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      Stopping traffickers is only half of the job; finding the victims is RAPTOR’s specialty.

      A female operative who hunts down pedophiles.

      A football star with everything to lose.

      And a game that threatens to tear it all apart.

      Piper Dillon knows that one wrong move can change your life. The threatening shrapnel near her spine is a constant reminder. Retraining to be a RAPTOR operative gave her some new plays as a cyber intelligence expert. Now, she has the chance to return to the field doing what she now feels she was born to do – end sex trafficking.

      Royce Roman has it all, good looks, charm, personality, gaggles of reporters following him around, the greatest throwing arm to ever grace a football field and throngs of beautiful women wanting to climb into his bed. All except Piper, who wants nothing to do with that lifestyle. Yet, she does want him to risk it all to help her in her quest to bring down a couple of his teammates. He hasn’t worked so hard all these years to toss it all away. But to save Piper’s life, he may have to play the game like never before.

      •••

      Entire series complete!

      USA Today bestselling author PJ Fiala brings you the full and complete Lynyrd Station Protectors - Trafficking series—heroes willing to sacrifice everything in service to their country, and for the women they love. Full length novel with no cliffhanger, no cheating, and a happily-ever-after guaranteed.

      

      Looking for stories filled with heart-pounding suspense, steamy romance, and unforgettable characters? Sign up for my newsletter and get a FREE book to dive into right away!

      It’s easy: [image: digit one, variation selector-16, combining enclosing keycap] Sign up below. [image: digit two, variation selector-16, combining enclosing keycap] Confirm your email (we like to keep things legit and bot-free [image: winking face]). [image: digit three, variation selector-16, combining enclosing keycap] Start enjoying your free read and exclusive updates, sneak peeks, and special offers!

      [image: books] Love awaits—don’t miss your chance to join the adventure! [image: sparkles]

      https://www.pjfiala.com/subscribe/
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      Read the prequel to RAPTOR - RAPTOR Rising here.

      A Note from Emersyn Copeland:

      Founder of RAPTOR (Revenge And Protect Team Operation Recovery).

      I was wounded when my convoy hit an IED and retrained through OLA (Operation Live Again) to perform useful services for the military; mainly locating missing children. Empowered by the work but frustrated by governmental limitations, I contacted my father Dane Copeland and my Uncle Gaige Vickers, GHOST’s leader, to form a covert group not restricted by governmental regulations, consisting of highly trained post military men and women with injuries and disabilities. Our offices are housed on the GHOST compound. I divided RAPTOR into three teams of expertly trained individuals who were selected for their specific abilities. Let me introduce you to the Teams.

      Team Alpha: Recon and Recovery:

      Diego Josephs: Former Army Recon expert. Friend of GHOST Josh Masters. Recent retraining for OLR (Operation Live Again). Demonstrative and possessive, he is a team player battling PTSD.

      Ted: Diego’s Therapy and service dog. A mix of black lab and Newfoundland.

      Donovan “Van” Keach aka the “Reformer”: Completed OLR with Emersyn. Blinded in his left eye during a military operation. Out spoken, opinionated, daredevil with a strong belief in service and a mission for justice no matter the risk.

      Charlesia “Charly” Sampson: A friend of Emersyn’s Aunt Sophie. Medically discharged after she lost her left arm at the elbow during a mission in Afghanistan. Tough adaptable, independent sarcastic, and determined but self-conscious of her appearance. Excels in disarming and getting people to trust her and ferreting out information.

      Team Bravo: Cyber Intelligence:

      Piper Dillon: Attractive and energetic with a ready smile but all business. Expert computer hacker, communications device expert and internet guru.

      Caiden Marx: Strong and independent, Caiden suffered lung damage while serving due to an explosion and fire. He struggles to breathe and can’t take on energetic tasks but excels on Team Bravo and has unique hacker abilities.

      Deacon Smythe: Deacon has a ready smile and is always happy but takes his job seriously. He’s an expert on computers and communications.

      Team Charlie, Special Ops:

      Falcon Montgomery: Son of Ford Montgomery, a GHOST team member, Falcon lost hearing in his right ear. Growing up with Ford, Falcon is a natural in special ops, and willing to go the extra mile to get the job done.

      Creed Rowan: Former SEAL, well rounded in terms of skill, Creed’s specialties are explosives and swimming. His abilities take him places others don’t dare go.

      Emersyn Copeland: Daughter of GHOST founder, Dane Copeland and niece to current GHOST owner, Gaige Vickers, Emersyn’s strengths are in business and extracting her staff member’s special talents. But, she’s equally good at ferreting out suspects’ deep dark secrets.

      House Staff:

      Sheldon Daniels, Cook: Former military, Marine. Friend of GHOST’s house keeper and cook Mrs. James. Demands order in his kitchen, punctuality and the keeper of all secrets, bonus he’s a damned good cook.

      Shioban O’Hearn, Housekeeper: Sassy mid- thirties housekeeper. Loves the thrill of working with badasses, but doesn’t let herself get walked on.
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        I’ve had so many wonderful people come into my life and I want you all to know how much I appreciate it.  From each and every reader who takes the time out of their days to read my stories and leave reviews, thank you.

        My beautiful, smart and fun Road Queens, who play games with me, post fun memes, keep the conversation rolling and help me create these captivating characters, places, businesses and more. Thank you ladies for your ideas, support and love. The following characters and places were created by:

        Royce Roman  - Patricia Case (Royce) Kim Ruiz (Roman);

        Royce's sister - Talia Roman - Marie Evans

        Royce's high school girl friend - Rylonna - Andrea Mazerolle

        Pierce Jamison - Dana Zamora  Defense

        Piper Dillon - Amy Burkhart

        Las Vegas Sinners - Gene Fiala

        Lucifer's Den - Lisa Webber

        Steven "Mountain" Sullivan - Lyne Carroll Offense

        Richie "Rambo" Carlton  - Karen Cranford LeBeau

        Luke “Trigger” Haywood - Karen Cranford LeBeau 			Bobby Lee Slater - Jo West Defense

        Daniel Dawson (double D ) - Pamela Reveal			Patrick Peterson - Lyne Carroll

        Rod Klein - Melissa Hultz

        Deke Spivey - Amanda Grace

        Easton Smith - Annette Reavis

        Anton Smith - Dana Zamora

        Charity Ball - Caring Hearts Gala - Christy Seiple

        Caring Hearts Gala - Michael Summers - Elinda Moody

        Tanner "Tuck" Tucker - Pamela Reveal Offense

        Sterlings - Kim Kurtz

        Sergei Romanov - Elinda Moody (Sergei) Romanov - Kim Kurtz (Romanov)

        Natalia - Elinda Moody

        Larissa - Nathalie Juergensen

        Aleksandra - Jo West

        Mischa - Alisa Voss Forpahl

        Vika (Victoria) - Kristi Hombs Kopydlowski

        Nikita - Lisa Gibbs

        Marie - Becky Newberry

        Sherry - Belinda Caudil

        Jason LeBeau - PJ Fiala

      

        

      
        My wonderful editor, Judy Rosen, who polishes my stories up so beautifully.

        This gorgeous cover was created by Deranged Doctor Designs.

      

        

      
        To my family, my greatest blessing and unwavering support system. Your love, encouragement, and sacrifices have made this dream possible.

        And to my husband and best friend, Gene—thank you for standing beside me every step of the way. Your belief in me, your patience, and your love are the foundation of everything I do. Words will never be enough to express how much you mean to me, but I will spend my life showing you.

      

        

      
        ***

      

        

      
        To our veterans and all those currently serving in the armed forces, police, fire departments, and as EMTs—your courage, dedication, and sacrifices do not go unnoticed. Thank you for your unwavering commitment to protecting and serving. It is with heartfelt gratitude and deep respect that I honor you here. You are the true heroes, and your contributions inspire every word on these pages.
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      Taking a deep breath, Piper entered the front door of Lucifer’s Den, the swanky Vegas nightclub where the Las Vegas Sinner’s players hang out. Just behind her was Creed Rowan. Creed was six foot two, which was good-sized, but not next to some of these football players. His body was chiseled, his arms massive. He had a prosthetic on his right leg from the knee down, but you wouldn’t know it when he wore long pants. He’d mastered walking without a limp easily. But, still, Creed stood out. He was a former SEAL and certain things about that training left a mark.

      He couldn’t walk into a place like this without surveying every inch of the place and every person in it. Though Piper was the same. Maybe it was their military service in general that did that to them. A former Marine, Piper had borne the brunt of an IED attack while she was stationed in Afghanistan. She still carried the shrapnel in her back. A reminder every day of being careful and not taking risks. That’s why this job was funny. She was taking a risk, they all were, on every mission, yet there wasn’t a single RAPTOR employee who would have it any other way.

      Creed stepped in close to her and whispered, as much as he could over the music. “Back of the room to your right.”

      Refusing to look in that direction, Piper moved around a recently vacated table loaded with half-empty drinks and dirty plates and veered to the right.

      A waitress dressed in the uniform of the nightclub, a red bustier, a devil’s tail draping behind her, black fishnet stockings, and red heels came up beside her. Red devil horns poked out from her heavily sprayed hair but her eyes, they were on Creed.

      “Hey there handsome. I have a table at my section if you’re interested.”

      Creed smiled at her and nodded, “If that’s your section over there I’m interested.”

      Glancing in the direction Creed had pointed, she smiled. “That section is for our VIPs.”

      “What do you have to do to be a VIP?” He smiled at her and Piper had to stifle a giggle as the waitress’s panties likely just caught on fire.

      “You’ve got to lay down a thousand dollars.” She purred.

      Creed opened his wallet and pulled out ten one hundred-dollar bills. He held his wallet open to show her there was more where that came from. Her eyes dropped to take in his wallet, then slid up his body until their eyes met once again.

      “Come on, baby, that works.”

      She walked ahead of them, her ass-swaying more pronounced than before and Piper did giggle. “Simple.”

      Creed nudged her. “I’m magnetic.”

      “’Cause of the metal in your leg is all.”

      He laughed and Piper had to admit to herself that he was indeed handsome. But she thought of him more as a brother than anything. Though she wondered why.

      She shrugged the thought away as the waitress stopped at a table and, with exaggerated movements, bent over to show her cleavage as she lay two red napkins on the table. “What’ll you have?”

      Creed, enjoying his part more than Piper enjoyed hers, laid a smile on their poor waitress and said, “I’ll have a gin and tonic and the lady will have a cosmo.” Then he winked at their poor waitress and Piper was sure her panties just incinerated. It took their waitress a moment to stand and gather herself before turning and walking to the bar, as soon as she was out of earshot, Piper burst out laughing.

      “Told you. Magnetic.”

      “Creed, she’s working you for tips.”

      He shrugged and smiled and Piper enjoyed watching his cheeks turn a slight shade of pink. His dark hair and dark eyes were attractive and the Vandyke he wore lent him a devilish look that fit perfectly in this place.

      As they waited for their drinks, Creed leaned in, “I’ll go back over to the other side of the place and see if there are other little pockets of players back there. See if you can get one of these guys to notice you. Shouldn’t be hard, you look amazing.”

      “Thanks, Creed.” She smiled as he got up and left the table.

      Piper looked around the room and noted where the players were sitting just off to her right. There was only a table between them and she tried listening to their conversations. She didn’t want to look their way just yet, she was trying to figure out which of them she wanted to get to know first. Whichever one would lead her to the pedophiles, that would be her choice.

      A very disappointed waitress came back with their drinks, a sad little pout on her face at Creed’s absence. “Don’t worry, he’ll be right back.” Piper encouraged and the waitress smiled and sauntered over to the football players.

      That was Piper’s chance to watch. She’d been studying the players during their flight here to Las Vegas. She recognized three of the eight players sitting at the table. Richie “Rambo” Carlton, right tackle, Steven “Mountain” Sullivan, left tackle, nicknamed because of his size and his opponents’ inability to move him out of the way on the field, and Royce Roman, their brand-new quarterback.

      Noticeably absent were women. Their intelligence had said that these guys always had women on their arms. Especially Royce Roman.

      Piper took a sip of her drink when a man, his face stern, his eyes predatory, walked over to her, “Why are you sitting here all alone? Come and join me, I won’t leave you alone.”

      “Oh, that’s alright, thank you for the invitation, but my friend will be right back.”

      “You sure?”

      Piper followed the direction of his gaze and noted that Creed was cornered by the waitress.

      “I’m sure.” She tried to smile but the man wouldn’t go away.

      He wasn’t as tall as Creed, maybe five foot eleven or so, but he was strong. He reached down and grabbed Piper’s upper arm and pulled her out of her chair to standing.

      “This isn’t right. Come on over here and I’ll keep you company.”

      He tried dragging her to a table just two away from where she sat and she pulled back.

      “I said no thank you.”

      Tugging to free his grasp on her arm, she was growing angrier by the second.

      The man jerked her hard, so that her front bumped up against his and he snarled. “I said, come with me.”

      “Hey Tanner, leave her alone. She said she doesn’t want to sit with you.”

      Piper turned her head at the strange voice to see Royce Roman coming to her rescue.

      “Fuck off, Roman.”

      “Is that right? You sure that’s how you want this to go?”

      He squeezed Piper’s upper arm tighter and she winced. Soon Royce’s buddies were backing him up and circling them.

      One of the players she hadn’t identified walked behind the man and put him in a chokehold; as the player pushed his head forward, restricting his breathing, the man's grip loosened on Piper's arm. She stepped back and right into the arms of Royce Roman.
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      One thing he’d never stand for is a woman being manhandled. There was no excuse for that. His mother had trained him from the time he was little to treat everyone with the utmost respect, especially women. Especially as he grew and was much larger than they were.

      When Tanner Tucker grabbed the gorgeous blonde sitting at the table alone while her jackass boyfriend made time with the waitress right in front of her, that irritated Royce more than it should. But that was simply disrespectful behavior. He’d been taught to recognize that from an early age.

      “Are you okay?”

      She straightened herself and only half turned to look at him. “Yes, I’m alright. Thank you.”

      “So I see the great Royce Roman once again gets his way.” Tucker spat as the Mountain dragged him back and out of arm’s reach.

      Ignoring the taunt, Royce looked over at the bouncer and nodded toward Tucker.

      Royce stepped forward toward Tucker, his teammate, The Mountain, still holding him in place. “When a woman tells you she is not interested, that means she is not interested. You never, ever, lay your hands on a woman who has already told you she is not interested in you. What did you think, she’d be all impressed with your caveman approach?”

      “Fuck you, Roman.”

      Royce laughed which made Tucker step forward. As soon as he did, Mountain grabbed him from behind with another quick chokehold. Tucker tried slamming his elbows back which only got laughs from Royce’s teammates.

      Royce turned to the blonde beauty beside him. “Did you want to come over and sit with me while your boyfriend is busy?” He had to grit his teeth when he said it, because he wanted to punch her boyfriend in the gut for leaving her to sit here to flirt with that sleazy waitress.

      She smiled sweetly and nodded.

      He held his hand out toward their table and she walked in front of him, up the two steps to where they’d been sitting and he pulled a chair out for her. Royce sat next to her. “That guy is here all the time harassing beautiful women. I’m sorry you were today’s target. We’ve asked for him to be kicked out of here for good but he tosses too much money around for management to ban him permanently.”

      She shrugged. “Sadly, I get it. It’s an ugly business. But then again, isn’t all of Vegas?”

      Royce chuckled. “I suppose.”

      Their waitress came by and he smiled at her. “What do you want to drink, Shelly will get it for you. On me.”

      “Thank you. I have a drink sitting at my table.”

      “I’ll grab it for you.” The waitress looked at him. “Royce, you want another one?”

      “Yeah, get us all a round.”

      A bit of a commotion erupted and both he and the blonde turned to see security hauling Tucker out of the nightclub. Royce looked beyond them and saw this nice young woman’s boyfriend still chatting up the waitress he knew as Vixen. Many of these gals used fake names for safety.

      Royce ground his teeth together. “I’m sorry your boyfriend seems to be preoccupied.”

      The blonde smiled. “He’s not my boyfriend, he’s my co-worker.”

      Nodding, it made Royce dislike him less. “My name is Royce Roman.” He held his hand out to her.

      She extended her hand and her gorgeous smile caught him off guard. “Piper Dillon. Nice to meet you, Royce.”

      As Royce shook her hand, he immediately noticed the softness compared to his much rougher hands. Also, her hands were much smaller in size, but fit in his nicely. Maybe too nice.

      “So Piper Dillon, what do you do for a living?”

      “I’m in software sales.”

      “Really, I don’t get the salesperson vibe from you.”

      “Really, what vibe is that?”

      He chuckled, “I guess the sales vibe. You know, all talk to keep your customers focusing on you and not on how much you’re spending.”

      She laughed and he enjoyed watching her. “You mean the car salesman vibe?”

      He shrugged.

      “So, Royce Roman, what do you do for a living?”

      He flinched when she asked and he looked deeply into her eyes to see if she was kidding. When she didn’t squirm under his scrutiny, he smiled. “I play football.”

      His teammates came back to the table and the short amount of quiet they’d had evaporated into loud boisterous ribbing, and basically busting each other’s balls.

      He shrugged as Piper looked around at each of them. She looked like she sat in the land of the giants as each and every one of them dwarfed her. “Let me introduce you to my very loud and boisterous teammates.”

      Before he had the chance, Piper’s co-worker came to the table. “Hey, are you good here?”

      “Yeah, it’s all good.”

      “You sure? Do you need me to stay for a while?”

      Royce grimaced. “I’ll make sure she gets home. Go on ahead.”

      Piper turned to him. “You don’t have to, I can leave now and you can finish your party with your friends.”

      She stood quickly and started to walk away but he stood and said, “Hey, do you live here or are you staying at a hotel?”

      She smiled, “I’m staying at a hotel. Thank you so much for helping me out. I appreciate it.”

      He felt the brushoff and it stung. He didn’t get brushed off. He bit his tongue rather than ask her to dinner the following night.

      Piper stepped back to leave. "Good night."

      “Night.” He pulled a business card from his pocket, “Here’s my card. If you find you’re free for dinner, I’d love to get to know you better.”

      Piper looked at his card. “Okay. Thank you. I’ll be in touch.”

      She descended the two steps and walked alongside her co-worker. Royce tracked them as they skirted the other tables and then made their exit through the doors leading to the front of the building.

      There was a large dry lump in his throat as he pondered what had just happened, but his teammates started laughing. “Royce got burned.”

      He stretched his shoulders back and sat in his chair just as Shelly came back with their drinks.
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      Piper followed Creed through the nightclub working to keep the smile from her face. As soon as they’d exited the last door, she smiled from ear to ear.

      “Nice job, Pipes.” Creed smiled.

      “Thanks. Now, I’ll wait till tomorrow morning and give him a call. See if he still wants to have dinner.”

      Creed laughed, “Reel him in nice and slow.”

      “Well, I can’t go too slow, but I don’t want to scare him away.”

      After returning to the hotel, Piper ran the water in the tub and squirted in a fair amount of bath oil. One thing about being the only female on a mission is she got her own room. And, since they were off for the night, Piper intended to relax in a warm bath, then snuggle in bed and read for an hour or two. It was a luxury she seldom got for herself.

      The warm scent of lavender wafted to her nose and goosebumps formed on her arms. She felt more relaxed already.

      She collected her pajamas, her phone, a glass and a tiny bottle of wine from the mini fridge, then wandered back into the bathroom and locked the door behind her.

      Undressing and easing herself into the tub, she lay back and took a deep cleansing breath and closed her eyes for a moment. When Royce Roman’s face flashed through her brain, her eyes sprung open.

      “What the fuck?” she mumbled.

      She shook her head and pulled her phone up, careful not to drop it in the water. She found a text from Charly and opened it with a smile.

      A picture of Charly and Sam appeared on her screen. They were honeymooning in Arizona, hiking and seeing the sights. Her text read, “Coming home tomorrow to man the fort for you. Hope your first day on your field mission was successful. Love you.”

      Piper smiled and looked again at the picture of her friend and her new husband. Charly’s smile was genuine and beautiful. It always was, but now, it was more...complete or something.

      Sam was looking at his vivacious wife, not at the camera, and the smile on his face told the whole story. He was in love with his wife and happy. Piper’s heart beat a bit harder for her friends’ new life.

      Piper texted Charly back. “Love you, too. Today I made contact and it was successful. Soaking in a hot bath and relaxing now. You look happy.”

      Tapping the send icon, Piper poured her little bottle of wine in the glass the hotel supplied then took a sip before laying back in the tub and sighing once again. This time when Royce Roman’s visage flashed in her mind, she simply enjoyed it. Royce was handsome, incredibly handsome. Her intelligence on him read like a fairy tale. His mother was a super model, his father a talent agent. He grew up in a posh environment surrounded by pretty people and beautiful things. Some of the magazine articles she’d found showed pictures of his parents’ home. Opulence was pictured in every room. Glass baubles and knick-knacks were carefully placed on glass shelves, the tile floors gleamed, and the sleek refined lines of their expensive furniture screamed money.

      Royce’s looks favored his mother’s. Dark hair and eyes, a classic nose and chin, and enviable skin, though he wore a Vandyke and covered it up. Royce obviously was more athletic and his height and build resembled his father. At least from what she could see in the family pictures she’d found.

      Piper reached over and pulled her phone up once more, and her thumb swiped through the file she had amassed on Royce Roman. She became oddly unsettled when photo after photo of Royce with various women on his arm attending this ball and that gala filled her phone screen. The women were always spectacularly gorgeous and he always looked like he fit in that world. The world of balls and galas and money and all things expensive and pretty.

      She couldn’t help wondering what it was like to never worry about money. She didn’t stress about it now, of course, but growing up, more than once she heard her parents argue over which bill should be paid first and discuss how they’d make ends meet at the end of the month. As a child she worried herself to sleep, just knowing that her parents were worried.

      After graduation, Piper worked her ass off to never be in the situation her parents had been in. She went into the Marines as soon as she graduated and worked hard to move up through the ranks. She’d just made sergeant when she’d been in the IED accident that left shrapnel near her spine and decreased her mobility. When her superior mentioned Operation Live Again and how it retrained wounded veterans, she jumped at the chance. Then Emmy started RAPTOR and she once again found herself jumping at an opportunity to be self-sufficient and useful. Gratitude was an understatement.

      No, she didn’t live in a fancy house and she didn’t attend balls, unless you counted the Marine Ball each year. But she was happy and doing a job that was so needed and underappreciated. She’d continue to do it till she couldn’t anymore. That much she knew.

      After scrolling through Royce’s internet profile she organized her plan for tomorrow. She’d get up and dress, go down to the restaurant to eat breakfast, then sit by the pool for an hour. By close to noon, she’d give Royce a call and see if he wanted to have dinner. From there, she’d try to ferret out information on his team members and Jerard Maddox. She’d been practicing so she didn’t sound rehearsed. She was as ready as she’d ever be to be out in the field. It was exciting, nerve-wracking, and important she do this right. Charly told her to have faith in herself and she’d spent time on the plane reminding herself she was capable, prepared, and had a great team around her. She could absolutely do this.
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      Royce donned his swim trunks, tugged his robe off the hook in the bathroom, picked his phone off the nightstand and left his room. The cleaning service would be in shortly and he didn’t like being around while they were there. The team was off today, a rest day before heading into the week of media interviews and practice before the start of the season. He planned to use this day to look at a couple of houses his realtor found for him, and chill.

      They’d been practicing fourteen days straight and he needed the downtime. His body needed the downtime. He'd been traded at the last minute and had only arrived in Las Vegas three weeks ago. He’d started practice and learning the playbook immediately. He hadn’t even found the time to enjoy all that Las Vegas had to offer. The only place he’d been besides the practice field had been Lucifer’s Den and that was only to bond with his new teammates. The nightclub life and shady dealings that went on there weren’t his scene. But he needed to get to know his new teammates and make them like him. He’d replaced a beloved quarterback due to an upper office squabble that had been kept very private, and the players were on edge about the whole shakeup.

      This was Royce’s big chance to prove he could run a team and help them win, and he’d do just that
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