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      For all the readers who fell in love with the Nelson brothers, this one is for y’all as we find out more about their ‘Ghost Team’!
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        Athena

      

      

      

      Connecting with my brothers was a dream I’d always prayed would come true. They were the exact opposite of our father, thankfully, except for the fact that all three of them were protective to a fault, something I sometimes enjoyed, yet at other times I wanted nothing more than to throttle them. Every last one of them. I now had a family and people to love unconditionally and care for; things I never expected based on the upbringing that was forced upon me. Is it possible that I might win the man of my dreams heart? I’m going to do everything within my power to ensure this outcome. I deserve a little joy and happiness in my life.

      

      
        
        Liam

      

      

      

      The best part about being a valued member of the Ghost Team is the comradery I have built with the other mercenaries. Growing up a military brat, I had planned to serve my country for the rest of my life, or at least until they forced me to retire. Our last mission forced us all to step back and reevaluate what we wanted, but our commander Silas had another formidable plan in mind, one that we all wholeheartedly agreed with putting into effect. What I never expected to find was that one woman who could bring me to my knees, vanquishing my old demons and providing me with a new outcome on life. Making her mine.

      

      When a threat against Athena forces her and Liam to flee to a safe house until the brothers can locate where it’s coming from, they find themselves deep in Amish country, living as husband and wife. Can Athena and Liam navigate through their twisted lives and nightmares to come out on the other side as one cohesive unit? Or will the lengths they need to go to and the hurdles to jump be more than this couple can endure?
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        Liam

      

      

      

      “Holy shit!” I scream out as the Humvee in front of me hits a landmine. The vehicle goes head over tires as it flies through the air. Half of my team is inside, and I’m worried about how severely they’re injured. “Alpha to Bravo!” I holler into my mic. “Answer me!”

      “Bravo to Alpha, we’re good. A little rough for the wear, but we’ll survive. I think Omega has a broken arm. It’s twisted at an odd angle.”

      Broken arms I can deal with, it’s all of my other fears of death that flashed before my eyes upon watching that accident.

      “Everyone accounted for?” I need the verbal verification.

      “10-4,” Echo informs me.

      My phone ringing wakes me up from my nightly nightmare. Every. Single. Night, it’s the same dream. We didn’t lose a member of our team, but the team that was ahead of them, each one of them passed away on that tragic assignment. That mission, it was the last straw, it made us all take pause and reevaluate our position in the military.

      It was enough of watching people lose their lives, men that we had fought alongside and broken bread with, all because our military sent us on mission after mission, ones where we came to firmly believe and concluded were ultimately suicide assignments. The best of the best were sent into these, and our team happened to be at the top of the line.

      Opening my blurry eyes, I look at the screen and see Silas’ name. Fuck. Another quest will soon be happening. Pressing on the green connect button, I answer, “That time again, brother?”

      “Unfortunately, in our line of work, the jobs never dry up,” Silas retorts.

      “That’s good for our bank balance, but it sucks for those living it until we get there and get them out,” I state with a yawn of exhaustion.

      “I’ve got Jonas sending you the encrypted files now. We need to put a plan in place as soon as you’ve read through the report in its entirety.”

      “I’m on it.” Despite the early hour, I know I won’t be getting back to sleep, so I disconnect the call then get up to shower, shit, and shave. Time’s wasting and someone’s life potentially depends on us.

      Once I’m clean and have taken care of all of my morning routines, I grab my clothes and head for my office. My Keurig machine is in there, so I don’t have to worry about heading into the kitchen for my much-needed cup of joe. It comes in handy when there’s an emergency and I need to be alert and caffeinated. Opening up my laptop, I go into the secret files and download the newest one. As I begin to read through it, my fury begins to rise.

      It’s a motherfucking hit list. And the Nelson brothers’ sister’s name is listed. “What the fuck!” I don’t know her all that well, but since she joined their household as Damien’s nanny/homeschool teacher, she’s become integral to all of them. The fact that she’s the brothers’ sister makes this something we have to take care of immediately. It needs to be resolved with a permanent outcome. Even if that means the loss of human life, the brothers will expect nothing less than that.

      She’s Jonas’ twin which baffled the fuck out of all of us the day we found out. She busted her ass getting her teaching credentials and degree; something I admire the hell out of because most people would’ve given up. She worked for years to come up with the funds to go to school and eventually began taking courses as she could afford them. It pushed her behind, making her the oldest in her class, but she held her head high and kept putting one foot in front of the other. Even though she didn’t take the Nelson last name, she’s just as much of a badass as they are in her own rights.

      I grab my disposable cell phone that’s used for missions only and call Silas. “Did you see it?” he asks me through what can only be described as a menacing growl, one that’d make a grizzly bear proud.

      “Saw it. What the fuck, man? What is this shit?” I ask, fear evident in my voice for these women whose names are plastered on this document. This feels like Deja vu all over again. We just had a list we dealt with previously, does this shit ever end?

      “Jonas is doing his computer shit to dig into their lives. Raven is helping so hopefully; we’ll have more intel shortly.” You can hear the angered tone in Silas’ words as he spits this out.

      “Well, I know that Athena is protected since she’s with y’all. But what about these other women?” More importantly, what the fuck could they have done or even possibly know to put them on a motherfucking hit list?

      “From what they’ve been able to gather; they aren’t for ending their lives, they’re for putting them into a cell.”

      Before Silas continues I yell out, “They’re gonna auction them off? Why the fuck, how do they even get a list like this composed?” I have so many questions, but these are the ones on the tip of my tongue and the forefront of my mind.

      “Who the fuck knows? Right now, from what we can tell, they’re all around the same age and each of them fit other ‘criteria’ that the buyers are looking for. The one constant is that all are in child-bearing age range.”

      “The fuck? Do we have pictures to go along with these descriptions, Silas?”

      “That’s one of the things Jonas and Raven are working on as we speak. They’ll attach the photos to the file as soon as they have them. The team needs to split up and go after each of these women and offer them protection.”

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” My thoughts wander to Athena and a burning starts in my gut at the thought of one of my brothers being the one to protect her and keep her safe. I want that job, even though I’ve always thought of her as untouchable since she’s their sister. There’s an attraction, a magnetic pull I feel whenever we’re in the same room. I’ve just never put myself in the position to explore that avenue. I didn’t want to step on any toes, or put myself in a position, to where I piss off Silas, Jonas or Atticus. Those brothers are three of the most lethal badasses I’ve ever encountered, and I don’t want to be on the opposing side of their ire.

      “You’re on Athena duty, brother. We trust you with her. Not that we don’t trust the other guys, but you know how important she is to all of us,” Silas emphatically informs me. I nod my head even though he can’t see my action through the receiver. “We’re gonna send you to a safe house while we send in Montana and Trenton undercover to take down the cell.”

      “Trenton, the undercover cop? Since when do we use the law, Silas?”

      “He’s not your ordinary cop, Liam. He walks a thin line between the right side of the law and the black side of operations. He has no fear of getting his hands dirty and covering our tracks.” Silas’ explanation should soothe me, but it doesn’t. We don’t bow down to the government anymore; we make our own laws and abide by those. The law has certain criteria they’re forced to follow, we don’t like them… not one solitary bit. The ‘bad guys’ get off more times than not, especially if they’re rolling in the dough.

      Money talks, bullshit walks.

      “When do you want us to head out?” I address.

      “As soon as motherfucking possible,” he explicitly responds.

      

      
        
        Athena

      

      

      

      I’ve just walked into the kitchen and see the room filled with activity. “What’s going on?” I ask Destiny as I sit next to her on a stool at the bar.

      “I don’t know, but the men are on edge. Something big is fixing to go down,” she quietly answers.

      Ever since my brothers forced me to move in, it’s been one thing after another. I feel as if my life has become some sort of espionage novel or television show. I’m not used to this type of lifestyle, but I’m trying daily to accustom myself to it.

      “Pack a bag, Athena,” Silas booms out as he storms over to me.

      “What? Why?” I dumbfoundedly ask with my eyes firmly glued to him.

      “Liam will explain once y’all hit the road. I expect you to do everything he says, no questions asked,” Silas, my pigheaded brother commands.

      “But,” I start. Despite being happy at actually having my brothers in my life, right now, I’m wishing for my old, boring days where nothing ever changed.

      “No questions, Athena,” Atticus pipes in. The look he’s sporting should force me to keep my trap shut, but it seems bad tempers are deeply rooted in our family.

      “You do know I’m a grown-ass adult, right? Not some child who needs direction and to be told to do this or not do that!” I’m fuming; sometimes, the three of them gang up on me and it pisses me off. While I’ve never shared what it was like growing up with my pseudo parents, I damn sure know how to take care of myself even if I do have breasts and a pussy!

      “Well obviously, you do need some direction right about now,” Atticus seethingly replies. I hold back a laugh when Piper smacks the back of his head. I’d have done it, but he’s not close to me.

      “Thanks for having my back, girl,” I tell her. She throws her hand up and we high five one another.

      “Jesus fucking Christ, this is serious,” Silas scolds. “Liam has the details; you just need to do what he says. End of fucking story, I’m not explaining myself to you. This has to be done with no temper tantrums out of you.” He acts as though I spend my days throwing myself on the floor in a fit of anger or something!

      I dramatically roll my eyes at him, emphasizing my unhappiness and distaste for their proclamations and demands. I lived this long without a father; I don’t need three to suddenly be added to the list. “You’re so high-handed sometimes, big brother. What about Destiny, Piper and Raven? They coming along too?”

      “They’re not the ones in danger and that’s all I’m telling you,” Silas retorts with narrowed lids aimed in my direction. Me? In danger? What the fuck; I’m a teacher, for Christ’s sake. Nobody important in the big scheme of things.

      “How?” I ask, but I am interrupted when Jonas gives me another scalding look. Then, he clamps his hand over my mouth!

      Over. My. Mouth.

      What are we, five years old?

      “This is important, Athena. Stop stalling and go pack a light bag. Only bring a few articles of clothing, your bathroom odds and ends and get your ass on the road. The sooner you’re gone the quicker we can get things resolved and get you back home. We can’t protect you if you’re being stubborn,” my twin annoyingly states.

      “Fine,” I huff out. Bunch of stubborn, hard-headed assholes, all of them. Well, except for Damien, but I suspect that under their influence, that’ll end up changing at some point. I don’t want to leave; I enjoy being here with the girls and all the babies. I stomp out of the kitchen, glaring at my brothers, and head to my room.

      Pack a bag, Athena.

      You’re going, Athena.

      Don’t ask any questions, Athena.

      It’s just my life, why should I have any say-so in it? Dicks.

      Fuck that noise, assholes. I went from no men in my life to a group of annoying, stubborn, always in control Alphahole’s. Why me? I was living my life just fine, no one interfering in my daily routine, no one telling me where I can go and when I can do so. My social calendar wasn’t full, but at least I had one.

      Why did I agree to move in with them again? Oh yeah, because they told me I had to, no choices were given there. Knowing I’ll be with Liam sets off a wave of butterflies fluttering around in my stomach. He’s the first man I’ve ever felt that with, and it makes me nervous that we’ll be alone together. What if the crazy attraction I feel for him whenever he’s around is one-sided?

      That would be devastating to me.

      Granted, I’d have to share my past and fuck if I want to revisit that nightmare. Hell, I never even told anyone about that event in my life. Dear old Dad didn’t love me much, but even this would have caused him to burn the damn town down in a blaze of hellfire to avenge me. I miss my mom. She may not have given birth to me, but I wasn’t aware of that fact until recently, and she was an integral part of my childhood.

      I never got the chance to know my ‘biological mother’ before she was killed and I was sent off to live with ‘friends’ of old man Nelson. I’ve had to hear stories about her from my brothers, and she sounds wonderful; my heart breaks that I have no memories of her. None of my brothers remember me being born, which sucks, but in a way, it makes things easier knowing that we weren’t separated from one another after bonding for years.

      My adopted mom was a wonderful, caring woman who would’ve given anyone the shirt off of her back. It’s why our father, my biological father that is, was able to keep her under his thumb. She’d have done anything for that man even though she was married to another. A man who never acknowledged me when he came to visit, even if we were in the same room as one another. Being born with a vagina was enough of a discouragement and deterrent to encourage him to have anything to do with me.

      Well, fuck him and his misogynistic way of thinking.

      From what I understand, I had the better end of the deal anyway. My brothers were basically abused mentally, emotionally and physically by the jackass. I was just ignored, never feeling any sort of emotion from the stone-cold, unfeeling man. I’ll take that any day of the week over what my brothers endured from his heavy hand.

      Begrudgingly, I make my way to my room and toss a few things into a travel bag. I’m assuming wherever we’re heading off to has a washer and dryer since I was demanded to only bring a few days’ worth of clothes. There’s no way I can wear the same thing over and over again while being dirty.

      I may not need or require much in this unforgiving world, but I do prefer having clean undergarments on my unmentionable, private areas. The thought of wearing something that’s unclean, makes me shudder where I stand. Deciding that I’m not willing to take any chances, I pack a few extra pairs of underwear and add two more bras to the mix. Momma, the woman who raised me, always told me to wear clean panties at all times, don’t wanna end up with an emergency and be seen or smelled in soiled, dirty attire.

      Deciding that they can wait a little longer for me, I grab some clean clothes and go into the bathroom. While the shower is heating up, I strip down, a mischievous grin on my face. I take my time, shaving and exfoliating, while I deep condition my hair. Once I’m squeaky clean, I get out and dress, then start drying my hair. If I’m going to be forced to leave my home, I’m gonna look my best, dammit. My hair now dried and styled; I do a light makeup, so I look my best when I see Liam.

      Sitting here looking in the mirror, makes me think of the good old days when I was stripping my way through college. My daily choice of makeup is normally a swipe of mascara and glossing up my lips. Ever since I had to make myself up to go on stage, makeup has turned me off. But I want to look my best, make Liam do a double take when he sees me. I want him to notice me as I walk into a room, I want his mouth to hang open in shock, and I want to awaken his libido.
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        Liam

      

      

      

      I’m sitting in the kitchen, waiting for Athena, drinking my fifth cup of coffee of the day. I’m wired and ready to hit the road. I’m jittery and will be until I get her into the safety and confines of the safe house.

      “Okay, I’ve got everything,” Athena says as she saunters into the room. My eyes are instantaneously drawn to her form fitting clothes. My orbs zone in on her luscious full-figured hips as they sway with each movement. It’s a mesmerizing sight to behold. As my vision swims upward, I see her face all dolled up and my dick instantly jumps to life.

      Score charts, jumping sheep, think of anything other than those made up lips you wanna claim for yourself, I mentally berate myself. It simply won’t do for me to be sporting a hard-on around her fucking brothers. I don’t want to find myself on the receiving end of a bunch of broken bones, especially my nose.

      “I’ll go grab your bag,” Atticus states as he narrows his eyes on his sister's face. “There a reason you painted your face, little sister?”

      “No reason in particular, just felt the need to do so. And, I have my bag right here,” she says, lifting up the backpack that is stuffed so full, I’m surprised it actually zips.

      “Did you bring your entire wardrobe?” Atticus quips.

      “Smartass, no I did not! But I have my laptop, my e-reader, and all my chargers, plus the few articles of clothing y’all are allowing me to take. Oh, and there better be Wi-Fi wherever we’re going, or I’ll pitch a damn fit. I can video chat with Damien so he doesn’t get behind,” she replies, popping her hip out and planting her fist. She looks so fucking adorable, like a tiny kitten, only I can see her claws showing.

      “You can’t take that shit, Athena,” Atticus states. “The point of getting you to a safe house is so that no motherfucker can trace you or get to you while we’re dealing with this shit.”

      “I’ve got her covered, brother,” Jonas advises. “All of our electronics are encrypted, not that you’d understand the dynamics. Just know that anyone trying to trace her through her laptop or phone will be routed through every fucking country and possibly the space station. She’s untraceable; we all are.” My brows raise at his words; I knew he was good, but damn, he’s got skills I wasn’t aware he had.

      “And there better be a damn washer and dryer there, too!” Athena shouts. “I get that y’all can go weeks wearing the same shit because of your ‘training’ but I’m not built that way.”

      “Jesus, Athena. There’s a reason why you’re not taking a lot of clothes with you. Y’all have to fit in where you’re going so appropriate clothing has already been procured and is at the house.”

      “What is appropriate clothing?” she skeptically and hesitatingly asks.

      I watch the three brothers share a glance and know that somehow, I’m not going to like what they have to say. “You’re going to a little town in Pennsylvania.”

      “That doesn’t sound too bad,” she muses. I catch the smirk on Atticus’ face and realize where they’re likely sending us. Fuck me. The only safe house I’m aware of is smack dab in the middle of Amish country.

      “I’m no Tim Allen,” I state, referencing the actor who played the husband.

      “Yeah, you’re not half as funny,” Atticus says.

      “What does Tim Allen have to do with anything?” Athena questions.

      “Didn’t you ever see that movie where the couple was hiding from the IRS in that Amish community?” I ask her, and when the lightbulb goes off over her head her eyes first widen, then narrow in her brothers’ proximity.

      “No, you did not!” she shouts at them. “I don’t know how to hand sew quilts, why would you do this to me?”

      “Because it’s the safest place we can stash you away. You’ll understand once Liam lays down the issue at hand. You’ll be safe there, sister. We have back up there in case you and Liam find yourselves in trouble,” Jonas says, trying to placate his sister.

      “And? Do I have Wi-Fi or not?” Now, her foot is tapping on the floor incessantly as she glares at Jonas.

      “You do. It’s one of the things we implemented when we opened up the safe house for those who need shelter and protection.” Silas smirks at his sister as she continues to huff and puff. I’m just waiting on her to blow the damn house down.

      “And am I supposed to wear one of those hideous dresses while I’m there?” she asks, and my head volleys back and forth between the four siblings.

      “Only when you are out and about in their community,” Atticus chuckles.

      “You think this shit is funny, don’t ya?” she questions the three of them.

      “Only on the days that end in ‘Y’,” Atticus jests.

      “Jesus!” I mutter, tossing my hands up in the air in frustration. “Here,” I hand Athena a ball cap that has fake hair hanging off the back. “Put this on and pull your hair up.”

      “Why?” She’s in a mood and I should've expected her ire when I changed her anger in my direction with my order.

      “It’s your disguise, different hair color and the brim will hide your face. Just in case someone does some facial recognition on our course. Safety at all times,” I solemnly declare.

      “So now I get to look like a bad version of a movie star hiding who they really are. Glorious, I’m so damn lucky to be me and have met you all.” Her words cause her brothers’ faces to fall, but I understand where she’s coming from. Not too long ago she was living her life to the fullest, enjoying school and she didn’t have three overprotective men to monitor her every move. “Sorry, didn’t mean that the way it came out.”

      “They understand, Athena,” I announce, wanting to comfort her with my words. “It’s hard when changes come about. But they love you and would do anything within their power to protect you and keep you from harm.”

      I sit back and watch as she walks up to each of her brothers and gives them bear hugs and kisses on their cheeks. “Love you, baby sister,” Atticus whispers.

      “Love you too, big brother, all three of you,” she says; this time her voice is clogged with emotions she’s trying to hold back.

      “See you soon,” Silas says as he leans over and gives her a kiss on top of her head. “Stay safe and do as Liam tells you to.”

      “Okay,” she whispers, wiping a stray tear off of her face.

      “Let’s get this show on the road,” I reiterate as I see the women looking as though they’re all about to break down into uncontrollable sobs. Nope, not dealing with wailing and gnashing of teeth. Not today, Satan. Not today.

      “We’ve got the vehicle you’ll be taking down in the garage, Liam,” Silas tells me.

      “So, I’m not taking my truck, huh?”

      “Yeah, like everyone wouldn’t figure out who the fuck you are in that thing,” Atticus sneers.

      “It’s bulletproof, fucker. Wouldn’t that be the safest thing?” I fire back.

      “So’s the one we got y’all,” Jonas replies.

      “Then let’s get to it. Daylight’s burning.”

      

      
        
        Athena

      

      

      

      There are things about this house that I’m still discovering. But what I hadn’t ever paid attention to was the hidden door in the back of the property. It’s covert, out of sight unless you’re purposefully searching for it. “Wow, paranoid much?” I joke with Silas as he presses his finger to the keypad. Once it reads his print, the door slides open. When I get inside, I’m awed at the different vehicles they have stashed here. “How many vehicles do you guys own anyways?” I ask as my eyes take in rows of cars, SUVs, motorcycles, trucks and ATVs. Some are old and some are new. It’s a wide range of variety.

      “Gotta be prepared for anything,” Silas states in a matter-of-fact tone.

      “So which one are we taking?” I question. I’m kind of hoping for the cute little red SUV and when we start in that direction I resist jumping up and down like a little kid. My face falls when we pass it and stop next to the ugliest green Honda I’ve ever seen. “Wait, we’re taking this?” I inquire as Silas uses the damn key, not a fucking fob, and manually unlocks the door. He reaches inside and pulls something down by the seat and the trunk pops up.

      “Safest thing for you, it’s nondescript,” he replies, putting my bag in the trunk. “We’ve had it modified, of course, so it’s bulletproofed like the rest of them.”

      “It’s ugly, Silas,” I state as I make my way to the passenger side and open the door. “Oh, hell no,” I mutter when I see that it’s apparently the base model because the windows have to be manually rolled down.

      “It has air conditioning, sister dear,” Atticus advises as he gets out of Liam’s truck after parking it.

      “I’m not trying to be a snob here, guys, I’m really not. But a car like this? Won’t it stick out like a sore thumb?” My mind is whirling with worry as I view the car and take it in. I’d notice this rolling down my street and through my town.

      “Not in that area. Most still shun modern transportation, but some that live in the community who are not Amish have vehicles like this one,” Silas says.

      “Silas, it has a cassette player,” I whisper, looking around at the interior. There’s nothing automated about this thing at all and I cringe when I think of how long we’ll be trapped inside the confines of this shoebox. I was thinking I’d be able to use my phone to put on some music for the long haul.

      “It can also go as fast as a police car,” Silas retorts. “We’ve had the important things modified, Athena. You two will be safe using it, I guarandamntee you.”

      “There’s no navigation system, how will Liam know where to go?” See here’s the thing, we’ve all gotten used to modern technology, and I know I'd be lost without using Google maps to find my way around.

      “Jonas printed out these,” Atticus says, handing me a sheaf of papers. MapQuest? Jesus, we’ve gone back to the Stone Ages. The absurdity of the situation makes me giggle and soon, I’m laughing so hard I’m doubled over with tears streaming down my face.

      “I’m a military man, Athena. I could have gotten us there using an old-fashioned map. These printed out directions are a piece of cake,” Liam states as he looks at me as if I’ve sprouted an extra head.

      Snorting, I finally manage to stutter out, “Or follow the moss growth on trees?”

      “Smart ass,” he tosses in my direction which causes me to giggle even harder.

      “My college education did me well,” I sass.

      “This is gonna be a fun road trip,” Liam mutters as he turns around and gets inside the driver’s spot.

      “Enough. You two need to get going. Liam, keep contact to a minimum, and try to get my sister to blend in.”

      “Like breaking in a damn horse,” Liam mutters and my shocked look has my brothers cracking up.

      “Neigh,” I smartassedly respond causing a smirk to form on his handsome face.

      “Let’s go, trouble,” he insists as he places the key in the ignition and fires it up. I have to admit, it purrs like a baby.

      “That’s trouble with a capital ‘T’ and don’t you forget it. We need to stop for road trip snacks,” I state.

      “Oh, Jesus fucking Christ, road trip snacks?” Liam rolls his eyes as he questions me on my needs.

      “Um, yeah.” I say with a ‘duh’ implication. “Everyone who knows anything about traveling the open-road knows that road trips suck without inhaling delicious, not good for you, snacks!” I shockingly reply, not knowing why this isn’t essential to everyone.

      “Fine. Can we get out of the fucking bunker and on the road before we stop at least?” he irritably questions.

      Resisting the urge to roll my eyes at him, again, I say, “If we must.” I motion him along with my best Vanna White impression.

      Silas, apparently tired of our back-and-forth bantering, smacks the top of the car with gusto and says, “Athena, look in the damned glove box. I’ve got you hooked up with your gummy bears, beef jerky, Bugles, Twizzlers, and if you look in the backseat, you’ll see a filled cooler. Your favorite chocolate and some drinks are in there. You’re all set, shouldn’t have to stop except for gas and potty breaks. Keep your hat on until you get there and put your sunglasses on, for fuck’s sake!”

      “Stop shouting at me, you overly-grown growly bear,” I hiss. Why is everyone so shouty all the damn time? Did no one grow up learning to talk like normal human beings? None of us were raised with yowling cattle for goodness sake.

      Liam puts the car in gear and says, “I’ll check in once we’ve arrived. If you hear from me before that, you know what to do.” Silas and Atticus nod as a look passes between the three of them and suddenly, the seriousness of the situation crashes down around me and I shiver when a feeling of doom traces its way down my spine.
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