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      To whoever needs to hear this today…

      YOU ARE STRONG.

      YOU ARE AMAZING.

      IT’S OKAY TO FALL APART SOMETIMES.
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      Tears rolled down Raina London’s face as she walked back into the safe house she’d called home for six weeks. Blood stained the floor, and splintered wood littered the hallway. She turned into the room that was hers and tried not to let the fear rolling through her overwhelm her. She had to be strong. She had to pack her things and get the hell out of there.

      It had only been one night. One night since the man she once thought she loved broke into what was supposed to be a safe house and tried to kill her. Would have, too, if not for the heroics of the people helping Raina. She was willing to die for them, and if she thought the terror would end, she would. But she knew Damon Street. He would never give up. Once she was dead, he’d set his sights on someone else. There was no such thing as safe if he was alive.

      Lorelei Sloane, one of Raina’s protectors, stood in the hallway outside the bedroom. Raina could feel the other woman’s presence and was grateful for it as much as she hated it. Damon stole Raina’s freedom, her sanity, her life as she knew it. And he wasn’t done.

      Raina stuffed the clothes she’d brought with her into a suitcase and ignored the carnage left behind. Being there again was too soon. And Damon knowing where it was meant she couldn’t stay there. They were moving to another safe house. One no one would be allowed in or out of. One that would restrict Raina’s already restricted world to a pinpoint.

      She hated Damon. She’d never thought she could hate someone the way she hated him, but she did. If he died, she wouldn’t feel an ounce of sadness. But the man was invincible. She almost wondered if he was immortal. He definitely had more than his fair share of lives.

      “Are you ready?” Lorelei asked quietly.

      Raina nodded, zipping up the suitcase and turning back to her one and only remaining protector. Lorelei’s partner, Adam Johnson, was in the hospital. He would join them when he was out, but for the moment, it was just the two of them.

      No match for Damon, if he tried again.

      And he would. Raina knew he would. He hadn’t stopped trying to get her back since she left him almost a year ago. After he nearly killed her. She’d never go back to him willingly. But she knew she’d never be free of him, either.

      Lorelei wasn’t back to full strength, but she understood Raina’s need for someone she knew to be there. Adam’s cousin waited in the SUV outside for them. Their driver for the day since Lorelei suffered a minor concussion. Liam was staying with Lorelei and Raina until Adam was released from the hospital. Adam’s concussion was more serious, but he would be out soon.

      It was a mess. A mess that could have been avoided if Raina hadn’t fallen for a man who was more evil than human.

      She kicked herself for the mistakes she made. For letting Damon suck her into his life. For being so weak she believed his lies when he claimed to love her and wanted to only protect her. All the therapy she had helped, until she looked into Damon’s eyes again.

      How did she not see him before? How did she miss the way he looked at her?

      She knew the answer even as the questions rolled around in her head. She didn’t want to.

      Sure, he hid his true self from her for a long time. A man like him didn’t show how evil he was on day one. But there were little signs. Moments, snippets, clues. Raina ignored them. She thought she was crazy for thinking Damon was anything less than the perfect man he presented himself as.

      And people died because of her error in judgement.

      Raina followed Lorelei out to the waiting SUV and sat in the backseat. She struggled to breathe or think or function. Her mind was numb, like the rest of her.

      Damon is free.

      Marcus’s words from the night before rattled around in her mind. After months of hunting him, he was out within hours. All the hell he put her through, the people he killed, the lives he ruined, all wiped clean by one lawyer in an expensive suit.

      Raina was going to be sick.

      Liam slowed and turned into the driveway of a small house. The garage door opened in front of them, and he rolled the SUV right into the garage. He turned off the vehicle, and they all waited until the garage doors slid closed behind them.

      “Home sweet home,” Liam said.

      Raina reached for a smile, but it was hard to find one. Liam seemed nice enough, friendly and kind and smart as hell, but he wasn’t Adam. She’d gotten used to Adam and Lorelei. The three of them got along easily. She fit with them. But Liam…

      Raina just wanted it all to be over. Liam was fine. Lorelei was fine. Adam was fine. Raina just wanted to go home. Sleep in a bed she picked out. Take an endless hot shower and forget all about Damon Street.

      Too bad that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.
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        * * *

      

      Adam Johnson closed his eyes and groaned. He hated being stuck in the hospital. He knew it was where he needed to be, but he still hated it.

      When Raina walked in that morning with Lorelei, and they told Adam that Damon Street was free, Adam shook with rage. He started yanking off the pads stuck to his body. He was not going to leave his partner and their witness alone. He couldn’t. He had to be there to help them.

      Of course, Lorelei and Raina both forced him back into bed, and a nurse came in and reattached all the leads, annoying Adam to no end. He’d never been a fan of hospitals, and knowing he was leaving two women who meant a lot to him without additional protection infuriated him.

      Street surprised Adam when he broke into the safe house and knocked Adam out before he had a chance to warn the others. He later learned Street also got to Lorelei. Raina and Edie were vulnerable, and Street would have killed all four of them if Mackenzie hadn’t shown up when she did.

      Adam’s stomach rolled at the thought.

      He knew the important thing was that they were all alive. But he still felt like a failure to have gone down first. He didn’t even put up a fight and slow the bastard down. Street surprised Adam and cold-cocked him as soon as Adam saw him.

      Failure was common. It was expected. It was something all agents experienced. He’d lost witnesses before. Lost coworkers. Lost leads. But none of them were as important to him as Raina.

      Not that he was willing to admit to anyone else that he’d developed feelings for her. That was between Adam and the shower wall.

      His phone buzzed with a text alert. Adam snatched his phone from the table next to his bed and swiped to open Liam’s text.

      
        
          
            
              
        All set. Moved in. No one will get close.

      

      

      

      

      

      Adam let go of a breath he hadn’t been aware he was holding. He knew Liam would protect Lorelei and Raina, but it still grated on Adam that he wasn’t there to do it himself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Thanks. Hopefully I’m free tomorrow and can relieve you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        No worries. Caitlyn’s staying with Taylor and Dex. We’re all used to this. Rest and recover so you’re 100.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Copy.

      

      

      

      

      

      Adam set the phone on the table again and tried to focus his mind. The goal hadn’t changed. Take down Damon Street. The problem now was that the man was free and knew who they all were. They had to not only find him again, but make sure the arrest warrant meant a judge wouldn’t grant bail. At any level.

      Adam thought they’d done that, but they were all wrong. And Street was out.

      A nurse came in a little later and asked Adam how he was doing. The guy was a sports fan and liked to talk, so Adam passed the time hearing stories from him about local teams. It meant Adam didn’t feel so completely abandoned and alone.

      Fucking hospital.

      The nurse left, and Adam stared at the walls again. He thought living in a safe house was boring. He would never complain again. About a safe house, a stakeout, anything.

      Afternoon turned to night, and Adam fell asleep. His dreams were a jumbled mess of Street, Raina being hurt, and purple fucking pansies. That last one Adam couldn’t explain. Weird shit happened in his mind.

      Morning came again, and the doctor finally said Adam could leave the hospital. It was the best damn news ever.

      He let Liam know, and Liam arranged transportation to take Adam to the new safe house.

      Only another hour or so and he’d be back with Raina and Lorelei.
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        * * *

      

      “Are we being followed?” Adam asked Dunn, Liam’s boss. They’d met once before, but Adam didn’t know Dunn well.

      “No,” Dunn answered. He checked all his mirrors again. “I’ve been changing direction and going in weird routes to watch. I haven’t seen anyone following us.”

      “We can’t risk exposing the safe house again.”

      “I know,” Dunn growled.

      Adam didn’t know why Dunn was annoyed by that. It wasn’t like Dunn was the one who was knocked out with a gun to the back of his head.

      “We have security on this place twenty-four-seven. No one will get anywhere close without us knowing.”

      “What kind of security?”

      “Motion and heat, signal blockers, and personal surveillance.”

      “You’re going to have someone watching us?”

      “Yes,” Dunn said. “Outside the house, at least. We have the ability to add cameras inside, but we haven’t done that yet. Is that something you want?”

      Adam shook his head and winced. His brain was still scrambled, and sudden movements made him nauseous. “No, outside should be fine. Especially in this cold. You’ll be able to pick up on heat signatures.”

      “Yep.” Dunn turned into a driveway and pulled straight into a garage, parking beside an identical SUV. He closed the garage door, then got out.

      Adam followed Dunn inside, wanting to see with his own eyes that Lorelei and Raina were okay. And Liam. He should worry about his cousin, too, but Liam hadn’t been attacked.

      Liam met them at the garage door, his hand on the weapon in his holster. He looked at them both, then past them to make sure there wasn’t a third person sending them in at gunpoint. Liam relaxed and nodded to his boss, then hugged Adam gently.

      “Glad you’re alive.”

      “Same,” Adam said. “How’re Lorelei and Raina?”

      “Resting. It’s been a long few days,” Liam said.

      “Yeah, it has. How’s this place?”

      Liam shrugged, but Adam knew his cousin outfitted the house with every toy he could find. It was an F-BOMB safe house, one they were borrowing since the FBI safe house was clearly not as safe as they’d all expected.

      “Windows and doors are tagged. Including the egress. Cameras at all the entrances. Heat and motion around the whole perimeter. No one will get within a mile of this place without us knowing.”

      “What if they pull into the driveway and just start shooting?”

      “Windows and walls are all bulletproof. Won’t stop them forever, but should slow down whoever shows up long enough for you to get out.”

      “And how would we do that?”

      “Secondary exit out the back. Garage opens both ways so you can drive out the back and disappear into the woods, then get back on the road half-a-mile south of here.”

      “Jesus, you really thought of everything.”

      “Not our first rodeo,” Dunn said with meaning. They lost someone. No more chances. Adam respected that.

      “What do I need to know?” Adam asked the other two.

      Dunn and Liam exchanged a glance.

      “Tell me.”

      “Street’s in the wind. As expected. The lawyer who bailed him out is not talking. Says his client will appear in court if there are charges that are substantiated. He’s calling foul on everything. The way evidence was collected, the circumstantial nature of it all, everything. He’s saying Street isn’t guilty and that he’s been framed for everything we have him on.”

      “What about beating the shit out of his girlfriend? Doesn’t that count for anything around here?” Adam barked. He’d seen the police report from the night Raina left Street. The bruises on her face and body. The X-rays showing the broken bones. The fear in her eyes. If nothing else, they should have been able to hold him for that.

      “He has a court date. But the rest? We know it’s all him, but our proof isn’t good enough.” Liam’s voice was soothing but did nothing to calm Adam’s frustration.

      “Are you fucking kidding me? He knocked me out cold, same with Lorelei. Doesn’t that count for anything? We’re FBI agents. Attacking us and holding Raina and Edie at gunpoint should be something worth holding the fucker on.” Adam was baffled. What the hell kind of lawyer wanted a man like Damon Street out in the world? The only answer was a crooked one.

      “The judge agreed with the lawyer,” Dunn told Adam. “We believe they’re both involved in Street’s organization.”

      “Fucking hell. Makes sense, though. So, now what?”

      “We play their game and we nail him. We can’t stop now when we’re this close,” Dunn said.

      “I agree. It sounds like we need to take out the judge and the lawyer, too, though. Otherwise, Street will keep going free.”

      Dunn and Liam nodded.

      The three men talked a little longer, then Liam and Dunn left. Adam insisted he was okay and could handle things, but once they left, he sat on the couch with his eyes closed, willing the throbbing in his brain to subside.

      Ten minutes later, the squeak of a door down the hall had Adam lifting his head and pretending to be fine again.

      Raina stepped out of the room and looked both directions. When she saw him on the couch, her lips lifted in a ghost of a smile. “Hey.”

      “Hey.” Adam was striving for casual, but seeing her made his entire body ache. He wanted to wrap her in his arms and protect her from all the evil in the world. He wanted to kiss her senseless and make sure she never knew hate again. He wanted to erase the bruises and scrapes from her body and keep any harm from ever coming to her again.

      But he couldn’t do any of that. Because he was her protector, not her boyfriend. She was recovering from an abusive asshole of an ex, and the last thing she needed was an overprotective asshole trying to convince her to be his woman.

      Nope. He had to keep his feelings to himself and treat her like any other witness.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked when she got closer.

      Raina sat next to him on the couch and tucked her feet under her. She shrugged. She propped her elbow on the back of the couch and put her head in her hand, then cringed and changed positions.

      Street dragged her around by her hair. She was lucky he didn’t rip chunks out from what Lorelei told Adam. One more thing Adam wanted the sick piece-of-shit to pay for.

      “I’m tired,” Raina finally said. “I feel like I could sleep for a week, but when I close my eyes, I see him.” Her words went soft at the end. She drew in a breath. “I never should have left him.”

      “Why would you say that?”

      “He would have killed me by now if I’d stayed there. Then all the people I care about wouldn’t be in danger, and I wouldn’t be living in fear. I know he’s going to kill me. He’s not going to stop until he does. All I’m doing right now is delaying the inevitable. And the fear is getting to me. He’s thriving on it, feeding on it. He knows I’m scared, and he’s enjoying playing with me. With all of us. And I hate it.”

      “I know. But we’ll get him. We’ll take him down, and he’ll never hurt you again.”

      Raina breathed a mirthless laugh. “I thought that before. I don’t think I can believe that. Not now. Not after the last few days. The only way Damon will ever stop is if he’s dead.”

      Adam saw the determination in her gaze. She knew Street better than anyone else. She was right. Adam knew in his soul she was.

      Which meant there was only one answer. Damon Street had to die.
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      Raina stepped out of the shower and grabbed for her towel. Another bland white towel in a bland, boring bathroom. Safe houses were essential, but damn, it was depressing. She would have loved to have something to hold her interest. Bright towels, fancy soaps, a plant. Something.

      But that wasn’t the point. She wasn’t staying there long term. No one was. Best-case scenario, the safe house wasn’t ever used. But she knew it was. She knew they all were. Because Damon wasn’t the only evil in the world.

      Raina wrapped her hair in the towel and picked up her panties from where she’d set them on the toilet. More white. More plain. More bland.

      Raina groaned and slipped them on, yanking on the gray sweats over the top, then adding her black tank. She was done wearing a bra. She was done trying. She was just fucking done.

      She untwisted her hair from the towel and stared at her reflection in the mirror. The woman who looked back was one she barely recognized. Vacant eyes, frizzy hair, empty.

      Raina turned away before her brown eyes filled with tears. She hated the person she’d become. The person Damon turned her into.

      “You okay?” Lorelei asked from the other side of the bathroom door.

      Raina opened the door and looked at the woman who’d become a friend over the last few months. “No.”

      Lorelei gave her a smile that was just as empty as the promise she was going to utter. “It’ll be over soon.”

      Raina snorted. “No, it won’t. This is my life now. I know eventually you two will have to go back to your jobs and lives and I’ll be on my own. We’re just delaying the inevitable right now.”

      “Don’t say that,” Adam growled.

      The roughness of his voice sent a shiver up Raina’s needy spine. If her situation wasn’t so fucking sad, she might let herself be attracted to Adam, but she was the worst kind of bad bet. And he had too much to offer the world. She couldn’t drag him down with her.

      Raina shook her head and turned toward her room. She couldn’t face either of them. Not when she was so full of anger. She would blow up at them, and they didn’t deserve it. Neither of them had done anything wrong. They were just as stuck as she was, but Damon wasn’t after them. Damon would leave them alone as soon as they weren’t protecting her. She was his goal.

      “Raina,” Adam said gently.

      Raina held up her hand without turning around. “I need a minute.” She closed the door to her room, leaving them on the other side while she struggled to pull herself together.

      She threw her dirty clothes toward the laundry basket in the corner, not caring when they fell far short. Raina flopped facedown on the bed. More fucking white. She growled and pushed herself up again, yanking at the sheets, pulling them all off the bed and dumping them in a heap in the middle of the room.

      She sat down again and let the tears come. They’d been in the new safe house for a week. One more week of hiding. Hoping Damon didn’t find her and kill her. If she could go back to the night she met him, she’d slap herself for even considering getting involved with him.

      A sob slipped out. She slapped her hand over her mouth, but there was a knock on the door.

      “Can I come in?” Lorelei asked.

      “Fine.” Raina swiped at her tears. She was sure Lorelei and Adam both knew when she cried or got angry or lost her shit, but she tried to keep it behind closed doors.

      Lorelei looked at the sheets on the floor and stepped around them, joining Raina on the bed. “Is there anything we can do to make this easier?”

      “Kill Damon.” Raina had finally accepted that was the only solution. She had never been a violent person, or a person who believed in deadly force, but that was before Damon Street dragged her across the room by her hair and made it clear he was going to make her his again, no matter what she had to say.

      Lorelei sighed. As an FBI Agent, she couldn’t plan something like that. She’d lose her job and go to jail. But Raina knew Lorelei didn’t disagree.

      “I’ll be fine. The white made me mad.”

      Lorelei nodded as if she understood what that meant. “We’re going to get groceries tomorrow. Is there anything you want?”

      Raina sighed. She loved to cook. It was something that made her feel good. To feed her body and soul and that of whoever she was cooking for was a joy. Damon had stolen even that from her. He preferred to order in when Raina lived with him. At first, she thought it was sweet that he didn’t want her to have to fuss over him. Nope. That wasn’t it. He didn’t want to risk her putting something in his food.

      The bastard was smart.

      “Whatever you guys want is fine,” Raina finally said.

      “Adam’s going to pick junk food and meat if we let him make the list.”

      “Hey! I resemble that remark,” Adam said from right outside the door.

      Raina looked up and found his blue-green eyes focused on her. Again, it sent a shiver through her. One she could not let take hold.

      “You okay?” Adam asked.

      Raina shook her head. No use lying.

      Adam smiled sadly. “There are a lot of people looking for Damon.”

      “Which only proves how dangerous he is. We finally had him. He was in custody. And he got out. How in the hell did he get bail?” Raina’s throat tightened with the emotion that bubbled right at the surface constantly. She sucked in a ragged breath and tried to push it down. “It’s just not fair.”

      “He has to report to court. If he doesn’t show up, his lawyer will be charged the million dollar bail he posted. And he’ll be on the hook for Street. He’ll be back in custody.”

      Raina shook her head. “You have no idea what he’s capable of.”

      “I have some idea,” Adam said, rubbing the back of his head where Damon hit him and knocked him out.

      Violence was Damon’s first answer. It didn’t matter what the question was, he turned to violence. Raina learned that time and again before she left him. And she learned even more about what he was capable of after. When she found out who he was and the depths of his darkness.

      “What do you guys want to make for dinner?” Lorelei asked.

      Adam glanced at Raina and held her gaze. She let herself sink in for just a minute. One minute of feeling a little safer than she’d felt for months.

      Raina opened her mouth to answer when one of the many alarms went off.

      Lorelei jumped up from the bed and put herself between Raina and the door as Adam turned and hurried down the hallway.

      Raina froze. She hated herself for it, but she froze. Bile rose up in her throat as she imagined walking into the living room and finding Adam in a heap once more. Watching Lorelei get hurt. Staring down Damon as he approached her with that gleam in his eyes that said he was going to make her pay.

      “Come with me,” Lorelei said, looking back at Raina.

      Raina forced herself off the bed as the alarm stopped screeching. Her feet barely carried her forward, her entire body shaking in fear.

      Lorelei walked down the short hallway to the living room, where Adam was on the phone.

      “Yeah. Okay. Yeah. Hang on.” Adam turned the phone from his ear and looked at Lorelei and Raina. “Liam said something tripped the motion detectors outside, but he doesn’t see anything on the cameras or the heat sensors. We need to check it out.”

      “I’ll go,” Lorelei said.

      Adam nodded sharply. “Lorelei’s going to look. Watch for her to make sure everything is working.”

      Raina sucked in a gasp. She never considered the cameras and security and high-tech everything in the house not working. That someone could have messed with them and gotten close.

      Lorelei stuffed her feet into the boots she had near the door. She opened the door a crack and looked out, both directions, before she stepped out into the cold evening air, pulling the door closed behind her.

      Raina stared at the door and wrapped her arms around herself. Adam was still on the phone, but Raina was lost in her fear. Her gaze was locked on the door, her fear bouncing around inside her as she waited for the door to open.

      Lorelei or Damon. Who would walk through when it did?

      Raina’s hands hurt from squeezing them into fists. Her breathing was shallow and panicked.

      The door opened, and Lorelei stepped in. She closed the door behind her, locking it before she returned her gun to the holster she wore around her waist. “I didn’t see anything out there. No footprints, nothing.”

      “Hear that?” Adam asked. “Yeah. Thanks. Okay.” Adam hung up the phone and shrugged. “Liam was watching you. Said he saw you the entire time so everything is working. It might have been an animal that tripped the sensors.”

      Lorelei shrugged. “Maybe.”

      They both turned to look at Raina. She wasn’t sure what they saw, but their faces changed instantly and they rushed to her.

      “Come sit, Raina. It’s okay. You’re safe.” Lorelei’s voice was soft and soothing and did nothing to take away the fear that was making Raina shake.

      “She needs to snap out of this,” Adam said. “She’s not okay.”

      “Would you be?” Lorelei asked.

      “I’m fine,” Raina choked out. “I… I’m okay.”

      Lorelei rubbed her hand up and down Raina’s arm. The sensation brought back a little more of reality.

      “Three things,” Adam said, his voice low and strained.

      Raina knew what he was asking her. He’d been doing his best to help her with the anxiety she was sure was permanent in her life now. “Fireplace, coffee table, boring white walls.”

      “Good,” Adam said. “Three scents.”

      Raina closed her eyes and inhaled deep. “Crappy shampoo, bananas, you.”

      Adam cleared his throat.

      Raina realized what she said. Her cheeks flushed hot. “Sorry.”

      “No need to be sorry,” Adam said. “How are you feeling?”

      “Angry.”

      “Good. That means the fear is moving to the back again,” Lorelei said.

      “Yay,” Raina said sarcastically.

      “Let’s see what we can fix for dinner,” Lorelei said. She patted Raina’s thigh and stood, reaching for Raina to follow her.

      Totally normal. For someone in protective custody. Lucky Raina.
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        * * *

      

      Adam sat on the armchair he’d claimed and reviewed the footage from earlier. No matter how many times he slowed it down, he couldn’t see anyone around the property where the alarm went off.

      But he didn’t trust it.

      Every time he talked to his cousin or checked in with his boss, he heard about another threat. Someone was sitting outside Shelter in the Storm, a shelter for abused women and children run by the police chief and his wife, two nights ago. They drove off when Marcus went outside, but the threat was clear. Mackenzie, a nine-one-one operator who helped put Damon behind bars, was followed after her shift more than once.

      Damon was in hiding, and everyone believed he would stay that way, even though he was supposed to report to court in five days. If he didn’t show up, no one knew where he was.

      Which meant Raina would still be in danger.

      Adam hated the look in her eyes when she walked out of the bathroom. They’d all been living together for close to two months. Two months of constant vigilance and fear. Not that Adam was afraid. Protecting someone was part of his job. It wasn’t every day he came face-to-face with a criminal as adept as Damon Street, but Adam would give his life for Raina. Or Lorelei.

      But he’d rather eliminate the threat instead of go down again.

      Adam wanted to kick his own ass for letting Damon get his hands on Raina. When Lorelei told him what Damon did, Adam wanted to rip the man to shreds with his bare hands. He wanted to see the life drain from Street’s eyes. To know he’d never hurt Raina, or anyone, ever again.

      The overwhelming hatred and fury that rose up inside Adam was something he knew he shouldn’t keep inside. He should ask for a reassignment. He should tell his boss, or at least his partner, how he was feeling. But Adam wasn’t going to do either. He was going to use those emotions to make sure Street never got the jump on him again, and ended up on the floor if they ever came face-to-face again.

      Lorelei laughed at something Raina said, and Adam realized he was clenching his hands into fists and gritting his teeth so hard his jaw hurt.

      He slowly released the tension in his body, knowing he needed to do something physical to get rid of his stress. If he were home, he’d head to the gym and beat the fuck out of a speed bag, but the safe house didn’t come with a gym, and Adam couldn’t leave.

      The solitude was getting to him, too. Lorelei didn’t have an issue with having to stay put, but she was frustrated to not be out there looking for Street. Adam was restless. He wanted Street found. He wanted Raina safe. And he wanted to get the hell away from her before he broke down and admitted how many times he’d pictured her smile when he was stroking his cock in the shower.

      Rule number one was don’t fuck the witness. Don’t get involved. Keep it professional. Adam had never broken that rule. He’d never wanted to until he met Raina. He’d crossed a few lines in his past, and he planned to cross another one when he came face-to-face with Street again, but Adam couldn’t afford to break rule number one. Not now, not ever.

      “You hungry?” Lorelei asked, interrupting his thoughts.

      Adam looked up and saw her standing in front of him with a bowl. “Thanks. Sorry. Lost in thought.”

      “Anything good?” Raina asked as she sat on the couch opposite his chair.

      Adam shook his head, but Lorelei answered first. “Trust me, you do not want to know what goes on inside of that head.”

      Raina chuckled at Lorelei’s joke, and Lorelei winked at Adam before she turned away.

      They were good partners. Adam was grateful for Lorelei, both for the way she’d handled this assignment and for the number of times she’d saved his ass. She was a damn good agent, smart as hell, and easy to be around. Her cousin was tied up in the whole disaster of a case they were in Niagara Falls working on, so it was good for both of them to be in the area.

      Lorelei and Raina talked while they ate. Adam didn’t join in their conversation, though. He ran through everything they knew so far, which was admittedly not much. Damon Street had a network of more people than they knew. It was believed he was near the top of the organization, but no one knew if he was actually in charge or not. He’d been an enforcer for decades, something they only learned recently, and had either worked his way up or killed his way up. Both were equally possible.

      The number of bodies the organization had dropped grew by the day, and at times, it seemed to be near infinite.

      Shortly after dinner, Raina said goodnight and went to her room. Long days of little to do but worry was exhausting, and Raina slept more than Adam suspected was normal for her.

      Lorelei checked Raina’s room and talked to her for a few minutes before she joined Adam in the living room again.

      “Are you good out here tonight?” Lorelei asked.

      Adam nodded. “Definitely. All good.” He jerked his chin toward Raina’s closed door. “She okay?”

      Lorelei shook her head once, her dark brown afro jolting with the sharp movement. “She’s fucking done. She’s scared of her own shadow and has herself damn near convinced Street’s going to show up at any minute. She’s not the same woman we met two months ago.”

      Adam had been thinking the same thing, but he wasn’t going to say any of that. There were things a woman could say about another woman without sounding callous, but if a man said them, he’d get torn apart. “Do we have anything on the judge that granted bail?”

      Lorelei snorted. “Please. He’s an overworked weekend judge who rubber stamped something without paying much attention to it.”

      “That or he’s in Street’s pocket.”

      “Always a possibility, too. Unfortunately.”

      “I wish we could get the fuck out of here. I know it’s cold as balls out there, but even some fresh air would make this all a little easier.”

      “There is one option.” Lorelei met Adam’s gaze with an open one of her own.

      “You look way too relaxed for whatever this option is. What the hell could we possibly do differently?”

      Lorelei leaned forward. She clasped her hands together, her dark brown fingers crossing as she rested her forearms on her thighs. She glanced at the hallway, as though she didn’t want Raina to overhear her suggestion.

      Which only made Adam even more curious.

      “You could go on the run.”

      “What?” Adam barked.

      Lorelei shrugged. “If you two posed as a couple and took off…”

      “You’re fucking nuts. No. Why would we do that?”

      “Because it would get all of us out of this house. I hate sitting here every day knowing the man who ordered a hit on my cousin is still out there. You, and everyone else, can tell me a hundred times a day that he’s not likely to go after Karli again, but I can’t shake it. We should be out there. We should be helping find him. Keeping tabs on him.”

      “No one knows where he is,” Adam said, hating the words as he spat them out.

      “Exactly. But we could find him. He has to be somewhere.”

      “Raina is safer here. With both of us. Two people protecting her, no one in and no one out. No one knows where we are. If we left and Street found us⁠—”

      “You’d protect her.”

      “Like I did last time he found us?” Adam knew Lorelei couldn’t argue with him on that point. He’d hate himself forever for letting Raina, Lorelei, and Edie get hurt. For not putting up a fight at all. Street cold-cocked Adam before he knew what was happening, but he was a fucking FBI Agent! He should have known someone was in the house. He should⁠—

      “Stop beating yourself up,” Lorelei snapped. “That’s not going to make any of this any better. You have to let it go. Shit happens. We are all alive. That’s the important part. We will get Street again. Every single one of his victims will get justice.”

      Adam held Lorelei’s gaze for a long minute before he nodded. “I hope you’re right.”
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      Adam paced the living room like a caged animal. He hated waiting for updates. He checked his phone, growling when the clock on the front hadn’t changed.

      “Sit down,” Lorelei admonished.

      “I can’t. They should have called by now.”

      “You’re making her more nervous,” Lorelei hissed.

      Adam glanced back to where Raina was sitting at the kitchen table, watching him with wide eyes full of fear and ringed with tears waiting to fall.

      “Dammit,” Adam breathed. He forced his ass to the armchair and flipped the phone over to stare at the useless fucking thing. Why hadn’t anyone called yet?

      The safe house had been quiet for days. Their grocery delivery was simple the previous weekend, but aside from that, they’d had no contact with the world outside the four bulletproof walls that kept them separated.

      Stir-crazy didn’t even begin to describe how Adam felt. He’d convinced himself they would be getting out of there today. That Street would be hauled off to jail and not allowed to walk free with the rest of the world while he waited for the trial that would put him away for life.

      It would mean Raina was safe. It would mean she could go back to a normal life.

      But it would also mean Adam wouldn’t see her again. The selfish dick he was hated the idea of not having to live with her. As much as he was sick of being stuck in the house, he was not regretting the assignment and the hypnotizing woman it brought into his world for a little while.

      Adam looked over at Raina and found her gaze locked on him. She chewed her bottom lip, the flesh white next to her teeth and bright pink around that, like she’d been worrying it the whole time he paced the living room.

      He needed to reassure her that everything was fine, even though he didn’t believe it.

      “I’m sorry,” Adam said, holding Raina’s gaze. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      She shook her head, her light brown locks teasing the tops of her breasts with the move. She hadn’t worn a bra in days, and it was testing his resolve even more than her presence had the entire time. “It’s not you. I’m just anxious. I know today matters a lot.”

      Adam opened his mouth to tell her it was just one step when his phone rang. The old-school ringtone he chose because it reminded him of the phone mounted on the wall in his parents’ kitchen was too loud and grated all his nerves.

      Adam stood and tapped the screen to answer the call before the phone could ring again. “Johnson.”

      “You alone?” Liam’s voice was guarded, cautious. Something wasn’t right.

      “I can be.”

      “Do it,” Liam said.

      Adam glanced at Lorelei, telling her without words that something was not okay. Lorelei’s eyes widened. She stood and moved toward Raina, talking to her as Adam moved down the hallway toward the bedroom.

      Adam closed the door as a sob broke from Raina. It gutted him, like it did every time he heard her cry, which was far too damn often.

      “Okay,” Adam said, letting Liam know he was alone.

      “Street didn’t show.”

      “What the fuck? He’s required. Is there a warrant out for his arrest?”

      “No.”

      “You better spit out a few more words, or I’m going to have a few for you.”

      Liam sighed loudly, not any happier with the situation than Adam, but Liam’s woman was safe and not being threatened by the psycho who was currently not in prison.

      “His lawyer showed up and said Street was not there because the charges against him were all fabricated and he felt as though Street was being targeted by the police and FBI and us, and showing up in an open court was more of a risk than they were willing to take.”

      “Are you fucking…?” Adam released a frustrated breath and tried to wrap his head around what Liam said. “And the judge let it stand?”

      “The chances of the judge not working for Street have dropped to zero. No judge would ever let this go.”

      “This is a fucking joke. This judge needs to be put in jail, and all of this needs to go in front of someone else.”

      “I agree, and we’re working on that, but for now, there are no pending charges.”

      “How in the ever-loving fuck did that happen?” Adam slammed his fist against the wall, wincing when the drywall cracked. Guess the interior walls weren’t bulletproof.

      “The lawyer said you and Lorelei weren’t reliable witnesses since you both had head trauma. Raina and Edie weren’t reliable because Raina is a disgruntled ex-girlfriend, and Edie is a drug addict. The fact that none of you were there made the judge agree⁠—”

      “We couldn’t take the chance! He would have followed us back here to kill Raina!”

      “I know,” Liam said, his tone softer, soothing.

      All it did was piss Adam off even more. “Don’t fucking handle me. Not you, Liam.”

      Liam exhaled loudly. “I’m not trying to. I’m just as angry about all of this as you are. We all are. Captain Patrick went off on the judge and almost got thrown in jail for contempt. It was bad. The whole thing was bad. But the lawyer sat there and smiled like he expected everything we did. He had an answer for every charge, and he had an excuse for everything.”

      “What about abusing Raina?”

      “The lawyer said he never touched her. That she was mugged and didn’t want to admit it. She left Street after that because she was ashamed that she blamed him.”

      “Fuck!” Adam put his head against the wall and closed his eyes. “I’m starting to see why he’s never been locked up.”

      “This is next level. I’ve never seen a lawyer like this. We’ve gone against some pretty ugly criminals, but none have had this orchestrated of a setup. The judge just sat there, looking annoyed whenever we tried to say something to change his mind.”





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/blueyed-press-transparent-with-name.jpg
BluEyed
i Press





OEBPS/images/f-b-cv5-cover-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/mask-break.jpg





