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Dedication
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CSC Motorcycle Club – The epitome of family, loyalty, and badass belongs to the CSC MC. Tags are worn in honor and commitment. I will proudly wear mine forever.

Feet to the pegs, behind handlebars!
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To my readers...
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Almost instantly after the release of Breathing His Air, I started receiving emails and messages asking for another book set in the world of Pitnam and the Bantorus MC. I was already hard at work writing the next book— despite my heavy writing schedule and book contracts with my publishers. Like you, I fell in love with the characters, the men, the women, and couldn't let them go.

Raul Sanchez spoke to me halfway through BHA, his smooth talking soul needed his own book. By the end of BHA, Crystal stood up and started screaming at me. Trust me, that girl can scream! She was worried about being set on a bus and kicked out of Pitnam, never to be seen again. Ah, she should know me better than that. I like nothing more than to take an anti-heroine, someone readers might not have liked, and reform her. Or in Crystal's case, let her be who she is and enjoy her life.

I hope you love Raul and Crystal's story as much as I do, and getting a glimpse of Rain and Tori, and the Bantorus MC too. If you want to continue reading about the Bantorus MC and Lagsturns MC, the 3rd book, Soothing His Madness is available.
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Chapter One
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Close to twenty motorcycles, parked in one perfect line, took up the sidewalk outside High and Dry Lounge. Crystal Rose hesitated for a heartbeat before continuing to walk through the parking lot. The eleven months since losing Raul Sanchez and the Lagsturns Motorcycle Club had reduced her to paranoia. 

Every biker driving by left her weak. Men of Latino descent caused her to take a second look, half hoping it was Raul, and panic at the thought it could be him.

It was never him.

Crystal hurried through the double doors into work. She'd stayed too long in one place for her comfort. That had to be the reason why her legs shook and her nerves were raw and on edge. She hefted her bag over her shoulder. In two more weeks, she'd have enough money to move on.

"Crystal, you're late." Dean, her boss, hurried out from behind the bar and pushed her through the lounge toward the back dressing room. 

"I'm twenty minutes early." She glanced behind her as she walked. "I took the number three bus to make sure I arrived before my first set."

"I switched your schedule with Ella. Her kid's sick and she's not going to make it in to open the show. I would've called, but you haven't left a phone number in the office." Dean planted his hand on her back and catapulted her through the swinging door to the dressing room. "You've got five minutes to get on stage and make the men happy."

"Shit," she mumbled, throwing her bag down.

She stripped out of her old baggy Jimmy Hendrix T-shirt and black yoga pants she'd bought at Goodwill when she'd arrived in Palm Springs. Staying in the rough part of town forced her to take precautions with her appearance. She dumbed down her style to make sure no one followed her to the job or back to the motel after work. Dancing for money was a filthy job, but she was good at what she did.

In a desperate need to hide against the reality of her life, she stood in front of the mirror, applied heavy black eyeliner, and sprayed her hair out so far from her head Whitesnake would hire her over Tawny Kitaen for their next video. Then she dressed in her skimpy two-piece, deep purple colored bikini she'd altered with silver sequins and black tassels.

Five minutes later, she sauntered out onto the unlit stage. She looked below the dim lounge lights at the men crowding the stage, and raised her gaze to the darkened shadows standing in the back. Everything appeared normal, if not a bit quieter than usual for a Saturday night.

Grabbing the pole, she waited for the lights operator to put the spotlight on her. Prepared for the onslaught of blindness, she swung into her routine with practiced ease. Her show was simple, really.

She pretended she was alone. The pole was Raul. He'd often stand in the middle of the room at the club and let her dance circles around him. Too tough, too smooth, too guarded to let himself have fun in front of the other bikers, but there was always something about the way he watched her when she danced for him that told her he enjoyed what she was doing.

She could almost feel the soft denim of his worn jeans in her mind. She hooked her calf around the pole. The warmth of his body, rock solid, standing there, soaking her all in. She let her head fall back as her hair swept the floor. How many times had he whispered 'mi vida' with his silver tongue, knowing it made her wet for him?

Her circular momentum stopped and she straddled the pole. She reached above her and pulled herself against the apparatus. Hand over hand, the pole warmed to the touch by the lights shining on her gave the illusion it was alive. Raul always put up with a lot from her, but the moment she finished dancing, he'd hook her neck and pull her in for a kiss.

God, the man could kiss. He made love with his tongue, caressing her soul, and she was powerless to deny him anything he wanted. She turned and leaned her back against her prop, reached above her, and slid into a squat.

The music quickened, and she grasped the pole with both hands, took two running steps, and held herself horizontal to the floor as she descended. Around and around, until her foot skimmed the floor and the lights went out. She lay there, dizzy. 

She should've eaten today. 

She pushed herself off the floor and straightened. Three steps toward the back of the stage, she ran into a solid wall. She braced her hands against the barrier and clutched leather. She inhaled. Sweet mint and leather with a hint of tobacco curled her toes.

Adrenaline flooded her veins, fear stole her breath, and despite her fight or flight response, her fingers sprawled against his chest, grabbing as much of him as she could before she escaped. She pushed. "Let me go."

"Not this time. Scream or fight me and every man in here will wish he hadn't come tonight." Raul slipped her hand into his, holding her solidly in place and led her off the stage.

She tugged on her arm to get away, but he never budged and he wasn't letting go. A scream built in her chest, but stayed locked inside of her. For how much she feared being in the hands of the Lagsturns MC again, she couldn't make herself bring trouble down on Raul's head.

Outside in the parking lot, she jerked her hand out of his grasp and faced him under the glow of the streetlight. The only man who could cause her heart to stop beating stood in front of her, his eyes blacker than death. Her chest tightened, making her ache to exhale. Raul Sanchez's appearance back into her life meant trouble wasn't far behind.

Confident, on the verge of cocky, Raul rocked back on the heels of his biker boots, slipped his fingers into the pockets of his faded black Levi's and gazed at her intently, waiting her out. She dropped her gaze to his chest. A white T-shirt with the arms cut off to fit his muscular frame—he hated the tightness across his shoulders—and the Lagsturns' cut proved she wasn't dreaming. She swallowed in distress, but the way her stomach tightened at seeing him called her a liar for being afraid.

His Latino charm and drop dead sexy good looks made her a devote believer in what could only be described as her cult-ish love for him. Her breath hitched in her chest and her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth.

She soaked in the man who'd owned her for nine months, treated her better than he did his Harley Davidson, showed her the world from his eyes, and set her body on fire—in the best possible way. 

Then he'd changed. 

"Are you done?" He lifted his brow.

She straightened her back and crossed her arms, suddenly aware she only had on three triangles of purple material and sequins, and he'd caught her ogling him. "I have two more shows."

"That's not what I'm talking about and you know it." He stepped forward and lowered his voice. "I can make you come with me or you can relive old times and climb onto the back of my bike, plaster yourself against my body, and love doing it."

She shivered remembering how much she enjoyed riding with him and going by the upward curl of his lip, he knew what she was thinking. She planted both of her hands on his chest and shoved. "I'm not going anywhere with you. I need to work."

Instead of letting her leave, he dipped and grabbed her around her thighs, throwing her over his shoulders. Disoriented and upside down, she grabbed on to the back of his jeans and kicked her feet. "Damn you, put me down."

He slapped her ass. She screamed, hating the way the desire to escape him fled. Each step away from the lounge marked by an exhale pushed out of her body as she bounced on his shoulder.

Raul stopped and heaved her off his shoulder and into his arms, letting her slowly slide along his rock hard body until she stood on solid ground again. She held on to him as the world righted itself and she was no longer dizzy. 

Her reflection shone in his dark obsidian colored eyes. She looked away out of guilt.

In the past, she'd begged, bargained, used, lied to earn her way back into Raul's good graces, and failed miserably. In her desperation to save their relationship, she'd made a fool of herself and found herself escorted onto a bus heading out of town and fearing for her life.

That fear kept her from returning to Southern Oregon, home to the Lagsturns Motorcycle Club. Back to the one man she loved.

Not that she regretted her time with him, never that. She'd go back in a heartbeat if it was safe to stay with him. It was the guilt of keeping secrets from Raul that she regretted. She wasn't good enough for a man like Raul Sanchez, and she'd never be able to tell him what forced her into hiding from the world.

Raul hooked her neck, bringing her attention back to him. "I'm going to get on my bike, and you're going to climb on behind me."

That's when the truth hit her upside the head. Whatever Raul asked her to do, she'd do her best to make sure she made him happy. Because in her heart, she could never tell him no...and that was part of their problem. 

She swallowed hard, glancing down the line of riders waiting for her to follow their president's orders. God, she missed them. "Fine. Let me get my clothes and bag first."

He walked over to his bike, opened his saddlebag, and tossed her a pair of jeans and his leather coat. "There's no time. We need to roll."

She shoved her legs in his jeans and held the waist. He helped her on the back of his bike. Before she could question him, he sped off into the night. She wrapped her arms around his waist and closed her eyes. For now, she'd take what she could from him. When he calmed down and allowed her to talk, she'd ask him to let her go, for both their sakes.
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Chapter Two
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Raul veered his Harley Davidson off the interstate, signaling for the rest of the Lagsturns members to continue riding toward the northern border of California. He cruised into the public rest area, parked near the bathrooms, and held his hand over his shoulder for Crystal to get off his Motorcycle first.

He followed her and stood, stretching his back. "You've got five minutes. Don't think about running, because I will catch you."

Crystal hesitated, her lips trembled, and the lack of fire in her eyes pierced his soul. He clenched his teeth together, tapping down the frustration over finding her dancing in all places—Palm Springs. 

He'd thought she was dead and to find out she was so fucking close pissed him off. He tapped down his anger. 

"Go, Crystal," he said, softening his voice. 

His jacket and extra pair of jeans he forced her to wear outside the High and Dry were falling off her slender frame. She turned away, stepping diligently across the grass in her high heels. A pang of regret hit him low in the stomach. The whole time they were together, she never once gave him any insight into her life. He had no idea what brought her to his lap one night at the club, but she'd consumed his every thought and he'd asked her to stay.

She came from money and a privileged life. Her manners deeply ingrained, she looked for the salad fork when eating and seemed surprised when it wasn't beside her plate. He followed her a few steps to encourage her to use the bathroom. Trained to read a person, to take every action/reaction and profile them into neat little categories, he never pinned down Crystal's motive. 

A few things were clear to him though. Crystal Rose wasn't her real name, and she wasn't bitch material. She was a world full of beautiful for a man like him.

Crystal disappeared behind the cinder block wall of the restroom facilities. He pulled out his phone and punched in his contact's number from memory.

"7-4-2-9-8-1," he said, reporting his clearance code.

He waited for the connection to go through and turned his back to the restrooms. When his contact picked up, Raul said, "Change of plans. I picked up Crystal Rose and we're heading back to the Lagsturns' club. ETA: Four hours. I'll try to check in next week."

"Do you want me to run intel again on Ms. Rose?" his contact asked.

"No." He looked toward the bathrooms and disconnected the call.

He'd rode with the Lagsturns eight years, four of those as president when he led a revolt and upturned the last leader to gain control of the outlaw motorcycle club. He'd dedicated his career to linking the major heroin supply coming in from Mexico to the sex trafficking going on in the Pacific Northwest, and taking him out.

As of yet, no one suspected him of being a federal agent. There were narrow escapes and scares along the way, but he was still alive.

No one in Lagsturns knew him as FBI Agent Sanchez. He'd proven himself, done things he wasn't proud of, and plunged into a lifestyle he understood. Though he wasn't proud of his contributions on the other side of the law, he accepted every illegal action and morally wrong activity he'd participated in. Breaking the law came second nature these days, much like upholding justice flowed through his veins.

Then last month, he'd finally come face to face with the middleman for the Mexican Mafia. Guillermo Garcia.

He rounded the corner to retrieve Crystal from the woman's restroom when she came outside. She stiffened when she almost ran into him, and he put out his hand to steady her. His biggest regret stood in front of him scared to death, and it killed him to know he was the man who'd made her afraid.

"I was coming to get you. It's time to go," he said, leading her back to the Harley.

She followed him without a word. Her lack of complaint bothered him more than if she'd put up a fight. He placed his hand on her back, wishing his leather coat she wore was gone and he could feel her heat. Usually spirited and overemotional, she always kept him alert, if not entertained. Hell, she brought sunshine, laughter, and normalcy to his life.

Not much, in his experience, got her down. Except for rejection, and he'd done that to her too. Then he'd stood back as he watched her spiral out of control. 

He passed her the helmet, straddled the Harley, and held her hand as she climbed behind him. He reached for the handlebar when she grabbed his arm and stopped him.

She dropped her hand from his arm. "Just so you know, taking me back to the Lagsturns will probably get me killed. If you can live with that, then go ahead and take me. But, I beg you, leave me here, and I'll have a chance to live. Please, Raul, if you ever cared about me even a little, don't take me back."

"You're blowing the situation up, like normal." He gazed over his shoulder. "When we get to the club, you'll tell me why you believe someone's aiming for you and we'll talk. Now is not the time. When we arrive, you'll stay with me as my woman. The men will know this, and won't question me. But—and listen carefully—if you step away from me, get on someone else's bike, you're on your own. Do you understand me?"

She nodded. "Can't we talk here?"

"Running out of time," he said. "Whatever you have to say will wait."

She racked her teeth over her bottom lip. "I never stepped away from you when I was your woman."

"Afterward you did," he said, lowering his voice. "Let's not forget how you went with Ethan Cramwell when I sent you out of the club. You went to his bed. You fucked him."

"It wasn't like that! I had nowhere else to go, and Ethan asked me to stay with him. He might not be a Lagsturns member, but he worked for the club." She leaned forward. "I never wanted to leave with him, but you sent me away. I had no one. The Lagsturns were afraid to help me, not that they would."

He stared at her for an extra beat. "Don't play me, Crystal. I'm the one who taught you everything you know."

She clamped her lips shut. He turned around, started the engine, and made a loop, speeding off to the entrance ramp onto I-5. He'd gone almost a year thinking the Mafia got to her, and she was dead. He was not letting her go again.

Garcia had known where she was the whole time, and he wasn't giving that bastard another chance at her, not while activity heated the road and the club. He lifted his fingers off the throttle, forcing himself to ease up. He was so close to putting an end to it all, he could taste it.

The shipments coming out of Mexico were now arriving regularly, and more girls were loaded out of the states with every trip. With a little more time, he'd have enough information and contact to shut the whole supply down from reaching the United States and save more women from slavery. At least until the drug lords found another way to import the blow.

Two problems lay in front of him. One, when he met Garcia, he saw something in the other man's eyes that put him on edge. Either Garcia had fingers in the FBI's database, or he had a scent for someone wearing a badge. Two, Ethan Cramwell had pulled Crystal into the business after Raul kicked her out. At the last meeting, Garcia informed him Crystal was alive and he'd pay anything to get her.

Raul had rode hard, straight to Palm Springs to drop off a load for Garcia, and found out his info on Crystal's location was correct. He ran his tongue across his teeth. His body still shook after seeing her after all this time of believing she was dead. 

This time, he wouldn't allow anyone or his case to get in the way. Crystal was his woman, and he'd kill anyone who took her from him. It took losing her to learn she was his world. 

Their relationship wasn't an easy one, but when it was good, it was the best thing he'd ever experienced and twice as much more than he deserved.

Four and a half hours later, he stopped again to let her walk around and stretch her legs. He'd held off resting, until her squirming started to cause him discomfort on the ride. The damn girl only had to rub on him, and he was rock hard and wanting her.

At least her discomfort from sitting on the bitch seat told him a little about what she'd been up to in her absence. If she was with another man, he wasn't a rider. She never had problems on long rides with him before, and she was out of condition.

"Only a couple of hours left and we'll be home." He dug into his pocket and cussed. He'd smoked his last cigarette before going through the back door of the lounge to get Crystal.

Crystal smirked and turned around. He tilted his head and studied her. "You think that's funny?"

She shrugged. "I'm not talking to you."

"You're talking now." He sat sideways on the bike and stretched his legs straight out.

She glanced at him. "Just because you're talking."

"You have something to say, say it," he said.

She walked over, picked up the helmet on the ground, and slipped it on. "You won't listen to anything I have to say, so no, I'm not going to say it."

He grinned. Hell, she was funny. "Then shut up, and get on my bike."

The rest of their ride was uneventful and they caught up with the two escorts from the Lagsturns a couple of miles away from the club. He rode through the formation and led them the rest of the way to the building they owned sandwiched between a Chinese restaurant and Stoggy's Bar.

The air around the club brought him comfort. He inhaled and relaxed. A cold beer and some sweet and sour chicken sounded better than sleep.

Scott, one of the three prospects, pushed the chain link gate to the back lot open. Raul lifted his finger and rode on by, parking in the number one spot designated for him as president of the Southern Oregon charter. He was home.

The two story brick building with five rooms upstairs, one of them his, and the downstairs converted into a huge party room with bar and darts on one of the walls took up the whole building. Most of the riders preferred crashing at the Roadside Motel ran by Jones' old lady. Having Lagsturns in the city and on the edge of town provided enough protection they could keep any rival clubs from poaching their territory.

Crystal handed him her helmet and he tagged her hand, steadying her as she climbed off his Harley. He swept his hair off his forehead. There'd be no questions from the others on what she was doing here. Far as anyone knew, he'd found her and brought her back to be his woman.

Inside the main room of the club, the other members, who'd stayed behind while he took the first riders with him on the road, stopped all conversations and turned toward him. He pulled Crystal along beside him.

"Job's complete. We're back on schedule." He looked them all in the eye, working his way through the room, left to right. "Crystal's with me. You have a problem with that, bring it up tonight at the meeting. Seven o'clock. Let the others know."

"Sure, Prez," voiced a few of the members. Everyone else nodded in acknowledgement.

He walked through the room, took the back stairs, and pushed through the first door on the right into his room. He'd ridden fuck-knows-how-many miles with the biggest hard-on of his life, and he wasn't in a good mood.

He pointed to the bed. "Sit." 

Crystal hurried over and sat. Her compliance pissed him off even more. What the hell happened to her after she left him to take the fight out of her?
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Chapter Three
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In Raul's upstairs room, dirty dishes covered the top of the dresser, clothes lay scattered over every available surface, and a dozen or more empty beer bottles lined the floor at the foot of the unmade bed. Crystal kept her gaze on Raul, but soaked in every detail about the space they'd shared together as if she'd never seen, cleaned, and lived in the room for months. The disarray appalled her.

Instead of the citrusy smell of the two candles— the kind she always kept going in the evenings next to the bed— the scent of cigarette smoke and stale beer lay heavy in the room. She wrinkled her nose. What had Raul been doing that he'd let the place become a dump?

The only thing that remained from her stay were two tickets to see Kid Rock in concert that she'd thumbtacked to the headboard to remind them of the first time they made love. She swallowed hard. The room certainly wasn't a home, but while she'd stayed with him, she'd kept the place picked up and organized.

"Talk." Raul swung his arm, knocking off the bags piled on a wooden chair, and then threw his leg over the seat and sat on it backward, facing her. "Now's your chance. You want to tell me why you believe someone is trying to kill you, tell me everything."

She shoved her hands between her thighs, gripping onto the extra material of Raul's jeans she wore. They'd been apart for almost a year. Would he still believe her? 

"Crystal?" Raul said, leaning his arms over the back of the chair and clasping his hands. "Who is trying to kill you?"

She stood, grabbing the material at her hips to keep the pants up. "If I tell you, will you let me go?"

He shook his head. She looked away. Tomorrow, the club would kick her out anyway when she confessed to everything she knew.

"It's Ethan," she said, sitting back down on the bed. "He's mixed up in some bad shit, and he's put me right into the middle of it by ratting me out and using me as leverage for something that has nothing to do with me."

"Ethan Cramwell?" Raul tilted his head and frowned. "He's not a Lagsturns member."

"Yeah, I know, but the Lagsturns protected him. You can't deny that." She blew out her breath. "He's crazy. I'm talking off the wall nuts, and wrapped up tight with some folks doing things even the Lagsturns would refuse to do."

"That's what happens when you spend all your time snorting dummy dust or shooting blow in your veins. You're not telling me anything I don't know," he said.

How was she supposed to tell him she'd gone along on one of the deals when Ethan met with a guy named Guillermo and she had no idea until they were walking away that her life was put up as collateral against Ethan coming through on transporting the deliveries to the designated buyer? She rubbed the shallow spot on her neck. She'd tried everything to convince Ethan to let her leave and not involve her, but because he was too loaded, too self-centered, too greedy, she couldn't make him do anything. 

"He used me as a sign of good faith...insurance, whatever you want to call it. Ethan had to deliver the drugs. If he failed, I'd be the one killed by this guy he was talking with or one of his men. I was the only thing worth any value to Ethan, according to his boss I met. They even talked about framing the Lagsturns and coming after you. That's why I kept trying to contact Rain. I knew someone was watching me. I didn't want to lead them to you, and the only thing I could think of to do was contact your enemy, hoping somehow you'd hear about it. Anyway, when the date rolled around to do the deal, Ethan flaked, and before I could warn you and get out of town, one of the Bantorus members shoved a fist full of money at me and set me on the bus." She glanced at Raul. "I think the Bantorus MC saved my life, because Ethan's boss wanted me dead. I've been hiding out in Palm Springs ever since."

"What's the man's name that dealt with Cramwell?" Raul stood and moved the chair out of the center of the room.

"Um...Guillermo. I don't know his last name. I don't think anyone ever said it in front of me." She rose from the bed and approached Raul. "I've told you all I know. I can't stay here in the same town. That guy has other Lagsturns who work for him, it wasn't only Ethan, and now I've put you in danger by telling you this much."

Her part in Ethan's business fell on her shoulders and she accepted the role she played and the decisions she made. She let her chin fall to her chest. Not having anywhere else to go, she had to find someone who'd put her up, and she was selfish enough to want to stay close to the Lagsturns. That was the only reason she took Ethan up on his offer to crash with him. She wanted to stay close to Raul.

As long as she continued going by Crystal Rose and stayed alive, she could do no more than keep her love to herself, for both their sakes. Raul deserved more from her, but she'd dug herself into a hole and she had no way out. It wasn't simple for her to support herself all alone. There were only a few jobs available to her where they'd pay her under the table and she'd leave no trace. Dancing for dirty dollar bills and serving beer at the seediest bars kept a roof over her head and kept her away from polite society.

Call it self-punishing, but she refused to try for better jobs, a more respectful career. An honest life meant she'd dream about better things and end up disappointing herself in the end. The same way her parents disappointed her. Back home, everything had been within her reach if she followed the rules, but she'd burnt that bridge and would never go back.

Even at thirty-three years old, she still feared proving her parents' lies about her were true. She would survive, even if it killed her, and the way her life was going it might.

"Crystal?" Raul hooked his finger under her chin and raised her gaze. "Ethan's serving life in prison. He can't hurt you."

"W-what?" Her mouth fell open.

He nodded, and his gaze softened along with his voice. "We heard he got shot after kidnapping a woman from the Bantorus—

"Shit." She grabbed onto Raul's shirt. "Who? Who was the woman?"

He looked at her hands touching him. "The president's old lady."

"Oh my God. Tori." she leaned forward and pressed her forehead against his chest. "Is she all right or did he...?"

"Yeah, she's fine. Her old man rescued her. She got a few broken ribs and beat all to hell, but she recovered." He wrapped his arms around her.

"This is my fault. I went to Rain, thinking if you wouldn't talk with me, I could convince him to set up a meeting with you. I lied about getting back together with him to get his attention and went against his wishes to stay away. I thought he'd get tired of me and listen to what I had to say. Then he'd contact you about going in lockdown until it was safe. I know you don't like him, but you respect the motorcycle clubs. Rain never gave me a chance to explain, and then one of his members shipped me out of town on a bus. I had no idea Ethan would go after his old lady." She shook her head. "Tori didn't deserve to be involved. I didn't like her, but I could tell she was decent."

"I could kick your ass for putting yourself in danger, and trying a stupid stunt like contacting a Bantorus and going back to Rain, when you should've come directly to me, but damned if I'm not proud of you. When will you think about yourself, instead of other people. Your main concern should be you, nobody else." He stroked her back. "Trouble on two sexy legs."

"You're proud of me?" she whispered.

He inhaled, held his breath and exhaled slowly, holding her tighter. "Don't ever do something like that again."

"I had no choice. You wouldn't see me, and the Lagsturns wouldn't let me on the property," she said.

"Right." Raul fisted her hair and his body went solid. "Fucked up, mi vida. That's on my shoulders, not yours." 

She sighed, closing her eyes, loving the way his embrace gave her a sense of security she wasn't feeling inside of her. The last few months were the worst of her life, and that was because she was missing Raul. When he was around, she hoped her life would improve. She could pretend he saw through her to the woman she wanted to be, without explaining her past. He never went out of his way to punish her the way she expected, but she'd pushed him too far. There were too many obstacles in their path.

No one in her life knew the real her. Not her parents, her old friends, or the Lagsturns. They all demanded more from her than she could give, and her word was dirt in their eyes because she couldn't back up her reasons for living the kind of life she led. She had too many secrets, each one deeper and more buried than the last.

Nothing she put her heart in ever worked out for the best, and she was used to feeling the brunt of her decisions. With Raul, his rejection hurt worse than everything she'd experienced because while they'd been together, she was real.

She pushed off him, but he held on. "I need to get out of here. If any of the members working for Ethan's boss tell him I'm back in town, he'll come here."

"I'm their president." Raul sank his fingers into her hair and held her head. "The guys answer to me, and won't go outside the club with inside information. If you believe there are brothers who are involved, I need names."

"You'll make them stop







































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Debra Kayn ~

Author of Breathing His Air _ : '





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





