, as she sat on top of her older brother, flailing her fists down into his chest and arms.

“It is true, bug, I heard Da telling Uncle Rauri about it.

Tears flooded down over her cheeks as Karney told her what he had heard. Her mam and da weren’t hers. They found her in a house with other people. They stole her. She couldn’t believe what Karney was saying, but he had never lied to her before, she didn’t see why he would now.

“What in Jesus name is going on here?” Mam roared as she marched down the yard toward where Branwen had Karney pinned beneath her.

Mam stopped beside the wrestling pair and plucked Branwen into her arms, “you come with me, Karney, you get in there with your da, he wants a word wit ye boy,” she growled.

Karney stood and dusted his jeans off, his head lowered, with his blonde hair flopping about his face, he slowly scuffed his feet towards the house, where their da stood at the back door, his meaty arms folded across his chest.

“Come now, dry those tears off, we are going to have a little chat,” Mam said as she started to walk hand in hand with Branwen down the yard toward the little vegetable garden she kept. 

It was her mam’s favorite part of the garden, she spent hours there tending to her vegetables. It was here that she had taught Branwen all about the fairies and little people that could be found in nature. Mam sat down on the small bench that their da had built and patted the seat beside her. Branwen climbed up and snuggled in close looking up at her mam. She wasn’t a tall woman, but beautiful, she had green eyes that shone with delight, and flaming red hair. Karney looked more like their da, he had the same blonde hair and blue eyes, and wore the same scowl that their da did. Finnbarr though, he looked just like their mam, with his green eyes and red hair with streaks of blonde. Branwen had never given it a lot of thought as to why she looked so different to her parents. Underneath it all, she knew that what Karney was saying was the truth, but she didn’t want to believe that the parents she loved more than life, would steal her from people. 

“Now, I know what Karney told you, and I’m sorry that he said anything at all,” Mam began.

Branwen looked up at her mam with dark eyes, tears still sitting on her lashes, “is it true Mam? Did Da and Uncle Dyfed steal me from people?”

Mam sighed and shook her head, “no child, they didn’t steal you. It’s true that you didn’t come from my body, or your da’s, but stolen you weren’t.”

“Then where are my real mam and da?” Branwen asked.

Mam’s face paled, “child, we are your real mam and da. After Finnbarr was born, my body no longer worked, I couldn’t have any more barn. Then one day, your da and Uncle Dyfed were on a job. They were at some very bad people’s home. That is where they found ye. You were unhealthy, wouldn’t speak a word, would just look up at us with those big dark eyes of yours. We didn’t even know your name. But it was your da that called ye Branwen, because it means little raven.”

Branwen smiled, her uncle Dyfed never called her Branwen, he always called her Little Raven, now she understood why. “So, who were the people that had me Mam?”

“They were bad people who did bad things, drugs, robbing and hurting people, your Uncle Dyfed took care of them, you don’t have to worry about them no more,” she said as she pulled Branwen to her side.

Branwen rested her head on her mam’s chest as she thought about where she had come from, and who the people were. She was glad that Uncle Dyfed had dealt with them, she hated them. She couldn’t remember them, but she was glad, she didn’t want to live with bad people. She had been taught in school that drugs were bad, and she didn’t want to be around them. 

“Thank you, Mam,” Branwen said looking up into the beautiful face of her mam.

Mam leaned forward and kissed the top of Branwen’s head, “you may not have come from my body, but you have always been in my heart. I love ye as much as I love your knuckleheaded brothers,” she chuckled.

Branwen giggled, “I love them too.”

Movement behind them had her turning to look to see Karney walking towards them with their da. Karney’s face was tear streaked and he had his hands shoved deep in his pockets. Da wore a scowl on his face that was deeper than normal. Branwen stood and ran towards Karney, wrapping her arms around his waist and pressing her head into his chest. He towered over her, Karney, was three years older than Branwen, but he was tall and wide just like their da.

“I’m sorry Little Raven, I shoulda never told you that stuff,” he said into her hair.

Branwen looked up at him and gave him a smile, “it’s okay Karney, Mam explained everything, I’m glad that Da and Uncle Dyfed brought me back here to live. I love you.”

Karney’s eyes welled up with tears again as he kissed her forehead and squeezed her to him, “I love you too,” he said as his voice hitched.

Branwen released Karney and stepped toward their da who was watching everything that went on. When she got to him, he lifted her into his arms, Branwen automatically wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed a kiss to his cheek. 

“You alright little one?” Da asked looking at her with a frown etched into his brow.

Branwen reached out and smoothed his brow with her thumb, before taking her fingers and pushing at his cheeks to force him to smile. When he held the smile, she nodded her head. “I’m good Da,” she said with a firm nod.

“Good,” he said with a wink.

Branwen giggled and wriggled in his arms, to be released. Once her da put her back down on firm ground, she turned to see Karney, standing beside their mam, who had her arm around his shoulders. Branwen reached out and took Karney’s hand and started to walk away. “Let’s go play rugby Karney,” she said with a smile.

Karney raised a brow at her, “you want to play rugby?” he asked cynically.

Branwen laughed and nodded her head before running forward, with Karney’s hand still clasped in hers. It had shocked her to know that she hadn’t come from her mam’s body and she was curious about the people that had her, but she was glad that her da and Uncle Dyfed found her and brought her home. She was happy, loved and healthy here. 
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6 years later

Tears streamed down Branwen’s face as she ran through the school yard and out the gate. “Branwen,” Finnbarr called from behind her.

She looked over her shoulder but didn’t slow down, her legs pumped fast beneath her as she continued to run. Her lungs were burning, and her heart was pounding. She could hear Finnbarr’s feet pounding on the concrete behind her, suddenly arms surrounded her waist and lifted her, pulling her tight against Finnbarr’s chest. 

“Let me go Finnbarr, I can’t stand them bitches, I don’t want to be around them anymore,” she cried.

“Stop fighting little Raven girl,” Finnbarr growled.

She went still in his arms and let him set her on the ground, turning her to face him. She looked up into his face. He had grown so tall over the last year, he was now easily six feet. His curly red hair was long and hung down over his shoulders. He looked down at her with concern etched in his handsome face. Finnbarr had not long turned fifteen, every girl in their school wanted him or Karney, it twisted Branwen’s gut with jealousy when she heard the girls talking about what they had done with her brothers. She didn’t know anything much about sex, she didn’t have a boyfriend. Karney and Finnbarr chased off any boy that even looked at her. It irritated Branwen. She wanted a chance to feel like the girls that swooned after her brothers did. 

Branwen’s feelings were so confusing when it came to her brothers. Sometimes she would look at them in a way that she knew she shouldn’t. Like when they would hug her and hold onto her a little longer, or at night when she could hear Karney in his room with a girl, she would imagine it was her in there, doing the things they did. She didn’t want to think about her brothers the way she did, but she couldn’t stop herself. Branwen thought she was broken - she couldn’t help but wonder if the people that had her before her mam and da had broken her. Uncle Dyfed and his boyfriend Uncle Rauri, told her one day how the people that had her, her biological parents, had raped her when she was little. That night she had slid her fingers inside her to see if she could feel her hymen. She didn’t know what it would feel like, if there was one there, but she could only believe Dyfed and Rauri, they wouldn’t lie to her.

“What happened Little Raven?” Finnbarr asked, using the nickname that her whole family used. She liked it when they used it, but the kids at school had taken to teasing her about her name and her looks. 

She looked so different to Finnbarr and Karney, she knew the reason was because she didn’t have the same mam and da as them, but it wasn’t something they told anyone. As far as Mam and Da were concerned she was theirs and they were hers. Branwen felt like she belonged, she didn’t long to know more about her biological family, she was loved, and she was a Murphy just as much as Finnbarr and Karney were.

“Siobhan, she doesn’t let up. Finnbarr I know that I’m not really your sister, I know that we don’t share blood and that’s why we don’t look like each other, but fuck, Siobhan she just won’t stop,” Branwen rambled.

Finnbarr frowned and put his hands on Branwen’s cheeks, looking down into her eyes. Branwen’s heart started to pound and her lips dropped open. She didn’t want to think about her brother this way, but it was times like these that Branwen couldn’t keep her thoughts from roaming about what it would be like to kiss Finnbarr or Karney.

“You listen to me, that bitch don’t mean nothin’, you’re our sister, we don’t share blood but who the fuck cares. You’re ours, Little Raven,” he growled.

Tears prickled at Branwen’s eyes and she nodded her head. Finnbarr ran his thumb under her eyes, to wipe the tears that trickled down her cheeks.

“They never let up Finnbarr, they say I’m not a real Murphy, that I’m just the spare or the charity case.”

Finnbarr frowned again, he leaned forward and kissed Branwen’s forehead, she closed her eyes and soaked in Finnbarr’s scent. He smelt like a mix of vanilla and cinnamon. He pulled her into his chest, holding her tight against him. 

“You’re no spare or charity case Little Raven,” he whispered into her hair.

Branwen wrapped her arms around his waist and squeezed him to her, unwilling to let go, while she soaked in Finnbarr’s strength.
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2 years later

“What the hell are you doin’ get off of him,” Branwen roared as she rounded the corner and saw the three boys that had the new kid pressed against the wall.

One of the boys, named Connor, looked over his shoulder and sneered. He was a slimy son of a bitch. His father worked for Branwen’s father and he always walked around like he was king dick of Northern Ireland. The truth was, he was just some lowly lackey that worked for her father and Uncle Dyfed. But it never seemed to stop him from throwing his weight around.

“Well if it isn’t the Little Raven coming to the rescue,” Connor snarled in her direction. 

Branwen narrowed her eyes and glared at him. However, the distraction she caused gave room for the new boy to get away. He looked over at Branwen, with conflict on his face. She could see that he wanted to protect her, but he was powerless against the three boys. She nodded her head at him subtly to let him know that she was going to be okay. The boy nodded and turned, running around the corner. She didn’t know his name, only that he had started at their school that morning. The rumors were thick about him, that he was the son of the Russian mafia, that he was here as a spy, all sorts of garbage that Branwen couldn’t be bothered with.

Connor and his three minions started to advance on her as Branwen stepped back towards the way she came.

“Where are you going, Little Raven?” Connor asked, his lip curled in a sneer. 

“Just walk away, Connor,” she said, attempting to stop her voice from trembling. She knew it was stupid to stand up against Connor and his gang, but she couldn’t stand by and watch them beat up some innocent kid because he was different to them. She hated injustice and wouldn’t stand back and let it happen around her.

However, Connor terrified her. He always made her feel so uneasy when he looked at her. There was something about Connor that was inherently evil. And caused a shudder to run up her spine. Branwen continued to move backwards, to get away from him, but the more steps she took away the more Connor and his gang advanced. She knew that there was going to be no escaping and she would have to fight her way out. Branwen silently thanked Karney and Finnbarr for teaching her to fight, she didn’t want to have to use violence, she didn’t particularly care for it, but she wasn’t the type of girl that would lay down and let someone walk all over her either.

Branwen stepped back again, but this time she hit a firm body that she hadn’t noticed behind her. Glancing over her shoulder she saw that it was Connor’s younger brother, Michael. Branwen inwardly groaned, this was going to be bad, she knew although she could fight and she would give it all she had, she wasn’t going to escape this without pain. Michael put his hands around Branwen’s waist. She stiffened in his arms, ready to slam her head back into his face. Thankfully the Kelly brothers weren’t tall, giving her more of a chance. 

“Let me go, Michael,” Branwen growled.

Michael chuckled as Connor reached for her, but she was quicker. Branwen threw her head back with everything she had, feeling the crack of Michael’s nose hit her skull. Pain shot through the back of her head, but she refused to succumb to it. Michael wailed and instantly let go of her body, to clutch at his face. Branwen didn’t turn to look at him, knowing that now wasn’t the time to get distracted. She threw her arm back with a clenched fist and aimed for Connor’s face, knocking him in the cheek. She watched as his head snapped back. 

“Bitch,” Connor roared, reaching out and snagging one of her arms in his.

Branwen, tried to yank her arm out of his clasp, but his grasp was too tight. She threw another punch, this time into his stomach, causing him to grunt. In the background, Michael was still crying, while Connor’s friends stood watching with wide eyes. None of them expected her to fight back.

“Grab her fucking arms,” Connor roared at his friends.

Instantly they all jumped into action and started to pin her against the wall, holding her fists above her head. Branwen screamed and continued to flail, fighting hard and kicking her legs to get out of their hold. She was a good fighter, but she was no match for the four of them. 

“Lay her on the ground,” Connor demanded.

She felt her body get pulled off the wall and slammed into the concrete. Her head ricocheted off the ground, causing her to cry out as stars danced in front of her eyes. Darkness threatened to overcome her, but she refused to give in. There was no way she was going to let the Kelly brothers and their band of merry men, win. Branwen kicked out trying to dislodge the two guys, Angus and Patrick, but it didn’t seem to matter what she did she couldn’t get them to let go. Connor climbed on top of Branwen’s waist, pinning her thighs and preventing her from kicking. He looked down on her and gave her a wicked smile that filled Branwen with dread.
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