
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Sometimes, even if you don’t get the girl, you might end up with something even better.

	 

	 

	Rebar works on making up for his mistake even though Cameo has moved on. He’s determined to hold true to his values and prove whose side he’s really on.

	The battle with the General comes to a head. And the fallout leaves everyone shellshocked.

	Bonds are broken. New bonds are formed in this intense drama of love, action and suspense!
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	In the dimness of the room, she could see his menacing shadow towering over her. Tears soaked her cheeks. She glanced at the wall. The silhouette of his arm raised to strike again, made her cringe, forcing her into a quivering ball huddled on the floor.

	A crack...his whip cut into the flesh of her back.

	His arsenal hung on the wall like trophies of conquests. If only she could reach one.

	If only just once she could fight back.

	If only she could force herself to crawl just a couple of feet, despite the searing pain, despite his verbal abuse echoing around her head.

	If only.

	In a momentary instant, a fleeting glimpse of a pause in time—he stopped to switch the crop to his other hand.

	A breath.

	A lunge.

	A desperate grasp of hope.

	She rolled out of reach and hit the wall. He cussed and stumbled in his attempt to corner her again. She reached up, fingers grappling for anything to stop the horror.

	Hard cold metal.

	One finger.

	Two.

	She curled them around the barrel and yanked it off the wall bracket. She knew it was loaded. They were always loaded.

	He lifted his arm threateningly, the fringed whip in his hand.

	Flashes of light, followed by rapid pops, rang out in the night. The whip dropped to the floor. He buckled forward. She scooted out of the way just as he went down with a heavy thud.

	Her stomach knotted from panic. Her mouth was dry with fear. Her fingers grasped the trigger so tightly that it cut through her flesh. Adrenaline raced through her trembling body.

	Was he dead?

	She summoned her last ounce of strength to dash from the room, away from his reign of terror. Outside the house, she gulped in fresh night air. Cool. Damp. Invigorating. The heavy mist soothed her burning skin, giving her a renewed burst of energy. She dropped the weapon and ran, her long legs sprinting, her bare feet churning up the dirt.

	Freedom was hers tonight.

	 

	*

	 

	Cattle grazed peacefully in a lower pasture. A welcome sight loomed in the distance, a safe haven. She sprinted toward the ranch home, its windows aglow with soft, welcoming lights.

	She slowed to a trot, then a walk. as she neared the house. A man stood on the wraparound porch, one hand slanted over his brow as he watched her crossing the front lawn.

	“Halo!” He met her on the grass. “Where’d you run off to in the middle of the night? I was worried out of my mind.”

	“Don’t you know?” She tilted her head curiously. “He had to die.”

	He slid a protective arm around her waist as they strolled to the porch lit by soft outdoor lights, then he turned toward her. Concern brimmed in the shadowy depths of his black eyes. He caressed her cheek with one hand.

	“Who, babe? Who had to die?”

	“The General. You don’t have to worry now. Ricochet won’t need to risk their lives going after him. I made him pay for shooting you.”

	He pulled her into a loving embrace. “Angel...” The word rolling off his tongue was laced with affection. “C’mon, girl. Let me help you back up to bed. You’ve had a long night.”

	She pulled back and stared up at him. “I had to do it, Rush. I couldn’t let him hurt anyone again.”

	“I know...I know.” His voice was soft, kind, loaded with compassion, as were his eyes. “It’s okay.” He smiled reassuringly at her. “Let’s get some sleep.”

	“Okay...” She leaned against him as they meandered into the house. “I am very tired.”

	 

	*

	 

	Cameo woke to Texas sunlight pouring through the windows of the master bedroom. She loved Rush’s home. It was bright and cheery during the day and it was cozy and safe throughout the night.

	“Hey, you’re finally awake,” he greeted softly from the doorway.

	“Sorry I slept so late. Did I miss breakfast?” She pulled on a pair of denim shorts and a white tank top over her undergarments. “Geez, I really passed out last night. Didn’t even put my nightshirt on.”

	He picked her hairbrush off the dresser and sat beside her on the bed. “How are you feeling today?”

	She shrugged while looking at her feet and legs in surprise. “Why are my feet so dirty, and I’m all scratched up?”

	“You had a PTSD blackout,” he replied calmly while brushing her long hair.

	“I did? How do you know?”

	“We were getting ready to turn in for the night. When I came out of the shower you were gone. I found you running from the lower fields back to the house.”

	“Oh, gosh.” Heat flooded her cheeks. “I’m so sorry. My first night here and I go crazy.”

	He chuckled softly in an accepting manner. “No worries. We expected it eventually...the episodes that is.”

	“We?”

	“Chamber, Shook...me. Our force of eight has helped countless women through the aftermath of trauma.”

	“A force of eight?” She gave him a quizzical look. “There were only four members when we rescued Malika.”

	Rush nodded apologetically. “We underestimated the old man. Didn’t think one old geezer and his two wacko daughters would put up such a tough fight. This time we’ll be going in with what we call our Force of Eight, our extreme team.”

	“When will I meet this elite force?”

	“They were going to ride in last night, but I asked them to hold off until today.”

	“Because of me?” she asked, struggling to recall something, anything, from her blackout.

	He shrugged casually. “They understand. You’ve been through hell. It’s what we do, remember? Nobody gets left behind once we’re involved. We ensure all victims we’ve rescued have support systems in place.” He added a few more delicate sweeps of the brush to her hair, gazing adoringly at her. “I’m glad you decided to bunk here with me and didn’t stay in Denver to deal with this alone.”

	“Strange,” she said. “I really thought I was okay. That I could handle the fallout on my own. Thank you for looking out for me.”

	He laid the brush aside and skimmed a kiss along her cheek. “Promise you’ll talk to me if you start to remember the blackout, okay?”

	She nodded. “Did I say anything to you about it?”

	“A little. It would be best if I let your mind process the flashback at its own pace.”

	“So, I was roaming around with the cows, acting crazy, huh?” She scoffed.

	He laughed a little at her wit. “You’re not alone. We’ve seen almost everything in the work that we do. Crazy doesn’t scare us.”

	“You’re a real sweetheart, you know that?” She turned to him and wrapped both arms around his neck. “You have this quiet strength about you that makes me feel calm.”

	“That’s a good thing.” He placed a kiss on her lips. “Are you hungry? We can grab lunch.”

	“Ah. I did miss breakfast then.”

	“I didn’t want to wake you. The guys will be rolling in this evening. Do you feel up to it?”

	“Yes. Definitely,” she replied. “I can’t wait to meet this force of eight.”

	A pleased smile curved his sexy lips. “They’ll adore you, just like I do.” He stood and pulled her off the bed. “C’mon, my wandering angel, there’s a good steakhouse not far from here with an awesome lunch menu.”

	“Am I dressed okay?” She pulled her hair to one side and straightened it.

	“You look beautiful. Don’t worry so much. You’ll fit in just fine.” His adoring gaze swept over her. “Do you eat meat?”

	Sudden awkwardness washed through her. “I know. I look anorexic. I have a high metabolism. Yes, I eat practically anything. I’m a little self-conscious about how skinny I am.”

	“Don’t be. You’re a fox.” He gave her a sexy wink.

	She felt herself blush and offered him a grateful smile. “Let’s go put some meat on my bones, then,” she said with a light laugh.

	He chuckled at her pun. “Have I told you how happy I am that you’re staying with me?”

	“Yes.” She giggled. “But I don’t mind hearing it again.”

	“I usually take my Harley everywhere but if you’d rather go by car, I have one of those in the garage.”

	“Oooh, what do you have? I’m a bit of a muscle car fan, as you might know.”

	He nodded. “Your Gran Sport makes a statement, for sure.”

	“She is sweet. What do you drive?”

	“Well...it’s not as flashy as your hotrod, but I have a sixty-nine Mercury Montego MX.”

	“Really?” Her interest piqued. “I would love to see it. I had a Shelby ya know.”

	“I heard you traded it for the Gran Sport.”

	“Yeah. I think she got the higher-end car but my Gran Sport is rare. Chamber challenged me with his Hemi Cuda.” She laughed. “That will be a fun race. I hope he enjoys washing his car cause he’ll see nothing but dust.”

	Rush laughed. “You’re a wild one.”

	She looked up at him and smiled but didn’t respond to his latter comment. “Show me your Montego! That’s, after I use the bathroom. Where is it?”

	He pointed at a door. “Ensuite is there. I’ll wait for you in the hallway.”

	She quickly took care of business, then went to the fancy sink and washed her face, arms, legs, and feet. For lack of her toothbrush, she rinsed her mouth with the mouthwash that stood on the counter, then quickly left the bathroom to join him.

	They strolled out the back door, across the patio, and past a grand swimming pool, then down a sloping stone walk to a huge metal building. Rush opened a side door and waved her in ahead of him.

	“Wow...” She sighed, feeling impressed while gawking around. “This place is immaculate. Didn’t look like much from the outside.”

	“With all the storms we get, I don’t fuss over the exterior. I’m constantly replacing the siding. But the building is sturdy enough to protect what’s inside and that’s what counts.”

	She wandered around the
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