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Chapter 1






Steve drove the maze to his friend's loft in
the early morning just as the sun was coming over the horizon. It
was an awesome sight to see the sunrise or sunset in the Rocky
Mountains, no matter where you are in Colorado; it is an
awe-inspiring view. Unfortunately, Steve had too much on his mind
to really appreciate the view. His friends needed his help. Noah
Prain and Dallas Strout had found the girl of their dreams; the
only problem is Bailey Stent is wanted by the mob.

Bailey discovered her boss was head of the
Digrossi family instead of the harmless little man she thought he
was. She unwittingly had been the accountant for the mob family.
She found her mistake and was almost killed when they found out she
discovered the truth. It had only been a few days ago and things
had progressed very quickly.

Steve had a security company he ran with his
best friend, Jolly. No one but a few choice people knew they owned
the company. When they started their security company, neither one
of them thought it would take off so quickly, but they had a few
high profile cases involving some big named stars, and it shot them
to the front of the personal security field. They liked to keep it
a secret that they owned the company because they like to work
directly with the customers, blending into the background was
important in their line of work. Boring reports were never their
thing, since they retired from the SEAL’s a few years ago; they
preferred to be in the field working to keep people safe.

Noah and Dallas were one of their first
clients. Noah had been victim of a stalker a few years ago and when
Dallas called they worked day and night keeping them safe. They
played by the book for the last time when they brought Noah’s
stalker to court to press charges. Because they played by the rules
of the law, Noah had been shot in the courtroom and almost died.
Jolly felt so guilty about the botched protection detail he had
almost quit. It took Steve a month to help his friend through his
depression and since then they did what was best for the client no
matter who they pissed off. Because the laws regarding stalking
cases were still not, where they should be, most of the law
enforcement people they worked with appreciated the lengths they
went to for their clients.

The only good thing about the situation was
meeting Calli. Steve smiled when he thought about the blue haired
beauty; Jolly and he were both in love with. Steve and Jolly both
grew up in the foster care system. When they met during basic
training they had so much in common they constantly hung out
together. The friends found out long ago they made a better team in
a relationship, than by themselves. They shared everything; it
probably came from training together day and night for eight years,
so when they had down time they stayed together and found they
could bring pleasure to any woman better together than separately.
They were not bisexual and had no desire to experiment in that
area, they loved each other like brothers not like lovers, and no
woman could come between them.

Jolly was a very large man and often
intimidated women and Steve was his security when he was with a
woman. Jolly was afraid he would not be gentle enough for any
woman, and relied on Steve to make sure he never hurt anyone. Steve
never thought he would actually hurt a woman, Jolly was just
insecure about his size. More often than not, he was gentler than
Steve but most women were scared of him, and one bad experience
sour Jolly from trying to pursue a woman on his own. When they met
Calli, she never shied away from Jolly because of his size. Steve
always thought she refused their advances because she had a hard
time thinking of herself in a relationship two men.

They had talked and we are giving her
another few weeks to come to terms with her feelings before they
pressed a relationship. It had only taken a few meetings for the
men to know she was the one for them but she refused to talk to
them about it, saying she just wanted to remain friends because she
did not want to lose them if things went south. What she did not
understand was, Jolly and Steve did not intend to allow that to
happen, once they were together they would stay together. They
wanted to seal the deal with the little spitfire, and the sooner
she accepted that the sooner they could be together.

Steve pulled up outside the warehouse that
held his friend’s loft. Steve and Jolly may not have grown up with
money but they had made a fortune with their company and a few
well-placed investments, and had never been intimidated by Noah and
Dallas’s wealth. He got out of the 4 Runner and smiled when he saw
Jolly was waiting for him. The giant man who stood six feet ten
inches was standing in the doorway with a cup of coffee. They just
built a big cabin in the foothills of Denver, for Calli and them to
move into when she finally accepted their love. They had not moved
into it yet, instead waiting for the right time to show their woman
their new home. Until then, they were staying at an apartment they
bought in town for when they were on an assignment. Regardless how
many beds they had, it was still not unusual for Jolly to sleep in
his car. Since it had involved Noah and Dallas, Steve had been
unable to convince the man their employees were good enough to
watch the loft at night.

“Hey, man. What’s going on?” Steve said to
his friend.

“Bailey called the States Attorney and they
got their panties in a wad. They want her to come in and sign her
statement and waiver allowing us to protect her instead of taking
her into protective custody. Dallas is pissed because they refused
to allow the guy’s to come with her. Basically it is a cluster
fuck.” Jolly replied grimacing when Steve drank the cup of steaming
coffee quickly. Jolly refuse to put anything but natural things in
his body and constantly tried to get Steve to respect his own body.
Morning coffee was one of their biggest fights.

“Shut up,” Steve said and walked toward the
entrance. “I have only had one cup, besides I needed it to get up
this early. So what are we gonna do?” Steve asked and stopped
before he got on the elevator.

“Well, I am going to follow Bailey in the 4
Runner come hell or high water and the U.S. Marshalls can kiss my
ass. I think you should stay here with the guys and I will use the
Nextel’s to communicate everything so they do not freak out. When
we get back the schedule for protection can be started and we can
give Bailey a better tracker. The Marshall will sweep her before
she goes into the building so for now I can use a short-range
battery for her to turn on once she is past security. It looks like
a pen so the feds won’t take it away.” Jolly said and pushed for
the elevator.

They got in together, and made their plans
to tell the guys what was going on and before they rang the
doorbell, they were happy with the details. Now they just had to
convince the guys to stay calm. Noah and Dallas had been looking
for their third for so long, when they found her three days ago
they did not really give her much of a choice whether she was going
to agree or not. It had taken all of those three days to convince
her she was meant for them. What he would not give to have Calli to
agree with them that quick. Shit, they were on year two, and she
refused to even go on a date with them.

Steve focused on the mission at hand and
went into the loft when Noah answered the door. The men all hugged
briefly and got down to business. Steve took over the explanation
of the plan because when Jolly tried to do that portion of the job
he tended to dictate rather than explain. Dallas and Noah were used
to it but they were talking about their woman not each other. That
was a big difference. Finally, after a few hours of tweaking and
explaining they all agreed to the plan of action. Bailey was going
to go with the Marshalls and when she got into the building, she
would activate the tracker and mini microphone that Jolly would
monitor. If there was, a problem Bailey had a safe word to use and
Jolly would go in and get her regardless where she was. She was not
under arrest so she was able to leave when she wanted or if she
decided she did not want to testify.

Steve would remain with the guys and wait
for Jolly to report to them and let them know when Bailey was being
returned. They had just finished the discussion and showed Bailey
how to work the pen when the doorbell from downstairs rang. Unless
you knew the code, you could not get onto the elevator. Refusing to
give the feds permission into their building they made them wait
until Jolly prepared Bailey to leave. They gave her a bulletproof
vest to use, but because the woman was, so tiny it took a while to
get it on and stay on. Finally, after a few extra buzzes, they were
ready and Jolly took Bailey down the elevator.

The giant man stood in front of her
protecting her upon her exit from the building. He hustled her to
the black SUV waiting for her and jumped into the 4 Runner
following them when they pulled away. Steve knew the Marshall's
were trained well but he had seen the length to what the scum of
society would go to in order to protect themselves. The Digrossi
family had more money and connections than most and he refused to
underestimate what they were willing to do to get Bailey to stay
quiet.

It took only twenty minutes for the convoy
to reach the downtown area of Denver. There was a maze of streets
they had to wind through to get to their destination. Therefore,
what should have been an extra five minute drive turned into thirty
getting through the traffic. Jolly constantly watched around him to
see if any threats were visible. He had a bad feeling in his gut
that this was going to go bad.

He watched, as Bailey was lead to the
government building and timed her getting through security. If she
took more than fifteen minutes, she knew he was coming in after
her. Right on time he heard the microphone go hot and used the
Nextel to let the guys at the loft they were on schedule. He
listened as Bailey recounted her version of what happened a few
days ago that lead her to be shot by Caesar Digrossi. She showed
incredible strength as she told her story. Her voice only shook
once with emotion when she talked about Noah helping her when she
jumped into his cab.

Jolly perked up when he heard a voice he did
not know enter the room. He had checked before Bailey came here
making sure they ran checks on everyone she would be in contact
with to make sure they had not been compromised, but when he heard
the name Dave Trent, he knew they had a problem. He had no idea who
that was, even though he was introducing himself to Bailey as her
new case manager. Her old one had been vetted, and came out squeaky
clean. Jolly called Steve, explained the situation, and asked them
to run a quick check on the man. Jolly listened as the man
explained to Bailey about their program and what it entailed. It
was nothing new until he heard Trent say Bailey had to be taken to
be printed and photo taken.

That was not right. They did not do that
until she made her statement and agreed to their terms. She had yet
to say she would help them with her personal testimony. Bailey had
already given them the records they needed to prove the Digrossi
were laundering millions of dollars through shell travel agency,
her testimony was just icing on the cake. Noah and Dallas wanted
her to ask the States Attorney exactly what was expected of her
before she agreed.

Jolly could hear the hesitation in her
voice, Jolly had specifically told her not to go with anyone alone,
not even her case manager, and he had one of his feelings about why
they insisted she come to the Fed building. In most cases, they
would come to the person testifying especially if that person had
already had one attempt on their life. He started for the entrance
when his Nextel went off and Steve was telling him there was a
problem with Trent’s profile. He could hear Dallas yelling in the
background, and started running, with his size he ate up the
sidewalk quickly and pushed through the doors flipping his security
badge to the guards. He refused to wait, jumped the line, and ran
through the metal detector. He did not have a gun, since leaving
the service he refused to use one unless he was with a client alone
and Bailey had been with the Marshall’s.

He heard the guards yelling at him, but he
did not stop, instead he ran towards the stairs he knew led him up
to Bailey. Jolly yelled over his shoulder for the guards to call
for back up. He recognized one of the men chasing him finally and
knew he would make it to Bailey before he was tackled and taken
into custody. He listened to her conversation in one ear and Steve
talking to him in the other. When he hit the door to the States
Attorney, he had a host of guards following him. He paused long
enough for him to explain part of the situation and then pulled the
one guard he knew he could trust aside and briefed him on the
situation. Jolly finally checked to make sure Bailey was still in
the office before entering the lobby. He saw one of the U.S.
Marshalls that took Bailey earlier and nodded. He stood his ground
as he waited for the guards to do what they had planned in case of
a situation. It would take a few minutes to get everyone into place
and he could get Bailey out of here.

Knowing she was still safe, he stood in the
hallway waiting for permission to get into the conference room
Bailey was in. Finally, after clearance from the Marshalls he poked
his head into the room and asked to see Bailey. The look of relief
that passed over her face was evidence enough he had not over
reacted. He pulled her out of the office and asked for a conference
room to talk to her alone.

Once the door down an opposite hallway was
shut firmly behind them, Jolly took a deep breath and told Steve he
had secured Bailey.

“What?” She said nervously looking at the
big man. She knew she could trust him but he was so large he scared
her a little. If it had not been for Dallas explaining the
situation with Jolly, she would have run screaming from the
room.

“Honey, Mr. Trent failed the vetting
process, we are waiting for instructions on what to do. Steve is
calling the Marshalls right now and talking to them I just wanted
to come and make sure you were okay.” He said gently to the little
woman. He knew he scared her and was trying to be soft and gentle
with her. She was so tiny, thank God he had fallen for Calli who
was at least taller that most women. Shit, if she had been any
smaller, Jolly would have been terrified to touch her.

“What do we do?” She said glancing around
nervously.

“Bailey, look at me, do you really think
anyone will hurt you while you are standing right next to you?” He
asked astonished, trying to put her a little at ease.

Bailey giggled and looked at him, still a
little tense, but he could see she had relaxed somewhat. He needed
her to trust him right now. Jolly looked around the room to see if
he could find a place to hide her if things got a little out of
control. He was thinking of a great plan while they were standing
there. Jolly pulled the Nextel out of his coat and turned the
earpiece back on and talked to Steve quickly, giving him orders
while he was pulling Bailey behind him in the closet that was in
the corner. He finished talking to Steve, turned to Bailey, put his
hands on her shoulder, and bent so they were face to face.

“Do you trust me?” He whispered and smiled
at her.

She bit her lip nervously but nodded. He
explained what he wanted her to do and pushed her into the closet
with encouragement. Jolly heard a slight knock on the door and went
to answer it. Outside, was a small agent about the same size as
Bailey, he opened the door wider so she could come in. Steve had
made the call quickly to ask for a stand in foe Bailey.

“Ma’am my name is Jolly. I have a little
problem that your boss said you would be willing to help me with so
we can get your witness out of here alive. I believe you have been
briefed on the problem with Trent?” He said briskly and shut the
quickly before anyone else could see there were actually two women
in the room with him. Thankfully enough, he had not seen anyone in
the hallway when he answered the door, hopefully they were all
still in the conference room across the building waiting for them
to come back. Mr. Trent was being watched, but until they could
prove to the feds he was dirty, they were only allowing a little
le-way.

The agent nodded then went to the closet and
did as Jolly requested. Before long, Bailey came out wearing the
agent’s clothes and the agent with hers. He grabbed Bailey's hand
and said to her quickly.

“Now, we do not have enough time for me to
go into detail here, but you know I am going to protect you with my
life, right?” He said looking at her in the eyes so she would trust
him more. She nodded and smiled.

“Jolly, I trust you; just tell me what to
do.” Bailey said.

“Okay then, I am gonna take the little look
alike here, and leave the building. You are going to get into the
closet and lock it. Do not open it for anyone but, Steve. He is on
his way and knows where you are. No one will come in here and look
for you when they see me with another woman. If I am wrong, I owe
you a new outfit, but if I am right, Mr. Trent will have someone
following us and we will lead them away from you until we can get
you back to the loft. Under no circumstances will you leave the
loft again, they can come to you and do the interviews or whatever.
Now, what are you going to do?” He said gently to her.

“I am going to hide in the closet until
Steve gets here. I won’t open the door for anyone, I promise.” She
said and leaned up and kissed the big guys cheek.

Jolly nodded and stood up and pushed her
into the closet. He called Steve one last time to find out how long
Bailey was going to be in the closet. Steve informed him he had
pulled up to the building and was going to security. They should
pass each other in the hall if all went well. Jolly nodded to the
female agent and handed her the trench coat Bailey had worn. There
was a hood on it and she pulled it up to cover her hair that was
blonde instead of red.

Jolly led the agent out of the room into the
lobby area. He whispered for the agent to keep her head down and
wait for him. Jolly went back to the conference Bailey had been in,
and was relieved to see the States Attorney, Mr. Trent, and another
still Marshall in the room.

“Bailey is done for the day. You can call my
office to set up further appointments, but she is feeling
vulnerable and uncomfortable here and wants to go home. She signed
the papers, my company is her preferred security, and the waiver is
right here. For her safety we are moving her now, and will be in
touch when you can meet with her again.” Jolly said briskly and
nodded to the States Attorney who was frowning. Jolly saw the look
of frustration flash across Trent’s face, and knew they had made
the right decision.

“Excuse me, Mr. Vincent is it? You and your
partner Mr. Wade need to sign the waiver also.” Trent smiled smugly
thinking he had bought himself more time.

“Done and faxed to your supervisor.” Jolly
replied.

“Oh… Well I guess everything is in order
then.” Trent said disappointed. “I will go to my office and get it
all filed then.”

Jolly smiled grimly and turned to get the
heck out of the office quickly. He figured Trent was going to try
to intercept Bailey and wanted to draw his attention away from
Bailey and Steve and onto him and the decoy. He pulled the female
agent out the door with him and walked quickly to the elevators. He
at least was able to breathe a sigh of relief when Steve stepped
out of the elevator they were waiting for. They nodded to each
other but did not stop to talk. Jolly would not feel better until
Bailey was safe in the loft with Dallas and Noah.

He made it to the car with no problem and
had the agent get into the back seat. When he rounded the front of
the car, he saw a Crown Victoria pull into the lot of the building.
He grinned and jumped into the driver seat and buckled his belt.
The 4 Runner was designed for him, because of his height; they had
to special order the car to give him legroom. He instructed the
female agent to buckle up, and threw the SUV in reverse and peeled
out of the parking space. He decided to take the route around the
downtown area because it had narrow streets, and was better for if
he wanted to lose a tail. With his huge firm hands, he maneuvered
through a maze of thirty blocks, but the Crown Vic refused to be
shaken off. The agent suggested he go toward the old airport
boulevard, the traffic was sparse and there was less chance of them
involving a pedestrian or innocent driver in the chase they were
about to have. She was using her phone to call her supervisors and
keep them appraised of the situation. Jolly knew soon there would
be back up, but he was guessing the other car was about ready to
make a move, and they had run out of time.

Jolly did not have long to wait, he saw the
car increasing its speed trying to pull alongside the 4 Runner.
Jolly skillfully used the defensive driving techniques he taught
his employees, and was a little more than irritated when the other
driver seemed to be able to anticipate what he was planning. It
must not be the driver from the other day because he had been a
dumbass. Shit, that meant he was a professional and Bailey had been
given a target on her back. Steve would not be happy when he heard
that.

Concentrating on staying ahead of the other
car and listening to the agent keep, him appraised of where their
back up was Jolly did not see the huge Hummer headed right for
them. He figured it was a bystander until the truck swung in front
of him blocking the road. Jolly tried to avoid the collision but
the Crown Vic rammed him from behind, so he was unable to reduce
his speed enough to make the impact gentle. He heard the screaming
agent as they plowed into the side of the Hummer. Jolly’s seat belt
pulled against his chest and shoulder with such force he felt his
arm pop and knew it was broken. He airbag deployed and surrounded
him but Jolly knew he needed to think quick. He ordered the agent
who was sobbing in pain in the back to get her gun out; he reached
for the glove box where Steve stored his backup piece.

Before he could get it in his hand though,
he heard the men from the others cars, yelling at each other as
they approached his side of the SUV. He was pushing the airbag out
of his way trying to free himself so he could protect the female
agent in the back and himself. He never saw the man who fired his
gun into the 4 Runner, but he heard the weapon fire and the agent
in the back got very quiet. He did not know whether she was alive
or dead, the thought he had contributed to an officer’s death
create a rage that pulsed through him, it gave him the needed
strength to get to his weapon. He curled his finger around the
trigger and brought it up through his window firing not really
caring who he hit at that point. Blood from a head wound clouded
his vision and he heard the other person return fire and felt the
sting of the bullets entering his muscles on his chest but he
refused to go down until he knew they were safe from their
attackers. He emptied his clip and heard a few grunts, making him
believe he had at least hit something. He tried to reload his gun,
but his arms refused to cooperate and so he pulled himself out of
the car intending to use self-defense tactics to secure their
safety.

There was no one on the outside of the car,
and Jolly stumbled to find where the threat came from. He heard the
screaming sirens coming in their direction as he continued around
the 4 runner. There was no one in the Hummer and the Crown Victoria
was gone. Jolly pulled the small agent out of the car and felt for
a pulse. He sighed in gratitude when he felt a weak thread in her
neck. He carried her to the grass and laid her next to him as he
propped himself against a tree. He saw she had taken at least three
bullets in the arm, leg, and shoulder. Thank goodness, it looked
like they missed any major organs.

He looked down at his torso and groaned. His
Nextel was still attached to his hip and the earpiece was hopefully
working. He had taken at least four bullets to the chest and he
knew one of them hit something important because the blood was
pumping out of the hole. The backup was pulling up, when he said
into the phone.

“Steve?” He whispered because it hurt to
take a deep breath, which could only mean he had taken a hit in the
lungs.

“Jolly? What’s wrong? I just got Bailey back
to the loft she is secure.” Steve said loudly through the
phone.

“Don’t think I am gonna make it to the loft
like we planned. Ran onto a little bit of a situation here on the
way back. Let’s get this out of the way okay. You know you are like
a brother to me; I have left my will in the safe on the second
floor office in the house. You get everything, but I set up a trust
for Calli. Make sure she uses it to get her store up and going. I
just want her to know I love her and am thinking only about the two
of you right now.” Jolly said quietly. He EMT’s were running to him
and the agent next to him. “Also, man, make sure the agent that was
with me is taken care of, I think she will pull through, but she
will need rehab. Pay for it man, she did not ask for this.”

“JOLLY,” he heard his best friend yell into
the phone and he blacked out.

















Chapter 2

Steve was standing in the loft when his best
friend called him. Noah, Dallas, and Bailey heard everything the
big man said, and caught Steve when he went to his knees. In all
their years in the service Jolly had only been hurt once, he broke
a finger when repelling from a helicopter. Steve just never thought
the big man would ever be hurt so bad he could die. His best friend
and only family was dying and Steve was not with him. They could
hear the EMT’s yelling in the background but could not understand
what they were saying until one of them said, “Holy Shit, he won’t
make it to the hospital. Let’s get her in the ambulance first; she
is a stable at least.”

Bailey cried silently knowing it was because
of her that the gentle giant was going to die. She would never be
able to look at Steve again for being the reason behind his
friend’s death. Dallas had a phone and was barking orders into the
receiver, trying to get to the first responders to turn off the
Nextel. Steve was crumbling before their eyes, listening to the
talking on the Nextel. Finally, they heard the click and the loft
was silent but for Bailey sobbing and Steve’s raged crying.

Noah took Bailey and led her to the couch to
lay down, then went to his friend’s side and with the help of
Dallas; he got the other man to his feet. Before he could lead him
to the couch, Steve ran for the elevators.

“Go with,” Noah cried to Dallas and watched
helplessly as his lover took after the man.

They made it down to Steve’s 4 Runner before
Dallas grabbed the keys from his friend. There was no way he should
be driving. Dallas pulled out his cell and pushed his speed dial
not really wanting to make this call, but Steve needed Calli.

“Hey, there big guy. Does your woman need
more clothes?” Calli answered her phone teasing Dallas. When she
met Bailey, the other day the woman had refused to take the clothes
Calli brought for her. Of course, she was altering the majority of
them because the other woman was so small. Her apartment was full
of clothes waiting to deliver to Dallas and Noah’s loft. She had
spent the last four days working on getting them ready. For what
the men paid her, she should have had her team working overtime,
but they had assured her it was not a rush job. If she knew them,
it was because they were keeping her tied to the bed convincing her
to stay with them. God how she envied the woman. She wished she
could actually think like that.

Jolly and Steve had been after her for the
last few years, but she had managed to keep them at arm’s length
because she was not convinced a relationship like that could work.
After all, two men and one woman, there had to be some jealousy
that would come into play; Calli would rather refrain from losing
her friends. She did not have a lot to begin with, she had been a
runway model for a few years traveling all over the world, that
kind of lifestyle did not promote close friends. When she decided
to settle down and make a go of her designing business, she settled
in Denver to be close to her family. They were a pain in the ass
but she loved them. Calli and Noah had met one afternoon at a craft
store, they had become fast friends and it led her to the closest
relationships she had ever had outside of her family. She was six
feet tall and gorgeous; most women did not want to be her friend
since when they went out all the guys would stare at her,
completion sucked.

“Calli,” Dallas said softly and Calli
dropped the dress she was working on. Dallas never sounded like
this so something bad had happened. Her first thought was Noah
again; the last time Dallas called her, like this was to tell her,
Noah had been shot at the courthouse. Their group of friends had
grown only to accept a few people, because none of them were very
trusting and they loved their privacy. So when they found someone
they trusted all of them welcomed them into their small little
group. Right now, it consisted of Dallas, Noah, Steve, Jolly,
Calli, and Ginny, and of course Bailey. They all hung out together
weekly and more often than not, they ate dinner at least twice a
week together. They all liked the same things and felt comfortable
around each other

“No, Dallas, I don’t want to hear it.” She
started and began gathering her things together knowing that she
needed to be ready to go to her friend’s side. “Okay, sorry, Is it
Noah? Bailey?” She whispered into the phone.

“No baby, Jolly” he said and she screamed
into the phone before dropping it and running for her door. She
could barely think straight and knew she had to be with Steve, so
she grabbed the keys to her car and raced out to the little sports
car she had just purchased. Calli was classically beautiful and
loved to stay on the cutting edge of fashion. She had short spiky
blue hair that was dyed monthly to match the color of her eyes.
Calli loved the glances she got when she went to a store. More
often than not, it led to customers who were drawn to her style and
personality. Though she got a lot of attention, she only had a few
close friends because she hated the superficial people who only
wanted to hang out with her because she used to be famous.

Calli reached for her cell phone she kept in
her car, she never left home without it. It was a standing joke
with her friends, she used to forget it a lose track of time in a
fabric store. Many times, she had been late for dinner because she
did not remember her cell so they could call and remind her of the
time. Steve insisted she get a Nextel with Jolly and him a few
months ago so they could just beep her when she lost track of the
time. The boys had been trying to take care of her more and more
and until now, she had resisted. What would she do if one of them
were gone? Calli had just begun to admit there was more to their
attraction than just sexual.

“Steve?” She said into the phone.

“No sweetie its Noah, they left his phone
here when they left. Call Dallas.” He said to her gently.

“Tell me. I am in the car, where am I
going?” She said desperately to her friend.

“I do not know. I only know Jolly was shot.”
Noah said and hesitated briefly. She knew he did not want to give
her the news over the phone while she was driving. Shit, that meant
it was bad. She closed her eyes and laid her back on the
headrest.

“Tell me” she insisted.

“Just call Dallas honey, he should know by
now where they took Jolly.” He replied.

“Damn it Noah, just fucking tell me.” She
yelled into the receiver.

She heard the man sigh and she was not
prepared for what came next. “Calli, Jolly called Steve and told
him he was shot and wanted to say goodbye before it was too late.
He gave him instructions for him to take care of you. We heard the
EMT’s working on him but it didn’t look good. They did not think he
would survive to the hospital.” She heard the words but refused to
believe them.

“No, not Jolly, he is too strong, they were
wrong, besides he would not do that to us. He would not leave me
and Steve.” She sobbed and dropped the phone. She heard Noah
calling for her but refused to pick the phone up again. She sat in
the parking garage crying and falling apart. It barely registered
in her brain when she heard a knock on her window. She was startled
when she felt the door open and Dallas was crouched next to
her.

“Come on sweetie, let’s go, Steve is in the
car. We need to get to the hospital.” He was saying to her.

“Did he make it?” She cried hoping Noah had
been wrong.

“I don’t know. I just know what hospital
they took him to.” Dallas said gently and pulled her from her
driver seat and carried her to Steve’s 4 Runner. Steve was in the
passenger’s seat staring straight ahead with tears running down his
face. It made it more real when she saw his reaction, because Steve
would never have been crying if Jolly had been fine. They each had
very defined roles in their group. Dallas was the brain, the one
they went to if there was problem with finances. Noah was the
creative chef. Noah would make wonderful dinners for them all to
consume when they got together, he reveled in making them new
dishes. Steve was the sports fanatic; he had season tickets to all
of the sports teams in Colorado and made them all watch ESPN when
he was with them. Ginny was the caretaker of the group. Calli was
the free spirit, the one who came up with crazy fun ideas for them
all to try. Jolly was the rock, the cornerstone, the one who we all
leaned on when there was a problem and right now, they had no one
to hold them together. She continued to sob as Dallas strapped her
into the seat belt and returned to the driver seat.

In her fog of grief, she heard Dallas
speaking into the phone to Ginny. She was his assistant, he was
asking her to make the arrangements for Steve and Calli to be
booked into a hotel by the hospital. He thought they would need a
place to go if things were bad. If Jolly survived they would want
to be close anyway, so it was needed. He asked Ginny to book a
suite so any of their friends could come too, should they be
needed. When he was done, Dallas hung up the phone and called Noah.
He filled them in on what he knew and then set the phone down; he
could have been in the car alone for all the noise the other two
made. They were in shock. He was too but he knew he needed to
strong for his friends right now. He did not know what was going to
happen to either one of them if Jolly died.

Finally, after what seemed like years they
pulled into the parking lot of the hospital. He pulled into the
emergency entrance. He expected to have to chase after the two,
because they would rush into the hospital wanting to hear how Jolly
was. Instead, they both sat there looking forward and not saying a
word. Dallas took off his seat belt and looked at his friends.

“Steve, we are here.” He said to the man
sitting beside him. He looked over his shoulder at Calli who was
still sobbing quietly. She jumped when Steve finally spoke.

“I know man. I can’t go in though. They are
gonna tell me my best friend is dead. I can’t hear that.” Steve
ground out.

Dallas nodded and got out of the car telling
them to stay put until he came back. Dallas walked through the
emergency entrance and was met with chaos. There were men in suits,
flooding the lobby screaming at the receptionist. He was shocked at
the level of chaos. He pushed his way forward to join the mess. He
heard the men asking about the female agent who had been wounded.
The nurse was trying to explain to them she could not release any
information until they called next of kin. She finally got through
to the group, to go to the waiting area until she could get
clearance to talk to them. She turned to her and frowned at him. He
knew she was ready to yell at him too so he held up his hand.

“Ma’am I am looking for information on Jolly
Vincent. I have his family outside but they are a mess right now.
Can you please tell me if he is still alive at least?” Dallas
asked.

The nurse looked at him and read the
desperation in his face. She sighed and shook her head. “Give me a
minute. Who is listed as his next of kin?”

“Steve Wade and Calli Bergen.” Dallas
responded because he knew Jolly was a stickler when it came to
keeping his insurance info up to date. He watched the woman go into
the emergency room, hoping she would at least be able to tell them
something. He felt a hand slip into his and looked and saw Ginny
next to him.

“I have Calli’s Nextel. Noah and Bailey are
waiting.” She whispered and squeezed his hand in encouragement.
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