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About When He’s Bad

	He was dirty. That's how Priscilla met him. She was all about just how dirty he was and, in fact, had to be. Now, he's just plain bad. When you cross a man like Adrian Mack, you find out just how bad he can be. Priscilla started out as an enemy, became a lover, and now, she is his obsession.

	Lies. Secrets. Enemies that appear they are friends. The passion and danger just won't stop coming.

	 


Characters

	Adrian Mack—34, goatee, dark wavy hair, six-foot-one. Hero of the story. Former FBI agent. Was once undercover with the Devils biker gang, and is now set to testify against Nick Waters, the leader of the gang. Now a prominent member of Walker Security.

	Priscilla “Pri” Miller—32, brunette, blue eyes. Heroine of the story. Assistant District Attorney. Used to work for her father’s law firm before she decided she wanted to put away the bad guys instead and went to work as an ADA. 

	Rafael—Younger brother to Adrian Mack. Rock star Latin singer.

	Blake Walker—One of the three owning members/brothers of Walker Security.

	Lucas “Lucifer” Remington—Walker Security team member. Blond, tattooed, rock god type looks. Pilot. 

	Savage—Walker Security team member. Former surgeon and special ops. 

	Dexter— Walker Security team member.

	Adam— Walker Security team member.

	Kirk Pitt— FBI agent, was undercover with Adrian. Handsome face, big and broad.

	Ed Melbourn—District Attorney. Pri’s boss. 50’s. Fit, a big man, with thick salt-and-pepper hair, broad shoulders, and a broader presence. Single. Ex-military.

	Nick Waters—King Devil, club founder, 42, brutally vicious, sports a dark beard with hints of gray, but doesn’t drink or do drugs. He just peddles drugs, weapons, and women, while pumping iron, and adding new tattoos. Green eyes.

	Grace—Pri’s co-worker. 30, blonde, green eyes, in a relationship with Josh, shy.

	Josh—Used to be the detective for the DA’s office, but now has turned to private sector work. In a relationship with Grace. Light brown hair, strong, classically handsome features.

	Jose Deleon—Waters’ right-hand man, his assassin, most likely responsible for the murders of the witnesses.

	Cindy—Newest ADA, straight out of school, petite, feisty, pretty blonde.

	Logan Michaels—Pri’s ex-fiancé, works with her father still. blond pretty-boy, clean-shaven jaw. Cheated on Pri with her secretary.

	Shari—DA’s office receptionist.

	Mr. Miller—Pri’s father. Owns his own firm. Pri used to work for him, Logan still does.

	Mrs. Miller—Pri’s mother. Wants Pri to come back to their family firm, refused to go out of town to stay safe during the case Pri is working on.

	 

	 


Dear Reader

	Thank you so much for diving into Adrian’s Trilogy! Book two in a trilogy is always more difficult for me. I’m so close to giving everyone (characters and readers alike) closure, but there’s always so much more to delve into and experience. It’s also usually the more emotionally tumultuous of the books. It’s where the main characters discover so much more of each other, and I hope that bleeds through on these pages you’re about to read.

	But before you get to them, I wanted to give you a brief recap of book one, When He’s Dirty. When we first met Adrian, though he was a solid part of Walker Security, he’s also headed back to Austin, TX to finally testify in a case he was undercover in two years ago. A case that wholly changed his life forever. A case that made him a man he didn’t recognize, and didn’t want to be. He was undercover in the Devil’s biker gang, and he’s testifying against none other than the King Devil himself, Nick Waters. Waters is up for an entire slew of charges, violent and financial.

	But before Adrian can testify, he needs to ensure the ADA on the case, Priscilla Miller, is on the up and up. Waters’ reach is far and wide, he has any number of government officials under his control, and Adrian can’t risk Priscilla being one of them. They meet under the guise of happenstance, and he introduces himself as his brother, Rafael. But as Pri (as Adrian calls her) dives deeper into the case, she unearths connections she can’t fathom, and it suddenly becomes clear who Adrian really is.

	As they get closer while trying to find out who is killing Pri’s witnesses, they find this undeniable passion they can’t say no to. But their closeness rattles a bunch of cages of those close to Waters, seemingly including Pri’s ex-fiancé, Logan, who still works for her father’s firm. Pri and Adrian are clearly getting too close to officially putting a nail in the coffin of this case and thus go into hiding at a cabin Adrian’s father put together as a hideout many years back. But once they’re settled and sleeping a visitor shows up, Agent Pitt, who was undercover with Adrian in the Devils, and he’s soon stabbed by none other than Jose Deleon, Waters’ right-hand man, who he tasks with all murders. Including the murder of Adrian and Pri. And thus, we’re back at that cabin with Deleon threatening the life of Adrian and Pri...

	 

	 

	 


Chapter One

	ADRIAN

	Impossible.

	Deleon cannot be here at the cabin, at the hideaway I’ve told no one about but my team at Walker Security. And yet, here he is, big, tattooed, and smirking like the clown he is, but he’s not just a clown. He’s a killer, one who enjoys the sport of it. 

	Before Pitt ever hits the ground, with Deleon’s knife buried in his back, Deleon charges at me. I reach for my gun, but before I can get off a shot, there’s a blast at the rear of the house. My first thought is Pri, please God, do not let Pri be dead in the middle of one of my booby traps. But thank fuck, she screams in reaction to the blast, right here in the cabin, but I’ve hesitated with my fear for her, and it’s a mistake. 

	Hesitation is the kiss of death with Deleon. 

	With a tackle, he takes me down, the hard floor punishing my back and jolting my bones and he doesn’t do it silently. He’s cursing me in Spanish, calling me a traitor and pig, but I don’t miss another beat. I punch him. He punches me. I’m about to elbow the fuck out of him and flip us over when I hear, “Get off him or I’ll shoot!” 

	Pri.

	Holy fuck, Pri.

	Deleon smirks at me, his long dark hair in disarray, half in and half out of the tie at his nape. His gun shifts, lifts, points at Pri, but he’s still looking at me. “Make one little move,” he promises, “and I’ll shoot her before she shoots me.”

	“She’s gutsy and well trained,” I warn. “I wouldn’t gamble against her skills or willingness to kill you.” 

	“Are you really going to gamble against me?” he demands, smirking again, as if he knows I won’t, but he doesn’t shoot me or Pri. 

	 Why, I wonder, did he bother to tackle me? Why not shoot me and be done with it when he had the chance? All I know are two things right now: I want his attention off Pri and I hope like hell she just shoots the fucker. 

	“What do you want, Deleon?” I demand softly. 

	His eyes burn with hatred. “Does your bitch know all the dirty shit you did, man? Does she know you’re like us?”

	“Isn’t that exactly what makes me such a damn good witness?” I taunt, but I don’t like where this is going.

	“Does she know you killed your brother? Does she know you enjoyed it?”

	That’s it. I’m done. Adrenaline and anger collide in a surge. I roll him over, smash him to his fucking back, knock away his gun, and my blade is already in my hand. I don’t even hesitate. I slam the damn thing into his chest, a non-lethal location just below his collarbone. But it hurts like hell and I know from experience that it bleeds like the bitch he is. He gasps, blood spurting from his mouth, and I’m already standing, rolling him to his stomach, my boot between his shoulder blades. 

	My gaze rockets to Pri, who’s standing in the hallway, staring at me, her face pale, stricken. She’s looking at me like I’m a killer and she’s not wrong, but it still burns the fuck out of me. 

	“He didn’t come alone,” I tell her. “Which means we have a few options here. We let his men come and kill us, I shoot him and kill him, or you grab me the rope under the kitchen sink so I can tie him up and you do it quickly.”

	Deleon quakes under my foot, trying to break free, and Pri darts for the kitchen. I stab Deleon again, just inside the shoulder blade, though I’d like to puncture his fucking lung. Then he’d be dead and that I’d enjoy, but it would also look like I did it to shut him up. I’d never come back from that with Pri. I’m not sure I can now anyway. 

	By the time Deleon gasps and collapses on the ground, Pri’s handing me the rope. I glance at her pale features, but she’s not looking at me. I guess she can’t bear the sight of me, and it’s starting to piss me off. I grab the rope. 

	“You stabbed him again?” she asks staring at the knife in Deleon’s back and then gaping at me. “You stabbed him again?” she asks again.

	Sure, I think, now she’s looking at me and with accusations aplenty. 

	“He’s alive,” I say, unrolling the rope. “Check Pitt for a pulse. “ 

	She draws in a breath and gives a choppy nod, rushing away. I knot the hell out of Deleon’s wrists and make damn sure he’s not going anywhere.

	I rotate, grab my gun, and shove it in my pants. Pri’s presently using tape and one of my T-shirts from the overnight bag to stop Pitt’s bleeding, which tells me what I need to know. He’s alive. He’s also in the doorway. “I have to move him,” I say. “We need to shut the door.” I don’t wait for her reply. “Call Savage. Tell him Pitt’s condition. Now.” 

	“I have to finish wrapping—”

	“Now, Pri, or someone is walking through the door and killing us.” I grab her arm and pull her to her feet, pressing the cell into her hand. “On speaker,” I add.

	She nods and I grab Pitt’s feet, dragging him further into the cabin, blood pooling around his body as Pri punches in the call. Savage answers on ring number one. “We’re ten minutes out,” he announces. 

	“It’s Pri,” she says, kneeling next to Pitt again, and setting the phone on the ground. “Pitt showed up here at the cabin,” she adds, applying pressure to his wound. “Deleon stabbed him. He’s bleeding badly.”

	“Pitt?” Savage snaps. “And fucking Deleon? What the hell? Where’s Adrian?”

	I shut the front door and lock it. “I’m here,” I say, kneeling next to Pri and taping up Pitt’s wound. “We’re going underground, so listen up because I’m leaving you a shit show.”

	“I love a good shit show,” Savage jokes. “Bring it.”

	“I stabbed Deleon and tied him up,” I say. “I saved his vital organs. We need to save him and turn him against Waters.”

	“He’s alive?” Savage wonders. “I thought you wanted him dead?” 

	My eyes meet Pri’s as I respond with, “You have no idea how fucking much I want him dead.”

	Pri cuts her gaze, a rejection in the action I feel like a blade in my heart. I stabbed Deleon, it’s true, but there is no question he struck first, cutting me via Pri, and he knew it. 

	“All righty then,” Savage says. “He’s alive. We want him dead. What else?”

	“That wasn’t an invitation to kill him,” Pri snaps. “I need him alive.”

	“No one needs that bastard alive,” Savage grumbles, but he says, “Note to self: keep the piece of shit alive. Got it. What else?”

	The alarm at the right side of the house sounds and I disconnect the call, launching myself to my feet while Pri, now covered in blood, smartly scrambles for her weapon. 

	“What’s happening?” she calls out, gripping it and scanning the rear of the cabin. 

	“We need to go,” I say. “That’s what’s happening.”

	Pri hesitates on the “we.” It’s in her face, her body language, her damn energy. “Adrian—” 

	 “I will pick you up and carry you out of here if I have to,” I promise her, not leaving room for her questions or contempt when I’m trying to save her life. “You decide.” Another alarm sounds and this one is trouble, this one tells me how close trouble runs, which is too close. There’s an explosion, a tripwire booby trap has been set off, which has Pri yelping while our enemy is waylaid at least for now. I grab her hand and start walking. 

	She doesn’t fight me, at least not now, but thanks to Deleon, I know she will.

	 


Chapter Two

	ADRIAN

	Our destination is the cabin bedroom, where I yank up the rug by the bed and pull open a hidden door. All the while my mind is processing the situation at hand. Only a handful of close people knew about this cabin. Those people include family, and the Walker team, who I just told, and yet somehow, Deleon and Pitt knew. That doesn’t make me feel good about the tunnel we’re about to enter, but we really have no options. 

	There’s a crash at the front of the cabin, and Pri gasps and flattens against me. Certain that blast was the door being blown off, I pull her toward the steps leading into the tunnel. “Go! Go! Go!” I order.

	She rushes into the darkness and I follow. With a practiced effort, I shut the door and flip the rug so that it falls back into place. Pausing at the top of the wooden steps, I grab the flashlight lodged on a piece of wood in the dirt wall and turn it on. Pri is at the bottom of the steps and I join her, eager to get moving down the narrow path. The less time we’re in this hole, the better. 

	She grabs my arms. “I’m claustrophobic, very claustrophobic. I’m—bad. It’s bad.” She sways. 

	I catch her around the waist and mold her close. “Easy, sweetheart. Don’t go down on me now. We have to move.”

	“I’m trying.” She buries her face in my chest. “I’m trying. I just—” She looks up at me. “I fell in a hole as a kid. I have triggers. They’re rare but—apparently,” she makes a choked sound, “another hole is one of them. I’m sorry. I hate that I’m this weak.”

	I cup her face. “You are not weak and I understand, I do. But Pri—”

	“I know,” she says. “We’re in a hole. We have to get out of the hole. I need to shake it off.” 

	And there she goes, proving me right: she’s not weak. “A half-mile,” I say. “That’s all you have to make it, but we have to go now. I don’t know how Deleon found us, but if he knew about the cabin, he could have known about the tunnel. Outside of me, and until I told Walker, Rafael was the only living person who knows about it. 

	 “How did Deleon know?”

	“That’s a question for later,” I say, when the truth is that I feel certain it was my older brother, the one Pri doesn’t know about. The one who is now dead. Alex, who was not only a dirty Fed, he became a Devil. “A half-mile,” I repeat. “You walk further to work every day.”

	“I know,” she breathes out. “I know.” Without further ado, warrior princess that she is, she rotates forward. 

	One of my hand settles on the low ceiling and the other at her waist, letting her know I’m here, I’m at her back. I shine the flashlight over her shoulder, lighting our path and she starts walking. 

	I’m calm, my pace even with hers, but adrenaline pulses through me, and because Pri matters to me, I’m focused on how we get out of this alive. Even if Deleon knows about the tunnel, Walker is protecting us, and the exit isn’t easy to find. 

	Pri and I fall into silence, walking forward, but Pri’s breathing is raspy and too shallow. We’re about halfway to the exit when I halt her and lean into her. “You’ve got this. We’ve got this.”

	“I can’t seem to catch my breath.”

	“Just breathe in, sweetheart, long and full. Remind yourself you can do it.”

	She inhales, pulling in the breath, and my hand slides to her belly. “Now breathe out.”

	Her breath gushes from her lips. “I’m good,” she hisses. “I’m fine. Let’s go. Let’s get out of here.”

	My lips curve with approval. “Let’s go.”

	She steps forward, and I have no idea how she just defeated her demons, but I need lessons because she’s in full charge, now in control of her baggage. With our new pace, we’re at the exit quickly and I catch her hand, pulling her around to face me. “I need you to stay here while I clear the path. You have your gun?”

	 “In my purse.” She pats it at her hip. “I grabbed it when I grabbed my gun.”

	“Pull it out and use it if you have to, but take my lead. Got it?”

	“Yes.” 

	I rotate us in the small space, pressing our bodies close as I take the lead. When I’m in front, she grabs my arm. “Do not get killed. We have things to discuss, you and me.”

	She’s right. We do. Things like those times when I’m bad. And it happens far more often than she wants to know.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Three

	ADRIAN

	 I head up the steel steps implanted in the tunnel wall, but pause at the top, just beneath the door. Smart man that my father was, he’d placed our exit location in the center of a circle of bushes, but that coverage does me no good if someone’s waiting on us above. 

	For just a moment, I consider swinging back to the cabin, but I talked to the Walker team before we ever left Austin. We have a plan. They know my underground location and if the coast were clear to return to the cabin, they’d drop a light in the tunnel as a signal. And since that hasn’t happened, I can only hope we’re safe ahead. 

	Drawing my Glock, I ease the sliding door aside just enough to do a survey of what is directly in front of me and above, which is rain, a pounding, steady rain. The only good thing about rain, at least at this particular moment, is the extra coverage it offers. No one is standing in this downpour indefinitely. No one will have exceptional visuals as we make our getaway.

	I glance down at Pri. “Be ready for a shower. It’s a fucking downpour.”

	“Better rain than bullets,” she murmurs.

	Amen, I think. She’s not wrong. I slide the door wider, and hitch upward on my hands, into the downpour. I’m instantly drenched and trying to spy our enemy in what is near zero visibility. I lift myself out of the hole and rest in a squatting position, waiting for a war that doesn’t come. 

	Easing closer to the bushes, I’m up on my haunches, avoiding the booby traps I have set, creeping around the circle. I’m visualizing our path out of here as much as possible. The open clearing we have to travel on our way to the heavily wooded area beyond is a downside to my father’s chosen path. He ran into issues with tree roots that forced him to end in that circle of bushes. 

	For now, there’s no evident danger, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. 

	Eager to get us to a safe shelter, I return to the door to find Pri peeking out, scanning the area with her gun, offering me cover. And she dared to call herself weak. Holy hell, I’ve only known Pri for a few weeks and I think I want to know her for the rest of my life. Which won’t happen. I’ve always known that’s not how this ends. That’s not how we end.

	Staying low, I close the space between me and her and help her out of the hole, the rain instantly plastering her hair to her face. Motioning for her to stay where she is, I reseal the door, covering it with mud and foliage. With both of us in squatting positions, I face Pri, and the rain is so damn loud I signal with my hands to tell her to stay with me, stay silent, and stay down.

	Once she nods her understanding, I motion to the two bushes free of booby traps, our safe exit point, and fuck me, I’m drowning. Our feet slush a path through muddy terrain in that direction, and I catch Pri’s arm, holding her in place as I scan for a threat. I can’t see any sign of trouble or anything else for that matter, and I can only pray that means trouble can’t see us. 

	I wave two fingers forward and exit the bushes with Pri quickly by my side, both of us running through the wide-open space we can’t avoid. Our path is the dark haven of trees and brush, a vertical horror house of obstacles, but a familiar one I welcome more than I dread.

	We live if we survive those woods.

	 


Chapter Four

	ADRIAN

	The night is dark and thank fuck my memory is not. We enter the forest, branches biting at our legs, but I’ve run this ground and I know every inch of the path we travel the way a blind man learns his own home. I hold onto Pri, ensuring she stays on her feet, navigating trees and rocks in absolute fucking darkness. The storm is plummeting down on top of us, a blanket of water that might as well be rocks. And still, we plod forward. 

	Once we’re a good mile from the tunnel exit, I pull the flashlight from my pocket where I’ve stored it, keeping it low, pointing it at the ground. And I keep us in a forward momentum, determination in my every maneuver ahead. 

	In the process, my mind tracks in and out of the past, four and a half years ago in the past to be exact—the last thanksgiving my parents were alive. It was as always, a day that was all about family, and a spectacular meal my mother prepared, the chowing down process happening right before we decorated the tree. For a moment, I’m back at the dinner table. This holiday it’s just me, Mom, Dad, and Alex. Raf is halfway around the world on a tour, having scored a spot as an opening act for a big pop star. 

	“I’m so glad you boys could be here,” my mother says, scooping up another one of her famous tamales and setting it on my plate. I love these damn tamales. And I love the way her brown eyes light when Alex holds out his plate as well. 

	“More, Mom,” Alex says. “Your boys miss your cooking.”

	Mom quickly obliges his request and fills his plate while my father laughs. My father loves this holiday time as much as we do. “I’m excited for Rafael,” Mom says after we all dig into our food again, “but I miss him so much this year. It’s off not having him here.” 

	The longing in her voice that day still haunts me. Missing that holiday still haunts Raf. Nothing haunts Alex. He’s dead, and apparently still proving he can fuck me over.

	Pri trips and I catch her waist, holding her close, angry at my dead brother for playing a role in how she got here. Alex betrayed more than just me by giving up the cabin. He betrayed our promise to our father to treat the cabin as a family secret, our sanctuary. 

	When I’m certain Pri’s solidly on her feet, I catch her hand again and do the best thing I can to protect her. I get us moving again toward my sanctuary, the one I created after my parents were murdered. Someone betrayed my father, the way Alex betrayed me. My father, my hero, who was skilled and intelligent, fell to the enemy, one we never named. It’s a cold reminder to keep my guard up, and one that probably saved my life the night Alex died. No, I think, the night I killed Alex.

	The rain wanes, but my anger and memories don’t. I’m back in the past again, back to that same Thanksgiving, the last Thanksgiving with my parents. When dinner was done, another tradition kicked in. Me, Alex, and Dad, all three of us FBI agents, headed out to the cabin, in what would be, as it always was, a chance to test our skills. One might think that made sense, us without Rafael, but we’d never been to the cabin without Rafael. For a long time, I’d wondered if his absence was why that day had felt off. Later, I knew better. Alex was off.

	I’m back to replaying that day, to what told me he was off. We were at the back of the cabin where my father had designed a firing range and an obstacle course. I fade into the memory.

	“Let’s see what you’re made of, boys,” my father says, motioning us to the stacked bundles of hay. My father’s a good-looking man, with tattoos on his arms, and a salt and pepper mix of thick hair. 

	Obediently, Alex and I line up behind the hay, ready to run the course. 

	Alex glances at me, a challenge in his eyes. “You want me to show you up first or last?”

	I smirk. “Go for it,” I say, because yeah, he’s older, but I know my practice has paid off. 

	“Watch and learn, little brother,” he says and there is something in his tone I can’t quite name, but it’s my decision to make. I’m not coddling him today. I’m whipping his ass.

	He masters the course with impressive skill and time, gloating as my father cheers his performance. I’m up next and I perform with the ease of a man who’s spent extra time out here that Alex hasn’t. When I’m done, beating him by considerable standards, I don’t gloat. I simply say, “How about a beer?”

	Alex scowled at me, and to this day, I remember a glint in his eyes I’d never seen before. I didn’t understand it then, but I do now. 

	It was hate.

	He hated me. I’m pretty sure he hated us all. 

	A loud clap of thunder jolts me out of my own head, and I can almost imagine it as my father, a roar of his distress over one of us killing our own. And yet, I did. I killed Alex.

	Pri and I near the end of this section of the woods and another clearing we have to pass through to get to the safe zone. This will be the final obstacle I anticipate between us and our destination. The sky seems to know, too, groaning and then opening up and blasting us with

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LISA RENEE JONES





