
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    C.D. SAMUDA 
 
    


 
  
 
  
 
 
   
    [image: ] 
 
    Dangerous Intentions 
 
    DANGEROUSLY WILDER BOOK 1 
 
      
 
    Published by Yorkside Press 
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
    Copyright © 2019 by C.D. SAMUDA 
 
    This book may not be reproduced in whole or in part, by mimeograph or any other means, without the expressed permission of the author or publisher. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    For information contact: 
 
      
 
    Yorkside Press 
 
    admin@yorksidepress.com 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Author contact: 
 
    www.cd-samuda.com 
 
    books@cd-samuda.com 
 
    https://facebook.com/cdsamuda 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    CONTENTS 
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
    1 – Gage 
 
    2 – Gage 
 
    3 – Gage 
 
    4 – Rayne 
 
    5 – Gage 
 
    6 – Gage 
 
    7 – Leroy 
 
    8 – Rayne 
 
    9 – Gage 
 
    10 – Rayne 
 
    Gage 
 
    11 – Rayne 
 
    12 – Gage 
 
    13 – Gage 
 
    14 – Rayne 
 
    15 – Gage 
 
    16 – Gage 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Warning 
 
    This novel and subsequent books in series contain mild to moderate instances of violence, strong adult langue and sexual situations that are on suitable for mature audiences. 
 
      
 
    Trigger warning 
 
    Violent situations involved 
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
    Subscribe mailing list to receive an exclusive copy of the prequel to Labyrinth, my #1 Bestselling Romantic Medical Suspense. CLICK COVER! 
 
    [image: ] 
 
  
 
  



 Prologue 
 
      
 
    Five years ago… 
 
    “Good evening Mr. Gage,” the security guard greeted me as I disembarked my private elevator that opened directly to my office floor. Wilder Industries – a retail management company occupied the entire twenty seven floors of the Wilder building, built by my father some three decades ago. 
 
    With a nod of my head I acknowledged the security guard before quickly slipping into my suite of offices. One of the board members had asked for a confidential meeting that night. It was near midnight and I was curious as to why Mr. Bainbridge wanted to meet at this hour. The man had expressed some anxiety over the phone and said it was a matter of urgency. 
 
    Dropping my briefcase into the leather bound chair, I loosened my tie and took off my jacket. After setting down my jacket over the backrest, I dialed Bainbridge’s number to see if he’d arrived at the board room as we’d discussed earlier. There was no answer. After several more tries, I left my office and walked down the passage that led to the small board room used for executive meetings. 
 
    The main board room was on the top most floor where my father’s empty office was located. After the death of Roman Wilder, the president’s chair was left vacant. I became CEO while my father was still alive and should have occupied the president’s position as expressed in his will.  However, I declined to do so because it would mean having less hands on control of day to day operations.  
 
    Therefore, I opted to leave that position vacant, at least for the time being. It was not only his desire to see me at the head of the company, he’d left me shares in the Wilder Industries which amounted to forty-two percent, plus the shares I’d acquired on my own.  Leroy was given two shares and Braun ten shares.  Always assumed that Leroy received only two shares because our father thought he would not know their value. 
 
    With a fifty-two percent share in the company, I was not only the chairman of the board, the president’s chair was my right. Still, I wanted to wait. Taking my father’s position less than a year after his death did not feel right. Especially when his death was so sudden, having suffered a massive stroke. 
 
    With my mother, we’d prepared ourselves for the likeliness of her passing since she had been diagnosed with brain cancer. She’d started to deteriorate and there was nothing the best doctors in the country could do to save her. 
 
    As I neared the boardroom, a grunt and a soft thud caught my attention. I paused to listen but heard nothing more. Satisfied that nothing was amiss, I continued down the passage. When I arrived at the boardroom, the light was on and the door ajar. 
 
    “Bainbridge, you in there?” I called out, gripping the handle of the door before pushing it wide open. 
 
    With my hand still on the knob I peered inside before entering. My eyes did not immediately register anything peculiar. It was when I was about to withdraw back into the passage, that I noticed a boot sticking out from behind the table on the left. Entering the room, I came up to where the body lay and saw that it was no other than Bainbridge.  
 
    “What the…?”  
 
    The expletive left my lips as I noticed what appeared to be a gunshot wound on the man’s forehead with blood oozing from it, pooling around his head. Kneeling beside the body, I felt for a pulse at his temple. It was faint and the body was still warm. A low gurgle erupted from Bainbridge’s throat as his body twitched. 
 
    Rising to my feet, I absently touched my ear for my Bluetooth earpiece, only to remember that I’d left it in the jacket pocket because it was hurtling my ear. I needed to have it changed.  Reaching into my shirt’s left breast pocket I took out my phone, speaking the code to unlock and then voice dialing the emergency number. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the operator to reply. While I explained the situation, it occurred to me that whomever had shot Bainbridge might still be in the building. After hanging up with the emergency operator I called the security office and ordered that they secure premises until the police arrived. 
 
    Since this was a shooting, the police arrived around the same time the paramedics did. Confusion beset me as to what happened. Why did he want to talk to me and what was so secretive about it? Now he might be dead. What perplexed me even more than anything was who could have entered the building and shoot the man without anyone hearing anything? 
 
    “Mr. Wilder,” a uniformed officer walked over to me. “I’m Sargent Brown. Can you tell us what happened?” 
 
    I gave the same information that had been playing in my head since walking into that boardroom. “I was supposed to meet Bainbridge after he called and told me he had something important to tell me. I called his cell phone several times after I arrived in the building. When I did not receive a response I came to the boardroom and found him like this. I called 911 immediately.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea what he wanted to talk to you about?” 
 
    My hand came up and gripped the back of my nape. “No idea. He made it seemed urgent and confidential.” 
 
    “And you have no idea who could have done this?” 
 
    “No, he’s a member of the executive board, he used to work closely with my father and has been supportive of me as CEO.” 
 
    The officer nodded while writing on his digital notebook with a stylus. We spoke a few more minutes before being interrupted by another uniformed officer. 
 
    “The coroner is on his way.” 
 
    Officer Brown sighed. “Have the entire building secured. No one comes in or go out.” 
 
     The coroner arriving meant that Bainbridge was dead and Wilder Industries was now a crime scene. More police arrived to secure the perimeter and to gather everyone that was presently in the building. It was late night, the only people there were the cleaning staff and security guards. The police asked me to step out of the boardroom to allow the arrival of the detectives, forensics team and coroner. 
 
    I spent the next several hours pacing my own office while the police took statements from the cleaning staff and security personal, swabbed fingers and took prints. Since I was the one who called it in, mine were the first hands to be checked for gunshot residue.  
 
    Information came in during the course of the night that a weapon was found in the dumpster just below the emergency exit. The first thing the police would do was to check if the weapon was recently fired. If so, then finger prints and a ballistics test were next. 
 
    While waiting for the police to inform me of their progress, I called my fiancé. As usual she was waiting up for me. As I spoke with her over the phone, she managed to calm me down, always knowing exactly what to say to make me feel better. 
 
    “Rayne, go to bed,” I told her. “I can’t leave until the police clear the area. It’s a crime scene and I want to know who the hell did this in my building.” 
 
    “I can’t sleep anyway. Should I come over?” 
 
    “No one gets in or out until the police have a suspect.” 
 
    “I miss you,” she lamented and I knew she was pouting. “You’ve been gone all day.” 
 
    “I’ll see you in a few hours and I miss you too.” 
 
    A knock at my office door prompted me to say goodnight and end the call. Upon opening the door, four police officers entered my office. The look on their faces were militant and I knew something was about to go down. 
 
    “What’s the matter officers, did you find a suspect?” 
 
    Officer Brown approached me. “Based on our initial finger print and gunshot residue check, you are that suspect Mr. Wilder. You are under arrest for the death of Lenworth Bainbridge. You are to remain silent as anything you say or do can be used against you in a court of law. You are entitled to an attorney and if you cannot afford one, one will be appointed to you by the state. Do you understand these charged Mr. Wilder?” 
 
    I stood transfixed, attempting to assimilate the last few seconds and the policeman’s words. It was as though I had been transported into an alternate universe, being arrested for murder. The cold metal of handcuffs snapping onto my wrist shocked me back to reality.  
 
    “Yes, I understand the charges. I understand really well.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    1 – Gage 
 
      
 
    Shielding my eyes from the glare of the midmorning sun, I stepped onto the vacant street. After adjusting my eyesight to the brightness of the outside world, I straightened my tie and brushed a lint from my tailored jacket. That suit had been inside those walls as long as I have been and I was surprised it was still intact. Choosing to wear the same suit I was wearing when I got arrested and when I got sentenced was symbolic.  
 
    I was determined that this outfit would be the one I’d wear to reverse the hand of fate that had been dealt to me, starting with my release from prison. I’d wear it each time I caused my enemy to cry, sweat, scream or die– whatever came first. 
 
    Behind me stood the maximum-security facility I’d called home for the last five years. After closing my eyes for a second, I glanced back, gritting my teeth and setting my jaw. Inside my chest, the bitterness churned as I anticipated the coming days. One thing was certain – I would not rest until things returned to their rightful place. 
 
    “Gage!” a voice shouted from a few feet away. 
 
    Squinting in order to see through the glare of the blazing sun, I made out a figure trotting over to me - the only one who had remained loyal for the half a decade I’d been incarcerated. Seeing my younger brother, Braun always brought a sense of warmth. He was the one thing on the outside that kept me motived. I needed to make things right for him as much as for me. I was all he had and I would not let him down. 
 
    In reality, Braun was dropped off on my parent’s doorstep when he was only a baby. His mother was a known junkie who never knew her right foot from her left eye at any time. She was always high and when she left the baby and disappeared, it was speculated that she had no idea who the father was. No one ever heard from or saw her again.  
 
    My parents adopted the baby as their own, giving him the family he needed. It was when Braun was much older that he discovered the truth about his paternity. It was a devastating blow to find out the truth, but our family unit was close and we all helped him through it. I was there to make sure he knew he would always have me as his big brother. 
 
    I brought my attention back to him and the pure delight registered on his face. If there was anyone I trusted more than myself it would be Braun. The bond between us was unbreakable and I intended to keep it that way. I wish I could say the same about my elder brother, the one who caused me so much pain. But there was no going back to the brotherly love I though we once shared. 
 
     “Here,” Braun shoved a block of white matter into my hand, interrupting my reverie. “I read that Koreans eat tofu when released from jail.” 
 
    “I ain’t eating no damn bean curd,” I growled, turning over the tofu in my hand. 
 
    “If you don’t, bad luck will follow you and you might end up back there,” Braun insisted, jutting his head toward the large building behind them. “Eating this symbolizes that you are out with the old and in with the new.” 
 
    I stared at him a moment. “A new chapter you say?” 
 
    Braun nodded, prompting me to turn and view the humongous prison building I just left. The muted sounds behind those high walls were audible to me. Somewhere inside thugs were trying to kill each other. One had to be tough to stay alive. Absently my hand came up to touch the scar that ran along my cheek as I recalled my first day inside five years ago. I’d just been sentenced and transferred from the county jail. 
 
    “Hey you, pretty boy,” said a big burly fellow with multiple scars on his face. “That’s ma bench you’re sitting on.” 
 
    Pretty boy was a bit of a stretch. Yes, I was quite attractive and I admit that I’ve had women salivate over me with my hazel eyes which contrasted with my deep tan and dark brown hair. Not to mention that I kept in shape and knew how to keep with the latest trend in fashion – well that was my fiancé’s doing. But no one ever called me a pretty boy.  
 
    I cruised the monster from head to foot concluded that he was one such fellow who viewed men as pretty. I had no issue with that. My problem was with the damn bench I was sitting on. 
 
    I’d been told I could hang out in the courtyard whenever I wasn’t on bathroom duty. Yes, my first assignment had been the cleaning of the shitholes. Having never cleaned my own fracking bedroom at home, I had to learn fast. My chores were only just completed and I needed a place to relax in order to get the stench from my lungs. Most of all, I needed to think. As I entered the courtyard, I spotted the bench. No sooner had I sat down when this fellow showed up. 
 
    The big man stood with his arms folded across his chest. Those arms were almost larger than my thighs. A few others which were obviously his posse, stood behind him. Glancing over the bench, I then shook my head. 
 
    “I don’t see your name on it,” I challenged. “Is your name invisible or something?” 
 
    The boys parted and two went to stand behind me while ‘Burly’- as I liked to call him - closed in. In no mood for a fight, I braced himself for the inevitable.  
 
    “Look,” I said, rather calmly although I felt my ego overriding my rationale. “I don’t want to hurt you, so just let me be, huh?” 
 
    Burly laughed. “Hurt me? Ha-ha-ha,” his voice thundered that the other inmates across the courtyard fell silent and a crowd started closing in. “This fellow here says he doesn’t want to hurt me,” he addressed the multitude. 
 
    Leaning back, I crossed one leg over the other. What would it take to get rid of these guys? Glancing to the right and then my left, I noted the two standing behind me ready to grab me at the behest of their lord. At that moment I knew I’d have to be smart about getting out of this one. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied, cocking a brow. “You must be a pussy if you need five goons to help you take your bench back. It’s obvious you’re scared or you wouldn’t need a posse to take out the new guy.” 
 
    Burly scoffed. “Me, scared of a scrawny fellow like you?” 
 
    Still feeling somewhat cocky, I chuckled. Scrawny wasn’t exactly a word I’d used to describe myself, but compared to the giant before me, I could understand the description. At six feet three and a former college quarterback, I had my fair share of muscles. Although I worked out three or four times per week, I was sure no match for the man standing in front of him. Still, I was no coward and certainly would not back down from a fight.  
 
    The large man made a motion with his head and the posse backed off. This amused me. Taunt a man and his ego sets in. The man advanced, standing so close that his humongous feet crushed my toes sending a shot of pain up my leg. A glimmer of a wince crossed my face, but as not to give my opponent the satisfaction of seeing me in pain, I set my face and forced a smile.  
 
    I knew I’d perhaps get my ass kicked ... no, it was highly probably I would. Knowing I was no match for this man and his friends, I had to use my intellect – something I knew they lacked. Somewhere in my past I’d learned about the human body and as though the universe saw my plight, that lesson came back to me that day. Vital points. I was no martial arts expert, but I knew little about the human’s vulnerable areas. I took a few seconds to scan the expanse of the figure before me, pinpointing his vital target areas.  
 
    Of the multiple target zones, I narrowed them down to the most sensitive. I briefly wondered if Burly knew those zones and if he’d taken precaution about protecting them. I doubted that very much. My gut told me that my new friend wasn’t so bright that he wouldn’t know what vital points were if they hit him in the face.  
 
    Most people in a fight aimed for the groin first, or the knees, they were completely off. Slowly, I uncrossed his legs. “Look, I am not in the mood to fight, so run along and find another bench.” 
 
    Burly reached down, grabbed me by the collar, pulling me to my feet. Although the fellow was huge and I knew he must be strong, I clearly was surprised by the way he lifted me as though I weighed nothing more than a feather. So if I was to throw him off guard, I would need to attack first. With a tight fist, I threw a punch to the man’s face. It landed on his nose. Burly flashed his head, blood oozing from his nose. 
 
    “Today you die,” Burly said, his deep throaty voice more menacing than before. 
 
    I saw the fist coming and tried to block it, but Burly’s punch was heavy, coming down hard on my cheek. I swear I saw fireflies. My head flopped back as I staggered a pace or two, the man having now released me. The world began to spin as I tried to keep my balance. A wave of nausea and dizziness assailed me as disembodied voices echoed in my head. 
 
    Another punch landed in my gut, bringing me back from the brink of unconsciousness that I knew I would shit myself for sure. As I sank to the pavement in the courtyard, knowing I was about to take my last breath, all I could think of was that I was going to die before getting the justice I needed. Neither would I live to take back my lost freedom, nor would I ever be able to see my elder brother pay for what he did to me. 
 
    Someone once said when you are about to die your life flashes before you. They were right, because all I could think of was my past. One face popped up before me like a ghost. Her hazelnut complexion glowing lustrously in the mid-afternoon sun. Her smile used to make my heart flutter, but now the flutter of my heart was the reality that it was beating its last few beats. She hadn’t listened when her fellow African American friends told her that her relationship with a white man wouldn’t last. A pity they had been right. 
 
    “Rayne,” I whispered her name, seeing her capture my face between her hands and coming to press her sweet brown lips to mine. 
 
     I saw myself cup her head and plunging my tongue into her mouth. My fingers would lace through her dreadlocks as we share a hair-raising kiss. She loved strawberry lip gloss that always left a lingering taste on my tongue. I could taste her lips now. I could smell her sweet lilac perfume and hear her breathe my name. 
 
    When the first boot connected with my side, I took the pain in stride. A second kick to the same spot and I was almost spitting up my lunch. The third, and I felt my rib give way. Trying to rise, I was rendered helpless by the excruciating pain. They were coming at me from all angles now as the darkness which had threatened earlier began to descend. The singing of angels ushered me into the dark abyss. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    2 – Gage  
 
      
 
      
 
    The sound of Braun’s voice urging me to eat the tofu brought me back to the present. I could almost feel the pain from that fight … or rather beating, as though it was yesterday. Trying to erase past from y mind, I thought of all my plans for the present. I wasn’t sure what the future held, but I was sure going to make sure that the here and now was as it should be. 
 
    Taking a huge bite of the block of bean curd, I winced at the almost tasteless piece of junk. After three more bites, I shoved the rest at my brother. 
 
    “That’s enough,” I grumbled, walking towards an awaiting truck parked a few meters away. “I need three steaks now to get that godawful taste from my mouth.” 
 
    “Stop exaggerating. It has no real taste.” 
 
    “Then I need three steaks to get the taste of nothing off my tongue.” 
 
    “Big wuss,” Braun countered. “What you should be wanting is a nice juicy pussy. You know one with those flappy layers and folds, tasting her sweet juice on your tongue…” 
 
    Coming up short, I slapped his twenty-one year old brother upside the head. “Where the fuck you learn about sucking pussy?” 
 
    “Hey, watch the hair big bro. I’m no longer a kid you know,” Braun declared. “I have tasted some juicy ones. I like ‘em nice and wet. I like it when they squirm and beg for more. You see this,” he stuck his tongue out. “It’s God’s gift to women.” 
 
    “Damn Braun, is that all you know how to do? Are you functioning down yonder?” 
 
    “Brah, that’s just the icing on the cake,” he replied. “You gotta make way for the big guy first, Make sure they’re ready to explode and then you give it to them.” 
 
    “Where’d you learn this shit from?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    I shook my head, staring at him confused. “I’ve been locked up for five years. You can’t pin this on me.” 
 
    “I used to listen to you and Rayne on the phone all the time. Gave me a fucking hard on,” Braun replied. “And when she used to come over, you two were so loud, how the hell was I supposed to concentrate on anything else?” 
 
    I reached for him again. “You little pervert!” 
 
    Braun ducked away. “This is all your fault. Now the babes won’t leave me alone.” 
 
    “You better not be neglecting your education for some damn pussy.” 
 
    “I got that covered big bro,” Braun stated. “I got that covered, man.” 
 
    “You had better,” I warned. “Now let’s get out of here.” 
 
    I knew that my younger brother was only trying to cheer me up, make me forget about the last five years. But that wasn’t so easy. As I slipped into the front passenger seat of the truck my brother drove, the anger settled heavily in my chest. No, I would never forget what had been done to me. Not until every person involved payed for their sins. 
 
    I could feel Braun’s eyes on me as we travelled towards the apartment I asked him to secure. Later, I’d pay the house a visit, but I needed to prepare first. When I go home, it was to clean house and the moment had to be right. 
 
    “Is everything ready?” I asked. 
 
    Braun nodded. “Yes. I got all you asked me to. But big Bro, Leroy’s got all these goons guarding the mansion and the business. And the people who he calls friends, they’re not to be messed with. But don’t worry, I’m here with you.” 
 
    “You just concentrate on graduating from university and leave the goons and thugs to me.” 
 
    “But, I can help you take them down.” 
 
    “Listen, you will stay away from all this shit, you hear me.” 
 
    “I’m not a kid, Gage, you can’t tell me what to do anymore.” 
 
    I slowly turned his head to meet my brother’s eyes. “Is that so?” 
 
    Braun lifted his chin. “Yeah. I can kick your butt now.” 
 
    Reaching over, I took an ear, giving it a hard squeeze. “Oh, so that’s how it’s gonna be from now on?” 
 
    “Ouch,” Braun cried out, hitting the brake. “I didn’t mean it. Ouch, that hurt.” 
 
    The vehicle came to a halt and I release his  ear, then unlatch our seatbelts. I then reached for Braun and pulled him into an embrace. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re here, little brother. I’m glad you’re on my side. But I need you to stay safe.” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re home Gage. I missed you,” Braun’s voice cracked. “Let’s kick those asses and take back what’s rightfully yours.” 
 
    I let go of Braun and re-buckled the seatbelt. “You heard what I said. I need you to stay away from this. And what’s mine is yours as well. Father left me in charge in order secure all our futures, not just mine.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m saying. This is our fight.” 
 
    I was adamant that he would not get involved in this mess. “No, Braun.” 
 
    “Man, I never get to have no damn fun.” 
 
    Grittiness seeped into my voice. “This isn’t fun and games Braun.” 
 
    Braun’s face became wooden as his eyes glinted. “I know.” 
 
    It was then I realized that my brother had developed some sort of coping mechanism to joke about things in order to deal with them. It was a trait of my father’s. It was strange that Braun reminded me so much of the old man even though the youth was supposed to be my cousin from my mother’s side. 
 
    Rather than dwell on the impossibility of Braun being my father’s child, I concentrated on the task ahead. The anticipation of what was to come gave me an adrenaline rush. I was pumping to get things started and if he closed his eyes long enough, I could see the outcome and I was darn well pleased about it. 
 
  
 
  


 
    3 – Gage  
 
      
 
    Seven days in the infirmary and another six weeks in isolation resulted from that attack. Being the new guy, I was deemed the trouble maker. No one questioned whether I was the one who started the fight or not. I had been naïve into believing that the attack from The Big G, whom I referred to as Burly, was just a random attack. 
 
    That was a mistake. I quickly learned that in prison, no random attacks ever occur. They were all premeditated or paid hits and if you weren’t smart enough, you’d end up maimed or worse. It was survival of the smartest … and not the fittest as they would have you believe. 
 
    Setting my jaw, I closed my fingers around the grip of the Wilson Combat 92G, a military grade Beretta pistol. The cold steel against my palm reminded me of the night I was arrested. I’d never forget walking into the trap set for me. Shrugging that night aside, I checked the magazine before setting the weapon into my shoulder holster. 
 
    The one thing I hated was getting Braun involved in this mess, but so far, he was the only one I could trust and the only one who could help me from inside the mansion. Taking a glance at my wristwatch I noted that it was near midnight as I sat silently in the car I’d rented.  
 
    There was a blind spot a few meters from the gate. That was where I was parked while I waited for Braun to send me word that it was safe to enter. From the intelligence I’d gathered, I found out that Leroy had several security guards and dogs guarding the property. He also installed a new security system that required a fingerprint to unlock. 
 
    The ping from my cell phone alerted me there was a text message, I lifted it from the dashboard and viewed the message sent by Braun. ‘Guards all asleep, dogs all asleep, including the dog sleeping in your fucking bed.’ 
 
    I chuckled at the last part of the message. Since the last five years, I’d build up my immunity to anything my brother Leroy did. I’d built a wall around my heart, caged my soul and vanquished any emotions concerning everything in my past except the love for my brother Braun. He was now my only weakness and nothing else could penetrate the steel bars that guarded my heart. 
 
    I started the engine and made my way up to the gate which was already opened. I parked on the lawn away from the entrance behind the angel fountain which had been my mom’s favorite. It was large enough for me to hide the car in its shadows. The dog crap was pungent in the air as I stepped onto the grass. I took only a few seconds to peruse the area, noticing the overgrown hedges and the barrenness of the gardens. 
 
    Leroy had obviously slackened off on the upkeep of the property. From what I gathered, the gardener had been let go and he hired a company to come in to cut the lawns. Half the household staff were gone, to be replaced by those security guards I kept hearing about. 
 
    Trotting around to the back deck where the swimming pool was supposed to be, I had expected that his guard dogs would rush after me. The place was extremely quiet that I was curious as to what Braun did to get rid of the guards and dogs. When I reached the glass doors that overlooked the pool, I paused to look at a security guard sitting on a chair with his head leaned back against the wall.  
 
    Silently I walked over and clicked my fingers. He didn’t move. Braun was beckoning me from the inside and I slipped through the door. 
 
    “What did you do to them?” I whispered. 
 
    “Nothing, I just offered them some coffee.” 
 
    “What about the dogs?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, those two mutts will be out for a while.” 
 
    At that moment the radio that belonged to the sleeping guard by the deck came on. “Gary, come in.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is that?” I snarled. “I thought you said they were all asleep.” 
 
    “Shit!” Braun exclaimed. “I didn’t know that Cal showed up tonight. He’s not on duty.” 
 
    Again the voice came over the radio. “Gary, come in.” 
 
    I took a chance to glance back at the guard and he was still unmoving. I was about to head up the stairs when I heard a voice. Cal was talking on the radio and coming down the stairs. I grabbed Braun by the arm and pulled him towards the coat closet beneath the stairs. 
 
    This wasn’t going as planned. I was no spy, I didn’t do secret entries. Gritting my teeth, I churned at my first failed attempt at leaving a message for Leroy. But my younger brother was pushing the door of the closet open and I could do nothing when he left the cubbyhole and locked the door.  
 
    “Stay quiet,” he whispered from outside. “I’ll be back in a second.” 
 
    “Hey Braun, you see Gary anywhere?” It the security guard Braun referred to as Cal. His voice sounded uncannily familiar. 
 
    “I don’t know man, I was asleep and I thought I heard a sound. I just came to see that everything is okay,” Braun replied. 
 
    “I’ll go check on the outside, maybe he’s walking the dogs.” 
 
    It was the senior security guard, Calvin who was on duty the night Bainbridge was killed. I knew Leroy was behind the hit, but what I could never figure out was how he managed to do it when he was at dinner with Zoe, his girlfriend. 
 
    It all made sense now. Based on the time of death, the perpetrator could not have left the building that night. I figured out that the gunpowder residue got on my fingers when I opened the door and of course, anyone could transfer fingerprints on a gun with the right technology. But I could never figure out who actually pulled the trigger even though I later found out why Bainbridge was killed. 
 
    A moment later Braun opened the door. “You gotto move fast. Don’t worry, I didn’t kill him, I just put him to sleep.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Sleep lock,” he replied. “Now go before they both wake up. I’ll keep them busy if they should stir.”   
 
    “You did good. Is upstairs clear?” 
 
    “Yeah, go now.” 
 
    I took the stairs two at a time as I wondered where Braun learned to do these things. What the hell was he doing while I was in jail? I had no idea what he did with the dogs and at that time, I didn’t care. I was pushing my old bedroom door within a couple of minutes while pulling my gun from the holster. I slipped inside and locked the door. 
 
    My eyes flitted around the room, adjusting to the dull lighting. Nothing much had changed except for new curtains at the window. The large wooden chest over by the right wall was still there where I left it. The closet was to the left of the room and the doors were ajar, revealing it contents. 
 
    For a minute I stared at the sleeping figures on the bed, their backs turned to each other. Just for a split second, something stirred inside my chest at the sight of my ex-fiancé sleeping peacefully with her night light plugged into the outlet on the wall from her side of the bed. She always hated the dark.  
 
    Something held me in place, rendering me unable to tear my eyes away from her as memories of us in this very bed bombarded my mind. Her hazelnut brown skin always set my loins on fire. While her dark brown eyes conveyed the adoration she felt for me. Where did it all go?  
 
    I stared at her rounded hips in her shorts, her full mounds spilling from the tank top she liked wearing to bed. From what I saw, nothing much had changed except that the man next to her wasn’t me. I gripped the gun tightly as the hatred washed over me like acid rain. 
 
    I moved closer to the bed and raised my arm, aiming the weapon in her direction. I could end it all right this minute and I’d be justified. Rayne stirred, groaned and turned onto her back. I could see the imprint of her fleshy pussy in her shorts and I felt another stir in my belly.  
 
    “No,” I whispered to myself. “I can’t let her get to me.” 
 
    Shifting my eyes, I settled them on Leroy. My elder brother, the one I used to look up to, the one who was supposed to be in charge of the family was now my enemy, sleeping in my bed with the woman who was supposed to marry me. I silently moved over, coming to crouch at the side of the bed. I carried the gun close to his face, my fingers itching to pull the trigger. Instead, I used my other hand to slap his cheek. 
 
    His eyes popped open as he sat up abruptly. “What the fu…?” 
 
    Rayne startled, also sat up, switching on the bedside lamp. Her eyes gorged as they stared at me. “Gage, you’re home!” 
 
    I didn’t know why her husky tone caused my ears to tingle. I ignored the memories of her voice whispering in my ear as well as her moans and groans whenever we made love. I pushed aside all those times I yearned to hear her voice over the phone, the many times I hoped to see her face. All of five years and she only visited during the first three months and then nothing. Then all on a sudden she was married to Leroy. 
 
    I pushed aside any semblance of emotion that threatened to break through my wall of hatred and focused my attention on my brother, who hated me for some unfathomable reason.  Leroy quickly regained control of his senses, reaching under his pillow. I was quicker, anticipating that he slept with a weapon there. I pulled the Glock he kept there and stuffed it into the waist of my slacks. 
 
    “There’s another one stuck to the bottom of the drawer on the nightstand,” Rayne declared, to the obvious chagrin of her husband. 
 
    “Shut up Rayne!” he barked at his wife.  
 
    I waved the gun close to my brother’s face, while reaching for the other gun exactly where she said it was. “Where’s the welcome party Leroy?” 
 
    “What are you doing Gage?” 
 
    I smiled, sticking the muzzle of the gun to his temple. “Is that any way to welcome your brother home?” 
 
    “Of course not,” he laughed, his voice becoming sweet. “Welcome home little brother. Now put away the gun and let’s celebrate your home coming ... huh?” 
 
    “First you get the fuck out of my bed and then we talk,” I grated. “Get up and keep your hands where I can see them.” 
 
    I nudged him with the weapon to let him know I wasn’t playing. He rose, his hands up above his head. I beckoned to Rayne to get up as well and she slipped from the bed. After switching on the ceiling light, she stood watching me. Something unreadable registered in her eyes as she stared into mine. But what got my attention was the loathsome look she gave my brother when her eyes crossed over to him. Again I overlooked it as I could afford no distractions.  
 
    “Rayne, get something in which to tie up your husband,” I instructed. When she didn’t move I repeated it, my voice becoming hard. “Do it now.” 
 
    “Yes Gage.” 
 
    “You,” I directed my attention to Leroy. “Sit on the floor over there and put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    Rayne rummaged through the closet and came up with a couple of leather belts. She didn’t wait for me to instruct her to tie Leroy’s hands behind his back. I watched as she did it, a little too eagerly, I must say. What was the deal here?  
 
    “Hey, not so tight,” he protested. A small smile played on her lips as she pulled the belt a little tighter. She then proceeded to strap his feet.  
 
    When she was done, she looked at me. “All done.” 
 
    “What you planning to do man?” Leroy inquired. 
 
    What I originally intended to do was to kill the bastard, a slow excruciating death. But when I entered that room and saw them both in my bed where Rayne and I used to make love, I knew I needed to make them both suffer as much as they made me suffer. 
 
    “You love your wife, Leroy?” I asked. He looked up at Rayne. “Do you love her?” 
 
    “Yes, I love her.” 
 
    “Has she ever cheated on you?” 
 
    His brows creased in confusion. “What are you getting at man? No, she wouldn’t dare cheat on me.” 
 
    I drew my attention to the woman who used to be my air. “Do you love him Rayne?” 
 
    She didn’t hesitate when she looked me in the eye with her reply. “No. And you know I don’t play double, Gage.” 
 
    “You sure played that game with me though,” I sneered. 
 
    “I never cheated on you, Gage. I loved only you.” 
 
    I grabbed her arm and pulled her up against my body. A bolt of electricity galloped over my chest, but I was determined to not allow her to break through my walls. I stomped on whatever was threatening to weaken me and set my jaw. 
 
    “Then what do you call this?” I snarled. “The last time I checked you were wearing my engagement ring.” 
 
    “You were the one who ended things, Gage. Have you forgotten that letter you sent me? It said I should not wait for you.” 
 
    I frowned. “What letter?” 
 
    She wrangled from my grasp and sprinted over to her side of the bed, pulling out the drawer of the side table. She rummaged for a second then pulled out a folded sheet of paper, coming back to shove it under my nose. 
 
    “This letter. It’s written in your handwriting with your signature!” 
 
    She opened the letter and held it up for me to see. I didn’t need to look for long to see that she was right. It was my handwriting and my signature, telling her that I didn’t need her. It said that I didn’t love her anymore and she should move on with her life. 
 
    “I didn’t write this,” I replied, my façade slipping a little that I had to catch myself before she managed to slip through any cracks. “It doesn’t matter. You should have double checked.” 
 
    It was her turn to look confused. “What do you mean you didn’t write this? What about those times I came to see you and you refused me.” 
 
    “I did no such thing woman. You stopped visiting me.” 
 
    Rayne turned to Leroy. “It was all you, you sonofabitch!” 
 
    The bastard burst into a fit of laughter, throwing his head back and roaring. Without thinking, I closed the few steps between us and booted him in the gut. He sputtered as his amusement was cut short. He tried to continue laughing but it came out as coughs instead. 
 
    “You two are the most gullible people I have ever met,” he spat. “See how easy it was to get rid of you and take what was yours?” 
 
    Rayne grabbed my arm. “Gage, you have to believe me. I loved only one man and that was you.” 
 
    “Then prove it. Kneel before me and show your husband how to love a man real good.” Her face tightened as she looked at me with something akin to shame. “Come, kneel.” 
 
    “Stop waving that gun and I will do anything you ask.” 
 
    I didn’t trust her, but I holstered the weapon, keeping my hand close enough to pull it if needs be. I sat on the bed while Leroy looked up at me from the floor, his expression changing from one of amusement to anger. Rayne came and knelt between my thighs. Her eyes searched mine as she reached for my zipper and undid me. I had steeled myself against responding to her in any way, shit I had five years to practice hating her. 
 
    But when she reached those soft fingers inside and pulled out my dick, it sprang to life. I told myself it was because I was horny, hadn’t had a warm body in such a long time. I would have responded the same with any female. A she dipped her head to bring her lips to my growing cock, a ball of fire shot up my groin. Incensed at my response to her, I stood abruptly, causing her to topple on her ass. 
 
    Tucking myself in, I closed the zipper. “Enough for tonight.” 
 
    Walking over to Leroy, I crouched, bringing our faces level with each other. “I came to kill you tonight, but I change my mind. Let’s play a game, big brother. Let’s see how much of what you stole from me you get to keep.”  
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    I grinned. “I will take everything from you, piece by piece, including your wife, your mistress Zoe, my company and everything else you own. Then when I am done striping you of your status, your stolen wealth and drug money, then I will kill you.” 
 
    He scoffed. “You think your idle threats scare me?” 
 
    “It’s not a threat, Brother Leroy. It’s fair notice.”  
 
    “I wanna see you try, little brother. You’re no match for me.” 
 
    “Game on,” I replied, rising to my feet. “Untie him in fifteen minutes Rayne.” 
 
    I started leaving the room when she ran up to me. “Gage, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s too late to say you’re sorry, Rayne.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    4 – Rayne  
 
      
 
    As soon as the straps were off Leroy, he grabbed me.  I was expecting nothing less than what he was doing now. I had long since trained my mind to absorb whatever he meted out to me, not only for my sake, but for the sake of the only man I’d ever loved – or ever will. Moreover, there was more at stake than anyone could ever imagine.  
 
    “You dare do this to me?” Leroy snarled, grabbing my hair. “You forget who you’re married to now? You’re mine, Rayne … mine.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth, my face twisting in anger. The revulsion I felt for the man penetrated every fiber of my being. My eyes blazed with the wrath he evoked in me. Somehow, knowing that Gage was out of prison and coming after him gave me courage. Courage I didn’t have for the last five years. 
 
    I grabbed him by the throat and began to squeeze. He let go of my hair, his eyes bulging from the shock of my actions. I knew I couldn’t divorce him just yet, but it didn’t mean I would allow him to continue his reign of terror. I was no longer going to allow him to control me. 
 
    “I told you the day you forced me to marry you, Leroy … I told you that I may be your property now, but you will never own my heart.” 
 
    With all the energy I could muster, I shoved him. He staggered back a pace or two. “You ungrateful twit. I will show you a thing or two,” he said, rubbing his throat as he reached for the belt that had bound his hands. 
 
    I pulled the knife I’d retrieved from the kitchen after Gage had left. When Gage told me to untie Leroy, I took the opportunity to slip into my robe and skipped downstairs before loosening Leroy. The knife was hidden in my robe pocket. I held it up to his neck as I advanced on him. He retreated, his back coming up against the closet door. I pressed the blade into his skin. 
 
    “You touch me again and I will cut your balls off while you sleep,” I gritted out. “I’m married to you, but that doesn’t mean you can abuse me.” 
 
    He grabbed my wrist but I pushed the knife a little deeper until I could see a sliver of blood. We stared into each other’s eyes as we willed each other to back away. For five years this man kept me captive with the threat of Gage’s life, in addition to the other secrets he held over me. Now that Gage was out of the hell-hole Leroy put him in, I would no longer be prisoner. 
 
    “You’re forgetting what’s at stake here, Rayne,” he said. 
 
    “I know very well what the stakes are,” I replied. “And that’s the only reason I haven’t killed you yet and why I can’t leave. Not until I find what I am looking for.” 
 
    “You will never find it.” 
 
    “You saw your brother, that he’s out for blood,” I chuckled. “If I tell him what you did, you’ll be dead before sunrise.” 
 
    “You do that, and you will bury him by sundown. You’re forgetting that anything happens to me, Gage and Braun will be the first to be executed and you will never live to find that precious little thing you keep looking for.” 
 
    He was right and he knew that his words made my insides quiver. I withdrew the knife and stepped back, but kept the point trained in his direction. The invisible spear wedged in my chest was deepening the wound. Every minute that ticked away brought more pain. 
 
    As soon as I moved, Leroy rushed passed me and left the room. I could hear him shouting Calvin’s name as he headed down the stairs. I wanted to see the drama and followed him out. By the time I reached the top of the stairs he was in the living room. 
 
    “Calvin!” 
 
    “Yes boss,” the traitor answered, his voice groggy. 
 
    “What the fuck have you been doing?” Leroy barked. “You worthless piece of shit. I could have been killed. Where the fuck have you been?” 
 
    Braun was leaning against the door leading out to the deck with a look of complete satisfaction on his face. Calvin glanced his way and back at Leroy. 
 
    “I’m sorry boss, I fell asleep.” 
 
    Leroy slapped Calvin across the cheek with his open palm. “You moron. What do I pay you for? Where are the others?” 
 
    “They are checking the premises now, Boss.” 
 
    “Make sure that no one comes in that doesn’t live here, got that? Including my brother Gage.” 
 
    Braun eased himself from the door and came to stand a foot away from Leroy. “You can’t do that,” he pointedly told his brother.  
 
    Meanwhile, I perched myself on one of the steps and watched the exchange in fascination. Leroy moved up to Braun who now towered him by a few inches. I had no idea that Braun had become so strapping. He looked just like Gage, only a younger version.  
 
    The wilder men had something about them that told them apart from other men – except Braun was a cousin on Gage’s mother side. It was uncanny. Leroy was the one who looked like he didn’t quite fir. I blinked away the though and refocused on the men. 
 
    The two men faced off. Leroy’s face expressed the evil lurkimg inside him, while Braun portrayed a calm yet steel like exterior, much the way Gage was.  
 
    “And now you will dare tell me how to run my own house?” Leroy snapped. 
 
    Braun chuckled. “A house you stole. You’re forgetting one thing Leroy, Gage is alive and well and he owns whatever you so blatantly snatched from him.” Braun raised his eyes and settled on them me as he spoke those words. My heart all but jumped from my chest from the sudden jolt it gave me.  
 
    Leroy grabbed Braun by the collar of his t-shirt. I expected a scuffle, but what I got was so much better. Braun easily placed his hand over Leroy’s, pried his hand away and twisted, bringing Leroy to his knees. 
 
    “Don’t soil the shirt Leroy,” Braun said, releasing him. “I’m tired and don’t have time for your shit. I’m off to bed.” 
 
    Leroy slowly rose to his feet nursing his sore wrist. His face was ashen as he stared at Braun walking away. When he realized that his security guards and I were watching, he reddened with embarrassment. 
 
    “You don’t walk away from me, Braun. I’m not done with you.” 
 
    The youth ignored him, taking the stairs two at a time. Leroy continued to call after Braun, his obvious agitation showing in his body language and voice. I rose as Braun neared me, a silly smile on my lips.  
 
    Braun paused, looking me in the eye. “You and your husband are going down, Rayne. Remember this night. It’s your first warning.” 
 
    His words wiped the smirk from my face. I was now the enemy of both Braun and Gage and I could not blame them. To the outside world everything seemed normal. I did walk down that aisle with Leroy only three and a half months after Gage’s incarceration. To the world, I cheated Gage. Only Leroy and I knew the truth. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    5 – Gage 
 
      
 
    Three days later … 
 
    I doubled my fist, resting it on my thigh I as listened to my attorney tell me something I didn’t need to hear. It was around two in the afternoon and we were meeting for the first time since I exited Ionia Correctional Facility. I leaned back in the armchair I was sitting in as we spoke of setting things right. 
 
    His office was located Downtown Grand Rapids from where we could see the waters of the Grand River. Ron was one of the best attorneys in the city even though he was barely older than my thirty four years. He always told me that he’d had to push much harder than his colleagues because he was African American. 
 
    During the last five years, he worked his fingers to the bone to get me released. And then a few months ago, he got a breakthrough. A report was revealed that was either overlooked or deliberately kept from the speedy trial that sent me behind bars.  
 
    The gun powder found on my fingers did not match with the one from the weapon. That simple technicality not only called for the original charges to be dropped and for my release, it opened a new investigation in the death of Bainbridge. A man killed because he know about my brother’s shady dealings. Bainbridge was the sacrifice needed to get rid of me. 
 
    Ron’s voice was tinged with concern. “Are you listening to me, Gage?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
     I knew taking back the company wasn’t going to be easy and killing Leroy now would only send me back to the slammer. I wasn’t afraid of returning to prison, but my revenge would have all been in vain if I didn’t at least accomplish something in the end. 
 
    It was our father’s wish that I head the company for many reasons. While Leroy was gambling away our father’s hard earned money, I was there with Roman every step of the way, going to college at night and working full time during the days to learn the business. 
 
    Leroy’s continuous irresponsible conduct resulted in lost faith from his father. He’d been given many chances to prove himself worthy of taking the helm, but each chance resulted in disappointment.  
 
    Gambling and stealing only skimmed the surface of his erratic behavior. Roman Wilder indulged his eldest child because of the guilt he carried for choosing my mother over from Leroy’s mother. Although Leroy and I were a few years apart, but my father had already fallen for my mother when Leroy’s mother got pregnant. 
 
    “Listen Gage,” Ronald Harvey was saying, interrupting my thoughts. “You signed over your shares to her, gave her power of attorney. What she did was legal.” 
 
    “It was supposed to be temporary.” 
 
    “You and I know that … hell, I was the one who drew up the paperwork. But you insisted that I didn’t need to add an expiry clause in it.” 
 
    Unclenching my fist, I ran a hand through my hair as I contemplated my situation. “I trusted her.” 
 
    “What happened man?” Ron asked. “You two were inseparable. How the hell she ended up marrying Leroy? What was even stranger to me was that she disappeared for months after the wedding … alone.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Yes, right after the wedding she just up and left. Then she came back about a year later.” 
 
    That was news to me. “Braun didn’t tell me this.” 
 
    “He probably didn’t think it was something you wanted to hear.” 
 
    I nodded. Learning that my fiancé was marrying my brother, I demanded that Braun refrained from giving me any news about her. I was only interested in what Leroy was up to. I was determined to erase every trace of Rayne from my mind and heart and I thought I’d succeeded. 
 
    “Let’s forget Rayne for a moment and talk about my shares. How do I obtain them?” 
 
    “The documents signing over her rights to Leroy is ironclad, unless he signs them back to you, there’s hardly anything you can do. That is – short of him dying or something.” 
 
    “That could be arranged.” 
 
    Ron looked sharply at me with his dark brown eyes. “I didn’t work my butt off for five years to get you released for you to end up back there. I know what you intended to do as soon as you were released. What the hell were you doing at the Wilder Oaks last night?” 
 
    “That’s my house … and how the hell you know I was there?” 
 
    “I had someone follow you, just in case you decided to do anything foolish I could do damage control.” 
 
    “I was this close to pulling the trigger,” I paused, recalling seeing Rayne in bed with Leroy. 
 
    “What stopped you?” 
 
    “Killing the bastard was too easy,” I replied. “I want him to suffer as much as I did.” 
 
    “Well, that I can help you with,” Ron said. “But, if you do plan on killing him, don’t pull the trigger yourself … okay. I might not be able to save you this time.” 
 
    We both laughed at that. I knew Ron was serious and he knew I wanted nothing more to see Leroy pay for his crimes. But if there was one thing that Roman Wilder taught me was that I should never give my enemy the advantage of them thinking I was anything like them. He taught me to always stay one step ahead and to never underestimate my opponent.  
 
    Leaning forward, I rested an elbow on the edge of his desk. “Ron, you need to get Carlon out of jail. You know he’s like a brother to me.” 
 
    “You’re really serious about helping your ex’s brother out?” 
 
    Tapping my fingers on the glass surface, I thought about how I found out that Rayne’s brother was in the same facility as me. After being released from isolation for starting a fight, I was working the bathroom duties again when The Big G and his posse accosted me. Carlon had been taking a shit in one of the stalls when the gang approached.  
 
    The stall door burst open and he came out with a sharpened toothbrush and he started doing some fancy schmancy karate looking fighting, within minutes Burly was out cold and his men nursing some very deep cuts on their faces, arms and thighs. Some of Burly’s old wounds opened up and he had to get stitches. 
 
    My mind lingered on that bathroom scene as I recognized him right away. “Carlon, what’re you doing in here?” I’d asked. 
 
    Stepping over the unconscious Big G, he beckoned me to follow him out. “Come out before they revive.” 
 
    We left the bathroom and went down to the storage unit where I dumped the cleaning equipment. I was done for the night anyway.  
 
    “So Gage, what you doin’ in here?” he asked me. “Where’s Rayne?” 
 
    “It’s a long story. What about you. Shouldn’t you be in Detroit working on some construction site? That's what Rayne told me.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I thought too. But it turns out …” he paused. “Look, I don’t think I should be telling you any of this. For all I know you might be in on it as well.” 
 
    I grabbed the collar of his orange suit. “What the fuck are you talking about? Why would I be a part of you being in jail?” 
 
    He shoved my hand away. “It’s your fucking warehouse, which means you aren’t the innocent upstanding citizen Rayne told me you were.” 
 
    “Will you stop talking in riddles, man?” 
 
    He continued as though he didn’t hear me, his voice becoming agitated. “I bet they caught you red handed, dealing.” 
 
    “Dealing what?” I asked, losing my patience. “And what were you saying about my warehouse?” 
 
    “Don’t act as if you don’t know what I’m talking about. The only reason I just saved your ass is because of my sister.” 
 
    I took fistfuls of his collar, pushing him up against the wall. “You tell me plain and straight what you trying to say and stop with your nonsense.” 
 
    “Alright, I’ll tell you since you don’t seem to know what your brother is doing.” 
 
    “Braun?” 
 
    He scrunched his face. “No man. Leroy. He sent me to Detroit to work in the warehouse, not no damn construction site like I told y’all. He said I needed to keep it under wraps.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “When I found out what was in that warehouse, I told him I wanted no part of it. I threatened to call the cops and next thing I knew some cop was busting down my door and saying I was a drug dealer,” he told me. “Look, I kinda knew you had nothing to do with it, but now seeing you here, I was suspicious. Sorry I accused you.” 
 
    “Of what are you accusing me?” 
 
    “Leroy is dealing drugs and guns from the Detroit warehouse.” 
 
    Someone was snapping their fingers, snapping me back to my current location. I raised my eyes to Ron as he looked questioningly at me. Carlon knew a lot, enough to help me piece together the puzzle of why I was behind bars. 
 
    “He’s innocent, just like me,” I informed Ron. If you can find a loophole to set me free, try finding one for him as well.” 
 
    “Alright, I will see what I can do.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    With that out of the way, Ron wanted to know my next steps. “So Gage, what’s next?” 
 
    “I’m moving home today.” 
 
    Rising from his chair behind his glass top desk, Ron cursed under his breath. “What do you mean you’re moving home tonight? Didn’t you say Leroy installed a new security system that requires your fingerprint? And after what happened the other night, you don’t think he’s increase security?” 
 
    I glanced at my watch. “You know, Leroy should be on his way to Detroit by now. And as for that fingerprint technology, that’s already dismantled.” 
 
    My attorney walked to his left where there was a drink cabinet near the window. Over to the right of his desk was a bookshelf lining one wall. Immediately behind the desk were shelves with sports trophies and memorabilia. His diploma was placed high up on the wall along with a couple of awards. 
 
    I turned my attention to him as he opened a bottle of bourbon and poured into a glass. He then brought it over to me, returned to the cabinet and picked up a bottle of mineral water. 
 
    “I would take a shot, but I can’t drink while I work,” he said. “You drink that for both of us. Now tell me what you were saying about moving back home?” 
 
    I downed the bourbon in one gulp and rose to my feet. “I will send you a photo tonight. In the meantime you start drawing up the paperwork for transfer of shares back to me. Don’t take long, I’ll need then by tomorrow.” 
 
    Ron frowned. “What are you planning?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you when the time is right.” 
 
    As I started to leave, my friend grabbed my arm. “Be careful. Your brother has friends in high places, including a lot of dirty cops who are willing to do anything for money.” 
 
    “You don’t worry about me.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    6 – Gage 
 
      
 
    Braun had informed me that the gate would open upon my entry and that the security post there would be empty. He was right, the gate gaped as soon as I drove up and I entered Wilder Oaks without incident. I’d just arrived when my phone alerted me of a text message. It wasn’t what I expected so I disregarded it. I was expecting a phone call and I wanted no distractions until then. When I reached the end of the driveway, I parked just outside the portico. Calvin and one of his dogs was guarding the front door.  
 
    I debarked the vehicle and began to mount the two steps that led to the front door. The dog snarled at me while the guard tried to block me from entering the house. 
 
    “Mister Gage, I can’t let you in.” 
 
    “Get off my property now, before I lose my patience,” I grated. He stood his ground. I approached, leaning close to his ear while he tried to constrain the rabid looking animal. “I know you pulled that trigger and I can prove it.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mr. Gage.” 
 
    I gave him a deathly stare. “Do you really want to call my bluff Calvin? I’m not after you, so don’t make the mistake of making me your enemy, you will lose.” I paused to give him time to absorb my words. “Now, will you prevent me from entering my own house?” 
 
    He stepped out of my path.  “No, Mr. Gage.” 
 
    “Now it’s time for you to decide. You stick with Leroy and you will go down as hard as he will. You stick with me and I can help you beat this. It’s time to choose.” 
 
    I didn’t wait for an answer. I approached the door and pushed. The alarm as I expected was disabled.  By the time my feet stepped over the threshold, my phone blasted. I touched the Bluetooth in my ear. 
 
    “Been expecting you.” 
 
    “Gage, it’s me,” Braun’s voice came on the line. 
 
    “You know I’m expecting that call, so talk fast,” I growled. 
 
    “I got held up after my early class, but I’m on my way. My friends will be there in five minutes to take care of the new installment and the delivery truck is on its way with your new bed.” 
 
    “Alright, I hear something coming up the drive.” 
 
    “See you later big bro.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    A dark green SUV was coming up the driveway. The vehicle parked behind my car and four youth, around Braun’s age alighted it. They were carrying laptops, tablets and other equipment I assumed were to be used for the installation. 
 
    My phone rang again and this time I checked the device to make sure it was the call I expected. It was Braun. 
 
    “What now.” 
 
    “She’s there. I thought she was going out, but I discovered she cancelled her appointment. Sorry man.” 
 
    I sighed. “No problem. I’ll deal with her.” 
 
    Calvin did not prevent the small team from entering the house. The men barely greeted me before getting to work. I left them and climbed the stairs, thinking that it was time to take out the garbage. With my mind set, I approached my old bedroom. Without thinking, I gripped the knob and turned, pushing the door wide open. 
 
    What greeted me was a woman wrapped in a plush robe, her hear damp and her skin glistening from the shower. I could smell her fruity shampoo from where I stood. Rayne’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Gage, don’t you know how to knock?” she snapped. 
 
    About to retreat with an apology, I recalled why I was there. I stepped in and shut the door. “You forget Rayne, this is my bedroom. Has always been.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You no longer occupy it,” she retorted, stepping closer to me. “When you reclaim this bedroom then you will have all the authority to enter without prior notice.” 
 
    She was so close, I could smell her fresh breath with a hint of strawberries. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then consider it done,” I recounted 
 
    Her face went blank. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “As of this moment, I reclaim this bedroom and all that is in it, except for that bed.” 
 
    “All, that’s in it?” 
 
    Up until that moment, I had toyed with the idea of snatching Rayne from Leroy as revenge. I hadn’t really thought of what I would do with her once taken. I didn’t consider claiming my brother’s left overs as prize, even though she once belonged to me. But the thought of them fucking tore through me like tornado. The hate I’d built up for them both now rose up to my throat, choking the life from me. 
 
    I grabbed her, pulling her up close and crushing her lips with mine. She whimpered, trying to detangle herself. I pulled her close, holding her like a vice. My tongue found hers, taking the kiss she was holding back from giving. When I had my fill of the kiss I broke free, only to twist her around, pulling on the string of her robe in the process. Slipped my hand around her waist and dragged her back up against my frame. 
 
    “Gage,” her voice came out breathless. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Dipping my head, I pressed my lips to the side of her neck, then grazed the skin with my teeth. She trembled as a groan erupted from her. Even the sound of her moaning as it reminded me of the passion we used to share was like a spear in my soul. I wanted to punish her, to make her repent of the sins she committed. 
 
    I cupped a breast and gave it a not so gentle squeeze while my other hand laced through her deadlocks. Gripping a fistful of her sweet smelling locks, I pulled her head back, garnering a loud gasp from her. The opening of her mouth gave me the opportunity to demand another kiss. She owed me more than that. 
 
    Roughly, I plunged my tongue into her mouth, taking hers even as my hand ran down her cleavage down to her belly. Her flesh quivered beneath my touch giving me an indication that I was still able to evoke some passion within her. My hand reached down and cupped her apparently freshly shaven bare flesh. Heat scorched my fingers as a gush of host sticky substance coated them. 
 
    Unwittingly, a low rumble emitted from deep within me jarring me a little. I continued my assault on her mouth as a bolt of electricity shot through me, causing my dick to war against my slacks. With my pulsing dick and my body raging for attention, I plunge my index finger into her wet pussy. 
 
    My thumb had just began to fiddle with her clit when the blast from my cell phone tore us apart. I released Rayne, wiped my sticky fingers on her breasts and turned my back, tapping the earpiece. 
 
    “Yes,” I answered, my voice on edge. 
 
    “You’re fucking dead, you hear me!” Leroy’s angry shout almost defended me. “Where is my merchandize?” 
 
    “You will get your mechanize when you sign over back my shares to me. Sign the papers in the package that’s attached under the driver seat of your car. Follow the instructions included. When I have received confirmation that the papers have been signed and delivered, I will tell you were your goods are.” 
 
    “Fuck the hell off, Gage. I will never give you back the company. It’s my birthright.” 
 
    “Alright, Leroy. Have it your way. You will just have to make other arrangements with your clients who are on their way to you as we speak. Moreover, your suppliers are expecting you to make good on the arms deal tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t have an arms deal tonight.”  
 
    “By the way, check your phone in a few minutes. I have a surprise for you.” 
 
    I hung up before he could question me further. Ignoring the ringing of the phone, I turned to find that Rayne had started dressing. I pulled her up to me, our eyes connecting. Her dark brown ones had questions, regret and heat all directing at me. 
 
    “You don’t do anything unless I tell you to, got that?” 
 
    She pushed against me. “What are you up to Gage?” 
 
    “Undress and get into bed.”   
 
    She looked at me in confusion. “Why?” 
 
    “Do it now, Rayne. Otherwise I will throw you out of my house along with the rest of the garbage.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    I gripped her tightly. “Try me.” 
 
    “You’re hurting me Gage,” she cried. 
 
    My eyes dropped to my hand on her upper arm and I release her forthwith, feeling a tingle where her skin met my palm. She removed the shorts she had dragged on and climbed into the bed. I indicated that she also remove her underwear.  
 
    I flung my jacket aside, kicked off my shoes and loosened my tie. At this point, I was winging it with no clear idea what I was doing. After removing all my clothes, I climbed into bed with her, tousled my hair and pulled her into my arms with my cell phone in hand. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she whispered. 
 
    “You ask a lot of questions, don’t you?” 
 
    Taking a photo of us both, I sent it in a message to my brother. ‘I told you I would take back everything you stole, including your wife. One down, a few others to go.’ 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    7 – Leroy  
 
      
 
    I gritted my teeth, my jaw clenching so tightly I felt the muscles tighten. That brother of mine was going down. I should have just killed the fucking bastard instead of sending him to prison. This time, I didn’t care whether he was blood or not, I’d do whatever it took to end him. 
 
    Seeing that photo of him and Rayne in bed sent me over the edge. Angrily, I tossed the phone away, hearing it shatter as it hit the floor of the now empty warehouse. My merchandise was gone and I would be in deep shit if I was unable to deliver the goods I promised El Lobo. Paper needed to trade hands within the next thirty six hours or my ass would be toast. 
 
    “Boss,” one of my men, Tundra approached me from behind. “El Lobo and his men are here.” 
 
    “Damn it!”  
 
    My appointment with the Latino chief was tomorrow night. How the hell did, El Lobo get the dates mixed? Then I remember that Gage told me I had a deal tonight? I could not fathom how he made the time switch. Gage was not aa man in the streets. He was clean … too clean, a business brain and not a thug. All I could think was that this was some mistake on my men’s part, because there was no way Gage knew El Lobo. 
 
    Before I could consult with my front man as what to do, El Lobo was calling my name. “Leroy, let’s do business.” 
 
    I began walking toward the entrance where El Lobo and his men entered. “Well here’s the thing, the goods…” 
 
    “Boss,” Tundra cut me off, leaning close to me and speaking in low tones. “We found them.” 
 
    El Lobo closed the space between us. “What were you saying?” 
 
    I had to think on my feet. “The goods are at another location … for safety reason.” 
 
    “And you made me come all the way here?” the Latino berated. “Are you messing with me? I left my parents’ anniversary celebration to come to you. You better not be wasting my time, Esé (homeboy).” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dare waste your time, El Lobo.” 
 
    Tundra quickly supplied the location where Gage had moved the merchandize. Gage was out of his league. I owned Detroit and nothing could get lost without me finding it. All it took was a few phone calls to have my boys check around for any movement within the last few days.  
 
    We moved out immediately, heading to the storage unit Gage rented. El Lobo was not pleased about the situation and I couldn’t blame him. Deals like these were supposed to be solid. Shifting location after the buyer arrived was never a good call. Fortunately El Lobo knew I was a serious businessman and had never forfeited on a transaction before. 
 
    The place Gage chose was on the outskirts of the city. Some of my men were already there and had opened the containers which housed the crates. I was impressed at the remoteness of the storage unit and the privacy offered that I considered that he did me a huge favor. It made me reconsider moving my business dealings to a place such as this. 
 
    “Check the merchandise,” I instructed Tundra. 
 
    Beckoning to the rest of the team of a dozen, they pried off the lid of the crates using a claw-bar. Breathing a sigh, I called over El Lobo to come and view the stuff. He and his men picked up a few of the high powered weapon from the top of the crates and examined them. I only traded the best and what Lobo was looking at was military grade. 
 
    “As usual, you got some good stuff here,” he said. “How many are we talking about?” 
 
    “There’s ten in each crate.” 
 
    He turned to his team. “Dig them out guys. Let’s do this.” 
 
    His men removed the top layer and lay the weapons on the floor. They then dug into the piles of dries grass that Gage used to pack the crates. When one El Lobo’s his men beckoned him my brain froze. The look on the man’s face told me that something was dangerously wrong. Lobo’s men drew their weapons and trained them on Tundra and the team while El Lobo turned to face me. 
 
    “Is this some kind of a joke?” he spat. “I told you what happens to gringos who waste my time.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about man?” I asked, even as I indicated that my men should see what happened. 
 
    Both El Lobo and I drew our weapons at the same time while I backed out of the storage unit. Tundra and a few of the boys went to investigate what had El Lobo worked up. I knew it was going to go down and all I could think that whatever it was, Gage was a dead man. 
 
    “Boss!” Tundra ran out of the unit carrying a wooden weapon. 
 
    More men were coming with wooden and plastic toy weapons. There was one with a water pistol. The blood drained from my head as even my hearts flipped over a few times. I could not believe that Gage would put my life in jeopardy this way. We were brothers for fuck’s sake! 
 
    Yet again, I did try to off him in prison when I realized that the charges against him might not stick. I’d have to pay a couple hundred grand to some dirty cops to hide evidence. Now, here I was with a gun pointing to my face and all I could think of was killing the bastard for real. 
 
    “Look, this is just a misunderstanding,” I tried to reason with the man although a ball of white hot rage was quickly engulfing me. “You see, my brother thought he’d pull one over on me…” 
 
    The sound of sirens cut my statement short as well as what sounded like a gunshot. El Lobo’s men started to disperse, backing away with their weapons still trained on me and my men.  
 
    “You call the guripas (police)?” El Lobo railed. “I should wax you right here.”  
 
    I took offence to that and made a step in his direction. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Let’s bounce!” El Lobo’s right wing man shouted. 
 
    The sirens got louder as the men fidgeted. El Lobo lowered his weapon and backed away. His men followed, keeping their weapons aimed. As soon as they disappeared into their vehicles and burned the pavement, I and my men did the same. 
 
    “Damn it!” I shrieked as soon as I settled into the back seat of the car with Tundra at the wheel. “Gage, you’re a dead bastard!” 
 
    After a few minutes of me getting some control over my emotions, I took my cell phone from my jacket pocket and dialed the number of a friend who owed me a favor. Jack answered right away. In the background I could hear sounds as though someone was getting punched. I also heard muted cries and groans. 
 
    “Jack, I need a man to do a job.” 
 
    “Who’s your target?” 
 
    “My brother Gage. I want a clean job, no mess.” 
 
    There was a few second’s silence. “I’ll call you back in twenty minutes.” 
 
    I knew Jack would come through for me, therefore I leaned back and closed my eyes. I could imagine the announcement over the news. Gage Wilder found dead floating in the Great River ... or some similar headline. That would be the happiest day of my life. 
 
    Tundra’s voice broke through my musings. “Where he heading boss?” 
 
    “Take me to my hotel. We’ll head home tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    8 – Rayne 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You’re playing a dangerous game Gage. You don’t know what your brother is capable of,” I warned. “Don’t get me caught in the middle.” 
 
    Gage took my wrist and pulled me up from the bed. He grabbed my robe and shoved it into my arms. He then proceeded to shove me towards the door. I braced against his hand but forgot how strong he was. His palm on my bare skin was sending electrical charges through me. I’d forgotten what a real man’s touch felt like, what it was like to feel the fire deep in my core. Gage reignited a fire in me that I had long ago doused and Leroy trampled on. 
 
    “You already got caught in the middle when you married him,” he sneered. “Now get out.” 
 
    “Are you throwing me out of the house in the middle of the night?” 
 
    “Count your lucky stars that I am not that callous. You might be of some use to me, so you may stay here, in one of the guest rooms.” 
 
    “You can’t do this Gage, Leroy will…” 
 
    He grabbed my upper arm tightly. I could see the ferocious beast threatening to let loose. His jaw clenched tightly as he obviously was trying his best to rein in his temper. With nostrils flaring and his lips curled back, for the first time I was scared of Gage. 
 
    “You utter his name once more and I might do something I’ll regret. Leroy no longer lives here or own you.” 
 
    “You don’t understand Gage,” I tried to reason with him. “You don’t understand.” 
 
    “What you don’t seem to understand is that I am back and intend to reclaim all that’s mine.” 
 
    My heart twisted in my chest. “Including me?” 
 
    “Only if it’s beneficial for me,” he retorted. “Right now it seems convenient. When I am done with you, you can disappear and never return for all I care.” 
 
    The rush of air that hit my face as the door slammed had me reeling back. I stood there, seeing a different side of Gage for the first time. I knew he would be tougher coming out of prison, but he had a cruel side I never thought I’d see in him. He had been such a loving gently soul, always kind and caring when we were together. 
 
    All I now saw was loathing from a man who once thought of me as his life. Now I couldn’t blame him. I’d allowed his brother to not only manipulate, but intimidate me as well. I knew I was weak and I didn’t want to be, but if I pushed back against Leroy, I didn’t want to imagine the outcome. I winced as my mind went back to five years ago when Leroy invited me to dinner as my brother in law. 
 
    “I know you’re hurting because of my brother. Come have dinner and let’s talk about how we can work together to get him out of that hell hole.” 
 
    The dinner itself had been fine, but what happened afterwards had my blood running cold in my veins. It had seemed strange that the restaurant had been deserted except for us and those working the kitchen. The dim lights caused me to think that Leroy had some romantic notion about the two of us. 
 
    We dined alone, being served by men I thought looked more like bouncers than waiters. We talked about Gage and how unfortunate it was that he’d been sent to prison after such a short trial. All through dinner he was the perfect gentleman until we finished our desert and then things took a bizarre turn. 
 
    “The food was delicious, Leroy. Thank you for this evening,” I said, dabbing my lips and setting my napkin down. “But why did you have the restaurant closed?” 
 
    Reaching across the table, he took my hand. “Because I needed to ask you something.” 
 
    “Yes, ask me.” 
 
    “I know you love Gage, but he’s not coming back from prison, Rayne.” 
 
    Shaking my head vigorously, I contradicted him. “No, he’s coming back. He has to.” 
 
    “No he’s not. I know he’s not.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Don’t worry about how I know. What I want to ask you is this. Will you marry me?” 
 
    I snatched my hand away. “What?” 
 
    “Marry me.” 
 
    “Are you out of your mind? I love Gage and he’s your brother.” 
 
    “Then you give me no choice,” he said. 
 
    The legs of the chair craping against the tiled floor as he arose, sent chills up my spine. His steel grey eyes hardened as his face tightened. Leroy came around to my side of the table, gripped my shoulders rather tightly and leaned into my ear. His voice was as steel as he whispered. 
 
    “You have no choice if you want your brother and your precious Gage to live.” 
 
    My brother? He knew where my brother was? My heart started beating heavily as I began to realize that Leroy wasn’t who he appeared to be on the outside. I tried to shrug him off, but his fingers dug into my shoulders painfully. 
 
    “I will show you just how serious I am,” he continued. “Come with me.” 
 
    I was forced to my feet as his grip on me tightened and began to cramp my shoulders. He kept his hold on me as he guided me through the dining area. We passed through the kitchen and went down a basement.  
 
    The place was damp and cold. A single bulb overheard hung from a string. A man was sitting in a chair much like you would see in the movies. The whole thing was surreal to me. I felt that I was caught in some kind of drama. The way Leroy dressed in his white suit, matching shoes and all, his dark brown hair slicked back and his always having an unlit cigar reminded me of mafia movie. 
 
    I blinked, thinking this was all a dream and that I’d wake up in Gage’s arms and everything would be okay. Leroy pushed me forward as a man stepped from the shadows with a baseball bat. He was wearing a badly soiled t-shirt and jeans. 
 
    “Do it,” Leroy instructed. “And you my dear Rayne will watch.” 
 
    “No,” I cried. “Take me home now.” 
 
    “Shut up,” he roared. “You will leave when I say so.” 
 
    I heard the bone crack before I realized what was happening. The man with the bat slammed the man on the chair at the side of his head. The man’s head lolled to the side, his eyelids drooping. Another hit with the bat and the man’s head snapped back. 
 
    ‘Stop it!” I shrieked, trying my best to free myself from Leroy’s grasp. 
 
    “That’s what will happen to Gage in prison. In fact as we speak, a few of my buddies are paying him a visit.” 
 
    A tremor passed through me as my blood curdled. “No, you can’t hurt him.” 
 
    With all the strength I could muster and twisted from his grip, turned and landed an open palm on his cheek. A second later, a back hand swiped against my cheek, sending me reeling on my ass. 
 
    Coming to stand over me as I sat on the floor of that murky basement, he made himself clear. “From now on, Rayne Brubaker, you belong to me.” 
 
    The entire night, I was in fear, unable to sleep. I didn’t know where my brother was. He just disappeared after going off to Detroit to work. Now, Leroy was threatening his life as well as Gage’s. The following morning I went to the prison to make sure Gage was okay, hoping that Leroy had been bluffing.  I was told that he was in the infirmary due to a fight and I was unable to see him. 
 
    For the next three months, I lived in fear not for my own life, but for the life of those I loved. When next I saw Gage, a scar was on his face running along his right cheek. It did not make him look any less handsome. In fact, it added a little more machismo to his already very masculine appearance. 
 
    I tried to hold on as long as I could. Even after receiving that fake letter from Gage, I tried to see him but was told he didn’t want to see me. It was when Leroy showed me a video taken on someone’s phone of Gage being beaten, I lost my nerve. I could no longer resist what Leroy demanded. It was my life for Gage’s and I was willing to give all I had to save him. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    9 – Gage 
 
      
 
      
 
    I took the weapon apart, cleaned it and put it back together three times. That was overkill, I knew. But being in the same house with Rayne, with her sleeping in the room next to mine was wreaking havoc on my nerves.  
 
    I should just throw her out and forget she ever existed, but I would not go back on my promise to strip my brother of everything her owned, especially the things he took from me. Whether I would keep them when I was done remained to be seen.  
 
    Picking up the gun again, I aimed at the wall separating us, briefly closing my eyes as I envisioned her naked body curled up in bed. With the heat in the high nineties, she would be wearing a lace underwear and nothing else. 
 
    My finger itched to squeeze the trigger as the contempt I felt for her boiled over. How could she have done this? The love we shared, was it all a lie? But the contents of that letter came back to me and the realization that she allowed Leroy to manipulate her. Even if she thought I’d written that letter, it was no reason to just marry Leroy, and so soon afterwards. 
 
    “Damn it!”  
 
    Lowering the weapon, I set it on the nightstand and walked to the window overlooking the back lawns. That was a mistake. Memories were a hell of a thing. No matter how I tried to wipe my mind of them, they refused to leave me alone. Our walks, kisses in the rain picnics and us ravaging each other in the freshly cut grass assailed my mind. 
 
    Stomping away from the window I came back to the bed. My eyes settled on the closet door which was slightly ajar. My initial intention was to close it, but I found myself tearing it open to view it contents.  
 
    Rage overwhelmed me at seeing not only Leroy’s clothes hanging there but Rayne’s as well. I began pulling them out and dumping them on the floor. I’d finished tossing them out of the compartment which used to house mine and Rayne’s clothes when I saw the small wooden music box I’d gifted her. 
 
    I picked it up and was about to toss it against the wall when the lid opened and something fell out. picked up a folded piece of paper. Setting down the box on the bed, I turned over the document. I wondered if perhaps it was another letter that Leroy forged with my handwriting. When I unfolded the document, my eyes narrowed as I perused the contents. 
 
    My entire body went cold as the blood drain from my head. Weakness overcame me as I read and reread the contents again. Like a hot potato, I dropped the document and walked to the window. After a few seconds I came back, picked up the paper and read its contents once more. I found myself pacing the room, trying to decipher what I just read. 
 
    Again, I read it more slowly, unable to comprehend it. For a moment, I stared at the piece of paper in my hand. Moments’ elapsed while I paced the room, my brain in tizzy. Half hour later, I found myself moving towards the door, my feet carrying me like an automaton. Like a zombie, I moved down the passage and was at the guest bedroom door, my mind now racing with many thoughts. My anger for her had not diminished. In fact, it multiplied to the point where I wanted to strangle her. 
 
    “Rayne!” I slammed my fist against the door. “Rayne!” 
 
    The door opened suddenly with Rayne standing there in a baby blue underwear and a t-shirt that barely covered her navel. Her full round breasts wrestled against the tight garment. My eyes settled on them for a moment before cruising the rest of her five feet five inches frame.  
 
    “What do you want Gage,” she asked, her voice cold. 
 
    I raised my eyes to hers and noticed the red rims and puffiness. Had she been crying? I stepped closer, my anger dissipating for a moment. She backed away, holding her hand up. 
 
    “What do you want Gage?” she asked again. “It’s late.” 
 
    Pushing aside my concern over her countenance and the tone of her voice I shoved the document toward her. “What’s this?” 
 
    She snatched the paper from me, her face losing some color. “Have you been going through my things?” she demanded. 
 
    “Where is my son?” 
 
    Ignoring me, she countered with a question of her own. “Is that the only thing you found?” 
 
    “Answer my question, Rayne. Where is my son?” heat flushed my entire body as rage rippled through me. “You had my child and didn’t think to inform me?” 
 
    “Stop it, Gage!” she shrieked. “Just shut the fuck up and answer me. Did you find anything else?” 
 
    “What else do I need to find? This is a birth certificate with my name on it as father of your child.” 
 
    Grabbing my arm she started pulling me towards my bedroom. “Come with me, now.” 
 
    I followed her as I needed answers. “This better be damn good.” 
 
    When we reached the bedroom she started towards the closet then paused upon seeing the clothes piled on the floor. Her eyes blazed with fury. She stepped over the pile of clothes and marched towards the closet when she turned, her eyes settling on the music box on the bed. She came back, picked it up and opened it wide.  
 
    A look of anguish crossed her face. Pursing her lips, she reached inside the box with a tremoring hand. Gently sitting the box on the bed, she raised her eyes to me before coming to stand within inches. Holding up the document she now gripped tightly in her palm she shoved it under my nose. 
 
    “This is a fucking death certificate!” She then snatched the certificate and bunched it up, tossing it into my face. “A death certificate … you hear me?” her voice was high pitched and bordering on hysterical. 
 
    “Is that why you married him?” was all I could think to ask. “Because you were pregnant and I wasn’t there?” 
 
    Her response was short and clipped. “No.” 
 
    I choose not to believe her as all I was now thinking was her pain. Was she still grieving? That why she was crying? 
 
    “I’m sorry you had to go through this without me,” I said, losing some of my earlier bolster. “I can’t imagine what a mother goes through losing a child.” 
 
    She straightened her shoulders, he voice regaining some amount of verve. “I did not lose my child.” 
 
    “But you said…” 
 
    “My child was taken … taken from me!” 
 
    Puzzled at her response I stared into her eyes. “What do you mean he was taken?” 
 
    “There’ no point hiding the truth from you now,” she replied. Her voice softened as tears welled in her eyes and she sniffed. “He didn’t die. That bastard stole him and I don’t know where he is. I’ve been searching for him for four years!” 
 
    Everything as I knew it shattered in that moment. The walls I built up around my heart threatened to crumble. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to realize that a child thrown into the mix was a game changer.  
 
    I knew Leroy was shit, but I never realized just how evil he was until that moment. Several thoughts hit me. I could have lived with knowing my child was died. It would have been difficult and I would have grieved the loss. But what Rayne was saying to me changed everything. 
 
    My mission was not only to see Leroy beg for his life. I needed to find my son. However, something just didn’t add up. She married Leroy three and a half months after I went to prison, and then disappeared for a year afterwards. That’s what Ron said. But I still wasn’t understanding why she married Leroy. Now she was telling me that Leroy stole the child and hid him somewhere? 
 
    “Tell me plainly what you have to say.” 
 
    “Did you hear me?” she shrieked. “Leroy, your brother stole my baby and let me believe it was dead. At first he denied it, but now he openly admits it.” 
 
    I gripped her shoulders, watching the tears stream down her face. My heart jerked, melted and dropped heavily as I witnessed her pain. “What I can’t understand is why you married him.” 
 
    “Don’t do this Gage, I can’t tell you anything else. I must find our son. That’s the only reason I haven’t murdered him in his sleep.” 
 
    Somehow hearing her say those words erased a small iota of my pain. Before I knew what I was doing, I was pulling her into my arms as she sobbed uncontrollably on my shoulder. 
 
    “Da-fuck?” Braun’s voice sounded behind me. “That’s why you disappeared for a year … to have the baby?” 
 
    I twisted my head in the direction of his voice. “Braun, not now.” 
 
    “I still won’t forgive her for marrying that creep. You shouldn’t either.” 
 
    “Go to bed Braun,” I grated. 
 
    “I was sleeping peacefully until y’all made such a ruckus.” 
 
    After Braun left us, I guided her to the bed where we sat. She cried some more and I held her close. Having my arms around her evoked some sensations I had thought I’d buried while in prison. While I processed all she told me, I was even more determined to make sure Leroy paid for all his sins. 
 
    “My child,” I whispered, the news finally hitting me smack in the face. “I have a son!” 
 
    Rayne raised her head, a sliver of a smile breaking through her anguish. “Yes, we do.” 
 
    “Rayne, you need to tell me everything … all of it.” 
 
    Breaking out of my arms, she stood. “I can’t.” 
 
    Pulling her back down to sit beside me, I cupped her face. “Rayne, look at me. Have I ever lied to you?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Then trust me when I say everything will be okay.” 
 
    “Does that mean you forgive me?” 
 
    “It will take some time to get there Rayne. I don’t know all the facts so I can’t promise you anything.” 
 
    “Leroy is dangerous.” 
 
    “I know, but so am I Rayne. Did he threaten you?” 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    “Explain.” 
 
    “He threatened to kill you when you were in prison.” 
 
    “I know about the hits on my life, but here I am … alive,” I told her. “What else aren’t you telling me?’ 
 
    “My brother. I don’t know where he is. Leroy knows and said he would do to him what he did to that man.” 
 
    “What man?” 
 
    “The one he had killed with me watching.” The terror in her eyes was evident. I could feel the tremor pass through her body as she gripped my hand, her voice now growing hysterical. “Please Gage, I can’t take anymore. He killed that man with a baseball bat and forced me to watch. Then said that he’d do the same to you and my brother if I didn’t marry him.” 
 
    I pulled her into my arms again, unable to believe all that she’d had to suffer because of me. “Your brother will be fine, I promise.” 
 
    “How can you promise me that?” 
 
    “I met him while at Iona. Ron is working to get him out.” 
 
    “He’s in prison?” 
 
    I told her the story that her brother told me of how he ended up locked up without even a trial. He was picked up for dealing drugs even though he didn’t have an ounce on him when the cops broke down his door. There was no trial, no proper booking. He was taken directly to the prison where I found him. After I told her what Carlon told me, I held her close. 
 
    “I promise, I’ll do everything in my power to make sure nothing happens to your brother,” I whispered. “Dry your tears, my dear. It’s not time to break down. It’s time to break even.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    10 – Rayne 
 
      
 
     “Tell me what I need to do to bring that bastard to his knees.” I said, loving the way Gage’s arms around me was making me feel secure. I brushed back my tears. “What will we do?” 
 
    “Push back.” 
 
    “How?’ 
 
    “I need you to continue to be Leroy’s wife, for a little while longer.” 
 
    I pushed against him, searching his face for any iota of amusement. He was dead serious. “After I told you everything?” 
 
    “Think about it Rayne. To do all the things Leroy has done and gotten away with, he must have some strong connections in the police force. Your brother is in a high maximum security prison with no family member ever being contacted about an arrest.” 
 
    That was true and I knew this. I was just surprised that Gage was asking me to continue the charade. The thought of being near Leroy again made me shudder. However, if it meant that I could find my child and keep my brother safe, I’d do it again. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But we need to find Gage Jr soon. God knows what he’s done with him.” 
 
    “Are you sure he’s alive?” 
 
    I nodded. “One of the nurses at the hospital told me what she saw in confidence.”  
 
    Another stream of tears slid down my cheeks. Remembering the ordeal in the hospital brought back such anguish, my heart clenched painfully.  I inhaled a shuddering breath and continued while Gage’s nostrils flared. I could see him trying to control the myriad of emotions now reflected in his eyes.  
 
    “After my son was born, Leroy came and took the child.” I could barely breathe as I told Gage what happened. “I was told that I had a still birth. Even though I was in an out of consciousness half the time, I knew I heard my baby cry. They told me that upon the orders of my husband, the child was cremated as to save me the grief of seeing the dead child.” 
 
    Gage’s voice was thick as he cupped my face, his eye glossy. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.” 
 
    My fear had made me weak. I knew I needed to channel that fear in order to find my son. I gripped Gage’s hand, looking into his eyes. There were two things I needed in life. I needed to find my son and I needed for Gage and me to get past this. I knew that both were going to require my courage and I was ready to give my all. I would not allow Gage to fight this battle alone. 
 
    “It’s not your fault, Gage. It’s that fiend who caused all this pain. Never apologize for not being here because you were taken from me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Gage 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure about this, bro?” Braun questioned. “You’re sending her into the lion’s den, man.” 
 
    We were in one of the rooms on the ground floor, which now served as the security post. Braun and his crew installed several computers which connected to the security system. I kept my eyes on the monitor which fed from the camera at the gate. After much debate a few hours ago, Rayne insisted that I should throw her out of the house in a fit. She would then call Leroy who would run to her rescue. 
 
     When I’d suggested that she remain as Leroy’s wife, I had expected to let Leroy back into the house where I’d could keep an eye on them both. I was still toying with the idea, but as Rayne seemed to know what made Leroy tick, I followed her instructions. 
 
    Now she was sitting on her suitcase at the gate – been there since 3 AM. Now it was close to 9 AM. Several times I made to go out to her, to drag her back into the house and hold her in my arms. I so wanted to wipe away the pain that I knew was buried in her heart. Pain I had a part in causing, even indirectly. I was still reeling from the revelation that I had a child out there somewhere, a child brought into this world by the one woman I cherished more than anything else.  
 
    My heart quivered at the thought that Leroy had perhaps killed my child and was toying with Rayne. But she was convinced that he was alive and I had nothing else to convince me otherwise. I kept my eyes peeled to the monitor while Braun shoved a cup of coffee into my hand. 
 
    “Go get some sleep, Gage. You’ve been watching her for hours.” 
 
    “No.”  I took a sip of the coffee. “She looks exhausted. She must be hungry. You should take her one of these.” I held up the coffee mug. “In fact, take this to her, she needs it more than I do.” 
 
    “I would, but Leroy is no fool. If we’re doing this, she has to look traumatized when he arrives.” 
 
    “What the fuck is taking him so long?” 
 
    Braun placed a hand on my shoulder. “I suspect that he spent the night in Detroit and is now racing back to Rayne like a mad man.” 
 
    It was killing me watching her sitting on her suitcase, obviously exhausted and hungry. I watched her take out her cell phone and make a call, then it occurred to me that I would have no way of communicating with her without Leroy knowing. I didn’t want to take the chance of him keeping tabs on her phone and God knows where he would take her from here. 
 
    “You can get her an encrypted phone,” Braun said, as though reading my mind. “Yeah, I saw how you were looking at her make that call. Don’t worry, I’ll get it to her.” 
 
    “When?” I asked. “Do you just happen to have one of those lying around?’ 
 
    “No. I’ll get it to her afterwards. Leroy can’t prevent me from seeing her.” 
 
    At that point Leroy’s vehicle pulled up at the gate. As soon as the car came to a halt the door opened and the he rushed over to her. When she slapped him across the cheek, I feared that he might retaliate, but he didn’t. She was crying and he tried to take her into his arms. I slammed the mug with the coffee down on the surface of the compute desk, having some splash onto the wood. 
 
    “Calm down Gage.” 
 
    “The thought of him touching her…,” I growled, recalling how much I had hated her and wanted to see her suffer as much as Leroy. It was also my idea that she remain with Leroy in order to find our son. A part of me was now regretting that. 
 
    “You still love her?” 
 
    A knife sliced through me at Braun’s question. “Don’t ask me that.” 
 
    “Can you take her back after she slept with that leech?” 
 
    My fist came down on the desk, toppling over the mug and rattle the computer. “Shut the fuck up!” 
 
    “I’m just asking because I need to know how far you want to take this shit. Will you sacrifice her along the way or will you save her when you destroy him.” 
 
    “What the hell kind of question is that?” I barked, keeping my eyes on the couple. “Moreover, you don’t know shit about Rayne and me, so stop with the bullshit.” 
 
    “So it’s back to ‘Rayne and me’ now?” he laughed. “Anyway, she hasn’t really slept with him.” 
 
    “What?” a deep crease entered my forehead as I turned to stare at him. “What was all that crap a while ago?” 
 
    “Just messing with my big brother’s head. But what I’m saying is real. They haven’t done the dirty deed.” 
 
    I knew my voice had an incredulous note to it. “They’ve been married for five years.” 
 
    “Yes, and one and half years of that she spent in New York with her aunt Clarissa. I now know that she went to have a baby. But when she came back she looked quite depressed and … I kinda overheard a conversation I shouldn’t have. I assure you the only way that leech had slept with her is if he raped her.” 
 
    I grabbed Braun by the collar. “How do you know all this? Has he forced himself on her? I swear I will kill that bastard today itself…” 
 
    He slapped my hand away. “No, not as far as I know. I think he cares about her in his own twisted way. So he hasn’t tried anything … not to my knowledge.” 
 
    “But they sleep in the same bed.” 
 
    “Yeah, he insists that they do to make it look normal, but I’m telling you. He can’t touch her, not in that way.” 
 
    “How do you know all this?” 
 
    He scoffed at me. “What do you think I’ve been doing while you were in jail? When she left, I had no idea why, but when she returned I kept my eyes on them both especially after learning why he killed Bainbridge. It was by accident that I learned about a condition she has that makes her unable to have sex with him.” 
 
    “You’ve been spying on them and didn’t tell me?” 
 
    “I wasn’t sure what I was dealing with, Gage. You did insist I refrain from mentioning Rayne’s name.” 
 
    “Yes, but … forget that. Tell me what happened.” 
 
    “I did suspect something fishy in their behavior and the many arguments they seem to have. It was one such argument that got my attention. He tried to get with her and she reminded him that she was undergoing therapy for her sickness and she wasn’t ready. At first he didn’t buy it, but when she started crying he relented.” 
 
    “Sonofa…” my hands folded into tight balls as I imagined them closing around Leroy’s throat. 
 
    Braun shuffled beside me. “Hold on, let me clean this up and then I will let you listen to something.” 
 
    He left to get paper towels while I returned my attention to the monitor. Leroy walked up to the gate and stared into the new security panel before taking out his cell phone. My own cell phone vibrated and I picked it up. 
 
    “Nice of you to call, big brother. You still owe me a welcome home party, remember?” 
 
    “You sonofabitch!” he cursed. “Open the gate this instant.” 
 
    “Why? Were you there when I bought back the estate after it went into foreclosure?” 
 
    “You think I give a fuck about that?” 
 
    I chuckled. “You should. Now, did you find your merchandise?” 
 
    “I will kill you, Gage,” he shouted into the phone. “I will fucking ice you if you don’t return what’s mine.” 
 
    “Now you know how it feels, big brother. Sign over back my shares and I will return your guns and drugs, as well as your bank accounts.” 
 
    “What?” he seemed stunned. “What did you say about my bank accounts?” 
 
    “I see you haven’t checked your accounts lately. Have fun using your credit cards or making any transactions.” 
 
    I hung up before he could spit a few more expletives into my ear. I continued to watch him as he frantically dialed on his phone. After speaking with whomever – I assumed that he was speaking with the bank – he tossed the phone away. The device hit the pavement and smashed into a zillion pieces. That was the second phone he’d destroyed in less than twenty four hours.  
 
    Braun finished cleaning the desk and stood beside me watching the drama. He’d brought in a tablet which he set on the surface of the desk. I was impressed with his technology skills. I recalled the day I walked out of that facility and he came to pick me up. I tried convincing him to stay out of this fight but he wouldn’t listen. The conversation came back to me. 
 
    “Do you really think I sat twiddling my thumbs for five years while you were locked up?” he’d asked.  
 
    We had stopped briefly along the way to catch up on what I’d missed. After our brief argument about him leaving this mission to me, he reached over the backseat and picked up a file folder, dropping in on my lap. 
 
    “There, read that.” 
 
    The folder contain detailed information about Leroy’s gun and drug trade, his suppliers and a long list of dirty cops who turned a blind eye to his crimes. There were phone numbers, dresses, email addresses, business address and a whole lot of information. Also included in the file were Leroy’s personal banking information. 
 
    “Where’d you get all this?” 
 
    “I have my ways. I can clean out his bank account if you want. Just let me help you do this.” 
 
    “You can what?” 
 
    “Help you.” 
 
    “No, not that. What did you say about his bank account?” 
 
    Braun shrugged. “Oh that, I can wipe it out if you like … or make it seem as if its cleaned out.” 
 
    While I recalled that conversation which led to Braun and his friends shutting down Leroy’s bank account, I watched my elder brother dump their suitcases into the trunk of the car. He was now seating her in the back. The car drove off while my heart was doing backflips and I was wondering if she hadn’t really slept with Leroy all this time.  
 
    As soon as the car disappeared, I turned to my younger brother. “Tell me now what you were saying about Rayne and Leroy.” 
 
    Braun picked up the tablet and switched it on. He then brought up a voice recording. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Just play the damn thing.” 
 
    Without further hesitation, he touched play. 
 
    “…four years and we haven’t consummated our marriage. How long should I wait to be with my wife?” 
 
    “I’m not ready, Leroy. I need time.” 
 
    “How much more time do you need? *incoherent babble* without touching you. I gave you time to recover that. It’s been three and four years since we’ve been married Rayne.” 
 
    “You have Zoe, I don’t mind if you cool off with her but I am not ready.” 
 
    There was a shuffling. “Like hell. You better be ready tonight.” 
 
    “Let go off my arm Leroy or I swear I will call the cops.” 
 
    “You would call the cops on your husband?” 
 
    “I have a valid medical certificate that says I am unable to respond sexually to you.” 
 
    “What the fuck kind of sickness is that?” 
 
    A sniffle was heard in the background. “It’s called HSDD, hypoactive sexual desire disorder.” She was now bawling full on. “You think I want to be feeling this way?” 
 
    “D-don’t cry. I’m sorry.” 
 
    **Crying and talking inaudibly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “**Incoherent…. Leroy. I think he’s alive.” She inhaled shuddering breath. “Leroy, you want me to get better don’t you? So we can … you know, be real man and wife… right?’ 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Then help me… **more crying and babbling.” 
 
    “Rayne, he’s dead.” 
 
    “No!” she shrieked. “Then I’d rather be dead. I can’t live like this. Find him, please and I will do anything you ask.” 
 
    “Alright,” he said. “If I told you he is alive, will that make you feel better?” 
 
    She sniffed. “What?” 
 
    “Rayne, he’s alive.” 
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you that.” 
 
    She started crying once more. “You’re lying to me because you want sex. That’s so cruel of you.” 
 
    “No, no. He’s really alive.” 
 
    “Then take me to him.” 
 
    “When the time is right. Right now, get some sleep and we’ll talk again when you aren’t so emotional. I will get you some warm milk to calm you down.” 
 
    There was a few minutes silence and then the door opened and shut. Rayne cursed under her breath, using a few choice expletives, her voice was void of any emotion as she had a few minutes earlier. 
 
    The recording came to an end and Braun switched the tablet off.  
 
    “I had no idea she was talking about your child. It all makes sense now.” 
 
    Grasping the back of my neck and walked over to the far side of the room and back. “What happened afterwards? The recording just ended like that.” 
 
    “I had to cut it. I honestly don’t know what happened when he returned with the milk, but I do know she is still holding out on him. There was one time she threatened to leave him to find whomever he was holding captive, and he threatened to them. If I had known all this, I would have told you sooner.” 
 
    “Have you bugged their room?” 
 
    “Yeah, I had to in order to get information. I would not have listened in if they had been having sex.” 
 
     I was in shock from all this. “This all doesn’t make much sense.” 
 
    “The only reason she is with him is because she wants to find the child. At first I thought it was some relative. However, I have been keeping trace on his every movement, but nothing about a child has surfaced.” 
 
    “Her brother is also in danger, so they could have been talking about that.” 
 
    “I doubt it, she mentioned something about him being taken from the hospital at one point.” 
 
    I ran my hand over my face as I tried to assimilate all that I heard on the recording and what Braun told me. For five years all I could think was how Rayne betrayed me with my brother. I’d envisioned them wrapped in each other arms so much that I was determined to destroy her along with that scoundrel. Now all I could think about was her pain. How much she suffered and what I wanted more than anything was to erase her anguish.  
 
    “I will find my son and get back my life.” 
 
    “With Rayne, right?” Braun asked. 
 
    “Yes, with Rayne.” 
 
    Braun clapped me on the shoulder. “Good. Let’s do this.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    11 – Rayne 
 
      
 
    All that mattered to me was finding my son and getting back together with the only man I loved. It had taken some convincing to have my doctor in NY provide a medical report that said I was unable to function sexually. The only man I was interested in sleeping with was Gage and I would be damned it I would allow Leroy to touch my pussy with a ten foot pole. 
 
    He could abuse me all he wanted, but rape was a federal crime and if he didn’t want to end up in jail or worse, I knew I was safe for the time being. Regardless of what he was, he was no rapist, of that I was sure. I knew he was weak for me and I used that to my advantage. Giving him promises that I would soon be able to function properly was my weapon.  
 
    I allowed him to touch me to a point and then I would go all crazy and shit, bawling my eyes out for my lost son and he would comfort me and tell me that he would wait until I was ready. It worked every time. 
 
    Now more than ever, my performance mattered. I was not only doing this for my son now. I was also doing this for the family I always wanted with Gage – for us three. My performance mattered now more than ever and I had to make sure Leroy did not suspect me. Because even though I knew he wouldn’t rape me, it didn’t mean he wouldn’t kill me. More than that, he hated Gage so much that it would take nothing for him to kill his child. 
 
    The car rambled on, his right-arm man driving. Leroy was sitting beside me, the evil registering on his face. I knew he was plotting something now that Gage had touched his bank accounts. I was praying that he wouldn’t do anything rash, but they were brothers after all and they both had something in common. Although Leroy was more of the emotional beast to shout and carry on, they both went silent when backed into a corner and would always come out calmer. When that happened, be prepared for deadly action. 
 
    The ringing of my cell phone startled me that I almost jumped. As I snatched the instrument from my purse, Leroy looked across at me. I glanced at the number on the screen and knew that another scene was imminent. Setting my face and dredging up my best performance yet, I unlocked the phone and barked into it. 
 
    “You dare call me after what you and your brother did to me. What the hell do you want with me now Braun?” 
 
    “Whoa, very nice, keep it up and listen keenly,” he said and I almost smiled at his complement. “I need to see you as soon as possible, Gage has something he wants to you have.” 
 
    “What the fuck do you mean you will throw out the rest of my belongings? Do you know how much that Gucci handbag cost me? And my bracelet is the only thing my mother left me.” 
 
    “Good, just tell me where to meet you and we are all set.” 
 
    “You know what, I am done with this family, except for my husband. But if you so much as touch that bracelet I will burn down your house, you hear me?” I paused as though I was listening to Braun argue with me. “I don’t know where I’m going yet, I will call you to let you know where and when to drop them off. As a matter of fact, I don’t want you knowing where we’re going. So I will meet you somewhere after I consult with my husband.” 
 
    I hung up abruptly and tossed the phone back into the purse. Leroy was grinning from ear to ear while I wondered what Gage had to give me. I had to give myself credit because Leroy reached over and took my hand, giving me a squeeze and all I could think was that, “Fucker, I have you exactly where I want you now.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Leroy checked us into a hotel and I asked him to let me have my own room. He eagerly agreed, citing that he was going to be having a lot of visitors over anyway and he didn’t want them to disturb me. I knew he was talking about his henchmen. In order to know what he was planning I had to be quick witted. 
 
    “When I asked for my own room, I meant a suite with separate bedrooms.” 
 
    “You sure? It might get busy in there with all my business associates coming over.” 
 
    I placed a hand on his arm. “Us not being together doesn’t mean I want to be apart. One suite with two bedrooms will do. I‘ll keep my door shut if I feel disturbed.” 
 
    “Alright. A suite it is then.” 
 
    For the next few days, Leroy was busy in closed door meetings with his cronies. I knew they were not from WRMC. In fact, since he forced me to sign over the shares that Gage left in my trust, he hardly went into the office. He had no clue about running the business. Therefore he appointed an interim CEO and he positioned himself as president.  
 
    I couldn’t wait to take him down. A small part of me was excited that Gage and I would be teaming up for this mission. Although we couldn’t be together just yet, just the idea that he was letting me back into his life was enough. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    12 – Gage 
 
      
 
    It’s been hours since Braun left to deliver the phone. A phone that looked exactly as the one she had before. Unlike the one she now had, this one used a dual sim card, one of which was encrypted and unable to be traced. Braun impressed me yet again with his ideas and knowledge on technology. As I waited for him so we could have dinner together, I wondered why he chose a business major instead of technology. 
 
    The clock over the mantle said eight, five hours since he left to meet Rayne. Calls to his cell phone went unanswered and I was beginning to worry. I didn’t want to call Rayne at this hour since it was night and Leroy might be hanging around her. I would wait another thirty minutes before disturbing her as I knew Braun was wayward and was perhaps hanging with friends.  
 
    I poured myself a scotch and sat in the living room, watching Calvin walking the dog on the lawn. The two other security guards were somewhere around the property with the other dogs. I allowed them to continue working because I didn’t want them running back to Leroy, especially Calvin. I could have informed the police about his confession to me, but I didn’t want him retracting his statement. 
 
    In addition, Leroy’s role in sending me to prison was child’s play compared to the drug and gun trade he was involved in. I was also convinced that he had more blood on his hands other than that of Bainbridge. When I took him down, his entire empire would go down with him, including his associates in crime. 
 
    But I needed him to return to me what rightful belonged to me, including my son and company. I didn’t want to take the chance of him murdering an innocent baby if backed into a corner.  
 
    I glanced at the clock and noticed that thirty minutes had elapsed since the last time I checked. As I rose from where I sat, the house phone rang. I rushed over to it, thinking that Braun’s cell phone had perhaps died and he was calling to inform me of his whereabouts. 
 
    “Hey Gage.”  
 
    “Where the hell have you been?” I barked. “Do you know how worried I’ve been?” 
 
    He sounded weary as he responded to my scolding. “Calm down.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me to calm down. You should have returned home hours ago.” 
 
    “I had an accident. I need you to come get me at the hospital.” 
 
    “What?” an anvil dropped into my chest. “What kind of an accident? Are you okay?” 
 
    “Come pick me up and I’ll tell you about it.” 
 
    The drive to the hospital was nerve racking. I wanted no casualties in my war against Leroy. I was the one who sent him to deliver that phone and if anything had happened to him, I would never have been able to forgive myself.  
 
    When I arrived, I’d expected him to be inside the emergency room being checked. He was outside at the entrance waiting for me. There was a small bandage on his forehead, but nothing seemed broken. 
 
    “Why aren’t you inside?” I asked as soon as I alighted the car and walked up to him. “Why are you not checked in?” 
 
    “I only got a scratch. I have been thoroughly checked, Mom.” 
 
    We started towards the car. “Stop with the sarcasm. Are you sure you’re fine?” 
 
    “I told you. They checked me thoroughly and determined I was alright.” 
 
    I frowned. “How long have you been here?” 
 
    Braun slipped into the front passenger seat, answering my question calmly. “A few hours.”  
 
    “And you’re now just telling me?” I yelled. “What if it was more serious?” 
 
    “This is why I didn’t call you,” he accused. “You always blow things out of proportion. You’re worse than Mom was. You know that? I’m not a girl, Gage. I’m a man, no need to coddle me.” 
 
    “Whether you’re a girl, a boy or somewhere in between, I am still your guardian and need to know as these things happen. Not after the fact. Now tell me,” I tried to sound calm even though my stomach quivered. “What happened?” 
 
    “The roads were slippery after that shower today. I somehow lost control of the vehicle and it hit an embankment. It was nothing serious.” 
 
    “Hmm,” I grunted, not buying what he was telling me. 
 
    I had a feeling he was hiding something from me. If the truck was in such a condition that he was able to drive home, this accident was far worse than he was letting on. We both fell silent as I tried to focus on the road which was still wet from the rain earlier. What didn’t escape me was the clenching of his jaw and the fury in his eyes. Something was amiss and I felt I knew exactly what it was. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Unable to sleep my mind wandered back to a few hours ago when I picked up Braun from the hospital. I could tell his arm ached from the way he nursed it. Yet he refused to admit that he was in pain. He probably told the doctors who examined him that he was not in any kind of pain.  
 
    It reminded me of another encounter while being locked up and the Big G came after me once more. This time I was prepared, having sharpened a piece of a broken mop stick I found in the storage unit. Although it was plastic, it would serve its purpose. 
 
    I’d been given kitchen duties since I was now out of solitary and had been a good behaving resident. Carlon and I were on duty most nights, but for some reason his was sent on bathroom duty that night. I was halfway into cleaning the kitchen when the door opened and in walk the hulk and his posse. 
 
    “Well, well, if it’s not the pussy who’s been hiding out in the kitchen. Where is your bodyguard tonight?” 
 
    “What, you tired of your girls already?” I taunted. “He doesn’t hang that way dude and neither do I. So run along.” 
 
    They came at me and I pulled my shiv from the waist of my pants. Carlon had taught me some moves and how not to allow them to back me into a corner. I ducked away from the first one that came at me, giving him a slice on his upper arm. When Burly lunged, I shimmied and sank my plastic spike into the back of his thigh. He yowled, swiping at me with his fist. 
 
    I blocked and stabbed him in the forearm, watching blood ooze from the wound. By this time they were closing in on me. I’d been working out hard, perfecting my reflexes and also allowing Carlon to train me with some of his self-defense techniques. In other words, I prepared for them. 
 
    When the Big G grabbed my arm, I twisted out of his grasp, sidestepped and shoved my spear into his trapezius. The man yelled, reached around and yanked the shiv out. By this he was bleeding badly that he was forced to retreat. 
 
    “This isn’t over by a long shot,” he warned. 
 
    “I’m ready for you whenever, big guy,” I countered. 
 
    I turned over in the bed as other memories flooded my mind, such as the time one of the wardens locked me inside a cell with a man carrying a switchblade, while he stood guard on the outside. The block had been cleared a few minutes earlier, the other wardens taking the inmates out into the courtyard. 
 
    The phone on the nightstand vibrated, bringing back into the present. I reached over and picked it up, recognizing the number as the new encrypted one designated for Rayne’s communication with me. It was a text message and I opened it to read its content. 
 
    Her: You coward. Why haven’t you called or messaged me since sending this phone? 
 
    Me: Is there any new information concerning my brother you wish to share? 
 
    Her: No. 
 
    Me: There you have it. 
 
    Her: So let me get this straight. We can’t communicate about anything other than Leroy? 
 
    Me: Yep 
 
    Her: Okay. I’m sending you some very important information in a minute. View it carefully. 
 
    The phone went silent for about three minutes while I waited for this very important information she deemed necessary to send me at two am. I was curious why she didn’t just tell me about it. I was also curious about her being able to chat via texting at that hour. 
 
    Beep. I opened the message expecting to find some type off file attachment. What popped up on the screen had my belly quivering and my dick jerking violently. It stood erect so fast, pointing directly up to the ceiling as though standing at attention.  
 
    I stared at the photo which Rayne sent me, my lips suddenly gone dry as memories of her pussy juices erupted at the forefront of my mind. I zoomed the image to get a close up of her glistening pudenda, her fingers splaying the folds for me to see just how horny she was. 
 
    Me: What the fuck do you think you’re doing? 
 
    Her: Reminding you that this cookie has been waiting for five years for your dick. It misses you. 
 
    Me: Where is Leroy now? 
 
    Her: Is that all you can ask, you moron? I know you are angry and feel betrayed, but I didn’t betray you. I haven’t even slept with the bastard! 
 
    Me: Where is he? I am only concerned about your safety. 
 
    I was barely holding on to my sanity, trying to think through the barrage of sexual fantasies that were now flooding my mind. The thought that Rayne had been saving herself for me, began to erase some of my anger, but that was dangerous. As long as Leroy was in the picture, I could not allow for any weakness on my part. I needed to eliminate the enemy first and then deal with Rayne. 
 
    Her: I don’t know where he is … hopefully with Zoe. We have separate bedrooms. 
 
    Me: Be careful. I don’t want him suspecting you. 
 
    Her: I’m glad you still care about me. 
 
    Me: Don’t flatter yourself. I don’t want your blood on my hands, and I want to find our son. That is all. 
 
    Her: Liar. Now how did you like that photo? 
 
    Me: Goodnight Rayne. 
 
    Her: Think of my hot wet pussy when you rub that dick. I can imagine you grabbing the shaft with those large hands of yours and I can hear your groan as you rub yourself. 
 
    Shit! I almost erupted just reading that. I switched off the phone in order not to allow Rayne to weaken me but visions of her hot wet flesh loomed before me. Memories of my dick deep inside her racked not only my mind, but sent fire shooting up my groin.  
 
    I returned from prison determined to destroy her. Thinking that she had been erased from the crevices of my mind. That proved to be a lie. I’d only buried her beneath the anguish and abhorrence I felt towards her and my brother. Now that I learned that things weren’t as they seemed, she was chipping away the barrier I constructed around my heart. And it was happening too fast. 
 
    I hadn’t been with a woman since being incarcerated, but my anger had kept me neutral … until now. The urge to rush over to her hotel was immense. All I could think about was sticking my eager tongue into her pulsing flesh and hear her moan with pleasure. My cock pulsed at the thought of inhaling the sweet scent of her pussy. 
 
    “Damn!” I growled. “Damn it Rayne.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    13 – Gage 
 
      
 
    Braun was unusually quiet for the next few days, spending most of his time locked in the security room or in his bedroom. In the meantime, I took care of the car insurance and repairs. I decided to pay the mechanic a visit to make sure that the truck was in good working condition. 
 
    The accident rattled me more than I cared to admit. What bothered me even more was that I knew nothing would come of it when in fact it might not be an accident at all. It was suspicious that Braun’s truck, which was recently serviced, would fail on the day he went to meet Rayne. 
 
    Leroy vowed to get back at me and he would hurt Braun in the process. Braun was my cousin on my mom’s side. If Leroy, who shared the same blood as me, could hurt me, I saw no reason he’d spare Braun. I would not let this happen. This accident also made me think of Rayne in danger. Would Leroy hurt her? Both Braun and Rayne assured me that he wouldn’t but I was yet to be convinced of that. 
 
    According to the mechanic, there were holes in the brake hose that caused a gradual leakage of the brake fluid. He said that the hose could have been defective when installed, as there was not any concrete evidence that they were tampered with. I was not convinced but since there was no evidence, I could not report it.  
 
    What was I to do under the circumstances? Should I just let it go because I couldn’t prove that Leroy was responsible? As I drove home, I wondered if maybe I was allowing my rage to lead me to think he was the culprit. I decided to let this go and to focus on finding my son. The investigator I hired was coming up empty that I was also beginning to believe that Leroy was only toying with Rayne and that our son was indeed dead. 
 
    Other than him admitting that the child was alive, he’d given no evidence that he was indeed alive. Rayne admitted that she was going on pure instincts and nothing more. My own gut was telling me that Leroy was only using the baby card to keep her hostage. Either way, I needed to find the truth. That was the only way for her to heal from this and get out of that fake marriage. Moreover, closure would leave me free to destroy him without hesitation. 
 
    After returning home, I made a few calls and hired a second investigator as well as some men recommended by Ron. Men he deemed were trustworthy and would do my bidding.   
 
    This baby saga needed to come to an end. I was new to this baby drama, but as for Rayne, she had suffered long enough. For five years I was raging against her for her betrayal. For those five years she was living in agony, followed by grief when she thought her child was dead. Now she was living in despair, not knowing the truth. 
 
    The thought of her having to live with Leroy for another minute was tearing me up inside. Knowing she did not betray me was also wreaking havoc on my emotions … emotions I thought I’d buried. My carefully construction defense around my heart was toppling down with all the revelations that were coming to light.  
 
    Braun came out of his room near dinner time looking much more relaxed than he had for the last few days. He was holding a file in his hand when he came into the living room. He took a seat opposite me in an armchair and gave me one of his usual devilish grins. 
 
    “You’re back,” I remarked. “Where had you been for the past few days?” 
 
    He ignored my comment and shoved the file my way. “We’ve been approaching this all wrong.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Finding your son.” 
 
    “Your investigator has traced hospital records and done everything the usual way. He’s been following Leroy, keeping tabs on him. But Leroy is no fool. He knows we’re going to have him followed.” 
 
    I opened the file folder to reveal files for the members of Leroy’s team complete with photos, itinerary and personal information. I looked at my baby brother in awe. He never cease to amaze me with his critical thinking skills. 
 
    “That’s what you’ve been doing the past few days?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded. “I know my brake hose was not defective when installed a few weeks ago and I also knew that there wouldn’t be sufficient proof that Leroy was behind this.” 
 
    It was then I realized something about Braun. When pushed, he would push back, unafraid – a formidable opponent. I would hate to be on his bad side. 
 
    “Three of those guys are of interest to me. Tundra is Leroy’s right arm, he goes out of state once per month to visit a sick mother. Jonny-M takes three days each months to go God knows where and then there is Nickoy. I don’t have enough info on him, but I just think he might know something.” 
 
    “So what you’re thinking is that one of these men might be the ones who are actually responsible for keeping an eye on the child.” 
 
    “I am also checking into his bank transactions. In order to do that I had to open back his accounts. He’ll think that we did it because we got scared.” 
 
    “You’re doing all this?” I almost shouted. “What the hell do I need to hire investigators for?” 
 
    “They can follow him physically, keep track of what’s happening on the road. My friends who helped me dig up this info has to go back to school.” 
 
    “Thank your friends for me. I know this can’t be easy for you, so let me handle this from now while you focus on classes.” 
 
    “I’m not going back … not yet anyway.” 
 
    I stood to my feet. “Like hell you’re not!” 
 
    “Don’t start Gage. I aint in the mood for your shit today.” 
 
    I grabbed his arm, pulling him up. “You’re not dropping out of university.” 
 
    Rather calmly, he pried my hand away. “Who says anything about dropping out? I’m only taking a break.” 
 
    “Like hell you are.” 
 
    “You’re not the boss of me, so stop telling me what to do.” 
 
    “I am your brother.” 
 
    “Cousin … we are cousins Gage. I’m just the orphan everyone got sorry for that was left …” 
 
    My palm came up and swiped across his cheek. “You are my brother no matter the circumstances that my parents found you. Being brothers isn’t about whose loins you came from, it’s about the bond we share. Now, you might not feel I am a brother to you, but I sure wont deny that you are to me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Gage, of course you’re my brother.” 
 
    “Moreover …,” I wasn’t sure if I should say what had been on my mind for the last decade or so. 
 
    For a long time I wanted to broach the subject with my father and never got around to doing it. Then he died a year before all this started. Now more than ever I was determined to discover the truth about Braun’s paternity. In my heart I believed I knew the answer but he had always believed that his father was unknown.  
 
    “Moreover what?” he urged.  
 
    I was chickening out for fear that I might be wrong and would have brought this all up for nothing. “Forget it. It was nothing.” 
 
    “No, you can’t leave me hanging. You’ve done this before, every time we talk about kinship or your parents. What aren’t you telling me Gage?” 
 
    I started to walk away. “I said, it’s nothing.” 
 
    It was his turn to grab my arm. “No, you’re not getting away from this. You tell me the truth or else…” 
 
    I turned to face him with a frown. “Or else what?” 
 
    “I’ll denounce you as my brother, drop out of college for good and move to New York.” 
 
    “That’s blackmail and who the hell you know in New York?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” 
 
    “You’re not dropping out to university.” 
 
    He stepped close to me, our eyes connecting. “Try me Gage.”  
 
    The look in his eye told me that he was not kidding. This boy was working my last nerve. He was just like our father. Headstrong, fearless and dangerous. In that moment, there was no doubt that he was Roman Wilder’s son.  
 
    I was a little bit pissed that our father cheated on my mother … hell he cheated on all his women. But I would not have had my brother standing in front of me if he’d been a faithful husband, and that I would not change for the world. 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    He complied and returned to his seat. “Start talking fast.” 
 
    “Just shut up and listen,” I said. “Look, this has been on my mind for a while now, long before Dad past away. I would have confronted him about it, but I chickened out…” 
 
    “Like you were about to do just now?” 
 
    “Just shut up and listen.” I took a deep breath before continuing, not sure this was a good idea. “I want us to do a sibling DNA test.” He just stared at me without saying anything. “Did you hear me?” 
 
    Without replying, Braun stood and started towards the door. I honestly did not expect that reaction. I didn’t know what to make of this. I expected him to at the very least decline, but this stunned me that all I could do was watch him walk away. My heart sank to the floor as my hands came up and covered my face. 
 
    I buried my face in my hands as I wanted to follow him and apologize for bringing up a subject that I knew was sensitive. Not knowing who he was father was, had been a terrible ordeal for him and now this. I wanted to kick myself. 
 
    Then I felt a hand on my shoulder. Dropping my hands I raised my eyes to see him grinning down at me. Jumping to my feet, I engulfed him in my arms. 
 
    “You idiot!” he exclaimed. “Do you know how long I’ve been waiting for you to suggest that?” 
 
    I let him go and grabbed his shoulders. “You did?’ 
 
    “Yeah, I suspected something after one of our conversations and you almost blurted out that we were from the same loins. Moreover, we do kinda look alike.”  
 
    I ruffled his hair. “Let’s make this official. I know you have the Wilder name, but now you will be sure of your paternity.” 
 
    “You’ve got to promise me something though.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    He shuffled. “Let me take a break to help you find my nephew. Please let me do that?” 
 
    “How long you want to break?” 
 
    “A year?” he replied. “After we find your son, you will need my help teaching our older a brother a lesson. Plus I want to work with you when you return to the office.” 
 
    “One thing at a time,” I responded. “Let’s do the test and find Gage junior, then we talk about the rest.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    That was that, one more thing to tick off my agenda because I got busy with this mission of ours. I was confident that the results would be positive and would bring closure for Braun. A negative result would not change our bond and how we felt about each other. My only concern would be his disappointment. However, he reassured me that a negative result would not upset him in anyway as he was heading into this with an open mind. 
 
    After discussing the subject some more, we talked about our next move toward finding the child and getting Rayne away from Leroy. The one thing I regretted was sending her back there. Soon, this would be all over and we could get our lives back on track … hopefully with Rayne and my child. 
 
    I said Rayne, didn’t I? Might as well admit it in my heart that I wanted her back, not just to piss Leroy off, but because she was the mother of my child and she belonged to me. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    14 – Rayne 
 
      
 
    When we were living at Wilder Oaks, everything was organized so that I would not encounter anything personal or business related belonging to Leroy. Now that a hotel staff was cleaning the room, anything they found, they would consult with me about it. 
 
    Leroy had gone to Detroit for the last few days, still trying to find his merchandize. When we had checked into the hotel, his accounts were frozen so I had to secure our rooms with my own credits card. They had not touched my account and for that I was grateful. 
 
    Now that his accounts were unblocked, he insisted on footing the hotel bill and said that my money was supposed to be for my own personal use. But on this day, while he was out of town, I found something that gave me hope that I would soon find my son. While the housekeeper was cleaning the suite she brought me a piece of paper she said fell out of a bag from the closet. 
 
    It was a bank statement with automatic payments being made into an account every month. There was no name on the account, just the account number and bank name. I didn’t know why I felt it was important so the first thing I did was take a photo of it and sent it to Gage … along with a snapshot of my boobs. 
 
    He texted me back almost immediately. 
 
    Him: Stop sending me nude pics. 
 
    Me: Oh, are you asking for naked pics? Because I can do that too. 
 
    Without hesitation, I stripped off my summer dress and my underwear and knelt on the bed. Trying to get a selfie of my entire body wasn’t easy. But I got enough where he could see I was naked. 
 
    Him: What do you think you’re doing Rayne? 
 
    Me: You asked for nudes so I’m sending nudes. 
 
    I spread my legs, snapping a photo of my freshly shaven self. 
 
    Me after sending the pussy pic: Now your turn. 
 
    Him: You must be kidding me. 
 
    Me: No, I want a dick pic. What are you afraid of? You said anything sent through this sim card won’t be stored. 
 
    Him: I don’t have time for this Rayne. 
 
    Me: I miss your hard cock inside me Gage, let me rephrase …I want your hard cock inside me. I will come to Wilder Oaks to get it if I have to. 
 
    Him: You forget you’re someone else’s wife and why do you assume you’ll get anything from my end? 
 
    Me: I know you still love me. You just don’t realize it yet. We’ll talk later, I think Leroy is back, I hear his voice in the other room. 
 
    I switched the phone off and back on, like Braun instructed me. After which I double checked the messages. There was nothing there. I quickly dressed and went into the other room. Leroy had returned from Detroit and was looking quite agitated.  
 
    “Who pissed you off now?” I asked, not really caring. 
 
    “Take a wild guess.” 
 
    “Gage?” I was laughing inside, but had to put on a serious face. “What did he do?” 
 
    “Have you seen the news?” he asked, but didn’t wait for an answer. “The cocksucker basically handed my goods to the feds. There was a big haul, the news said, based on an anonymous tip. Guess whose stash it was? Mine!” He kicked the foot of the arm chair he was standing next to. “Seven million dollars down the fucking drain.” 
 
    “That is a lot of money!” I shrieked. “You just going to let it slide like that?” 
 
    “Are you crazy?” he was looking at me as though I was crazy. I couldn’t wait for Gage to take him down. “Look, I can help you take Gage down,” I said. “I know him more than anyone else.” 
 
    “You would do that for me?” 
 
    “You’re my husband,” I said. “In sickness and in health, till death.” I ran my fingers up his arm and stood close to him. My stomach churned as I almost puked in my mouth. I reached up and kissed his cheek. “I so want us to consummate our marriage Leroy, but every time I try, I keep hearing my son cry and then…” 
 
    Tears welled in my eyes and my voice cracked. These were not fake tears. I was crying from the frustration I was feeling. The helplessness of not knowing how, or where to look for my child. I was frustrated that the man I loved suffered for so long and I wasn’t there to help him. I was angry that this leviathan was holding us captives. 
 
    I allowed my tears to flow. “I’m sorry. Every time I come close … if I could just see my son or hear his voice I would feel much better.” 
 
    “Don’t cry. I promise you, I will get your son after I destroy Gage and we three will live happily together as a family. But Gage will want to take him from us if I take him to you now.” 
 
    “Then show me a photo … something I can hold on to. Give me hope so that we can really start building our lives together.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay. I’ll be away for a few days, when I get back I promise I will have something for you.” 
 
    Brushing back my tears, I grinned, flinging my arms around his neck. He slipped his arm around my waist and pulled me close. I could feel his heartbeat through his jacket and hear his groan deep in his throat.  
 
    I laughed inwardly. It’s not Gage that was going to be destroyed. It’s you, Leroy. You’re heading for a fall and I can’t wait to stomp on your grave. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
    15 – Gage 
 
      
 
    “Leroy is travelling today. We need to know where he’s going so I can get my guys on it,” I told Rayne after receiving her message about Leroy. 
 
    “I’m on it right away,” Braun replied. “Rayne is really coming through, isn’t she? So you two can start planning your wedding.” 
 
    I leaned over Braun’s shoulder as he sat at the computer desk and typed away. I had no clue what he was doing and I didn’t want to know. Both him and his team were doing all they could to help me find my son and I didn’t care if what they were doing broke the rules.  
 
    “Stop talking nonsense, no one is getting married.” 
 
    Braun twisted around to look at me and I stared at the computer monitor, pretending not to notice.  
 
    “Stop hiding behind that rage you so blatantly display,” he remarked. “You know that you aren’t over her by a long shot and she didn’t betray you.” 
 
    “Shut up and do what you’re supposed to do.” 
 
    “You’re not my boss. You don’t get to tell me what to do,” he replied with some acid. “Now when this is all over, you two better get your shit together. I’m not doing this so you can continue hating on her.” 
 
    “I don’t hate her,” I quietly replied. 
 
    He smirked. “So you admit it, you love her.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “Pussy,” he muttered under his breath as he turned back to his task. “Shit, I got him.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Braun pointed to the screen. “See, he’s headed to Cleveland.” 
 
    “How did you…?” I began but quickly retracted my question. “Don’t answer that. I’ll get the boys on it ASAP. Do you also have his flight schedule?” 
 
    “It’s all here.” 
 
    My investigators gathered their team and headed to Cleveland. According to Leroy’s itinerary, he was making a stop in Detroit first. I hired a chartered flight for the investigative team. According to our communications, they would keep a tail on Leroy and some of the men would get a head start to Cleveland. 
 
    All I had to do was sit and wait. But in the meantime, I needed to keep Rayne calm because every few minutes my phone would beep and she would ask via text message if we found out anything yet. This time, I needed to hear her voice, therefore I called. 
 
    She picked up after the first ring. “You took long enough!” 
 
    My heart did backflips at the sound of her voice. “What the … why are you yelling at me woman?” 
 
    “How long have I got this damn phone and how many times have you actually called me?” 
 
    “I don’t need to call you Rayne.” 
 
    “Yet here you are, calling me … finally.” 
 
    Ignored her childish behavior. “We’ve got a lead on Leroy, so sit tight and stop texting every two minutes to ask me how we’re doing.” 
 
    “Is that all you got to say?” 
 
    “What else is there?” I asked. “That’s what the phone is for.” 
 
    “You know what Gage, I’m not running after you. If you want me, you know how to contact me.” 
 
    “What’s got into you? What does that even mean?” 
 
    “Nothing,” she said, he voice high pitched. “Goodbye Gage.” 
 
    The phone went silent in my ear. I redialed the number. She picked after the third ring. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “Why are you mad at me?” I demanded. “I thought you’d be happy that we’re on to something and we may find our son soon.” 
 
    “I’m mad at you because that’s all you care about, your son this and your son that. What if Leroy is just toying with us and he’s really dead? Do you even care about me, Gage? I have suffered too. I am married to a man because he scared me. Why can’t you forgive me?” 
 
    She sniffed and I could hear this thickness in her voice. “Don’t cry. This will be over soon and then you and I will sort out our differences. I promise.” 
 
    A moment of silence passed between us.  I could feel the electricity flow between us through the cellphone. Her breathing, her voice, her very essence warmed me. I could hardly wait until this ordeal was over so we could be together. I was barely holding back now, but the thought of her being tied to Leroy even through a piece of paper held me back. As soon as I found my son, that would be over. 
 
    “I miss you Gage,” she almost whispered. “I miss you so much.” 
 
    “I miss you too my love … more than you will ever know.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Leroy’s stop in Detroit was to replenish his lost stock in order to meet the demands of his clientele.  His people were breathing down his neck for their stock and his suppliers needed their cut of profits. I knew in my heart that involving the authorities at this point was probably the right thing to do, but I was not following my heart.  I was following the bitterness, the vitriol that was burning in my soul.  
 
    I wanted a confrontation before involving the FBI. I knew it would be useless involving the local police department, because of the many dirty cops on Leroy’s payroll. There had to be a ring of security around him throughout the state of Michigan for him to have been operating so long without being caught.  
 
    As determined by his itinerary which Braun copied from off Leroy’s secretary’s computer, he boarded a chartered flight which took him to Cleveland the following morning. My men were already in place and ready to do business. By early afternoon I received the call I’d been awaiting from one of the investigators I hired. 
 
    “Mr. Gage, we think we might have found your son.” 
 
    I swallowed hard, gripping the cellphone tightly. “Update me.” 
 
    “We are across the street from a house he is visiting. There’s a boy around four years old and a woman – older with silver hair. Other than the men that arrived with him, there are others that are guarding the place.” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    “Three, but I got back up on the way. There’s an ex-military buddy of mine who lives a few miles west of here.” 
 
    “As soon as Leroy leaves, let me know. Do you think your buddy and your men can get the child away safely?” 
 
    After discussing a few more points, I called my other man. The plan was set in motion and I prayed that they wouldn’t mess up. As soon as I hung up the phone I called Rayne again. She took a few minutes to answer. 
 
    “What now Gage?” 
 
    “What took you so long to answer and why the attitude?” 
 
    “I was in the shower and I am just frustrated with all this now.” 
 
    “Pack your things quickly, I’m sending a car for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do as I say and do it now. In fact the car is almost there so leave whatever isn’t necessary.” 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Just do it Rayne!” 
 
    While I waited for Rayne to arrive, I prepared for the next phase of our mission. Braun insisted on accompanying me, but I asked him to remain behind to keep Rayne safe. He agreed after much debate.  I had given up hope that Rayne would arrive before I left and was heading through the door when she car arrived. 
 
    When she saw me, she rushed out of the car and sprinted my direction. Without thinking I opened my arms and allowed her entry. It felt strange, yet wonderful to hold her in my arms while she clung to my neck. 
 
    “Come,” she said, pulling away and taking my hand. “I need to talk to you alone.” 
 
    I followed her into the living room, but she was dragging me up the stairs. “Where are you taking me?’ 
 
    “I need to speak with you alone. Anyone can walk in here at any moment.” 
 
    I was apt to follow, allowing her to guide me up the stairs and into my bedroom. As soon as we were inside she shut the door and turned the lock. Rayne grabbed my face and pressed her lips to mine. My entire body jerked at the electric shock of her touch. 
 
    “You felt that?” she asked against my lips. “That you can’t deny.” 
 
     Taking my hand she brought it down to the hem of her skirt, using both our hand to hoist the hem. The touch of her skin on my fingertip send fire shooting up my arm. When she pressed my hand to her junction, her heat engulfed me. 
 
    “See this? It belongs to you. Hurry back to claim it.” 
 
    Something snapped in my brain just from her intoxicating scent. I pushed her up against the door finding her sweet mouth and demanding a kiss. She opened up to me, our tongues dancing around each other. My head was telling me I needed to leave now in order to complete my mission, but my heart was melting to the floor. 
 
    This I missed. This was mine. This was supposed to be my life. The turmoil from inside was wrestling against the truth. I knew I never stopped loving her, but the pain of the last five years was hard to let go. I knew it wasn’t with her that I was angry, but the anger was preventing me from giving of myself completely. 
 
    It didn’t mean I couldn’t give of myself physically though, and my dick was telling me it was time. It’s been a long five years without my woman and my cock was straining inside the restraint to be set free. Unable to wait another minute, I pushed her skirt over her hip and parted her panties while she unzipped me and freed me. 
 
    “I missed you Gage, I want you to fuck me hard and fast.” 
 
    We here propped against the door, her legs wrapped around my hips. I entered her roughly, loving the way her tight pussy closed around my cock. Her load groan was like a melody as I sank deeply into her. She was nice and wet as she tried to move her hips along with mine. 
 
    I grabbed the soft flesh of her hips to hold her in place as I pumped her hard, fast and precise. Each thrust of my cock inside her sent ripples of current coursing through me. Not too long after, I felt myself near the edge. 
 
     I halted my movements and held myself still while sucking on her bottom lip. She whimpered, reaching into her blouse and squeezing her nipples. I felt the eruption inside her as she clenched me like a vice. I could hold it in no longer as the hairs on my head stood on end. My hips started moving again in short rapid strokes, taking pleasure in the hair-raising orgasm that rocked my world after so long. 
 
    Shit, I just fucked my brother’s wife. 
 
  
 
  


 
    16 – Gage  
 
      
 
    The dark musty basement of the old butcher shop gave an eerie vibe as I descended the steps. The place was almost quiet except for someone’s muffled scream. As I entered the light of the single bulb that hung from the ceiling my brother raised his blood stained face to me. His white suit was now splattered with read stains. I was proud of my men for how they treated him. My men weren’t thugs, but most of them were ex-military and ex-police who hated kidnappers and drug lords. Leroy was both. 
 
    I indicated that they remove his gag so we could talk. His hands were tied to a chain which hung from the ceiling and his feet in shackles. As I looked around I noticed there were many such implements. This much have been where the animals were slaughter. Perfect place for a criminal like Leroy. It was close to the restaurant where he threatened Rayne into marrying him. I wanted to use the restaurant, but could not get it on such short notice. 
 
    “I can’t believe we are brothers,” I said. “You hate me. Why?” 
 
    “Take these fucking chains off me and let’s duke this out like men.” 
 
    Plucking a pair of black leather gloves from my jacket pocket of the same suit I was arrested in, the one I was sentenced in … the same one I wore when released, I slipped gloves onto my hand. Doubling my fist, I brought it around hard, landing it on his cheek. His head lolled backwards. Flashing his head, he opened his eyes and stared at me. 
 
    “You’re dead meat, you hear me?” he yelled. 
 
    “No Leroy, this is the end of you. First, you will sign over my company back to me, you will annul your fake marriage and what else? …oh, I already found my son so just give me back my company and my fiancé and we’re good.” 
 
    “Go to hell!” he spat at me, his spittle landing on my face. 
 
    Using the sleeve of my jacket I mopped it off., then grabbed his shin. “Hell you say? I was there remember? Now tell me what makes you hate your own blood?” 
 
    “Because we are not blood. I am the reject that Roman felt sorry for. I overheard him discussing with your mother that the DNA turned out that I was not his son, but he would still keep me because my mother could not take care of me. Do you know how that made me feel? From that day I was treated differently and you were now the golden boy.” 
 
    I had to recover quickly from my astonishment. “That is ridiculous. Father treated us all equally until you started wasting his money and bringing shame to the Wilder name.” 
 
    “I was supposed to me the oldest son,” he continued. “You father used my mother and then threw her away like a used napkin. Then he threw me away and replaced me with you. You were now the eldest Wilder son, the one in charge of the family, the business. I was only taking what was rightfully mine in the first place.” 
 
    “What you’re saying makes no sense Leroy,” I recounted. “If what you’re saying is true, you not being Roman’s son gives you no right to his estate. If I was the true heir, then what was the problem?” 
 
    “He treated the junkie baby better than me. He left me two shares –two fucking shares in a multi-billion dollar company! I should have sold the company while you were in jail.” 
 
    “I will have you know, that Braun is Roman’s son,” even as I said it, I had no proof but my gut. 
 
    Leroy’s terror-struck eyes connected with mine. “Say what?” 
 
    “Braun isn’t a bastard like you … wait, you’re not even a bastard. Regardless, I loved you and looked up to you and you went and betrayed me.” I pulled the papers from my jacket. “You will sign these tonight or your mother will also go own with you. Aiding and abetting is a federal crime – she did raised my kidnapped son for four years.” 
 
    “You leave her out of this!” 
 
    I indicated that my men should lower one side of the chains so he could sign. “Sign the shares back to me and I leave her alone.” 
 
    I shoved a pen in his hand and called one of the men to bend over to use his back as a prop for signing. Two men stood close by to make sure Leroy didn’t try anything. As soon as he affixed his signature the chains were hoisted again. 
 
    Someone came up behind me. “Boss, I think we’ve been snitched. Some cops are heading our way.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    “What should we do with him?” 
 
    “Gag him and leave him. Let the cops deal with him,” I instructed before turning back to him. “Goodbye Leroy. I hope to never set eyes on you again.” 
 
    Sirens were closing in and my men I scuffled out of the building. As it turned out as we raced away from the old butcher warehouse that the sirens patrol cars rushed passes the building. Word came in from one of the men on the road that a shooting took place a block away and that was where the police was heading. I got what I needed anyway.  
 
    As we headed home, I knew this wasn’t over. Someone would find him and set him free and he would definitely come after me again. This time I was prepared for whatever he had planned.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Pre-order Dangerous Liaisons to continue this saga 
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