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            ABOUT RUNNING WITH THE DEVIL

          

        

      

    

    
      IT’S SO GOOD TO BE BAD!

      Enter the world of Running with the Devil where you’ll meet bad men who don’t take no for an answer and the women who take them on! Experience long-standing rivalries, buried secrets, shifting loyalties, and steamy encounters!

      Running with the Devil is a contemporary 12-book mafia romance series that takes readers on a thrill ride of suspense and romance.

      The books in this series can be read as standalone but are connected by common themes and characters. For the best reading experience, it is recommended to read this series in order.

      RUNNING WITH THE DEVIL READING ORDER:

      Book 1: The Darkest Hour

      Book 2: Secrets Inside Her

      Book 3: Black Knight

      Book 4: Without Mercy

      Book 5: Hard Lessons

      Book 6: Courting Trouble

      Book 7: Shattered

      Book 8: Past Sins

      Book 9: Wild Card

      Book 10: Fallen Angel

      Book 11: Duplicity

      Book 12: House of Shadows

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Emma shoved the key into the lock of her apartment door, twisted it, then stepped inside, bolting the door behind her and leaning against it with a sigh. It was Friday night, after 10pm and she’d worked late on a file for her boss. She was tired, dejected and hungry.

      It had been a long week, maybe the longest since she went to work for Randall Scott, almost three years ago. Underpaid, overworked and coping with all the shit that life threw at her, she had no time for friends or lovers or even a second job, which is what she desperately needed. Well, not a second job, a better paying one.

      But her job with Randall Scott was a lifetime commitment because she knew too much about his operations to leave without receiving the kind of severance a person doesn’t come back from. She hadn’t been aware of the tenuous nature of the position when she applied for and won the personal assistant competition. The pay was moderate at best, but at the time, it was the only job on offer and she desperately needed the money. In retrospect, she was the perfect candidate because she had no connections in Vancouver other than a younger sister with a drug problem.

      The apartment felt unnaturally empty without Lisle there, not that the problem child would be home this early on a Friday night. Her sister had been gone a week – another rehab stint that took every spare dime Emma had to pay for the program. The fourth time now, but Lisle was trying, and Emma couldn’t turn her back on her troubled sister.

      Emma flicked on the dim stove light and tossed her purse on the dining room table as she walked through the tiny galley kitchen to the living room.

      She stopped midstride. Something was off, a subtle scent, a shift of air. Then she saw the murky outline of a man sitting on her shabby couch.

      Fear coursed through her and she lost her breath as her eyes stung with tears. He’d finally found her, and it seemed so damned unfair after she had eluded him for four years. She needed to get away from him now, before he talked her into coming back to him. And he would. That’s what he was like, expecting her to come to him so he could bend her to his will through demeaning words, threats and violence.

      She took a step back and started to turn when a deep voice shattered the darkness. “Stay put, Emmaline. Don’t make me chase you.” Under the words was the implicit ‘or else’ threat that didn’t need saying. Not by the intruder in her apartment.

      The voice froze her more than his words. This wasn’t her ex-boyfriend and her thoughts tornadoed through her as she groped for a reason that he would be in her living room. He, who made her ex seem like the skinny, snot-nosed kid on the playground. He, who was a killer, a thug with mob ties. No, not simply mob ties, he was a leader, a partner of Rusya Savisin’s and an associate of her boss’s.

      She sucked in a breath and turned back to him, trying to sound normal, trying to keep the shakiness she was feeling out of her voice. “Mr. Creed.” The words were hollow-sounding, cool, not at all friendly and she winced when she heard them. He would expect her to be gracious and welcoming.

      Robert Creed and his brother, Jack, ruled Las Vegas. She met them both shortly after she started working for Randall Scott. She had been Randall’s escort at a function at Rusya Savisin’s house. Bratva related because Rusya Savisin was the Vancouver Russian mob boss.

      That’s when she realized she was working for a criminal, that all the men at the gathering were criminals who sanctioned violence, engaged in illegal enterprises, killed people. She knew that she was in over her head and naively thought at the time that as soon as she could, she would grab Lisle and they would run again.

      Of course, running wasn’t an option and Randall explained it to her later that night when he brought her back to his office, to the hidden apartment accessible through the in-office bathroom and fucked her. She had tried to say no, thinking he would stop if she said it, but no wasn’t a word one used with Randall Scott. He’d made that perfectly clear these past three years.

      It was never a relationship between them; he didn’t care if she was seeing anyone else, never paid extra, not even a bonus at Christmastime, no gifts, no jewellery, no endearments. He didn’t have to because he already owned her.

      She essentially became Randall Scott’s whore when he wanted a fuck. It had been a while though, several months since he approached her, and it made her sad that his lack of attention was one of the highlights in her life.

      Now Robert Creed was sitting in her living room, on her couch and she had no idea what to do.

      “Come over here, Emmaline.”

      She walked towards him like she was heading towards her executioner, which was very likely the case. Her heart hammered so hard she thought it would Alien its way out of her chest. Did Randall hire Rob to get rid of her? Randall would never dirty his hands, he’d get someone else to do the job, but Rob Creed was not generally considered a hired thug. He was as influential as Randall Scott if not more so.

      She stopped a few feet from him, out of his reach. “What can I do for you, Mr. Creed?” It was a bizarre question given that he had essentially broken into her home. On top of it, she was now using her official work voice as if they were in Randall’s offices and this was a typical encounter.

      Rob patted the cushion on the couch next to him. “Sit down.”

      It never occurred to her to refuse his request. He was the notorious Robert Creed, the man who killed his girlfriend and then managed to evade a guilty verdict in the first-degree murder charge. He would do to Emma what he did to his dead girlfriend if she didn’t comply and maybe even if she did.

      She’d heard it was BDSM-related, a sex act gone wrong and a shiver coursed through her. Of all the horrible, humiliating ways to die – and the worst was that the police found the poor woman’s naked body in a dumpster, discarded like trash, hands roped behind her back, the cord that choked her to death still around her neck.

      Emma’s stomach quaked as she took the last couple of steps and then sat next to him on the centre cushion, keeping her spine stiff, hands folded in her lap as she tried to maintain some distance between his heated body and her icy one. She was shaking, vibrating with fear, and her throat was painfully tight, blocking the torrent of tears threatening behind her eyes.

      She’d known that her life was forfeit when she realized who Randall Scott was. A master criminal, probably psychopathic, a man who straddled the world between good and evil, an upstanding citizen who would kill his own mother in her sleep if he thought it would benefit him.

      Emma blew out a shaky breath and tried to pull herself together as she smoothed her skirt. If today was the day she was going to die, then she’d die bravely. She knew that she was feeding herself a load of bullshit, but whatever helped her from going insane. “What do you want, Mr. Creed?”

      He dropped his hand on her thigh and squeezed it. His fingers became bruising as she recoiled from the touch and tried to shift away from him. “I’m not going to hurt you, Emmaline.”

      Rob had a deep, sexy voice with the edge of a whiskey rasp. Unlike his brother, Jack, who was slick, smooth, and charming, Rob was muscular and brash with a raw sexuality that attracted women, Emma included, despite her knowing he was a stone cold killer.

      A few inches over six feet, dark hair that was shaved closely at the sides, but longer on top, a slight curl tousling the locks, a finishing touch to his masculine visage. His dark eyes shone with an intensity that fired Emma’s blood and made her body simmer with longing. He said and did what he wanted, steamrolling anyone who got in his way. At least that was the talk. Emma had been fortunate enough not to be in his line of sight. At least until tonight.

      “Emma. My name…,” she stuttered. “Just Emma.” Stupid, but she believed his words, chose to believe he wouldn’t hurt her, had to believe it. Lisle needed her and without Emma, her young sister would sink so deep into the cesspool of drugs, she’d never crawl out.

      “Emma,” he repeated like he was testing it out and deciding whether he liked it. He shifted his body so he was partly-turned towards her and moved his hand from her thigh to her hair, running his fingers through the lightened strands. “You cut your hair.”

      “Yes,” she squeaked out. Her hair used to hang almost to her waist, dark and wavy, contributing to the illusion of her as the perfect Polynesian girl with the swinging grass skirt over curvy hips and the bikini top barely covering firm, ripe breasts. Each time one of Randall’s men or associates walked into his office, she could see them fucking her with their eyes. Not her, but the hula girl she represented.

      The shorter, lighter hair helped her appear more professional and less like the plastic swaying Hawaiian doll on the dashboards of men around the world. It still fell past her shoulders, but barely.

      “I like it,” Rob murmured, tugging a lock between his fingers and leaning in to inhale it.

      Such an intimate gesture and he said the words as if his approval was vital to her happiness. It lit a spark of anger inside her. “Is that why you’re here? To compliment my haircut?”

      Rob snorted out a laugh, half-way between amused and hostile as he tightened his hand and pulled lightly at the roots. “Is that a new attitude to go with the new look? Or did you get stupid since the last time I saw you?”

      Emma gazed down at her hands, locking her fingers together. The last time he saw her? Not that many months ago in Vancouver with his brother. An event at the Rosewood Hotel. That was not a good night, because she had been Randall’s escort and he ditched her mid-evening without letting her know. She couldn’t find him and didn’t dare leave without his permission.

      Rob had been there though, lingering close to her, keeping her in his line of sight until another woman caught his attention, then he left too. The thought pierced her steely reserve. “Stupid, I guess. Light-headed since the haircut.” What the hell was she doing? That almost sounded hostile and Emma was fully aware that Rob Creed had no patience for snark.

      He was quiet for a few seconds, stretching her nerves taut. “I need your help, Hula.”

      Emma stared straight ahead, not moving, not stopping him as he caressed the back of her head, then moved his hand to her face, stroking her cheek with his knuckles. It didn’t help her resolve that he called her Hula. An intimate nickname from a man who ignored her, never crossed a line even when he’d had the chance, yet, somehow made her feel special when he was around her.

      “What do you need?”

      His soft touches were teasing her desire. It had been so long since a man touched her like this, tenderly, gently, promising instead of demanding. But she knew Rob Creed, knew his reputation, his darkness. That tender touch could turn vicious in seconds. His hands were big and strong and would snap her neck like a stale breadstick.

      He licked his lower lip as he turned her face to his. “You’re beautiful.” His warm breath lingered on her face, his mouth inches from hers as he traced a finger over her jawline, down the side of her neck to her collarbone.

      She sucked in a breath, feeling her head spin as chills snaked up her spine at his strokes. She didn’t want this, didn’t want whatever he was thinking, even if her body was reacting to his nearness, even if her brain was flattered by his attention. She didn’t want to be his whore.

      Then a worse thought occurred to her – maybe she was a gift to him from Randall Scott. The idea that Randall would do this to her made her snap, the dam of anger breaking open and spilling out. She slapped Rob’s hand away and jumped to her feet, taking a couple of quick strides from him before he launched himself off the couch and flipped her around to face him.

      “No,” she shrieked as she struggled to get out of his grip. It was steel though, his hands banding on her arms, holding her painfully.

      “Shut the fuck up,” he growled as he shook her. “I told you I wasn’t going to hurt you.”

      She matched his tone of voice as her heart pulsed in her throat. “Then tell me why the fuck you’re here and get out!”

      His hands tightened on her arms as he slammed her up against him. “You do know who I am, right?”

      She brought her hands to his chest to maintain some space from him, wondering where her self-preservation had gone, trying to get a grip on the small arrow of desire that shot through her body. “I know exactly who you are. So kill me already. I’m tired of this shit.”

      His laughter rumbled, hard and cynical. “I’m not going to fucking kill you.”

      “Then what?” She wanted to shout, but kept her voice measured because she thought he might slap her if she raised it – that’s what men did, wasn’t it? “What do you want from me? You’re not here because you think I’m beautiful.”

      He turned her, then let her go as he pushed her onto the couch. “What if I am?” He was looking down at her, his deep brown eyes raking over her.

      “You’re not,” she said flatly, desperate to steady the shake in her voice as she shifted to straighten up. “You can have as many beautiful women as you want. All willing to do whatever you say. In fact, I’m happy to procure one, two, three. I can have them at your hotel in an hour.”

      He shook his head. “Don’t get mouthy, Emma. That’s how you’ll get hurt.” He leaned over her, extending his arms and flattening his palms on the back of the couch, imprisoning her between them. “You’re the only one who knows I’m in Vancouver and it stays that way. Between you and me, yeah?”

      She looked up into his face; her vulnerability at how alone she was swept through her like an arctic storm. “Yes.” She hissed the word between clenched teeth. She was no hero, not brave, not even very good at standing up for herself, but she understood men like Rob Creed. He wouldn’t respect her if she cowered from him.

      “Good.” He dropped down on the couch next to her, dropped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her into him.

      Emma shoved at him, struggling to get out of his grip. “I can’t think that you came to Vancouver for a booty call.”

      Yeah, fuck the respect. If she was the only one who knew he was in Vancouver, it was because he didn’t want his presence known. If he didn’t want his presence known, then when he was done whatever he needed to do in Vancouver, he’d go home to Las Vegas, but not before he killed her. Her days were numbered, she realized and that should have her pissing herself, but her survival instinct hammered at her in disbelief. It was trying to help her think of a way out.

      Rob released her, watched as she scrambled to the other end of the couch. “I don’t work this hard for a fuck, Emma. If you were smart⁠—”

      “If I were smart,” Emma interrupted, “I would have packed up and disappeared years ago.”

      He smirked. “But you can’t, can you? Can’t go home, can’t leave Vancouver. No money, loser parents, a crackhead sister, a stalker ex-boyfriend.”

      Emma had to fight against covering her ears at his rehashing of her miserable life. “Stop. Would you please stop.” She blinked back the tears that were threatening. “What do you want?” The words came out too high, too desperate.

      “Well, for starters, I need a place to stay. You don’t mind if I camp out here, do you?”

      She bit her bottom lip to keep it from trembling. “Don’t play games. I don’t have a choice. But this is no five-star hotel, so why are you slumming?”

      He grinned. “You’re the only one I trust not to tell anyone I’m in town.”

      “And why would you trust me? You think I’m afraid of you and I am, but I’m not so stupid as to think you won’t kill me when you’re done with me.”

      Rob nodded as he considered her words. “I’m not going to kill you, Hula, but that promise doesn’t extend to your sister. You step out of line and the men I have keeping an eye on her will help you understand how serious I am.”

      Emma sucked in a breath – of course he would exploit her vulnerability. “You sonofabitch! Don’t you touch her.”

      He reached out and snapped a hand to her throat, dragging her to him, his face hovering over hers. “We’re going to start again, Emma. You’re going to call me ‘Sir’ from here on out. Respect me, baby or you’ll be in for a world of pain.”

      “Rob—”

      He tightened his fingers on her throat. “Sir.”

      “Sir.” Her voice was hushed as she clawed at his grip, her fingernails digging into his skin. “Please, let me go.”

      He slackened his hold but maintained his grasp. “Ever been punished for disobedience, disrespect? Tied up, spanked, whipped?”

      She shook her head as she felt the blood drain from her face. The man was a nightmare, but her fear braided with desire and need, knotting up her emotions into stupid clusters of wishful thinking and make-believe fairy tales. “I won’t be disrespectful again. I promise.” She stopped, then added a whispered, “Sir.”

      He nodded as he released her and straightened up. She started to rise, but he froze her with a menacing look. “I didn’t give you permission to stand. You’ll stay where you’re at until I say.”

      She sank on the cushions, keeping her eyes on him. “Please tell me what you want.”

      “I’m here to do a job. I need your help with that, so you and me, we’re going to be friends for the next few weeks. You’re going to give me everything I want on your employer; who he knows, where he’s going to be, who he’s going to be with. And since it’s the weekend, you and I can spend some time at his office without him there. Yeah?”

      Emma licked her lips. Sure, no problem. She would betray Randall Scott to Robert Creed. It didn’t matter if Rob left her alive after he was done. Randall would finish her off. “Okay.” It was all she could muster.

      He offered a lopsided grin that made him seem boyishly handsome. Another time, another place, another context. “Where were you tonight? Pretty fucking late getting in. Got a sidepiece, do you?”

      She shook her head. Sidepiece? “Work. I was still at the office.”

      “Kind of late to be working on a Friday night.” He sounded almost jealous.

      Emmaline shrugged at the same time her stomach growled. “Randall needed a last-minute contract. It happens.”

      His eyes followed her curves, lingering on her chest, her lips, then back to her eyes. “Haven’t eaten yet?”

      She shook her head. “No. I was going to eat something when I got home.”

      He stood and held his arms out to her. She had no choice but to accept the offer and heat coiled in her belly as his huge, calloused hands swallowed hers up; hands that no doubt had beaten men to death. He helped her to her feet and led her to the kitchen, then let go as he leaned against the countertop closest to the exit door.

      “Go ahead. Make yourself some dinner.”

      She hovered by the fridge, uncertain whether she should offer food to him. She didn’t have much anyway, she was so broke. Today was payday so it was going to be toast and peanut butter until she could go shopping. “Have you eaten?”

      He nodded. “Yeah, not hungry and you have nothing in here to drink.” He sounded offended at her lack of decent bar offerings.

      “I can’t afford alcohol. If you want to drink, you’ll have to bring your own.” She decided he may as well know the lay of the land up front. After all, Rob was one of the wealthiest men she knew. More money than Randall Scott or Rusya Savisin. Maybe not more power, but he and his brother knew how to turn investments into capital.

      He leaned into her, brushing her hair off her cheek and tucking it behind her ear. “Tell you what. I’ll buy the groceries and the booze while I’m here. I’ll even pay the fucking rent and bills.”

      Emma felt her face warm. “No, thank you.” She didn’t care how much money he had, she wasn’t about to let him treat her like a charity case.

      He gazed at her, his dark eyes holding hers, his mouth a flat, angry slash. “It wasn’t an offer, baby. You say no to me again and I’ll give you a lesson on why people don’t fuck with the Creeds.”
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      Rob crossed his arms and leaned his ass against the countertop in a kitchen designed for hobbits as Emma pulled a banged-up toaster towards her and plunked two slices of whole grain bread into the slots. She reminded him of Amber, although they were really nothing alike, so he wasn’t quite sure what traits had him thinking about his dead girlfriend.

      Amber had strawberry blonde hair, was pale with blue eyes, substantial curves and was tall with a pretty smile and sun-kissed freckles. In contrast, Emma was exotic, Polynesian; a small curvy sachet of sweet umber skin, a hint of gold gleaming from warm nutmeg eyes and cinnamon hair that fell in thick unruly waves past her shoulders. She smelled like angel-wing jasmine, and that had imprinted in his mind the first time he saw her.  That was back when he was with Amber, before she died, but he wasn’t a cheater, didn’t chase pussy, would never step out on his blonde-haired sweetheart.

      Emma was thinner now than she had been, still had the curves but looked like she’d missed a few meals. No wonder, if her current dinner choice was any indication of her eating habits.

      “That what you’re eating?” He sounded like a jerk, but it didn’t matter too much to him. Despite his apparent desire for her, he reminded himself that he was here for a single purpose. To kill Randall Scott for his role in Amber’s death. Amber, his woman, his love. She had been everything to him and when she died, it broke him for a while. Even now, as he thought of her, his chest tightened, and his eyes burned.

      Back then, after she was killed, after he was arrested and convicted of her murder, he let the grief and despair take him over. Amber had been it for him, the woman he planned to spend the rest of his life with. And the high and mighty, seemingly untouchable Randall Scott destroyed it, destroyed her, destroyed Rob’s life. And there was no fucking reason for it that he could determine. Amber was harmless, a beautiful, soft white light in his dark world. Perfect for him, a contrast of obedience and gentleness who kept him stable. Without her, he became rudderless, lost, angry.

      He was free though. Out of prison, declared innocent of the crime, thanks to Jack and Mira. Jack, his brother, the only one who understood Rob and his darkness, the only one who wouldn’t let Rob hit rock bottom. That’s who Jack was, a fucking bastard who gave Rob no room to grieve, just shovelled his expectations at Rob and forced him to live.

      Destroying Scott wouldn’t make the loss of Amber easier, wouldn’t make Rob feel less guilty about his inability to protect her. Jack, ever the pragmatist, was more concerned with how her death reflected on his and Rob’s dominance of the Las Vegas underworld. The fact that Amber was killed made them look weak. A message needed to be sent to every fucking criminal that was eyeing up their empire with the thought of taking over.

      Scott’s death would be the lethal example of what not do to the Creeds. Scott thought he was a God and his associates in both the law enforcement world and the criminal underworld treated him like one. It was time to remind each and every fucking prick that no one was immortal, no one was untouchable, and no man should fuck around with the families of his enemies.

      Rob veered away from his thoughts, of the painful memories of Amber and focused on the woman standing so near to him that the heat from her body infused him with desire. Her fingers were wrapped around a butter knife, her head was lowered, eyes glued to the toaster, not in expectation but as a way to avoid looking at him.

      The painful tug in his groin forced his guilt. Emma possessed a beauty that was hard to ignore and before Amber was killed, the few times he and Emma had crossed paths, he couldn’t deny his attraction to her.

      Some of that might have been Amber’s ambivalence about moving their relationship to the next level. They’d have been married if Rob had his way, but Amber, submissive as she was, always skirted the issue. And he let her, because he loved her, would never hurt her, never force her.

      Amber’s life before him had not been easy and he accepted that she needed time to heal, to trust. He sometimes wondered if their relationship would have survived had she not died. They loved each other, but Amber met him at a time in her life when she was at rock bottom, needing a white knight to rescue her. He had been happy to oblige at the time because she needed him, wanted him, understood him. It made him angry that he would never have the chance to explore the future with her, to see where their relationship might have taken them.

      He gave himself a mental kick. He’d been slowly emerging from the fog that had been his life these past couple of years, moving on with his future, thinking about life after Randall Scott. Now all these fucking thoughts of Amber were swamping him like a tidal wave because of his guilt over his attraction to the woman in front of him, the beautiful desirable woman who needed someone to rescue her too. It was fucked up thinking, because he was no hero, and he doubted Emma wanted his brand of help.

      Trying to banish the thoughts of Amber, he reminded himself again that his life was different now. It was time to let Amber go, move on, be whole again. And Emmaline Hawthorne, beautiful, exotic Emma was standing a few feet from him, trying and failing to appear unfazed.

      He was attracted to her on a primal level that made him want to strip her naked and savage her, own her body and soul. He’d done his research on her long before he got the go ahead to take Scott out. What he found made him boil with rage.

      Emma was caught in her miserable life like an angelfish in a gill net. Randall Scott kept her paralyzed with fear, treated her indifferently, fucked her occasionally. Her parents were hippie losers that didn’t give a shit about their two daughters. Tyler Levitt, her ex-boyfriend, was a dangerous conman who was both violent and unpredictable. And while Rob hadn’t found the connection yet, he was certain that Levitt and Scott had ties to each other. How else would Emma have ended up in Scott’s clutches? No one could have that much bad luck.

      The fact that Scott was fucking her over, that her sister was a drug addict without giving two fucks for Emma tore him up. And worse, his self-disgust choked him as he watched her spread peanut butter thinly on the toast, licking her fingers to wipe away traces of it. In his head, he could see her on her knees, her ass in the air and him slapping it, reddening it, hearing her cry, moan, begging him to stop, to take her.

      Not since Amber had he felt this kind of desire and he thought that it was because Emma was a rescue, like Amber had been. Was it part of his nature to be attracted to women who needed a strong man to help them? He shrugged the thought off. There were so many women in his world that needed saving, other pretty woman that didn’t turn his head, didn’t get him hard.

      Emma was different, something about her besides her beauty attracted him. Submissive, but feisty and tempting, and unwilling to ask for help. But it would fuck with his plans if he took her to bed, because at the end of the day, he had to remember that, innocent as she was, she was still a witness, a loose end that Jack would want tied up when Scott was dead.

      Rob didn’t kill women; it was a line he’d never crossed, which is likely why Jack insisted that Eddie and Andre back him up. They were killers, machines that wouldn’t fail to carry out Jack’s orders. Unless he inserted himself in the middle, which he’d never done before.

      His eyes travelled over Emma’s curves as he tried to think of how to salvage the situation. Yeah, now she’d become a fucking situation. She knew how to keep her mouth shut, otherwise she’d already be dead. And she’d be as culpable as Rob in Scott’s murder. Yeah, maybe that’s what would save her. Or maybe he’d claim her after all – that would make her untouchable.

      His hard cock throbbed against the zipper of his jeans as he watched her eat her toast. Maybe if he had a taste of her, a nibble, it would be enough to get him past his fixation. When he was younger, he thought women were interchangeable. Now he knew it was bullshit. The right woman changes everything. With Amber it had never been just about fucking. And with Emma, he was convinced that it wouldn’t be either.

      His heart sped up as he took a single step, which brought him within a foot of her because the kitchen was that fucking small. She craned her neck and gazed up at him, the piece of toast held between her fingers, crumbs at the corners of her mouth that he so badly wanted to lick clean. Instead, he said, “Is that your dinner? Toast?”

      Her tongue flicked out to catch the crumbs as she took a step back to create more space between them and bumped into the counter. “Yeah, it’s good enough.”

      He looked around at the shithole apartment. Seedy area of the city, an apartment that she tried and failed to make homey. “Scott doesn’t pay you shit, does he?”

      She put the toast on the plate and set it on the counter, then flexed her fingers and kept her head lowered.  “He pays enough.” Her tone implied that she didn’t want to have this particular discussion tonight. Or at all. But it didn’t matter what she wanted.

      “For this dump?” He flipped the fridge open to reveal a gaping empty cavern. “Where’s the food? Everything you own looks like you picked it up from the thrift store.” He flicked at the collar of her blouse. “Including your fucking clothes.”

      She furrowed her brow, anger in the flare of her nostrils. He liked the backbone she had. It turned him on, that streak of defiance that had him yearning to punish her. “What’s it to you, Rob? So what if I’m poor? You worried you’re going to have to sleep on a lumpy mattress? That’s easy to fix with all your billions. Go check yourself into a 5-star hotel and leave me the fuck alone.”

      Whoops, wrong thing and her eyes registered her regret at her loose tongue as Rob grabbed her bicep and hauled her into the tiny dining room, flipping her around and smashing her belly-down on the table, turning her head before her face hit the hardwood.

      She thrust her arms out and slammed her palms on the table, diffusing much of the impact as she struggled under his hold. He shoved his groin against her ass and leaned over her, pressing her with his weight. His cock begged to sink into her as he fisted her hair and flattened the side of her face against the table, his lips an inch from her ear. “Every fucking thing about you is my business, baby. Everything. I ask a question, you answer. You call me sir, and you show respect.”

      “Let go of me!” She bucked her body, producing small exhales of breath as she grappled with his hands in her hair. Her ass was doing things to him that were going to push him over the edge. His cock strained against his jeans and he shoved hard against her to get some relief from the ache in his balls. Instead, it inflamed them.

      “No!” she gasped when she felt him, trying to move her ass away from his erection.

      Why the fuck not? He wanted to say but knew he didn’t have to. He’d seen the desire in her eyes when she looked at him. He didn’t trust that it was anything else, but it was there – he could have her and she’d let him.

      He flipped her to her back, sat her up and perched her ass at the edge of the table, then pushed his hips between her legs, shoving her thighs open and making her skirt ride up to expose her panties. One of his hands was still tangled in her hair, the other pressed against the small of her back as he brought his lips crashing down on hers, forcing his way past the press of her mouth, invading her with his tongue. She tasted pure like heaven, with a hint of peanut butter, and he licked at her lips even as he questioned his sanity.

      Tasted like heaven? Where the fuck did that come from?

      Didn’t matter though, because she yielded to his aggressive onslaught without much prompting, her hands sliding up his arms to his neck, hands linking at the back, drawing his face closer to hers as she pressed in. He devoured her, sucking at her tongue, biting her lower lip, taking everything without waiting for her to offer it.

      She kissed him back, small moans and inhales of air synced with their desire. Her cunt was pressed against his straining erection, and as she wrapped her legs around his waist, he anchored her ass with his hand to force a tightness. Nothing separated them but his zipper and a scrap of white lace. Her hands dropped to his biceps, her fingers digging into his skin, hanging on.

      The idea that she was getting wet for him made his cock impatient to bury itself deep inside her. She’d be tight, he decided. Tight, warm and wet. His balls tensed, his thoughts, her taste, the friction of her cunt against his groin. He wanted to fuck her, not cream his pants like a fucking teenage boy watching porn.

      “Fuck, baby. I want a taste of your cunt.” These days he liked to fuck without the dirty talk, without expectation from the woman he was with, but with Emma, the words dropped out of his mouth before he realized he opened it.

      He heard her whimper, it was almost disembodied, and he dropped his lips from hers as he tracked small kisses and licks across her jawline and down the side of neck. She moaned when he bit down on the flesh in the dip between her neck and shoulder. “Rob,” she stuttered as she flinched.

      It stilled him, his name on her lips and the ice that shuddered through him raised goosebumps on his arms. “Sir,” he rasped, bringing his head up, meeting her eyes, making sure she understood. He didn’t want his name on her lips while they were together this way. It was too personal, a knife in the slowly healing wound that was Amber.

      His demand broke the moment and she blinked away the lust that had been clouding her mink brown eyes. She dropped her hands from his shoulders, her legs from his waist and leaned away from him. “Let me go, please.”

      The uncertainty in her face tore at him. He knew he could press the issue and she’d capitulate because of who he was. But he didn’t want her grouping him in with Scott, didn’t want her to feel like she had no choice. A battle raged inside him – one that told him she was simply a fuck, a girl to help alleviate the pressure in his balls. A girl that would bend to his will, take her licks and move on.

      But deep down he knew he was lying to himself. She wasn’t a girl that he could find relief with and then move on. The idea of Emma had haunted him, and he wanted to be a better man with her.

      He released her, stepping back and adjusting himself as he tried to get his breathing under control. “What’s wrong, Hula? Don’t like rough play? I would have thought you were used to it.” Yeah, just because he wanted to be a better man didn’t make him less of a prick. He was a guy with an ego; he needed to salvage his pride by fucking with hers.

      She opened her mouth to respond to him, but her phone shrilled loudly, making them both jump. He stalked into the living room to gain some space as she grabbed her purse and fumbled around until she found her cell. “Hello.” Her voice was still breathless, and Rob smirked at how unsettled she seemed.

      He watched her face as he heard the indistinguishable garble of conversation on the other end of the line. Her mouth tugged down into a small frown and her eyes widened as she glanced at Rob. She slid off the table and tugged her skirt down over her hips. “How long ago?”

      She tucked a stray piece of hair behind her ear as she listened intently. She was so fucking sexy and almost oblivious to the fact. He had a flash of her in Vegas, at the BDSM club he liked to frequent, dressed in leather and a collar. It didn’t help cool him down even though he knew that whoever was talking to her was upsetting her. He should be less of a jackass, but his cock was still very much involved in his thought processes.

      “How much time do I have?” she asked, chewing on her thumbnail as the caller answered her question.

      She drew in a deep breath. “Okay. Yeah.” Her voice took on a sharp edge. “I get that. Before roll call.” She drilled Rob with narrowed eyes. Whatever the deal was, she was gearing up to take him on, which meant he wasn’t going to like what she was planning.

      She ended the call and looked down at the phone in her hand as if it had the answer to her current dilemma.

      “Who was calling?”

      “I have to go out.” A tear slipped down her cheek and she swiped at it impatiently. Rob had two contradictory thoughts: one, tears didn’t work on him, and two, her sadness was stabbing him in the heart.

      “Who was it?” he repeated, iron in his voice to prevent him from cradling her in his arms.

      “The rehab facility. Lisle’s taken off. I have to find her and get her back before roll call in the morning.” She dropped her eyes to her phone again. “Fuck,” she said under her breath as she shook her head.

      Anger roiled in his gut at the fucking twit of a sister who didn’t give two fucks about what Emma was sacrificing for her. “Why the fuck are they calling you? They’re the fucks that should be watching her.”

      Emma pressed the palms of her hands against her eyes to stop the leaking. “It’s the only rehab I can afford, so it doesn’t come with all the bells and whistles that the good ones have. Lisle entered voluntarily and agreed to follow the rules.”

      “So let her go.” He was all about the tough love.

      Emma narrowed her eyes as she glared at him. “She’s all I have in the world.”

      Her anger stroked Rob’s cock and he decided he was perverted fuck. “She’s a user and you would be better off without her.” He shoved his hands in his jean pockets, wishing for a whiskey to help settle him.

      “Big words coming from a convicted killer. What would’ve happened to you if your brother decided that?”

      Rob wanted to wrap his hand around her throat for being such a cunt, but he balled them into fists instead, digging his nails into his palms, the small bite of pain helping to centre him. She was reckless and he wondered why she thought herself invulnerable with him. It was a question he’d ask her later, when she wasn’t flipping out over her sister. “You fucking need to learn to be respectful, but I’ll postpone that lesson until later, after we find your goddamn sister!”

      She glared daggers at him as she skirted around him, taking quick steps into her bedroom.

      Rob followed, but she seemed oblivious to him in her panic.

      She dragged her blouse over her head and tossed it on the bed revealing a simple tattoo – black angel wings on her back, small and messy, with a squiggle between them, pointing downward. He sucked in his breath at the vision – it was so fucking erotic it almost bent him in two.

      “What the fuck...” Yeah, he was that clever, but it messed with him. The tattoo was her, exactly her and he wanted to touch it, trace his fingers over it to make sure it was ink and not real.

      She turned towards him, a confused glance and he got lost in her exoticness. Hard dusky nipples pressed against the white lace of her bra and her breasts were lush and pert. Rob suppressed a groan as he envisioned his hands squeezing them, his mouth sucking on the rigid buds. Hearing her moan and beg for more.

      “What?” A single word stroked with impatience.

      He was fucking going nuts, getting whiplash at how quickly his emotions changed. Now, he was pissed again. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      His aggressive tone didn’t slow her down as she yanked open a dresser drawer and grabbed a big, faded T-shirt, which she slid over her head. The skirt came off next, revealing the white lace panties that matched her bra and hugged the cheeks of her flawless ass. The quick glimpse he had was quickly covered as she yanked on a ratty pair of jeans.

      “I have to get to Lisle before she gets high or I won’t be able to manage her.” She turned towards him, their eyes clashing as their gazes met. “And they won’t let her come back if she’s stoned.”

      Rob had a mental image of the places Emma would have to haunt to find her sister and unexpectedly felt his heart racing at all the things that could go wrong. “You’re not going alone.”

      Emma paused for a few seconds, like she was thinking about whether to argue with him. She reached for a cheap battered pair of runners and sat on the edge of her bed as she slapped them on her feet and knotted the laces. “Then I guess you’re coming with me.”  She pulled a black hoodie out of her closet and shoved it on.

      She squared off in front of him, hands on her hips, fully prepared to take him on if he tried to stop her. She was so interesting. Before tonight he would have pegged her as a natural submissive, but there was another side to her, one that was tenacious and scrappy. She was fucking with him, his attraction to her ramping up every time she challenged him. He usually wanted total submission from his women; it’s what drew him to Amber, but the idea of taming Emma, of dominating her, of her fighting back had him intrigued. His cock too as it refused to stand down.

      She tried to pass him in the doorway, and he caught her arm and pushed her back into the bedroom. “Yeah, I am. And while we’re out, you’re gonna do exactly as I say.”

      Her pretty mouth tugged down and he waited for her to disagree. Her lips were dusky rose, almost the same colour as her nipples, lush and perfect in their poutiness. He waited a heartbeat to hear the protests that seemed to hover on the tip of her tongue, but she crossed her arms and looked at him with expectation.

      “Let’s go, then.” Nothing else, but she sounded like his grade 12 English teacher, ten years older than him at the time, and he’d fucked her over her desk, explaining how she needed to watch her tone with him as she screamed his name when she came.

      “When I say.” He pulled his phone from his back pocket and called Andre, Jack’s sidekick most of the time, but along on this trip to watch Rob’s back. Like another big brother, Andre didn’t mince words, but also did whatever was necessary to keep the Creeds healthy and get the job done.

      “I need you to meet me at the Hawthorne apartment. We have a situation,” he said when Andre picked up.

      “On my way. We’re 10 minutes out.”

      Rob ended the call. Another thing about Andre that he liked. The fucker was solid, spare with words and hated small talk as much as Rob did. There were days Rob wondered how Jack and Andre got along so well, given Jack was all about the talk. But maybe that was why.

      “Ten minutes,” he said to Emma and stalked out of her bedroom and back to the living room. He grabbed his canvas bag, pulling a dark hoodie out of it and yanking it on, shoving the hood over his head. Not many people knew him here and the ones who did wouldn’t be slumming, which was what he and Emma were about to do. There was little chance of him being recognized.

      Emma followed him into the living room, watching as he zipped up the hoodie. “Okay.” She seemed nervous now that Rob was coming with her. His eyes traced the sexy sway of her hips as she picked up her purse and sorted through it, taking her house keys, her phone and a small wallet, which she tucked into her pocket.

      She kept her back to him, clutching at the edge of the table, tapping one of her feet on the floor like she was on edge. Maybe she was worried about what he might do to Lisle. That was fair given that Lisle was an unexpected pain in his ass. But he needed the brat alive and well to keep Emma in line. She’d figure that out soon enough if she hadn’t already.

      She should be more worried about what he was going to do to her. His lust was in overdrive tonight; she was a temptation that he doubted he would be able to resist, not while he was sharing the same space with her. But she wasn’t going to settle down until Lisle was back in the rehab centre. So find the fucking crackhead, get her locked up somewhere she can’t run from, then seduce Emma. Yeah, it was a short-term plan and fucking self-indulgent, but that was what he was all about anyway – what made him such a good criminal.

      He brushed by her, heading for the door and she followed him into the hall. He held out his hand. “Keys,” he demanded.

      Emma clutched them to her chest like a stubborn child. “I can manage.”

      He felt his lips curl upward, he knew he had a cruel smirk, satisfaction rippling through him as Emma cringed in response. “Give me the fucking keys.”

      She glared as she dropped them in his hand and stepped back a few feet, waiting while he locked the apartment door.

      After he twisted the bolt, he pocketed the keys, his eyes steady on her face, challenging her to challenge him.

      She held his gaze for a few seconds, before dropping her eyes and turning to the stairwell. Three flights of stairs and they were out the door as Andre and Eddie pulled up in the piece of shit Ford SUV they’d rented at the airport.

      It was almost midnight and without streetlights, would be as dark as the inside of an asshole. Rob opened the back door and gave Emma a small shove, pushing her forward into the SUV. He slid in beside her and reached past her to her seatbelt, pulling it over and clicking it in.

      She glanced at him in surprise but said nothing.

      She’d get used to it.
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      Emma ignored Rob as he smirked at her discomfort of being belted in by him. Instead, she focused her attention on the two men in the front seat of the SUV. Andre the Giant was one of them. A nickname she’d bestowed on him the first time they’d met. Of course, she never shared the nickname because he seemed like the type of guy who would throw her through Randall’s 8th floor office window for twitching the wrong way.

      Andre always accompanied Jack Creed whenever Jack was in Vancouver and Emma assumed that he was the bodyguard. The family Pitbull, though not related to the Creeds. Rob and Jack looked like brothers. Andre, with his height, bulk and fair complexion had definitely come from different stock.

      The guy in the driver’s seat was shorter than Rob or Andre, but his scarred face, his hard expression and his buzzcut made him appear far more menacing. He barely glanced at her when Rob guided her into the back. “Where are we headed, bossman?” he asked, his Boston accent at odds with his deep voice.

      Rob turned to Emma. “Where to, Hula?”

      The driver’s dark eyes met hers in the rear-view mirror – flat and dead. She suppressed a shudder as she dropped her gaze to her hands. “West Hastings down by Gore. There are a few places to look. I know her dealer.”

      Rob cocked his head, his eyes narrow, his forehead wrinkled in a scowl. “You know her fucking dealer?”

      Emma watched the buildings blur by as the car headed to the downtown East Side, then turned back to Rob. “Yeah.”

      “Yeah, what?” Rob demanded.

      Yeah, sir? Is that he was asking? Too bad if it was, because there was no way she was going to play that game while the other two goons were in the car. “Yeah, I’ve tracked Lisle down before. Hard not to get to know her friends when she goes missing for a couple of days.”

      “Fucking useless lowlifes.”

      Emma frowned at his hostility. “Aren’t we all,” she shot back before her common sense kicked in, but Rob simply smirked in response, like he found it funny, or found her funny.

      He was impossible to read, well not to read, but to keep up with. He was all over the place, unpredictable, and quick to anger. Men like him were bad news and she knew it, yet there was something about him that mesmerized her.

      She slumped her shoulders as she veered away from her thoughts and returned her gaze to the shadowed street.

      What a fucking day, maybe top of the list, which was saying a lot given her life. She’d had so many bad days that she couldn’t even remember them all, but she thought this particular day was the mother of them all. Even Randall Scott using her as his personal whore didn’t win over being in a car with Rob Creed and his minions, looking for her drug-addicted sister.

      “What’s his name?” Rob said, after a stretch of silence.

      “Her dealer? Nolan. And be nice to him. He probably has connections to the Russians.”

      Rob grinned, not a smirk this time, but a sexy, confident smile. “I don’t fucking care about the Russians. It’s Jack’s job to play nice, not mine.”

      “I see.” Emma tried to keep her irritation at bay. “What exactly is your job, then?”

      This got all three men chuckling. “Cracking heads, Hula. That’s my favourite part of the job, anyway.” The men laughed again.

      “Fuck,” Emma muttered, but her attention shifted as the car slowed and pulled to a curb.

      She unsnapped her seatbelt and reached for the door handle, but Rob grabbed her hand, smothering it in his grip. “What do you think you’re doing?”

      Something about his touch sent a current through her, making a pitstop at her nipples before travelling further south. When she could think clearly, she pulled her hand from his warm, calloused grasp. “Getting out.” She was pleased with herself for sounding as cool as she did, considering how heated she felt. “The only way to find Lisle is to walk the streets, check the bars, alleys.”

      “We go together,” Rob said as he opened her door and slid over, using his hip to shove her out onto the paved sidewalk. “Eddie, stay with the car. Andre, you’re with me.” He talked with such authority, expecting everyone around him to do as he commanded. And why wouldn’t they? They were all on his payroll. Well, all except her.

      He slammed the car door behind him as he stepped next to Emma and wrapped his hand around her arm. “Lead the way, babe, but stay next to me. Got it?”

      Emma sucked in her breath. “I can look after myself. So far I’ve managed without you.”

      Rob snickered darkly. “Let’s see – loser parents, a boyfriend who knocked you around and won’t leave you the hell alone. A boss who thinks nothing of fucking you when he can’t find other pussy. You live in a shit area of town, in an apartment that should be condemned and you’re eating peanut butter on stale bread for dinner because you can’t afford groceries. Oh, and it’s fucking midnight and your drug-addict sister doesn’t give enough fucks about you to stay in the rehab centre you’re starving yourself to pay for.”

      Emma swallowed hard to keep her tears at bay. “You forgot the part where a fucking thug broke into my apartment, assaulted me and is now using me to get to my boss.”

      The surprise on Rob’s face that she could give it back as good as she got was worth the trouble she was in as Rob leaned into her, his hot breath on the shell of her ear. “You’ll pay for that later, Hula,” he whispered

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About Running with the Devil
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Read the next book in the Series
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Also by Jasmin Quinn
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        About Jasmin Quinn
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Jasmin Quinn


      		About Jasmin Quinn


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/fallen-angel-cover-final.jpg
INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUT!






OEBPS/images/rwd-5star-reviews.jpg
This is an awesome series. It doesn't have to be read
in order, although that adds another dimension.

Shattered is my favorite; when I finished it I reread it
within the week

5-star Goodreads Review.

Kkkkk
Every book Jasmin writes is a well written,
scintillating tale of perfect tension and plot twists
that always reels me in and keeps me engaged.

5-Star Amazon Review

Fokkokok
Your books are so detailed, the drama and suspense
and all the excitement and the hard love. The

characters are awesome. And you are an
AWESOME writer!.

5-Star Amazon Review
*khokk

9¢'s a0 goad. to be bad!






