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      Jonas Nelson is the ‘nerd’ behind the missions. A virtual genius, he sits behind his computer and patiently tracks the evil men and women they’re hired to capture. He’s a badass in his own right, but prefers to be behind the scenes, unlike his two brothers. His escape from the worldwide web and the missions they embark on is underground fighting, MMA style.

      

      Since they disposed of Sinclair, Jonas has been watching his widow, who’s unaware of where her husband has disappeared to. He doesn’t like what he sees, though, as she is constantly peeking out the blinds to watch and see if her abusive husband makes a reappearance. It has him on edge and his protective instincts on high alert.

      

      Raven Robenstein is an IT genius. A chance encounter with a man who came knocking on her door one evening, one she would describe to friends, if she had any left, as ‘hot as hell but out of my league’ leads to a job opportunity that will help her pay for her son's surgery to repair a congenital heart defect.

      

      When the local gang targets Raven, she turns to Jonas for help, never expecting to find the one thing her heart was missing—him.
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      To our families - we couldn’t do this crazy thing without your love and support. Thank you for the meals you’ve prepared, the drinks you’ve grabbed from the fridge, and most of all, the encouragement to keep going on the tough days.

      

      Liberty & Darlene
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        Jonas

      

      

      

      It’s been a little over six weeks since I started my stake-out of Sinclair’s now widow. I was drawn to her immediately from her photographs alone, but those have nothing on the real live version of her. She’s a wet-dream in a nutshell. The kind of woman as a teenage boy I used to jack off to. What the fuck she was doing with that son-of-a-bitch, Sinclair Robenstein, is beyond me. She deserves so much more than a man like him could offer. She deserves to be worshiped and put up on a pedestal. She is the epitome of what every woman longs to be. She also looks like a scared bunny rabbit seeking shelter. A safe haven that I want to provide! I want to protect her from the evils of the world and kill the monsters that lurk under her bed. I want to chase all of her demons away and slay all of her dragons.

      Raven Robenstein.

      Now that’s a woman I can sink my teeth into. Her name on my tongue causes my dick to swell in need and want.

      She has long blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, and a body that makes a man quiver in anticipation. And those legs, don’t even get me started on those. All I can visualize is them wrapped around my neck as I taste the deliciousness that is her flavor. I’ve had to adjust my jeans several times as the zipper digs into my heated flesh, with my overwhelming desire to claim her as my own.

      I just need to figure out how to approach her without giving away the fact that we were responsible for her asshole husband’s sudden disappearance, and demise. I did manage to do some things behind the scenes, and the monies that were in his name were delivered to her house.

      In cash.

      I remember the look on her face when she opened her door and saw the bag sitting there. She carried it inside and I watched through her open living room window as she opened the bag and pulled out the note.

      

      Raven,

      Trust me when I say that you’ve earned every penny of this and more. Please use it to take care of yourself and your son.

      Forever your new and devoted friend,

      J

      

      She was smart, though, she didn’t just run to her bank and make a hefty deposit, which would have drawn a lot of suspicion her way. No, she opened several new accounts, made a decent deposit in each of them, and put the rest in the fireproof lock box that I know is in her bedroom closet. She’s a smart woman, knows how to keep a trail of money from being discovered. Unless, that is, there’s someone like me that can trace every penny of it. But that’s okay, I’ll be there to help her pave the way for a new life for her, and her boy.

      But yet, I sit. I watch. I wait.

      Biding my time and getting as much of a paper trail as I can to show her. I mean, without proof, why would I expect her to believe a word I say? I’m a stranger to her. Soon, she’ll start receiving packages detailing the wrongdoings of her husband. She’ll learn what a true monster she was married to. I am both looking forward to her seeing what I’ve found, and also worried about how hard she’s going to take it. From my end of things, it doesn’t seem like she’s missing her husband too terribly much. She actually seems more relieved he’s not around with each hour that passes.

      I wouldn’t trust me, if I was the one to walk up to her door and open up her version of doomsday. Sinclair Robenstein was evil personified. What I wonder the most is, was she aware of his activities? Was she aware of the things he was doing to innocent women and children? From what I’ve observed, my gut tells me no, but I am a watcher. I’ll keep my lids open and never allow anyone to pull the wool over my eyes.

      I’ve amassed an indisputable amount of documentation of the depraved things he was involved in. The women he kidnapped was just the fucking tip on a huge-ass iceberg. He had a multitude of shell corporations that showed her as the CEO. Based on my research, she never leaves the house unless it’s to run to the grocery store, or to drive her kid back and forth to school. There’s no fucking way she ran businesses of that magnitude from home. The good thing is, I managed to maneuver things so that her name was removed from everything and put it all into his name. Hopefully, that will keep her safe from any of his business associates and the law.

      I long for that day to come, however, the one where I can knock on her door and speak to her face-to-face. Her kid is standoffish with anyone but his mother. I’ve seen proof of this when I’ve followed her to the grocery store, bank, and when she took him to purchase a new pair of shoes. He stayed glued to her side and never strayed. That’s unusual for a boy his age. Usually, they’re wandering around and getting lost. In some ways, his behaviors remind me of me and my brothers and how we were growing up. My anger flares when I think that a boy that small may have endured what we put up with from our old man. He’s slight in size, and I wonder if he has any health issues. I didn’t find any while trolling the web, but that doesn’t mean anything. Her piece of shit husband could have paid someone to come to them to keep that quiet so that he wouldn’t be perceived as being weak. Yeah, I know how that fucker likely thought based on our interrogation of him and the shit I’ve found. Good riddance to taking out the fucking trash is all I’ve gotta say.

      My fists clench wondering what that bastard said or did that has that little guy scared of his own shadow. I mentally vow to do everything I can to help him overcome that feeling.

      My goals set, I leave and head back to the office to see if any of the feelers I put out into cyberspace have caught anything yet.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      I don’t know why my husband has suddenly up and disappeared. He’s never given me that kind of freedom before. What’s happened now? I don’t ask because I miss him, I ask because I’m terrified he’ll come back. Ours was an arranged marriage, and honestly, I loathe the man and his evil, dastardly ways.

      My son is scared to death of him.

      My family refuses to have us over because of the way he acts and treats us. Not to mention the fact that he’s basically alienated me from anyone who gives a damn about me.

      My friends, the few I had anyway, have abandoned me. Scared of him and his words, they all disappeared without a word. The only ones I have now are online, that’s not to say I trust a single one of them. He’s made sure I don’t have a trusting bone left in my body.

      It’s weird, because my dad’s the one who insisted on this marriage merger to begin with. I couldn’t stand my husband on first glance, but I did what I had to do for my family. It was sheer dumb luck that I got pregnant the first time out of the gate. Thankfully, he hasn’t touched me since that one time. I shudder at the memory of him. He uses sex as a weapon, so I’m glad he lost interest in me once we realized I had become pregnant. The day I found out I was expecting was not only the best day of my life as a mother-to-be but being pregnant saved me from my husband’s abusive hands.

      Wrapping things up, it was awful. Granted, as a virgin, I shouldn’t have realized that, but before him, I had girlfriends and they talked. A lot. About their one-night stands, about their long-term boyfriends. So I know how it should be. Plus, I read constantly, and even though it’s fiction, there’s absolutely no way there’s not a tiny bit of truth as far as I’m concerned!

      I know he has women on the side. I’m not dumb enough to believe a man like him can go without. If I had proof of it, it would be enough to file for a divorce without any backlash from my family. But he’s always been too careful and believe me, I’ve searched. Nothing on the credit card statements or our joint bank statement. Not that my family likes him, but they sure as hell like his contacts. They use him as their stepping stone, the same way they used me. Anything to put them on top, make them a force to be reckoned with. They don’t care if they gave their only daughter to a piece of shit who’s hellbent on making my life a living hell.

      But with his sudden disappearance, I have a feeling that something bad is coming my way. I need a plan, one that includes me and Damien disappearing. I won’t let my son become a pawn in someone’s game or gain. He’s innocent in all this mess, and I won’t let him become anyone’s victim or bargaining chip. I will protect him with my last breath.
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        Jonas

      

      

      

      Two weeks later, I’m coming home from yet another round of watching Raven and her boy Damien. When I make it back to the house, Silas is pacing back and forth in the front yard. “What’s up?” I ask him as I walk up to the front door.

      “Destiny is having a therapy session, and it’s driving me insane not being in there to protect her.”

      “You can’t protect her from what’s already taken place,” I try to ease his worry.

      “I just don’t see what reliving it, over and over again, is going to accomplish.” His anguish over that little slip of a woman is consuming him. Mr. Silent, Mr. I Don’t Give a Fuck, has apparently lost his mind over her. This is either a good thing, or it’s gonna go south. Knowing Silas, it’s a toss-up. I mentally gear up for a long and bumpy road where they’re concerned.

      “Sometimes, people get stuck in their heads when shit happens to them. Talking about it makes it so it’s not hidden any more, it’s out in the open.”

      “Okay, Dr. Phil, anything else you wanna add?” His tone is grouchy as fuck, and I realize that maybe I should have kept my opinions to myself.

      “Nothing, actually. Just saying, she’ll be fine. She’s got you, and of course, Piper. And we’ll help wherever needed.”

      “She feels like trash, Jonas.” Now he sounds gutted, something that I’ve never heard because he was the one who took it from our dad and that’s hardened him. The fact that Destiny has gotten to him is telling and I file it away for future reference.

      “But she’s not, and we’ll all help her recognize that.” My hope is that he believes in us enough to know we’ll never stray from our devotion where Piper and her sister are concerned.

      “What if she never does?” he chokes out.

      “Have you met our sister-in-law?” I question. “Do you remember what she did in an effort to get her sister back? She’s not gonna stop, Silas. Not ever.” I’m convinced of that fact.

      He chuckles because when we first met Piper, she was hell on wheels. Gave Atticus a run for his money and giving us all a good laugh at times. She earned the nickname he gave her, that’s for sure! “Yeah, you’re right. I’m probably worried over nothing.”

      “Didn’t say it was gonna be a walk in the park,” I caution.

      “Yeah, not expecting that at all. Her nightmares haven’t stopped yet.” I look at him closely and see the exhaustion on his face.

      “You look wiped, brother,” I tell him.

      “Nightmares means no sleep,” he replies. “So, how’s the Widow Robenstein?”

      Fuck, shoulda remembered that Silas doesn’t miss shit! “Uh, fine.”

      “You talked to her yet? Told her what you’ve found?” His twenty questions are starting to grate on my nerves.

      “Nope,” I bite through my teeth. “It’s not time yet.”

      “Why not?” I’m fixing to knock his front teeth out if he doesn’t leave me the fuck alone. I’ve had a long night and just want to shower and get some shut-eye.

      “Because she’s not ready.” I’m sticking as close to the truth as I possibly can. I don’t want to tell him it’s because I fear how I’ll react upon getting up close and personal with her and what it will mean for my sanity.

      “She’s not ready or you’re not ready?” Motherfucker!

      “Fuck you, Silas,” I grouse. Asshole. Thinks because he’s the oldest he has to have his fingers in everything going on and that is not the case here!

      “You should do it soon, Jonas, before she decides to ghost on you.” This makes me halt in my steps. Would she?

      “Why the fuck would she ghost on me?” I need to know what he’s thinking.

      “Really? She may or may not have known what her asshole ex was into, but there’s no way she’s not freaked out by the fact he’s been gone for weeks now!” Son-of-a-motherfucking-bitch! I don’t want to even think about her disappearing. I’d find her, though, there’s no place she can hide that I can’t track her down.

      “Guess I need to rethink my plan then,” I state. “Anything else? I’m wiped and need a shower and some sleep.”

      “Word of advice, don’t let her go. We may need her down the line,” he advises me. I wave him off over my shoulder and head into the house. Thoughts begin to bombard me. I guess it’s time to make my play. It’s time for Raven and I to meet face-to-face.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      “Not another package,” I groan as the doorbell dings. “I don’t know who’s sending these, but they contain graphic images and information. I, for one, am tired of having it in black and white, and shoved in my face, of my husband’s wrongdoings. I knew he wasn’t a saint, but I had no idea he was this bad.” I probably shouldn’t talk to myself, but right now, it’s the only thing keeping me sane.

      Hesitantly, I open the envelope and a letter slips out. I watch as it floats out of the package and lands on the floor. It was close to dramatic, something seen on a television program. The climactic moment as all the pieces come together. Sighing at my overly dramatic imagination, I bend down and grab the piece of folded paper off the floor. Sitting the heavy envelope on my coffee table, I sit down on the couch and slowly open the note.

      

      Dearest Raven,

      I’m sorry that I’ve had to share information with you via packages, but I’ve been busy keeping you and Damien safe. You two are innocent in all of the questionable activities of your late spouse. I will explain this part to you in person. I realize you don’t know me from Adam, but I’m hoping you’ll grant me the time to explain everything to you in full detail. It’s very important that any discussions we have are in a secure location. Somewhere safe, where prying eyes and ears have no chance of discovering, or overhearing, our connection and conversation. This is something that needs to take place sooner rather than later. In the package is an address and map for you to meet me at. I’ll be there at exactly nine a.m. tomorrow morning. This should give you time to take care of your boy and get him off to school. I mean you no harm, I only wish to protect the innocent. Which is what I’ve been doing for you two.

      

      Sincerely,

      Jonas

      

      What the everloving fuck! I can’t imagine that meeting this man alone is a good idea, but what choice am I left with? I need to know what I’m facing. Going upstairs, I go into Sinclair’s office and key in the code to his safe. He had no clue I knew this tidbit of information, but I always feared I’d need what’s inside one day. And that day seems to have reared its ugly head.

      Looking at all the papers, stacks of money, and weaponry should have been my first clue that he wasn’t on the upside of the law, but I tried to stay as far from his dealings as possible. I didn’t and don’t trust him, but I know that I may need something to protect myself from this unknown male. I don’t trust anyone, especially that of the male origin, but my gut is screaming at me that I need to go to this meeting with this Jonas character.

      Taking out the small handgun, I load it and take it downstairs to place in my purse. A woman can never be too cautious is my motto. I’m responsible for Damien and there’s no way on earth I won’t protect myself at all costs since I’m all he’s got.

      I think about my little man and smile. He was born early and according to the doctors, he’ll eventually catch up to his peers. Right now, he’s barely three feet tall, with a mop of curly blond hair and the biggest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. He’s got a smattering of freckles across his nose which he hates, but I foresee a woman down the line falling in love with them. I hate how Sinclair treated him, opting to ignore him most of the time. Other times, he would yell and scream at him, which scared my boy to the point he pretty much stopped talking. ‘Children should be seen and not heard’ was the philosophy that my piece of shit husband lived by, something I’m trying to change. I always have music playing and have found several age-appropriate shows for Damien.

      He seems to be coming out of his shell a little bit, but I worry that I’m not doing enough to help him. The last conference at school was concerning and they started talking about putting him in special education. I know my son is bright, he just had a rough start. All of which I can thank his father for, the moron. He was never meant to be a father, why he decided to keep us around and not let us leave, is beyond me. He didn’t really care for either one of us, and he showed it every time he walked through the front door.

      Once I have my gun secured in my purse, I head over to the kitchen to take stock of what we have and what we’re in need of. Getting my pad and pen out of my junk drawer, I begin making a list. “I should do online shopping, this list of things we need is outrageous!” I huff in outrage of how empty I’ve allowed my pantry to become. “Take-out isn’t an option anymore.” I’ve slacked with leaving the house. I try not to show myself around town as much as possible. No, I’m not a recluse, but I’ve always feared pissing Sinclair off, and becoming his punching bag. I don’t like to be in his line of fire.

      He had someone watching my every move, of that I’m certain of. He should’ve never known when I grabbed that extra paperback romance novel or got Damien his favorite afternoon snacks. The ones that he deemed unworthy, and unnecessary. If I wasn’t seeing the other side of his fist, I was always at the other end of his verbal, and emotional abuse. The man was unhappy in life, and always made sure those around him were just as miserable as his pathetic excuse of existence was.

      Sighing in exasperation, I finish up my list and get ready to head out the door to pick Damien up from school.
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        Jonas

      

      

      

      I’m playing stalker again. I can’t seem to get enough of watching her and learning who she is through her activities of the day. So fucking pretty. Her hair is pulled up in a high ponytail today, and she’s wearing a pair of distressed jeans, those little short boots that women seem to like, and a cream-colored off the shoulder shirt. Through the binoculars, I see that she’s headed towards her car, which she doesn’t park in the garage for some reason. I make a note to tell her that for safety reasons, she really should park inside the garage. Once she’s in the car, I see the brake lights and glancing down at my watch, I realize that she’s probably running to get her son from school.

      She doesn’t notice that I’m following her, but just in case, I still maintain a safe distance, since we haven’t formally met. I don’t go through the car rider line at the school, which I might add, is a fucking nightmare. Instead, I wait until she has her son, then once she’s back on the road, I begin following her again.

      When she pulls into the shopping center, I realize that she’s likely going to the grocery store based on previous times where I’ve followed her. I grin when I see her take his hand in hers once she gets him out of the car. She’s chattering away to him, and I notice he doesn’t respond much, just an occasional smile or shake of his head.

      To keep from looking like a total creeper, I grab a cart and start ‘following’ them, finding items that we can use at our place, and putting them in. I wish I could get closer, but I’m afraid it’ll scare her. I smirk when I toss in several boxes of cereal that Piper likes, knowing it’ll tick Atticus off.

      An hour later, I find myself standing one person behind her in the checkout lane. When she grabs her belongings, I suddenly have heart palpitations at the thought of how long it will take for me to get done. This guy in front of me is a chatterbox and I want to shove my size twelve boot up his ass. When he finally finishes and hands the cashier money, I begin to invade his personal space. This should get him moving along. He looks over at me, and before he has a chance to scowl at me, I send him my most lethal ‘don’t fuck with me’ look that has him scurrying out of the line.

      “Good afternoon, sir.” The cashier smiles brightly at me. I tilt my mouth up on one side, I’m friendly, but not overly so. “Did you find everything you needed today?”

      “Yeah. Kind of in a hurry here if you don’t mind?” I’m not sure if I was informing her of this, or questioning her ability to get me the fuck out in a timely manner.

      “Then you’re in luck, I happen to be the fastest cashier here,” she replies, continuously running my items across the scanner. “That’ll be fifty-nine dollars and thirty cents. Would you like to round up for charity?” Anything that’ll get me the fuck outta here! I hand her three twenties and tell her to keep it, then start helping the bag boy with my stuff. I can see Raven through the front window, she’s not in her car, though.

      Seeing what’s happening, I quickly grab my bags and head out the door, to hear some douchebag saying, “I know you know where he is, bitch. Tell me now!”

      “Is there a problem?” I question, as I invade their conversation. I end up standing next to Raven but positioning myself between her and this asshole. Her boy is now crowding behind her, and I can see him trembling at the fucker’s tone, which pisses me off further.

      “This is between me and the lady,” he grunts out. I know from our investigation into her husband that this is one of his lackeys and make a mental note that he needs to go away. On a permanent basis. He needs to take a swim with the fish at the bottom of the lake.

      “I’ve told you, Shawn, that I haven’t seen him in a few weeks. I just presumed he was on a business trip.” Her voice is firm, and I’m proud of the fact that she’s standing tall and showing no fear.

      “Yeah, right. You know something, bitch.” This motherfucker is fixing to lose all of his front teeth, if he continues to speak to her like he is.

      “No, I don’t. Have you tried calling him?”

      “He’s not picking up.” Of course, he’s not. Satan doesn’t allow cellphones in hell.

      “Then I don’t know what to tell you. Have you checked with Saul?” I know that Saul is the second-in-command of the asswipe’s organization, and he’s on our list of fuckers to take care of as well.

      “Saul can’t reach him either.” He glares at her, then extends it to me, but I give him my own eat shit look right back. “Fine, but if you hear from him, you tell him he needs to call us.”

      “I will.” She watches him stomp off before she turns and crouches down. “Sorry, sweetie, are you okay?” She barely glances in my direction, her main concern is her kid. We will need to work on her survival skills at a later date.

      “Who was that man, Mommy?”

      “Someone who works with your father.”

      “He scared me.” Now, I want to go after the son-of-a-bitch, and make him eat asphalt for scaring Damien the way he did.

      “I know and I’m sorry. Look, Damien, over there!” she says, pointing off to the side where someone is standing with a box of puppies. “Let’s go look.”

      I follow her and Damien as they head over towards the box of doom. Dogs are like newborn babies, all they do is eat, sleep, and shit. Soon, his pinched look is replaced with childish giggles as the puppies clamor for his attention, yipping and licking. “Can we get one?” he asks, looking up at her.

      She hesitates for a minute before replying, “Sure, why not.” As if she has finally noticed me, she says, “Uh, not sure why you stepped in, but it’s appreciated. Mr.?”

      Well, I didn’t think this one through thoroughly before I charged in. “Jonas, I’ll be seeing you tomorrow morning,” I lean down and whisper into her ear. She gasps and covers her mouth. “I told you, I’m here to protect you… always.” Turning, I walk around the side of the building. It’s nowhere near where I am parked, but I don’t want her to know my vehicle. Running someone’s license plate is easy, and I’m not ready to lose the upper hand right now.

      

      
        
        Raven

      

      

      

      When he walks away, I’m stunned speechless. “Mommy?” My little guy tugs on my arm to get my attention.

      “Yes?” I respond, eyes still glued to the side of the building where Jonas disappeared.

      “I want this one, okay?” he asks, holding a buff-colored puppy. I nod, thinking of all the things I now have to do, like find a vet and get supplies.

      “What do you think you’ll name him?” Normal, Raven, keep shit normal for him.

      “Scooby,” he states. I grin because that’s his favorite show. I hope in his young mind he realizes the dog won’t be talking to him and asking for scooby snacks to perform. I hold back the snicker that wants to leave my mouth.

      “Well, let’s get our groceries, and Scooby, in the car. We need to find a vet and also get stuff for him, you know.”

      “Like what?” His innocent question, lets me know that he’s not as grown up as he sometimes acts.

      “A kennel, bowls, some toys, food, snacks,” I rattle off. He nods, carrying his puppy and laughing as Scooby licks his face, as we walk to the car. I get him and his puppy in and buckled up before I load the groceries in the trunk. “Okay, let Mommy google to see if there’s a vet open right now.”

      He’s lost in giggles, as the puppy continuously licks his face, and I find myself praying, that what Jonas sent me saying that Sinclair will never come back, is the truth. A few minutes of searching, and I’m headed to the vet’s office. He looks healthy, but I know he’ll need shots and shit.
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