
Download 
Dirty Affliction (Book 3) (The Blyss Trilogy 

1)
 Ebooks For Free

 Lucy Leroux

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/QEQBx/Dirty-Affliction-Book-3-The-Blyss-Trilogy-1


The Blyss Trilogy (Book 3)A best seller!Blyss is part of a carefully orchestrated, organized game,
and is driven by much bigger and darker forces. A very complex and original plot!
Two sexy, ruthless men...and one innocent female caught in the middle. Sexual tension,
danger and intrigue will keep you on your toes!Hey readers, If you’d love to Get Deleted Scenes,
Giveaways, and Specials...Visit me here: JCCLIFF.comLearning how to survive in her new world,
Julianna has no choice but to play "The game of Life." Except it's Nick's game, and his rules
apply. Captivity, drugs, and submission are the cards that are dealt, and it's a losing game.Biding
her time as she waits for her rescuers, it's far from smooth sailing, because all too quickly the
rules abruptly change as Nick takes matters into his own hands...As the drama unfolds, and
hesitating to interfere, Travis has everything to lose should he decide to step in, including his
life.It's opposition at its finest - freedom versus control as Nick and Julianna face the ultimate
battle of wills. While Travis has the uncanny ability to manipulate her with a single touch, Nick
struggles to conquer her body, mind, and soul.It's every man for themselves as each have their
own secret agenda, including Julianna, whose plan is simple: survive.The Blyss Trilogy A New
Adult Erotic Romantic SuspenseThis contemporary, erotic captive romance book is full of action
& adventure, mystery & suspense. This is an edgy, erotic thriller that will have you hanging on to
the edges of your Kindle eBook.Books must be read in order 
Blyss: (BOOK 1)Blyssful Lies: (BOOK 2)Blyssfully Undone: (BOOK 3)Warning:Women's Fiction.
**Mature Audiences Only** This book is intended for adults of mature audiences only (18+). This
book contains themes which could be considered dark.

"A nearly flawless novel about human life . . . Few books in any year speak so unanswerably,
make their own local terms so thoroughly ours."-Reynolds Price, The New York Times Book
Review"For some readers this will be the most significant piece of Indian writing they have yet
encountered; for others it will simply be a brilliant novel."-The New Republic"An unnervingly
beautiful book."-Roger Sale, The New York Review of BooksAbout the AuthorJames Welch was
the author of the novels Winter in the Blood, Fools Crow, for which he received the Los Angeles
Times Book Prize, an American Book Award, and the Pacific Northwest Booksellers Award, The
Indian Lawyer, The Death of Jim Loney, and Killing Custer: The Battle of the Little Bighorn and
the Fate of the Plains Indians. He attended schools on the Blackfeet and Fort Belknap
reservations in Montana, graduated from the University of Montana, where he studied writing
with the late Richard Hugo, and served on the Montana State Board of Pardons.Bestselling
author Louise Erdrich grew up in North Dakota and is of German and Turtle Mountain Chippewa
descent. Her novels include Love Medicine and The Beet Queen.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.Part One 1 In the tall weeds of the borrow pit, I took a leak and



watched the sorrel mare, her colt beside her, walk through burnt grass to the shady side of the
log-and-mud cabin. It was called the Earthboy place, although no one by that name (or any
other) had lived in it for twenty years. The roof had fallen in and the mud between the logs had
fallen out in chunks, leaving a bare gray skeleton, home only to mice and insects. Tumbleweeds,
stark as bone, rocked in a hot wind against the west wall. On the hill behind the cabin, a
rectangle of barbed wire held the graves of all the Earthboys, except for a daughter who had
married a man from Lodgepole. She could be anywhere, but the Earthboys were gone. The
fence hummed in the sun behind my back as I climbed up to the highway. My right eye was
swollen up, but I couldn't remember how or why, just the white man, loose with his wife and
buying drinks, his raging tongue a flame above the music and my eyes. She was wild, from
Rocky Boy. He was white. He swore at his money, at her breasts, at my hair. Coming home was
not easy anymore. It was never a cinch, but it had become a torture. My throat ached, my bad
knee ached and my head ached in the even heat. The mare and her colt were out of sight behind
the cabin. Beyond the graveyard and the prairie hills, the Little Rockies looked black and furry in
the heat haze. Coming home to a mother and an old lady who was my grandmother. And the girl
who was thought to be my wife. But she didn't really count. For that matter none of them counted;
not one meant anything to me. And for no reason. I felt no hatred, no love, no guilt, no
conscience, nothing but a distance that had grown through the years. It could have been the
country, the burnt prairie beneath a blazing sun, the pale green of the Milk River valley, the milky
waters of the river, the sagebrush and cottonwoods, the dry, cracked gumbo flats. The country
had created a distance as deep as it was empty, and the people accepted and treated each
other with distance. But the distance I felt came not from country or people; it came from within
me. I was as distant from myself as a hawk from the moon. And that was why I had no particular
feelings toward my mother and grandmother. Or the girl who had come to live with me. I dropped
down on the other side of the highway, slid through the barbed-wire fence and began the last two
miles home. My throat ached with a terrible thirst. 2 "She left three days ago, just after you went
to town." "It doesn't matter," I said. "She took your gun and electric razor." The room was bright.
Although it was early afternoon, the kitchen light was burning. "What did you expect me to do? I
have your grandmother to look after, I have no strength, and she is young-Cree!" "Don't worry," I
said. "At least get your gun back." My mother swept potato peels off the counter into a paper
sack at her feet. "You know she'd sell it for a drink." The gun, an old .30-30, had once been
important to me. Like my father before me, I had killed plenty of deer with it, but I hadn't used it
since the day I killed Buster Cutfinger's dog for no reason except that I was drunk and it was
moving. That was four years ago. I heard a clucking in the living room. The rocking chair
squeaked twice and was silent. "How is she?" I asked. "Hot cereal and pudding-how would you
expect her to be?" "What, no radishes?" My mother ignored me as she sliced the potatoes into
thin wafers. "Why don't we butcher one of those heifers? She could eat steak for the rest of her
life and then some." "She'll be gone soon enough without you rushing things. Here, put this on
that eye-it'll draw out the poison." She handed me a slice of potato. "How's Lame Bull?" She



stopped slicing. "What do you mean by that?" "How's Lame Bull?" "He'll be here this evening;
you can find out then. Now get me another bucket of water." "How's the water?" I asked. "It'll do.
It never rains anymore." She dumped the slices into a pan. "It never rains around here when you
need it." I thought how warm and flat the water would taste. No rain since mid-June and the
tarred barrels under the eaves of the house were empty. The cistern would be low and the water
silty. A fly buzzed into the house as I opened the door. The yard was patched with weeds and
foxtail, sagebrush beyond the fence. The earth crumbled into powder under my feet; beneath the
sun which settled into afternoon heat over the slough, two pintail ducks beat frantically above the
cottonwoods and out of sight. As I lowered the bucket into the cistern, a meadowlark sang from
the shade behind the house. The rope was crusty in my hands. Twice I lifted and dropped the
bucket, watching the water flow in over the lip until the bucket grew heavy enough to sink. The
girl was no matter. She was a Cree from Havre, scorned by the reservation people. I had brought
her home with me three weeks ago. My mother thought we were married and treated her with
politeness. My mother was a Catholic and sprinkled holy water in the corners of her house
before lightning storms. She drank with the priest from Harlem, a round man with distant eyes,
who refused to set foot on the reservation. He never buried Indians in their family graveyards;
instead, he made them come to him, to his church, his saints and holy water, his feuding eyes.
My mother drank with him in his shingle house beside the yellow plaster church. She thought I
had married the girl and tried to welcome her, and the girl sat sullen in the living room across
from the old lady, my grandmother, who filled her stone pipe with cuts of tobacco mixed with
dried crushed chokecherries. She sat across from the girl, and the girl read movie magazines
and imagined that she looked like Raquel Welch. The old lady imagined that the girl was Cree
and enemy and plotted ways to slit her throat. One day the flint striker would do; another day she
favored the paring knife she kept hidden in her legging. Day after day, these two sat across from
each other until the pile of movie magazines spread halfway across the room and the paring
knife grew heavy in the old lady's eyes. 3 I slid down the riverbank behind the house. After a half-
hour search in the heat of the granary, I had found a red and white spoon in my father's toolbox.
The treble hook was rusty and the paint on the spoon flecked with rust. I cast across the water
just short of the opposite bank. There was almost no current. As I retrieved the lure, three
mallards whirred across my line of vision and were gone upriver. The sugar beet factory up by
Chinook had died seven years before. Everybody had thought the factory caused the river to be
milky but the water never cleared. The white men from the fish department came in their green
trucks and stocked the river with pike. They were enthusiastic and dumped thousands of pike of
all sizes into the river. But the river ignored the fish and the fish ignored the river; they refused
even to die there. They simply vanished. The white men made tests; they stuck electric rods into
the water; they scraped muck from the bottom; they even collected bugs from the fields next to
the river; they dumped other kinds of fish in the river. Nothing worked. The fish disappeared.
Then the men from the fish department disappeared, and the Indians put away their new fishing
poles. But every now and then, a report would trickle down the valley that someone, an irrigator



perhaps, had seen an ash-colored swirl suck in a muskrat, and out would come the fishing gear.
Nobody ever caught one of these swirls, but it was always worth a try. I cast the spoon again, this
time retrieving faster. The toolbox had held my father's tools and it was said in those days that he
could fix anything made of iron. He overhauled machinery in the fall. It was said that when the
leaves turned, First Raise's yard was full of iron; when they fell, the yard was full of leaves. He
drank with the white men of Dodson. Not a quiet man, he told them stories and made them
laugh. He charged them plenty for fixing their machines. Twenty dollars to kick a baler awake-
one dollar for the kick and nineteen for knowing where to kick. He made them laugh until the
thirty-below morning ten years ago we found him sleeping in the borrow pit across from
Earthboy's place. He had had dreams. Every fall, before the first cold wind, he dreamed of taking
elk in Glacier Park. He planned. He figured out the mileage and the time it would take him to
reach the park, and the time it would take to kill an elk and drag it back across the boundary to
his waiting pickup. He made a list of food and supplies. He inquired around, trying to find out
what the penalty would be if they caught him. He wasn't crafty like Lame Bull or the white men of
Dodson, so he had to know the penalty, almost as though the penalty would be the inevitable
result of his hunt. He never got caught because he never made the trip. The dream, the planning
and preparation were all part of a ritual-something to be done when the haying was over and the
cattle brought down from the hills. In the evening, as he oiled his .30-30, he explained that it was
better to shoot a cow elk because the bulls were tough and stringy. He had everything figured
out, but he never made the trip. My lure caught a windfall trunk and the brittle nylon line snapped.
A magpie squawked from deep in the woods on the other side of the river. 4 "Ho, you are fishing,
I see. Any good bites?" Lame Bull skittered down the bank amid swirls of dust. He stopped just
short of the water. "I lost my lure," I said. "You should try bacon," he said, watching my line float
limp on the surface. "I know these fish." It was getting on toward evening. A mosquito lit on Lame
Bull's face. I brought in the line and tied it to the reel handle. The calf bawled in the corral. Its
mother, an old roan with one wild eye, answered from somewhere in the bend of the horseshoe
slough. "You should try bacon. First you cook it, then dump the grease into the river. First cast,
you'll catch a good one." "Are the fish any good?" I asked. "Muddy. The flesh is not firm. It's been
a poor season." He swatted a cloud of dust from his rump. "I haven't seen such a poor year since
the flood. Ask your mother. She'll tell you." We climbed the bank and started for the house. I
remembered the flood. Almost twelve years ago, the whole valley from Chinook on down was
under water. We moved up to the agency and stayed in an empty garage. They gave us typhoid
shots. "You, of course, are too young." "I was almost twenty," I said. "Your old man tried to ride in
from the highway but his horse was shy of water. You were not much more than a baby in
Teresa's arms. His horse threw him about halfway in." "I remember that. I was almost
twenty." "Ho." Lame Bull laughed. "You were not much more than a gleam in your old man's
eye." "His stirrup broke-that's how come the horse threw him. I saw his saddle. It was a
weakness in the leather." "Ho." "He could outride you any day." "Ho." Lame Bull filled the width of
the doorframe as he entered the kitchen. He wasn't tall, but broad as a bull from shoulders to



butt. "Ah, Teresa! Your son tells me you are ready to marry me." "My son tells lies that would
make a weasel think twice. He was cut from the same mold as you." Her voice was clear and
bitter. "But why not? We could make music in the sack. We could make those old sheets
sing." "Fool...you talk as though my mother had no ears," Teresa said. Two squeaks came from
the living room. "Old woman! How goes the rocking?" Lame Bull moved past my mother to the
living room. "Do you make hay yet?" The rocking chair squeaked again. "She has gone to seed,"
I said. "There is no fertilizer in her bones." "I seem to find myself surrounded by fools today."
Teresa turned on the burner beneath the pan filled with potatoes. "Maybe one of you fools could
bring yourself to feed that calf. He'll be bawling all night." Evening now and the sky had changed
to pink reflected off the high western clouds. A pheasant gabbled from a field to the south. A lone
cock, he would be stepping from the wild rose along an irrigation ditch to the sweet alfalfa field,
perhaps to graze with other cocks and hens, perhaps alone. It is difficult to tell what cocks will do
when they grow old. They are like men, full of twists. The calf was snugged against the fence, its
head between the poles, sucking its mother. "Hi! Get out of here, you bitch!" She jumped straight
back from the fence, skittered sideways a few feet, then stood, tensed. Her tongue hung a thread
of saliva almost to the ground and the one wild eye, rimmed white, looked nowhere in
particular. "Don't you know we're trying to wean this fool?" I moved slowly toward the calf,
backing it into a corner where the horse shed met the corral fence, talking to it, holding out my
hand. Before it could move I grabbed it by the ear and whirled around so that I could pin its
shoulder against the fence. I slapped a mosquito from my face and the calf bawled; then it was
silent. Feeling the firmness of its thigh, I remembered how my brother, Mose, and I used to ride
calves, holding them for each other, buckling on the old chaps we found hanging in the horse
shed, then the tense "Turn him out!" and all hell busted loose. Hour after hour we rode calves
until First Raise caught us.Read more
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definition and meaning of its own.Nick thinks he's the night in shining armor while Travis believes
he will be enough to save her from herself, but does she even want to be saved?Both men want
her. Both men love her, and both men want to claim her, keeping her for themselves. But, as
usual, Julianna has other plans.Would you love to Get Deleted Scenes,Giveaways, and on going
Specials?Look no further!Come & be part of my no-spam newsletter*~*~*CHAPTER
1~Jules~I’m frozen and helpless while being pinned underneath Travis’ heavy bodyweight. All of
this has unfolded so quickly. I don’t know what to think as he lies on top of me with an intruder at
his back. I’m astounded over the fact Travis did indeed risk it all for me, and is still risking it all by
shielding me with his body from the imminent and immediate danger in the room.It dawns on me
he must have been under some serious stress over the past few weeks. He’s been shouldering
the responsibility and impending ramifications all by himself for breaking me out of the facility.
Not only did he get me out of there, but he also nursed me back to health and took care of me…
damn good care of me. He knew this day was coming, and even took steps to prepare me for
this very moment, and I understand now why he was being so dogmatic about repetition and
practicing until I could load a gun blindfolded, needing me to be able to defend myself. All of his
training will be in vain if I lack the courage now to help him fight. The way he’s fought for me all
this time, and wanting to protect me, he was right to bring me here. I can see it now. If I would’ve
gone to the police not knowing who I was, I would’ve been broadcasting my whereabouts right to
Nick and his men.My veins pulsate in my neck as my adrenaline continues to spike off the
charts. There is no way in hell I’m going to be able to calm myself down. My blood pumps
through each vein like a set of bass drums as I try in vain to force my heartbeat to slow. Travis
firmly squeezes my wrists, which are hidden underneath the pillow, garnering my attention and
pulling my mind back into the here and now.He narrows his eyes on mine. I know that look. He’s
silently telling me to pull my shit together. I steal a deep, silent breath and slowly let it out. Our
fate, most likely, will rest in my hands. I close my eyes tightly and imperceptibly nod, agreeing to
whatever it is he’s going to signal me to do for us to survive. Everything makes perfect sense
now, from learning his special sign language, to how to handle a gun, to knowing about the
bunker and what to do from there.Travis wordlessly gains my attention again by tapping his
forefinger on my wrist. I open my eyes to see him shift his eyes to the side, indicating I need to be
ready to use the weapon I hold in my hand. I barely give him a wink using my right eye, letting
him know I understand. Even though I get the meaning of his signals, actually having the guts to
follow through with the action he expects me to do is a whole different matter. I realize it’s going
to be much more difficult to kill someone when I can see their chest rise and fall with each living
breath. A profound, physiological process takes place in my brain, and I swallow hard against the
lump in my throat at the thought of taking a life. It’s going to be all up to me to help him acquire
the upper-hand, and I’m not sure if I’m capable of achieving such a feat. I mean, these men are
accomplished criminals, and I’m just an innocent, inexperienced nobody caught in the
crossfire.The man behind him startles me as he pierces the air with strong promises of Travis’
demise. “Jackson, one wrong move from you, and you’ll meet your maker today, understand?”I



watch as the muscles in Travis’ jaw flex, and he grits out his reply between clenched teeth,
“Understood.”“Very good. I hope you’ve enjoyed your little fuck-fest, because your honeymoon is
over,” the man says in a threatening tone, and then his voice changes from hostile to a
deliberately mocking tone. “You’ve gotten sentimental in your old age, Jackson. Your love-
speech just made me go all gooey inside.” Travis’ green eyes morph before me, turning cold and
hard as he narrows them in anger. I know he wishes he had an even playing field, because with
the death glare Travis is emanating right now, I have no doubt the man wouldn’t last five
seconds. “Now, Travis, listen closely…as I wouldn’t want any unfortunate accidents to happen. I
also don’t think the young lady would appreciate getting soiled from any of your splattered blood
getting on her, all because you decided to make a wrong move thinking you can take me. You
understand that?”“I got it,” Travis gruffly states, and then he lightly squeezes my wrists, and I
don’t think it means anything other than an I care about you, and I hope we get through this alive
type of squeeze. “Good, I want your hands up in the air. Then, I want you to slowly slink off the
bed nice and easy. If you so much as move a micrometer in the wrong direction, you know what
happens.” Travis tenses and reiterates his signals to me again by flicking his eyes to the
concealed gun in my hand. My heart hammers hard against the walls of my chest as I try to
control tremors that are beginning to develop in my extremities.Travis slowly removes his grip
from my wrists, and at a snail’s pace, he leans back, placing both his hands up in the air. His
weight slowly begins to lift off my body while he keeps his hands held high, indicating he’s
unarmed. His steely gaze continues to penetrate through mine the entire time as he slowly
stands to his full height. He looks so vulnerable at this moment, something I’m not used to
seeing from this dominating, strong-willed, and always in control kind of man.“Young lady, the
same rules apply to you,” the man threatens, his voice unsettling me. I look at him out of the
corner of my eye, petrified to even breathe. “My orders are to take you alive, ma’am, but
accidents can happen, can’t they?” Holy shit. The reality of the situation slams into my chest, the
very fear stealing air from my lungs. What Travis has been trying to instill in me all along is now
ringing true. I will have to kill in order for us both to survive. I imagine this man didn’t come alone
either. They would have to be more than stupid to believe only one person would be enough to
capture Travis. I wonder where the other men are and if they’re surrounding the house.The
intruder slices through the thick tension in the room, breaking into my distraught thoughts as he
speaks to Travis with pure menace lining his deep voice. “Keep your hands in the air.” His gruff
voice twists in my gut, and my adrenaline spikes. My God, I don’t want Travis to die. I know Nick
will have him at the guillotine the second he’s captured, but only after he makes him suffer first;
I’m sure of it. It seems as if all Travis has ever tried to do is keep me out of harm’s way since the
very beginning. He’s risked his own life to get me out from under Nick, and now he’s paying the
price. I may be out-of-my-mind angry with Travis right now, but he doesn’t deserve to die. I slowly
turn my head to the side just in time to witness the man roughly grab Travis by one wrist. He
twists it, bringing it around Travis’ back to put him in an arm lock. This man is big and burly, full of
muscle, but he’s not as big as Travis. Travis holds the look of Black Death in his eyes. It's a look



of his promised wrath I've never seen before, but always imagined it could exist on his
handsome face.The aura his entire body is exuding right now screams warrior, promising his
rival a wicked, painful death if given the opportunity to gain the upper hand, and I imagine he
would’ve already taken this guy if he didn’t have me to consider.I watch as the man begins to
place a handcuff on Travis’ wrist, and something twists in my gut. Anger begins to brew and
bubble in the pit of my stomach. This asshole has no right, nor does Nick have the right to lay
claim to my life, my future, or anyone else’s for that matter. Sporadic emotions of vengeance,
hate, and fear play in my head, unleashing a fury I’ve never felt before. I can literally feel the
venom seeping out of my pores.Travis shoots me a glare out of the corner of his eye, which says
I’m letting our time to take action tick away. The intensity of his eyes consume me as they blaze
for me to pull out of my shock and make a move.Travis asks over his shoulder while keeping his
scrutinizing gaze on mine, “How did you find us?” “Now that’s the million-dollar question right
there, isn’t it, Travis?” the man sardonically replies. “I imagine you would like to know that bit of
intel, wouldn’t you?”I steal a deep breath while they banter. I know I will have the element of
surprise, because who would think in a million years a young female would be wielding a gun
from underneath a pillow. It’s now or never, Jules. My fingers wrap around the gun’s grip a little
tighter, thankful for Travis’ foresight in preparing me for this very moment. Knowing the safety is
already off, it’s one less thing I have to think about. Travis’ voice echoes through me as I’ve
practiced this very routine ad nauseam. You shoot to kill the enemy, Jules, not maim them, or
they’ll come back for you.As adrenaline rushes through my blood vessels, all I can hear is my
heartbeat pounding in my ears, but I refuse to allow my body to freeze in fear and let Travis
down. I quit thinking about what I have to do and just do it. Push comes to shove, and I quit
rationalizing with my thoughts as my instincts take over. My reflexes intuitively respond without
another conscious thought. I draw the gun out from underneath the pillow at warp speed, and a
bizarre feeling washes over me as everything seems to move in slow motion. I watch, feeling
detached in an out-of-body experience as my left hand meets the other to help stabilize the gun.I
cock my head to the side as my right eye lines up with the sight on the Sig. I don’t fuck around. I
aim for the man’s head, and before I know it, three successive shots have rung out, shooting off
rounds just the way Travis taught me. I don’t even remember feeling the recoil from the handgun
as it fired, nor do I hear the shots ring out, but my ears sure as hell are ringing in a high-pitched
sound in the aftermath. Feeling detached from myself, as if this isn’t really happening, I watch as
this man who once had a living, breathing heart collapses lifelessly to the floor like a sack of
potatoes.Oh. My. God. I’ve just shot and killed another human being. All of my limbs lock up as I
freeze with shock and disbelief. I’m paralyzed, and I sure as hell don’t want to peer over the
mattress to see the final outcome.My brows furrow in confusion as Travis is suddenly in my face,
his lips are moving, but I can’t hear what he’s saying. He grabs my shoulders and starts to
roughly shake me. I begin to hear his voice as it breaks through in segments. He sounds muffled,
as if he’s talking underwater.“Now is…time to zone out. We’ve got…out of here,” he yells in dire
urgency, but I can’t comprehend his fragmented words.Travis roughly shakes me like a rag doll



when I don’t respond, repeating, “Jules! Snap out of it! You know the drill; we’ve practiced this.
We’ve got to move!” I feel paralyzed, the shock and fear locking up all my limbs, rendering me
useless.His eyes become plagued with worry. “Jules, baby. Please, snap out of this,” he pleads in
an urgent tone. “Our lives depend on it. Don’t check out on me now.”I blink my eyes hard several
times, trying to come out of my stupor. His fingers work to pry my hand off the gun. When I
realize what he’s doing, I relax my grip, letting him have it. He then places the gun behind his
back, tucking it inside the waistband of his jeans, I’m sure. I’ve watched him place his weapons
there a million times before. I know I have to force myself to move; however, it’s not fast enough
for Travis. He takes control of the situation, breaking the spell for me as he grabs me underneath
my armpits, lifting me off the bed. He makes me feel as if I weigh ten pounds the way he handles
me. I feel numb to the core, an emotionless robot as he holds me steady, with my legs trembling.
I hope he doesn’t decide to let go of me anytime too soon, or I’m going to collapse to the
floor.“Breathe for me, baby.” He slowly inhales a deep breath with me, and we hold our breath
together, just the way he taught me. Then we both gradually exhale, holding our lungs empty for
a few heartbeats before we repeat the cycle. “Now, you remember our buzzwords?” he asks, and
I nod in response. “Say it aloud for me,” he commands.I breathe through a cycle of air one more
time before I recite the mantra he made me learn. I thought it was stupid at the time, but right
now, I cling to it like a lifeline as I whisper, “Stay outwardly focused, no introspection, keep calm,
and carry on.”“Very good, sweetheart. I want you to keep repeating that in your head. Focus on
those words, what they mean, and keep breathing while you get yourself together, okay?” I grab
on to his t-shirt, fisting the front of the fabric in my hands, double checking he’s truly alive and
standing right here before me. I almost lost him. I lean my forehead into the middle of his steel
chest and close my eyes; I just want to cry. My hands begin to shake, and my breath hitches as a
tear slips out of the corner of my eye.“Ssh,” he whispers as he cradles my cheeks in the palms of
his hands, lifting my chin to meet his gaze. “Keep it together for me. Just for a little bit longer, and
I promise we’ll get out of this alive.” My breath hitches again, my throat is tight, and I can’t speak.
“Sweetheart,” he says almost apologetically, “I have to scope out the rest of the house, and
you’ve got thirty seconds to get dressed, grab my backpack from the closet, and be ready to
move out.” His eyes plead with mine to not let him down.I nod in acknowledgment, and then
Travis slowly releases me, making sure I can stand on my own two feet first. When I slightly sway,
he cocks his head to the side and eyes me warily. I can’t let him down. We need to get out of
here, and I sure as hell don’t want to pull the trigger on a gun again. I don’t recognize my own
voice, because I sound all throaty when I assure him, “I got it. I can do this.” “That’s my girl.” His
eyes soften as his lips curve up in an approving expression, like he’s proud of me. He reaches
behind me, grabs his cell phone from the nightstand, and begins to type into it.“What are you
doing?”“Putting systems in place,” he answers, never looking up from the phone’s screen. When
he’s done, he places the phone in his back pocket, and then looks at me. “All right, thirty
seconds, Jules.” He arches one brow, sternly reminding me. He quietly walks to the doorway with
his gun drawn, and I watch as his backside disappears out the bedroom door to begin scoping



out the rest of the house for danger. I find myself still frozen in place, breathing silently through
my nose and becoming more alert now that I’m alone as I listen for signs of danger. A chill runs
through me with the knowledge I’m all by myself now. What if something happens to Travis while
he’s checking out our surroundings?A few seconds of quiet go by. I suddenly realize I’m wasting
valuable time. I close my eyes tightly and shake my head, taking in a deep breath, and using the
technique Travis taught me to help me stay calm. Focus, Jules. I force myself to move on shaky
limbs to the dresser, thankful the dead body lying on the floor is on the other side of the room. I
notice my hands are trembling as I open a drawer and pull out the first pair of jeans I see.
Everything seems to take twice as long to complete a task as I rummage through a couple more
drawers, methodically pulling out a pair of socks and a folded t-shirt.I get dressed as quickly as
possible, and then hunt for one of my elastics to put my hair in a ponytail. I steal a deep breath
and continue to repeat the mantra in my head over and over before I have to turn around and get
to the sliding closet doors.Slowly and quietly, I walk toward the closet on the other side of the
room while making a wide berth around the dead body. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the
man lying on the floor, sprawled out with a red pool of blood beside his head. Blood thunders
through my veins while a massive shiver rolls through my body. I squeeze my eyes shut against
the horrifying sight.Keep it together, Jules. Travis will get us out of this; he has to. Reflexively, the
palm of my hand slams against my mouth to cover it as I let out a gag. Oh, shit, no. I don’t have
time to vomit. I feel myself break out in a cold sweat and try desperately to use the breathing
pattern I’m supposed to use to calm my nerves. To keep myself from tossing my cookies, I begin
to quietly hum our buzzwords aloud, trying to stay on task as I slide open the closet doors.I sink
to my knees, feeling like I’ve crossed the finish line of a marathon and reaching the closet was
the prize. I lean forward and reach out into the depths of the closet, pulling out the backpack in
which Travis had prepared for us with incredible foresight. Once I pull the pack out and place it
beside me, I sift through the shoes at the bottom of the closet until I find my pair of tennis shoes.
Keeping my back turned away from the scene behind me, I sit back on my bottom and put on my
socks and shoes. Travis knew they were coming, and I have no idea why he wanted to rescue
me, all the while knowing he’d be wrapped up in a massive quagmire of shit as a result. All I
know is I don’t want to go back to that prison cell and be trapped with Nick. God only knows what
he would do to me now if I were in his dungeon. I catch a faint whiff of dispersed gunpowder as I
sit here waiting for Travis to return. I keep my gaze forward, refusing to turn around while
desperately trying to ignore the smell. I look down at my hands to find them still shaking and
notice the engagement ring Travis had placed there mere minutes ago. The brand new diamond
shimmers and sparkles, even with my back turned away from the light source. What was he
thinking proposing to me? I promise you, I was exposing the real me. I gave you all of me. I held
nothing back.“Jules.” I flinch and lose my breath, startled from the sound breaking through the
deep silence of the room. It’s Travis. I slump my taut shoulders, thankful he didn’t run into more
trouble within the house, or at least that I know of. I turn my head around to find him standing in
the doorway with his gun drawn.My jaw drops at the sight of him. How the hell he managed to



scope the house and get fully clothed in camo gear, I’ll never know. I bet he could give a fireman
a run for his money, getting dressed in full gear. I don’t recognize this Travis. Gone is the soft,
passionate man I got to know, and in his place stands a real warrior. He looks so dark and
ominous; everything about him screams confident, professional, hardcore killer, and it rolls off
him like a massive tsunami. His jaw is set, his eyes are hard, and his every movement
calculated. He looks totally in his element as he emits a silent, comfortable sureness, appearing
to be in control of all the uncertainties and danger that surrounds us.His military-style boots
quietly echo against the hardwood floor as he quickly makes his way to me. His eyes stay locked
on mine while he secures his gun and then holds out his hand to me. I look up from the floor,
flicking my eyes back and forth from his hand to his eyes. He stands like a mountain above me. I
slowly reach up and take it, and immediately, he pulls me up off the floor. I notice he's holding a
vest in his other hand. He lets go of me and begins to slip the vest on my body over my t-shirt.
My lungs squeeze with asthmatic pain, the vest reminding me of the perilous danger, and what
is about to head our way. “Travis, I’m scared,” I whisper on a shaky breath.“We’re going to be fine,
Jules,” he confidently assures me. “Stick to me like glue, and we will get out of this alive.” “Where
are we going?”“To the bunker. You know the way blindfolded,” he says, and his tone is all
business. “You also know the code to gain access, should something happen to me.”I shake my
head. “No, I’m not leaving you.” A shooting pain stabs at my heart, knowing something could very
well happen to him. “We don’t have time to argue, but you will do as I say.” His tone is hard and
cold, and brooks no argument. Yes, this Travis definitely scares me, and I’m glad to be on his
side. His eyes narrow as he holds up his index finger in front of my face. “Discussion is over.” I
swallow hard as I stare into his impenetrable eyes. He then leans down and grabs his backpack
from the floor, quickly putting it on. He secures the nylon strap in the front with a plastic snap
lock. Then he looks to me while taking my hand, giving it a light squeeze. “You did good. I’m
proud of you,” he says in all seriousness, and then takes a step backward, pulling me along with
him. “Come on, we gotta roll out now.” He’s on high alert as we make our way through the cabin,
and when we reach the back door, he pulls us both to the side of the window to keep us out of
sight. While focusing his gaze on our surroundings, he looks through the edge of the window as
he talks. “You remember what to do if we get separated, right? If I go down, you’ll have to go on
without me.”“Travis, I’m so scared.” “I know, baby. C’mere.” He steps back from the window and
pulls me into his arms. “You can do this. We both will make it,” he says with confidence. My God,
how is this man always able to hold himself together? I’m astounded at the amount of inner
strength and fortitude he carries. He looks so indestructible.He leans down and captures my lips,
and I pray it won’t be our last as I kiss him back. His lips are like a balm to my soul. I breathe in
his familiar musky scent and savor it. He makes me feel so protected as he looks so invincible.
The kiss is over quickly, and then he pulls away to place a pistol in my hand.“You cannot allow
yourself to get caught. They want you alive, but they want me dead.” I shake my head in denial,
and before I can say a word, Travis places two forefingers over my lips, preventing me. “If for
some reason I go down, you’re going to have to go on without me,” he repeats. “Don’t stop until



you’re safe.” My eyes begin to water, and I feel shaky all over again. “Promise me that you will.”“I
promise.” I will never leave you behind. He seems satisfied with the half-sentence I spoke aloud,
and curtly nods.“Remember, we’re going to duck and weave together, and whatever you do,
don’t let go of my hand, all right?”I take a deep breath, filling my lungs to capacity, and hold the
air in for a minute, psyching myself up for the unknown dangers that lay ahead. I can’t help but
think the moment we step out from the walls of this cabin, we may be leaving together, but it
feels like a farewell. I don’t think things will ever be the same between us again. I’m sure of
it.CHAPTER 2~Jules~My stomach plummets, and I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. I lose
my breath over the sensation and grab my stomach, wanting to double over and heave.“Uh-huh,
baby. You can tamp that shit back down right now,” Travis commands in a militant voice. He grabs
my hand from my belly and squeezes it to the point of pain as he pierces me with a no-bullshit
glare. I’ve never seen a man look so battle-ready before, but if this is the look, he is wearing it in
spades. He’s able to turn the doorknob with the pistol still gripped in his hand. His eyes then
scan the perimeter of the outside as his jaw muscles flex. “On the count of three, be ready to
bolt.” He never counts to three. He immediately gives my hand a hard tug, pulling both of us out
into the bright sunlight. We both burst into a full-on sprint, and I know without a doubt we could
run faster if he would just let go of my hand, but apparently, he’s not going to take any chances of
me slipping through his fingers. Everything becomes a blur around me, and all I can do is focus
on moving my legs as fast as humanly possible.I hear the first shot ring out as it makes a
whizzing sound, slicing between Travis and me. He yanks me hard into his side, forcing me to
move with him. I almost lose my balance, stumble, and fall. My heart is pumping out a ridiculous
amount of adrenaline, and I feel nothing but terror. “Weave, baby,” Travis yells. Shit, I am weaving!
I want to scream, but each breath is consumed with the task at hand. With every leap forward I
take, my feet fumble over the uneven ground. Even though we’ve practiced this a million times, I
feel clumsy.Suddenly, Travis’ hard body pushes back into mine, forcing me to the left as he yells
out again, “Keep the pattern! Focus!” Somehow, I gain my bearings, and all the training finally
kicks. We continue to move in a zig-zag pattern over the open stretch of ground until we reach
the edge of the forest. The morning sun coming up over the forest is almost blinding as we reach
the edge of trees. I grit my teeth as my left arm snags and scrapes over a thicket of thorny vines.
I feel hundreds of tiny needles digging into me, tugging at my arm as if they want to hold me
back. I let out a loud grunt, but I don’t have time to look or think about how much skin I left behind
on those vines. I almost feel relieved when we enter the thickness of the wooded trail, thankful to
have some cover. Hopefully, we’ll make it to the bunker unscathed. His death grip on my hand
keeps my momentum moving forward at an ungodly pace. He doesn’t even grunt when his big
body rips through a set of vines. He’s like a human machete, and it’s all I can do to keep my feet
landing on solid ground as he pulls me along. There are so many dips and unforeseen potholes
in which either one of us can slip and twist our ankles, but somehow we’re able to avoid
them.We’re about to the halfway point in reaching the bunker when I hear a loud thud, and then
Travis begins to lose his balance. His feet begin to falter, and before I know it, he’s pulled me



down to the ground with him. I grit my teeth together, expecting the impending fall to hurt like
hell. We both plummet to the ground, colliding against the forest floor as a loud oomph escapes
from my lungs, stealing the last bit of air I had. The only good thing about the impact is it’s
layered with dead foliage to help break our fall.I’m not sure what’s happened other than Travis
could have possibly tripped, but from the looks of how he went down, he didn’t try to break his
fall the way I did. He didn’t even utter a word as he hit the ground. Oh, God, please don’t let him
be shot. The pine straw pokes into my arms and the leaves rustle underneath my movements as
I scramble up on my knees to hover over his body. I frantically begin checking for any wounds as
I run my hands all over his upper body, but all I feel is his thick, heavy body armor. For a second,
I think he got lucky, and exhale a breath of relief, but the relief quickly dissipates as I realize he’s
not conscious.“Travis!” I scream, pulling on his shoulders, trying to turn his heavy body over onto
his back so I can assess him. I have tunnel vision as I can only seem to focus on one thing, and
that’s seeing to Travis’ wellbeing. I grunt and pull back on his shoulders with all my might, but his
body is all dead weight and he won’t budge. Not knowing what to do at this point, I start to
panic.An adrenaline boost must be rushing through me as I try in one last-ditch effort to roll him
over, and succeed. Once I get him on his back, I cradle his cheeks with my palms and search for
breaths of life. “Travis!” I scream again while tapping his cheeks, trying to rouse him.A glistening
sheen of perspiration across the top of his forehead glistens in the light, and I wipe it away with
my hand. I don’t know what I think that will solve, but I’m so frazzled I don’t know what else to do.
I lean down and kiss his damp forehead, choking back tears. I feel stupidly helpless as I softly
begin pleading with a feeble, croaky voice, “Travis, please wake up. I don’t know what to do.”
There is no way in hell I can leave his side. I know he’s told me to, but I just can’t leave him like
this; it’s just…wrong. Anxiety grips me around the neck with a painful squeeze, and I close my
eyes as the impending breakdown of tears takes over.“Oh, fuck,” he wails out. Startled from the
outburst, my hand covers my mouth and my eyes bolt open wide. A deep, guttural sound leaves
his lungs as he makes a huge effort to catch his breath. His eyes look distressed and in pain.
Waves of relief roll through me. He’s alive! “It feels like someone punched the holy shit out of my
back.” Lifting his head, he drops his chin to his chest, looking down to investigate himself. He
feels with both his hands all over his upper body, looking for a bullet wound. “Shit, even though
I’m not seeing it, I’m not sure there isn’t a gaping hole going through me.” His voice is so
intertwined with pain that his agony then becomes mine. My stomach twists in a knot, as I feel so
helpless for him. When he wails out in a distressed groan again, the sound grips at my gut. It’s
almost as if I can feel his pain, and I die a little on the inside. “Are you shot anywhere?” I ask as I
run my fingers through his thick, tousled, and sweaty hair. He jerks his body away from mine,
pulling is head away from my hands, looking startled to find me, of all people, kneeling beside
him. He shakes his head and blinks his eyes rapidly in a confused state, just now realizing I’m
here. “Jules, are you okay?” he asks as he huffs and pants through his pain. “I’m fine. Are you
shot?” I worriedly ask again.“No, but it sure as fuck feels like it. Thank God for bulletproof vests.”
Then his eyes narrow on me as if he’s thinking about something. “Dammit!” he bellows, his angry



voice taking me off guard. My eyes flinch, and I jolt backward. “What the hell are you still doing
here then?” He flops his head back down in the pine straw in defeat, and then he squeezes his
eyes shut while visibly fighting against the pain wracking his body. “You promised me,” he adds
through gritted teeth.My heart sinks at the sound of his disappointment in me, but I didn’t have it
in me to leave his side. I couldn’t. “I’m sorry. I just couldn’t leave you like this.” I watch as both his
hands clench into fists, and then he makes painful grunts as he pulls himself up into a half-sitting
position, coming to rest on his elbows. He looks rather pissed off at this point, but I don’t care. I
ask him again, “Travis, can you get up?”He shakes his head in anger and snarls at me, “Go now.
Run to the bunker and don’t stop.”“Not without you,” I argue back.“Sonofabitch, you hard-
headed…” his voice trails off, and I watch as his left hand reflexively brushes at the back of his
neck at lightning speed as his head recoils off to the side. He acts as if he just got stung by a
swarm of bees. “Fuck!” he shouts out. I’m confused as to what’s going on until he brings his hand
back around from his neck and it’s painted in blood. I gasp, horrified to see him bleeding. He
doesn’t give me time to process what just happened, because in that very second, he slams his
body over mine, protecting me from a spray of bullets, which whiz by overhead. His arms wrap
tightly around my body as he traps me underneath his heavy weight, pinning my arms to my
sides.His lips rest against my ear, his breathing heavy as he tells me in a gruff voice, “I’m so
going to have your ass when this is over.” I don’t know how he can be so confident in a time like
this. I feel as if my ass has already been hung out to dry. I’ve already said my prayers. “Travis, are
you okay?” I’m so rattled my voice shakes, and my words rush out in a string of panic. “Please,
tell me you’ll be fine.”“Never been better, sweetheart,” he states brusquely. “Just a graze.” My
God. Just a graze, he says. I’m not trained for this high intensity shit. I’ve only been trained to
shoot and run. They could’ve killed him. Could’ve? They still can. I begin to hyperventilate, and I
realize I’m so scared; I literally could pee my pants.The firing overhead ceases just as quickly as
it started, and I’m thankful for the weight of Travis’ body on top of mine to keep my heart from
exploding out of my chest. His faint breathing against my ear gives me some comfort, knowing
we are both still alive. I’m thinking with the cease-fire, this would be the most opportune time to
get up and run, but Travis doesn’t move as he continues to hold me tighter in his arms, which
worries me.“Travis,” I start off. I’m about to tell him we should get up and make a break for it.“Shh,
baby,” he interrupts, whispering into my ear. “Trust me. We need to stay down now.” My ears perk
up over Travis’ heavy breathing, and I think I hear a set of heavy footsteps approaching. Maybe
it’s all in my head. Ah hell, who am I kidding? Shit’s about to get real ugly again; I can feel it.I
squeeze my eyes tight as panic grips at my heart, seizing my last breath. When I do finally
inhale, I draw in a breath that is all Travis. I take comfort in his familiarity, his touch, and his
strength. His body weight provides me with a consolation that is hard to describe, despite the
circumstances at hand.A set of quick footsteps sound out to my right. Leaves crunch and pine
straw snaps under the weight of those feet, and a sickening feeling begins to wash over me. As
the footsteps come to a halt, a deafening silence fills the air.“Well, well, well…what do we have
here?” a male’s deep voice laced with evil rings out against the thickness of the forest. “Looks



like we’ve got a little love nest going on. Thought you were a little more high-class than this,
Travis,” the man taunts. Travis holds stock-still over my body, and I can’t see over him to tell who
this man is.I find it odd, however, that his muscles don’t tense like they did back at the cabin. It’s
like he’s actually keeping himself loose and limber on purpose, trying to ready himself for a fight.
His lips brush behind my ear as he gives me a chaste kiss before he rolls off me and faces the
dark voice head on.I watch Travis as his eyes narrow on the man, who’s standing before us.
“Mitchell.” Travis says his name as if he’s spitting out vile vomit. I shift my eyes between Travis
and Mitchell, their heated exchange making my blood run cold. It’s quite evident these two men
have shared a past, and judging by the animosity radiating off both of them, it isn’t a good one.
Mitchell stands tall and strong, arrogance evident in every cell of his body as he speaks. “What
were you thinking, Travis? Did you think we couldn’t find out about this place?”“One can only
hope, can’t they, Mitchell?” Travis asks through clenched teeth. Something about this man
seems familiar to me, but I can’t place him.“Hope is all you’ll ever do, Jackson, especially once
Nick gets his hands on you.”I force myself to breathe as this horrifying scene unfolds before me.
I’m scared out of my mind; I can’t see straight. There is no stand-off here. This Mitchell guy holds
all of the power as he’s the only one with a pointed gun, and here I am at an impasse
again. These fluctuating emotions are enough to send me to an early grave. I’m sick of bouncing
between them all, and how my emotions are always in reaction to someone else’s doing. Small
things I’ve always been able to ignore, but abduction, guns, and threats always deserve a
backlash of fury, and I feel the unleashed wrath snap within me. I’ve had way more than enough,
and I’m sick of continuously being the victim, especially a shooting target. My life has been
constantly on the line at every turn. My fear has faded, and in its place, anger and retaliation take
place front and center. With my life hanging in the balance, I become determined to get the
upper hand once and for all.As heated anger begins to pool inside the pit of my stomach, I flick
my eyes around, looking for my dropped gun. As the men continue to be distracted by
exchanging heated words, I slowly inch my hand behind my back, and quietly sift through the
pine straw. My heart leaps for joy when my fingers come into contact with the hard steel. With my
hand already being in the most opportune place it can be, hidden from sight, I calculate what it
would take to get the grip of the pistol totally in my hand, and at the same time, be able to whip it
around my body to shoot.“Not so quick, young lady,” Mitchell says as his deep voice cuts
through me, making me go numb from head to toe. I bite the inside of my cheek as I look up at
him. He points his gun at me, and my pulse spikes sky-high. “You’re a tough little shit, aren’t
you?” he asks, sounding half impressed, and then he flicks his eyes between Travis and me.
“You’ve wasted no time, I see.”“I don’t waste my time on trash, like some people do,” Travis states
with a smooth, scary calmness. Mitchell shifts his pistol, pointing it directly back at Travis, and
says, “Neither do I.”The loud thunderous bang of a gun goes off, and I scream at the top of my
lungs. I look to Travis, expecting to see him bleeding out, but am surprised he’s sitting tall
wearing a satirical grin on his face. I whip my head in Mitchell’s direction and realize I’m not the
one screaming anymore; he is. Mitchell is down on the ground, rolling around in the pine straw, in



some serious agony.My heartbeat thrums in my ears as another man approaches out of the
hidden foliage from between some trees. His face is unreadable, and he’s powerfully built, like a
Mack Truck. Black streaks of war paint decorate his face as if he just came off a football field,
except he’s wearing camo gear instead. His weapon is huge, and the way he’s holding it with
such confidence and skill, one would think it is an extension of his arm. Everything about this
man reminds me of Rambo, from his imposing stance to his muscular build.I shift my eyes to
Travis and watch as he gives the man an icy look. This shit is just too much, so I reflexively make
a go for my gun. I’m not quick enough. The approaching man sees what I’m about to do, and with
his gun being at the ready, he merely lifts it and holds me at gunpoint.“Don’t do it, Jules.” His
hard, rough voice freezes me in my tracks, and as he nears, I almost piss my pants. He is
freaking huge. How does he know my name?“About fucking time, asshole,” Travis says with
ungrateful scorn.The man has the sudden audacity to smirk at Travis as he says, “The Travis I
know wouldn’t have fallen to the ground in the first place. Looks like your ball-and-chain took you
down.”Travis lets out a puff of air in a half-laugh. “Fuck you, man.” Rambo starts to chuckle as he
secures his gun and steps toward Travis, offering his hand. Confusion begins to take place over
their exchange. My brows furrow, and I doubt my sanity. Didn’t Rambo just have his M-whatever
gun pointing at me? Travis gets up and stands to his full height, and I angle my head back to
stare at the two giants. I’m guessing this guy is on our side, especially when they do a quick,
back-slap man-hug. I thought Travis was a big man, but Rambo definitely has him beat. My
mouth is left gaping wide open as I scope out the muscles on the hulk. They are insane. Travis
breaks through my confused state and holds out his hand for me to take. “C’mon, Jules. We have
to keep moving.” I glance at Mitchell and see he is still alive. He’s almost unconscious now, but
his labored breathing tells me his heart still beats. “Jules,” Travis warns.I look over at Mitchell,
who is sprawled out on the ground. “What about him?” “He’ll be taken care of. No worries,”
Rambo pipes in. Then he reaches into his back pocket as he kneels down on one knee, pulling
out a few zip ties before he starts to secure Mitchell with them. Mitchell makes an ungodly
guttural sound of pain when Rambo rolls him onto his stomach so he can tie his wrists together
behind his back. I sit here stunned, in a daze. Travis squats down to get in my line of vision,
blocking my view of the spectacle in order to gain my attention. I stare at Travis wide-eyed while
searching his face for answers.“It’s okay, baby,” Travis says softly, as if I’m a scared and frazzled
little kitten. I probably am. He extends his hand out for me to take. All I can seem to do is stare
blankly at his hand like it’s a foreign object. Taking matters into his own hands, he slips them
underneath my arms and lifts me up. My legs tremble and shake as he makes me stand on my
own two feet. I begin to sway, and my eyes close reflexively. I’m feeling a tad dizzy. All the crazy
has finally caught up with me. “Whoa, there.” He quickly holds me in a tight embrace, and I lay
my head on his hard chest. I can’t hear his heart beating through the bulletproof vest, and I want
so badly to hear the relaxing sound of his strong heart. “Are you okay, Jules?”“I think so,” I
mumble into his shirt. “Very freaked out, but I think I’m okay.”“We will get through this. I promise,”
he solemnly whispers over my head while keeping me within his protective hold. “All right, Travis.



Mitchell’s all tied up,” Rambo says from behind me all matter-of-factly, as if he didn’t just shoot
somebody. “I have Stryker and Hunter on clean-up duty. We need to move to the bunker and
regroup.”Travis bends his knees slightly and slants his head to the side with a worried look on his
face. “Can you walk, baby?” I blink a few times, take a few deep, calming breaths, and then nod.
“All right then, let’s get going.”I must be in shock, as I don’t remember the walk to the bunker. It’s
not until the steel door slams shut with a loud resounding clang that I come to my senses.
Standing in the middle of the living room, I begin to find my anger again. I take out my shitty
morning on the man who saved my life; I can’t help it. I turn around and narrow my eyes on
Travis, and he stops in his tracks as he pauses to decipher my mood. It must be written all over
my face.“Travis, mind telling me just what the hell is going on?” He lifts a brow, studying me for a
moment, and to his credit, he doesn't get flustered with me. “Jules, just calm down,” he replies
calmly.I feel hysteria coming on, and he tells me to calm down? The pitch of my voice could
break glass I’m so irate. “I’ve just killed someone. Bad men are gunning us down. I thought you
were shot, and you’re telling me to calm down?” I pause and point at my chest. “Why me? I don’t
understand any of this!” I turn around and wave toward the hulk of a man who’s standing in the
kitchen, rummaging through some cabinet drawers with purpose, and then my voice goes deep
and low. “Then there’s freaking Rambo in here who just appears out of nowhere to save the day.
What the fuck, Travis?! Mind letting me in on your little games?”“Jules, calm the fuck down,”
Travis growls, his temper sounding just as short-fused as mine. “Just calm down and I’ll explain.” I
take a deep breath, even though I want to yell and scream, but I’m flustered for words right now. I
feel shaky and distraught, and I suppose it’s because I’m out of harm’s way.“Your adrenaline is
running wild.” He steps toward me to hold me tightly against his chest. I tremble in his arms as I
start to hyperventilate. “Shh, sweetheart. Easy breaths,” he commands softly. How the hell he
continues to stay strong and put together through all this, I’ll never know. He acts so unaffected
from our circumstances, and it baffles me.I startle when Rambo sneaks up behind me and
whispers in my ear, “By the way, my name’s not Rambo. I’m Quinn. I’m saying sorry on the front
end, but I have to do this.” My forehead wrinkles in confusion. That’s an odd statement, and
before I can turn around to see what his deal is, I feel a needle jabbing into the side of my
arm. “Ow!” I jolt back reflexively, but I don’t move as Travis catches me in a vice grip. I’m stuck.
“You bastards!” I hiss. I can do nothing but stand here in shock and dismay, all the while feeling
helpless against the stinging sensation in my arm. God knows what kind of drug is getting ready
to run the gamut through my veins this time. The prick of the needle and pain subsides only
when Quinn pulls it out of my shoulder.“You sorry sons of bitches.” My lip curls in contempt as I
narrow my eyes on Travis with a mixture of anger, pain, and betrayal while my head grows fuzzy.I
blink my eyes several times, trying to shake off the effects of the drug before I lean my forehead
into Travis’ chest. Whatever this shit is, it’s working damn fast. I claw and clutch onto Travis’ shirt,
grasping at straws to stay upright and alert, but I’m failing miserably. I’m so tired; my eyelids
begin to flutter, and then they finally close as my consciousness begins to dissolve into a sea of
oblivion. The last thing I remember is Travis bending down to scoop me up into his strong



arms.CHAPTER 3~Travis~After Quinn injects Jules with a healthy dose of sedative, I’m met with
a string of heated expletives. As the drug begins to take effect, I can see her trying to fight it, but
it’s useless. Now that she’s going down for the count, her anger has quickly faded, and in its
place is the look of utter betrayal. She clutches at the fabric on my shirt, holding on tightly as her
eyes begin to flutter closed. She lets a few choice words slip from her lips before she passes out
and goes limp in my arms. Immediately, I scoop her up to hold her in my arms, and then I give
Quinn a death glare. “What the hell did you do that for?”He stands in front of me unaffected, as if
it was no big deal he just rendered my girl unconscious. Still biting the needle cap between his
molars, he speaks through his clenched teeth, “I couldn’t think with her freaking out. She needed
to settle down, T.”Taking the cap out of his mouth, he carefully inserts the needle back into its
plastic sheath and then shrugs his broad shoulders. “We’ve got plans to make, and she was
slowing us down.” He feels for her pulse, and then continues, “Trust me, she needed to check
out for a while.”His assessment of her emotional status is most likely correct. She was in
emotional overload, and if I wasn’t emotionally attached to her, I’d probably have done the same
thing. “She is going to be pissed off when she wakes up, man,” I warn Quinn.“If I don’t have at
least five women pissed off at me at any given moment, it means I’m doing something wrong.”
He turns around and throws the used needle on the kitchen counter, and then turns back to me
with his hands on his hips. “Look, she's going to be pissed off either way. Rather her be pissed
off later than now. We’ve got other pressing matters to take care of, wouldn’t you say?”As much
as I hate to admit it, he’s right. I don’t have time to pamper her ass. I shake my head and close
my eyes for a moment, not looking forward to the thought of her wrath when she wakes up.“You
just poked a sleeping tiger, dude,” I mumble under my breath as I sidestep Quinn, making my
way to the larger bedroom on the left. When Quinn lets out a round of successive chuckles
behind me, I add, “You think it's funny now, but just you wait and see when her fury falls on you.
You won't find it so amusing then.” I gently lay her down on the full-size bed and grab a blanket
from the small closet to lay over her. Her hair has started to come undone from its ponytail and is
all over the place, with pieces of pine straw matted in. I sit on the edge of the bed for a minute,
smooth out some of her tangled hair, and remove the debris. She looks so peaceful like this. I’m
really dreading the impending fallout once we have a minute to catch our breath. I don’t even
want to think about what will happen if she doesn’t want me.I sit back for a moment and look
upon her with admiration. I still can’t believe she killed a man to defend me today, and she was
ready to do it all over again with Mitchell, and then again with Quinn. I shake my head in
disbelief. The sheer strength of this woman is off the charts. My heart hurts for her, though, and
all the pain she’s been through, and I cringe to think about the trials and tribulations she has yet
to go through. I pray to God I’ve prepared her enough to emotionally be able to withstand the
aftermath from the act of killing another. The magnitude of the effects from such a psychological
trauma can be so damn debilitating. I need to be the one to help her pick up the pieces, and
make sure she’s good with it. I lean forward and press my lips against her forehead, leaving them
there against her warm skin. I close my eyes and catch the brief lingering scent of her strawberry



shampoo. “You were so brave today, sweetheart. So…so brave.” Before I pull away, I kiss her
cheek reverently, wishing she were awake right now so I could tell her so. I continue talking softly
to her as the back of my knuckles tenderly stroke her cheek. “I’ve been dying to say this to you,
but I could never seem to find the right time. I love you, Jules. I love you so damn much I can’t
stand it, and I don’t know when I can tell you this and have you believe it.” My gut clenches at the
thought of her never believing anything I tell her from here on out. “It’s going to take a while for
you to trust me again, but I’m not going anywhere. I will prove myself to you, and I might not be
able to tell you the words for a time, but I’ll sure as shit show you how much you mean to me.”I
stay with her a few more minutes, wanting to make sure she’s okay. I cradle her face as my
thumb strokes over her lower lip. Her breathing pattern has smoothed out and it’s steady now. I
know Quinn is waiting on me to help him formulate a new plan, but all I want to do is stay holed-
up here with her for however many days it will take to make this right between us. I lean down
and tenderly kiss her soft lips, murmuring solemnly over her lips, “I was serious when I asked
you to be my wife.” Before I pull away from her sleeping form, I give her one more chaste kiss. I
have a feeling it will be a cold day in hell before she lets me get this close to her again. I let out a
sigh and begrudgingly leave her side. Out of habit, I shut the bedroom door on my way out, and
then make my way to the large dining room table where Quinn sits, patiently waiting for me. His
elbows rest heavily on the wood table, and his fingers are threaded together. He looks deep in
thought, as he seems to stare right through me.I pull out a chair from the table and sit down
directly across from him. I have crazy adrenaline running through my veins right now, and I can't
seem to sit still. My right leg begins to bounce up and down underneath the table as the
aftermath of the most fucked-up morning of my life begins to sink in. I look up into my friend’s
eyes to see worry etched across his face.“Travis, I need to look at the back of your neck,” Quinn
states with concern. Shit, I had forgotten all about it. I swipe the palm of my hand over the
abrasion at the back of my neck, and then look at my hand. “There’s no fresh blood; I’m good
right now. I can clean it up later.”Quinn scoffs at me and shakes his head. “Do you even feel
pain?” he asks with wonder. I’ve always had a high tolerance for pain, but right now, my
adrenaline is going a hundred miles an hour, so I don’t even feel the wound. “There’s too much
other shit to settle first. I don’t have time to feel pain. The first thing we need to figure out, being
that we’re in Hyde County, is how the fuck they found us.”Quinn shakes his head. “I don't know,
but it did take them a good while, didn’t it? All of our signals are meant to be boosted for output
only. We’re out in the middle of bum-fuck Egypt, so there's no way in hell they could've spotted
us with incoming signals.” Quinn then leans back in his chair and crosses his arms, and then
asks me a point-blank question. “What about Mitchell? Could he have known about this place?”I
shake my head with earnest conviction. “No. I’m positive, but at least now I know where his
loyalties lie. The motherfucker tried to kill me, Quinn.” The very thought that I could’ve died today
out in the woods just pisses me off. “I want blood. When this is ironed out, I want to be the one to
deliver due justice to him.” Now I know for certain it was either Mitchell or one of his men who T-
boned me in Charleston. I couldn’t be any more pleased that it was Quinn who took him down.



The way he was spraying bullets overhead, I knew then Mitchell had his own agenda. He
couldn’t have cared less about sparing Jules’ life, and that infuriates me. She’s an innocent in all
of this. She didn’t deserve that.“Look, let’s just handle one thing at a time, okay? Stryker and
Hunter will put him in a safe place until we’re ready to deal with him, but right now, we need to be
concerned with a second attack. We need to get the upper hand and increase our
defenses.”“Not until Jules is out of harm’s way, Quinn,” I sternly argue back. I feel my blood
pressure spike at the thought of her getting mixed in with more of the crossfire.Quinn leans
forward as his eyes crinkle at the corners, his features giving off a serious and determined look.
“We don’t have a choice. She’s part of this now.” He shakes his head, frustration evident. “And
just where is out of harm’s way, Travis? She’s the reason why all this exists. They want her, and
even though we’re all under fire, she’s safer with us. Not to mention, you’d go fuckin’ nuts
worrying about her every second she wasn’t in your line of sight, and you know it.” I stay silent,
but nod, acknowledging him. He’s right. “Your attention would be anywhere but on the task at
hand. You’d be thinking of her the entire time, worrying if you weren’t there to protect her they
would somehow find her and recapture her.”I'm so fucking fired up it's unreal. I have a million
strategic war scenarios spinning around in my mind on top of trying to figure out how I’m
supposed to make my relationship with Jules work. Memories from my past try to creep into my
thoughts, and I have to remind myself I physically have her within my grasp. I will not let her slip
through my fingers. I can’t. I let out a long-winded sigh and run my fingers through my sweaty
hair. “I knew they were coming, but I didn't think it would be this soon,” I admit. “We all knew they
would eventually come. You can’t beat yourself up about that, but you need to get your head in
the game.” I look at Quinn disbelievingly. Has he gone crazy? “What the fuck? I am in the game,”
I state offensively. Quinn holds up his hands, palms out, trying to calm my temper. “All I’m saying
is you need to prioritize all the shit running through your head right now. I see the wheels
spinning in that mind of yours, Trav. We all know you’ve been down this road before, and I don’t
need you getting sidetracked. You need to keep the main thing the main thing here, and that’s
seeing to everyone’s safety.” He holds up his index finger to make a point. “Since we still have
the upper hand, the next thing on the list is to finish those bastards off. Once all that shit is done,
then and only then can you worry about your Sleeping Beauty.” I place my elbows on the table
and rest my head in the palms of my hands, trying to think. I’m letting my emotions rule over me
while trying to prevent history from repeating itself. I need to think about our next step, but I come
up empty-handed. No matter how hard I try, I can't seem to focus on what that next step should
be. I keep thinking about the possibility of Jules being captured and getting placed back into the
wrong hands again. Growing more frustrated by the second, I act on impulse and reach into my
back pocket to pull out my cellphone.“What are you doing, Travis?” Quinn asks with growing
suspicion.“Getting ready to stir some shit, you know, poke the tiger,” I say while typing a number
into the phone, one of which I know by heart.“Travis?” Quinn questions again, with uncertainty
lining his voice.“Relax. I’m just going to personally let the bastard know his mission failed. I’m
sure he’s pacing the floor right now wearing a hole in the carpet, hoping against hope Mitchell



has some good news for him.”I look up after dialing the number, and smirk at Quinn as I put the
phone to my ear. I actually feel a little proud I have the opportunity to get under his skin. I want to
be the one to personally let him know I still control this situation, and I want to listen to him lose it
as he realizes she’s slipped from his hands and into mine. Picking up on the second ring.
“What’s the news?” he asks, his voice coming through loud and clear, and I can hear the
eagerness in his tone. He probably thinks I’m one of his men calling him to touch base,
especially since my cellphone is encrypted.“Nick.” I breathe the word like thick venom, and
somehow he doesn’t miss a beat.“Travis,” he says silkily, “I can hear you're still alive. Such a
shame.”“You should know by now it would take more than just a few of your cronies to take me
out.” I pause for effect and smooth out my voice. “I’m surprised at your lack of judgment, Nick.
Three men, really? Is that the best you’ve got?”“I want her back, Travis,” he barks out.“If you
would've known how to treat her from the get-go, you might have never been put in this
predicament,” I taunt. “Somehow, I doubt that, Travis.” He hesitates for moment, the silence
deadly between us before he asks, “What do you want?”I shake my head even though he can't
see me as smug arrogance lines my voice. “I already have what I want, Nick.”“You bastard!” If
Nick could breathe fire, my ear would be singed right now. He’s that pissed.“I’ve been called
much worse,” I calmly state.“You're not going to keep her. I’m all over your ass, Travis, and I’d quit
while I’m ahead if I were you. Turn her over, and I might spare you,” he warns.“I don’t need
sparing, and I believe since I've already got her, the finders keepers and all that shit applies.”He
chuckles menacingly into the phone. “Why are you really calling, Travis? Did I stir up your little
love nest? Are you upset you got blindsided by my men? I'm one up on you, and I plan to keep it
that way.”“Nope, not upset at all. Give me your best shot, Nick,” I say nonchalantly. “Oh, wait, you
already did, and you failed.” I then think of Jules and how she almost got shot down. “By the way,
just so you know, tell your dipshit men to aim at me next time, and not Jules.”“What? Was she
shot?” he asks with sudden panic.“Near misses, Nick,” I spit out angrily. “Of course the men you
sent couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn.” I know the bastard isn’t going to tell me how he found
us, so I don’t even ask. At minimum, however, I want to take a jab at him, get under his skin, and
let him know more than just his mission failed. “You know, a real man would’ve come after his
woman, but instead you sent a team of dysfunctional dumbasses. What does that say about you,
Nick?”“You have to know your days are numbered, Travis,” he hisses.“Everyone's days are
numbered, Nick. Some have larger numbers than others. Since your men fight like pussies, I’ll
live to be a ripe old age.”I hear a string of curses come through the receiver. He is so pissed off
on a rant that I hold the phone away from my ear and his voice fills the room. Quinn shakes his
head at me in amusement while he starts to chuckle.“Travis! Travis! Do you hear me?!” Nick
bellows. “I want her back, dammit!” I hear the desperation growing thick in his voice as he adds,
“Name your price.” A grin forms across my lips as I taunt Nick again. “Mmmm…you can’t put a
price on her pussy. It tastes too sweet to give back or sell. Not to mention, her pussy has been
molded to fit my dick perfectly now, just like a glove.” Then I hang up on him abruptly, happy I
was the one to get in the last word. He would’ve only had a string of curse words for me after that



anyway. The sardonic smile dissolves from my lips as I look at Quinn in all seriousness. “Well, I
stirred up the hive for us. We’ll be drawing them out now, ‘cause he’s madder than a nest of wet
hornets, and after that, I have a feeling he is going to unleash every last resource he has on
us.”Quinn leans back in his chair and runs his fingers through his hair, and then interlocks his
fingers, holding his hands at the back of his head. I can tell he’s formulating something in his
brain as he stares at the ceiling. Since I’ve pissed Nick off, I feel a little better now and can think
clearer.Quinn speaks toward the ceiling as he tells me, “We need to get back to my house.”I
shake my head at him. “Negatory, man. It’s not safe to go to your place just yet. We have to find
out how they found us first. Otherwise, it will be like leading a kid to candy again.” Quinn’s house
is north of Raleigh, a little ways outside of the city limits. He lives on a few acres of land in a rural
area, with a shitload of armory. Plus, he has more electronic resources there than the
government. “I say we head into the city first, stay in plain sight. We need to be around a mass
number of people and try to mingle in until we can figure out how he’s tracking us.”Quinn drops
his gaze from the ceiling to mine, and then wrinkles his forehead in thought. “Yeah, let me make
some phone calls and get some backup in place. I know a hotel we can hunker down in for a day
or two until we get this figured out.”“Do you think we got them all?”“As soon as you texted me
from the cabin, I made my way toward the front drive and saw there was only one vehicle.
Figured on three men. So yeah, we got them all. I took down one man who was standing guard
at the vehicle, and of course I got Mitchell, and then you took the other.”“Correction, Jules took
that man out all by herself.”Quinn’s neck snaps back in surprise with both eyebrows lifted high.
“Damn. That’s one hell of a woman.”I give him a sly grin. “That’s why I told you not to piss her off.”
Now that I’ve calmed down some, I can see it was best to have sedated her. What she just went
through was some serious action. “It’s probably for the best you knocked her out. I think she was
on the hard and fast road to a major meltdown.”Quinn opens his eyes wide in mock surprise as
he sarcastically comments, “You think?”“My concern is when she wakes up.” I pause, shaking
my head, and let out a sigh. “She's never killed anyone before, and I’m seriously worried how
she’s going to process all of this. This whole scenario is going to change her, Quinn. We all know
she’ll never be the same after this, and she won’t want to hear that.”Quinn's lips form a thin line
before he speaks. “That it does, my friend. That is does.” He quietly contemplates his thoughts
for a minute before he speaks again, and when he does, his eyes pierce mine with utter
resolution. “We have your back on this, you know? All of us will do what it takes to help pull her
through the aftermath.”“Thanks, man,” I say, looking at Quinn through the eyes of Jules. The
corners of my lips lift in a smirk as I eye him up and down. I guess he does look like Rambo, in all
his getup and gear with war paint on. It’s something I’m so used to seeing, so I’ve never thought
twice about it. I can only imagine the thoughts that ran through her head at the first sight of him.
The thought strikes me funny, and I start to chuckle.“What are you laughing at?” he asks
skeptically.I shake my head at him and tease, “Rambo. Of all the names for someone to come up
with, she comes up with Rambo.”He chuckles himself, and then shrugs. “Hey, I’ll take that as a
compliment.”“So what’s next?”“Given the fact they know where our vicinity is, they’re probably



sending out more men as we speak. Once Stryker and Hunter get here, we can head out.
Chances are excellent we won’t have a tail,” he pauses, “for now anyway. At least we’ll have a
head start. I’m parked about a quarter mile out.” He jerks his chin up and to the left, as if I know
where he’s indicating.“Lovely…just fucking lovely.” Sarcasm drips from my voice as I think about
having to carry a very sedated Jules for a quarter mile. “You just had to drug her, didn’t you?”He
holds his hands up in the air in protest. “You just agreed it was a good idea.”“Mmmm, I think we
all need to see what this Rambo is made of. I believe you should be the one to carry her ass out
to the truck,” I stand up and reach across the table to give his arm muscle a manly squeeze,
“since you’re the one who drugged her and all.”A smooth smile spreads across Quinn’s lips as
he rags on me. “Why, Travis, I do believe you’re getting old and feeble on me. Why don’t you just
admit it; you’ve gone soft and can’t handle carrying the extra baggage.”“Shut the fuck up.” I let go
of his shoulder and he starts to laugh.CHAPTER 4~Jules~My eyes flutter open, and confusion
overcomes me. Where in the hell am I? I rub the sleep from my eyes, narrowing them to focus,
and I realize I’m in another friggin’ hotel room. A cold chill runs down my spine as bad memories
roll through me, my pulse picking up speed. I catch the scent of Travis and my stomach dips. I’m
not caught; I’m with Travis. A huge gust of air leaves my lungs in relief. When I peel the blankets
back, I raise a brow. My legs are bare. Looks like Travis had put me in one of his oversized t-
shirts, and thank God I’m in my panties. The clock illuminating on the nightstand reads seven. Is
it morning or night? I can’t tell. The curtains are drawn shut, and I’m not about to look behind
them and tempt fate.I make my way to the bedroom door, still in a disoriented stupor, and step
out into the carpeted hallway. The sound of men’s voices carries from down the hall. It looks as if
I’m in a large hotel suite. I follow the voices and find myself in front of a table full of men. I stop in
my tracks. I don’t recognize any of them except for Stryker and Quinn. All of the men abruptly
stop talking, turning around to look at me as if I just interrupted a secret meeting. I spy a huge
spread of breakfast food stretched out across the table, and at that moment, I know I’ve slept
into the following day. Quinn is sitting off to the right, and I narrow my eyes on the bastard for
drugging me like that.Someone clears their throat, and out of the corner of my eye I see Travis
scooting his chair away from the table. He hastily makes his way toward me as he speaks in a
gruff voice, “Guys, give me a few minutes. I’ll be right back.” He reaches out and gently takes me
by the elbow, and leans in to whisper in my ear, “Babe, you can’t come out dressed like that.” Oh,
crap, I didn’t even realize that. Thank goodness his shirt comes down to my knees.He ushers me
quickly back down the hallway, out of sight. When we reach the bedroom door, he pauses to ask,
“Can I get you some coffee or something to eat?” I look into his eyes and they seem a little off,
like he’s hiding something.“I am thirsty,” I softly reply.He leans his head out the bedroom door,
then shouts out toward the dining room, “Stryker, need you to bring Jules some OJ.” He guides
me into the bedroom, and sits down on the edge of the bed. He pats the empty space beside
him, silently telling me to have a seat. I sit down on the edge of the bed with him, and for some
reason, I feel unsettled. Maybe because there is an army of men out there and we’re on the run,
but Travis is acting different.“How are you feeling?” he asks. “I’m doing fine,” I respond flatly,



staring at the floor. “I hate that answer, you know that? Fine means you’re doing shitty,” he retorts,
leaning in close to me.I pull away and turn to look at him with a scowl on my face. “What do you
want me to say, Travis? Too many things have unfolded in the past twenty-four hours for me to
process anything. Not to mention, I was knocked out with God knows what drug since noon
yesterday.”He looks away from me, and hopefully it’s shame that fills him. “I’m sorr—”“Save it.” I
hold my hand up, interrupting him. “I want answers, and I want a phone call,” I demand.He
narrows his eyes, looking at me as if I’ve lost my mind. “Yeah, I can’t let you have either,” he says
sternly.“No? What the hell, Travis? No?!” My voice escalates with indignation as he raises an
eyebrow at my outburst. “I can’t believe you’re going to deny me.” My throat constricts, and my
upper lip snarls. “You’re a real bastard.”At that very second, Stryker loudly clears his throat,
purposely interrupting, and we both turn to look at him as he stands in the doorway holding my
glass of orange juice.I give him the evil eye, and at least he has the regard to act a little penitent
for being part of Travis’ game. He walks into the room and hands the orange juice to Travis,
which is a smart move. I have the desire to toss the drink in their faces. It’s a coin toss at the
moment as to which one.I turn to face Travis with a heated scowl. “My father needs to know I’m
safe. This is my life we’re talking about here, my own flesh and blood, and you won’t even give
me the courtesy of a phone call?”Stryker’s lips thin as if he wants to say something, but he holds
back, letting Travis handle the situation. Travis grabs my hands and looks at me with pleading
eyes, which is odd. Since we had been invaded, he’s been in warrior-mode the entire time, not
showing a speck of his soft side. “Nothing is safe right now, Jules,” he explains. “The only safe
place for you right now is here with me, by my side 24/7.”I scoff and jerk my hands out from
under his. “Is that so? How convenient,” I mock. “I’m surprised you’re not drugging me with more
Blyss right now…or did you forget to put that in your backpack?” I hiss. I look at my wrists and
make another snide remark. “What? No restraints? You’re slipping, Travis. I’m surprised there’s
not a dead bolt on the door, too.”Stryker steps in front of me, coming to Travis’ rescue, and
interrupts, “Jules, you’re not being fair here.” I raise both brows, staring indignantly at Stryker and
his audacity. Who the hell does he think he is? I cross my arms over my chest defensively. “Well,
do tell then, Stryker. I’d seriously like to know what you think is fair. How about I rip you apart
from everything you’ve ever known and loved, and then drug you. Oh, yeah, then let’s top that
scenario off by having you shoot and kill another man, all for a criminal you already know is
going to keep holding you hostage.”He bites at the inside of his cheek, his lips puckering off to
the side as he keeps his mouth shut, not having a decent retort.My bare foot begins tapping on
the carpeted floor, with my lips pursed while I stare Stryker down with a heated glare. Is what I’m
asking for really that unreasonable? Maybe I shouldn’t be so obstinate, but nobody is giving me
answers, and it’s like the minute I got my memory back, Travis has been the very man I knew him
to be at the facility, and I don’t like it. He’s played me for a fool the entire time. Now I know how
Nick felt when I did it to him.Travis’ deep voice breaks through the silence in the room. “Stryke, I
got this. Just shut the door on your way out,” he commands in a low and ominous tone as he
jerks his chin toward the door. I don’t like where this is going. I watch in silence as Travis bends



down to put the juice on the floor. His jaw muscles are taut, and as he sits upright, the look in his
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but does she even want to be saved?Both men want her. Both men love her, and both men want
to claim her, keeping her for themselves. But, as usual, Julianna has other plans.Would you love
to Get Deleted Scenes,Giveaways, and on going Specials?Look no further!Come & be part of
my no-spam newsletter*~*~*CHAPTER 1~Jules~I’m frozen and helpless while being pinned
underneath Travis’ heavy bodyweight. All of this has unfolded so quickly. I don’t know what to
think as he lies on top of me with an intruder at his back. I’m astounded over the fact Travis did
indeed risk it all for me, and is still risking it all by shielding me with his body from the imminent
and immediate danger in the room.It dawns on me he must have been under some serious
stress over the past few weeks. He’s been shouldering the responsibility and impending
ramifications all by himself for breaking me out of the facility. Not only did he get me out of there,
but he also nursed me back to health and took care of me…damn good care of me. He knew
this day was coming, and even took steps to prepare me for this very moment, and I understand
now why he was being so dogmatic about repetition and practicing until I could load a gun
blindfolded, needing me to be able to defend myself. All of his training will be in vain if I lack the
courage now to help him fight. The way he’s fought for me all this time, and wanting to protect
me, he was right to bring me here. I can see it now. If I would’ve gone to the police not knowing
who I was, I would’ve been broadcasting my whereabouts right to Nick and his men.My veins
pulsate in my neck as my adrenaline continues to spike off the charts. There is no way in hell I’m
going to be able to calm myself down. My blood pumps through each vein like a set of bass
drums as I try in vain to force my heartbeat to slow. Travis firmly squeezes my wrists, which are
hidden underneath the pillow, garnering my attention and pulling my mind back into the here and
now.He narrows his eyes on mine. I know that look. He’s silently telling me to pull my shit
together. I steal a deep, silent breath and slowly let it out. Our fate, most likely, will rest in my
hands. I close my eyes tightly and imperceptibly nod, agreeing to whatever it is he’s going to
signal me to do for us to survive. Everything makes perfect sense now, from learning his special
sign language, to how to handle a gun, to knowing about the bunker and what to do from
there.Travis wordlessly gains my attention again by tapping his forefinger on my wrist. I open my
eyes to see him shift his eyes to the side, indicating I need to be ready to use the weapon I hold
in my hand. I barely give him a wink using my right eye, letting him know I understand. Even
though I get the meaning of his signals, actually having the guts to follow through with the action
he expects me to do is a whole different matter. I realize it’s going to be much more difficult to kill
someone when I can see their chest rise and fall with each living breath. A profound,
physiological process takes place in my brain, and I swallow hard against the lump in my throat
at the thought of taking a life. It’s going to be all up to me to help him acquire the upper-hand,
and I’m not sure if I’m capable of achieving such a feat. I mean, these men are accomplished
criminals, and I’m just an innocent, inexperienced nobody caught in the crossfire.The man
behind him startles me as he pierces the air with strong promises of Travis’ demise. “Jackson,
one wrong move from you, and you’ll meet your maker today, understand?”I watch as the
muscles in Travis’ jaw flex, and he grits out his reply between clenched teeth, “Understood.”“Very



good. I hope you’ve enjoyed your little fuck-fest, because your honeymoon is over,” the man says
in a threatening tone, and then his voice changes from hostile to a deliberately mocking tone.
“You’ve gotten sentimental in your old age, Jackson. Your love-speech just made me go all
gooey inside.” Travis’ green eyes morph before me, turning cold and hard as he narrows them in
anger. I know he wishes he had an even playing field, because with the death glare Travis is
emanating right now, I have no doubt the man wouldn’t last five seconds. “Now, Travis, listen
closely…as I wouldn’t want any unfortunate accidents to happen. I also don’t think the young
lady would appreciate getting soiled from any of your splattered blood getting on her, all
because you decided to make a wrong move thinking you can take me. You understand that?”“I
got it,” Travis gruffly states, and then he lightly squeezes my wrists, and I don’t think it means
anything other than an I care about you, and I hope we get through this alive type of
squeeze. “Good, I want your hands up in the air. Then, I want you to slowly slink off the bed nice
and easy. If you so much as move a micrometer in the wrong direction, you know what happens.”
Travis tenses and reiterates his signals to me again by flicking his eyes to the concealed gun in
my hand. My heart hammers hard against the walls of my chest as I try to control tremors that
are beginning to develop in my extremities.Travis slowly removes his grip from my wrists, and at
a snail’s pace, he leans back, placing both his hands up in the air. His weight slowly begins to lift
off my body while he keeps his hands held high, indicating he’s unarmed. His steely gaze
continues to penetrate through mine the entire time as he slowly stands to his full height. He
looks so vulnerable at this moment, something I’m not used to seeing from this dominating,
strong-willed, and always in control kind of man.“Young lady, the same rules apply to you,” the
man threatens, his voice unsettling me. I look at him out of the corner of my eye, petrified to even
breathe. “My orders are to take you alive, ma’am, but accidents can happen, can’t they?” Holy
shit. The reality of the situation slams into my chest, the very fear stealing air from my lungs.
What Travis has been trying to instill in me all along is now ringing true. I will have to kill in order
for us both to survive. I imagine this man didn’t come alone either. They would have to be more
than stupid to believe only one person would be enough to capture Travis. I wonder where the
other men are and if they’re surrounding the house.The intruder slices through the thick tension
in the room, breaking into my distraught thoughts as he speaks to Travis with pure menace lining
his deep voice. “Keep your hands in the air.” His gruff voice twists in my gut, and my adrenaline
spikes. My God, I don’t want Travis to die. I know Nick will have him at the guillotine the second
he’s captured, but only after he makes him suffer first; I’m sure of it. It seems as if all Travis has
ever tried to do is keep me out of harm’s way since the very beginning. He’s risked his own life to
get me out from under Nick, and now he’s paying the price. I may be out-of-my-mind angry with
Travis right now, but he doesn’t deserve to die. I slowly turn my head to the side just in time to
witness the man roughly grab Travis by one wrist. He twists it, bringing it around Travis’ back to
put him in an arm lock. This man is big and burly, full of muscle, but he’s not as big as Travis.
Travis holds the look of Black Death in his eyes. It's a look of his promised wrath I've never seen
before, but always imagined it could exist on his handsome face.The aura his entire body is



exuding right now screams warrior, promising his rival a wicked, painful death if given the
opportunity to gain the upper hand, and I imagine he would’ve already taken this guy if he didn’t
have me to consider.I watch as the man begins to place a handcuff on Travis’ wrist, and
something twists in my gut. Anger begins to brew and bubble in the pit of my stomach. This
asshole has no right, nor does Nick have the right to lay claim to my life, my future, or anyone
else’s for that matter. Sporadic emotions of vengeance, hate, and fear play in my head,
unleashing a fury I’ve never felt before. I can literally feel the venom seeping out of my
pores.Travis shoots me a glare out of the corner of his eye, which says I’m letting our time to take
action tick away. The intensity of his eyes consume me as they blaze for me to pull out of my
shock and make a move.Travis asks over his shoulder while keeping his scrutinizing gaze on
mine, “How did you find us?” “Now that’s the million-dollar question right there, isn’t it, Travis?”
the man sardonically replies. “I imagine you would like to know that bit of intel, wouldn’t you?”I
steal a deep breath while they banter. I know I will have the element of surprise, because who
would think in a million years a young female would be wielding a gun from underneath a pillow.
It’s now or never, Jules. My fingers wrap around the gun’s grip a little tighter, thankful for Travis’
foresight in preparing me for this very moment. Knowing the safety is already off, it’s one less
thing I have to think about. Travis’ voice echoes through me as I’ve practiced this very routine ad
nauseam. You shoot to kill the enemy, Jules, not maim them, or they’ll come back for you.As
adrenaline rushes through my blood vessels, all I can hear is my heartbeat pounding in my ears,
but I refuse to allow my body to freeze in fear and let Travis down. I quit thinking about what I
have to do and just do it. Push comes to shove, and I quit rationalizing with my thoughts as my
instincts take over. My reflexes intuitively respond without another conscious thought. I draw the
gun out from underneath the pillow at warp speed, and a bizarre feeling washes over me as
everything seems to move in slow motion. I watch, feeling detached in an out-of-body
experience as my left hand meets the other to help stabilize the gun.I cock my head to the side
as my right eye lines up with the sight on the Sig. I don’t fuck around. I aim for the man’s head,
and before I know it, three successive shots have rung out, shooting off rounds just the way
Travis taught me. I don’t even remember feeling the recoil from the handgun as it fired, nor do I
hear the shots ring out, but my ears sure as hell are ringing in a high-pitched sound in the
aftermath. Feeling detached from myself, as if this isn’t really happening, I watch as this man
who once had a living, breathing heart collapses lifelessly to the floor like a sack of potatoes.Oh.
My. God. I’ve just shot and killed another human being. All of my limbs lock up as I freeze with
shock and disbelief. I’m paralyzed, and I sure as hell don’t want to peer over the mattress to see
the final outcome.My brows furrow in confusion as Travis is suddenly in my face, his lips are
moving, but I can’t hear what he’s saying. He grabs my shoulders and starts to roughly shake
me. I begin to hear his voice as it breaks through in segments. He sounds muffled, as if he’s
talking underwater.“Now is…time to zone out. We’ve got…out of here,” he yells in dire urgency,
but I can’t comprehend his fragmented words.Travis roughly shakes me like a rag doll when I
don’t respond, repeating, “Jules! Snap out of it! You know the drill; we’ve practiced this. We’ve



got to move!” I feel paralyzed, the shock and fear locking up all my limbs, rendering me
useless.His eyes become plagued with worry. “Jules, baby. Please, snap out of this,” he pleads in
an urgent tone. “Our lives depend on it. Don’t check out on me now.”I blink my eyes hard several
times, trying to come out of my stupor. His fingers work to pry my hand off the gun. When I
realize what he’s doing, I relax my grip, letting him have it. He then places the gun behind his
back, tucking it inside the waistband of his jeans, I’m sure. I’ve watched him place his weapons
there a million times before. I know I have to force myself to move; however, it’s not fast enough
for Travis. He takes control of the situation, breaking the spell for me as he grabs me underneath
my armpits, lifting me off the bed. He makes me feel as if I weigh ten pounds the way he handles
me. I feel numb to the core, an emotionless robot as he holds me steady, with my legs trembling.
I hope he doesn’t decide to let go of me anytime too soon, or I’m going to collapse to the
floor.“Breathe for me, baby.” He slowly inhales a deep breath with me, and we hold our breath
together, just the way he taught me. Then we both gradually exhale, holding our lungs empty for
a few heartbeats before we repeat the cycle. “Now, you remember our buzzwords?” he asks, and
I nod in response. “Say it aloud for me,” he commands.I breathe through a cycle of air one more
time before I recite the mantra he made me learn. I thought it was stupid at the time, but right
now, I cling to it like a lifeline as I whisper, “Stay outwardly focused, no introspection, keep calm,
and carry on.”“Very good, sweetheart. I want you to keep repeating that in your head. Focus on
those words, what they mean, and keep breathing while you get yourself together, okay?” I grab
on to his t-shirt, fisting the front of the fabric in my hands, double checking he’s truly alive and
standing right here before me. I almost lost him. I lean my forehead into the middle of his steel
chest and close my eyes; I just want to cry. My hands begin to shake, and my breath hitches as a
tear slips out of the corner of my eye.“Ssh,” he whispers as he cradles my cheeks in the palms of
his hands, lifting my chin to meet his gaze. “Keep it together for me. Just for a little bit longer, and
I promise we’ll get out of this alive.” My breath hitches again, my throat is tight, and I can’t speak.
“Sweetheart,” he says almost apologetically, “I have to scope out the rest of the house, and
you’ve got thirty seconds to get dressed, grab my backpack from the closet, and be ready to
move out.” His eyes plead with mine to not let him down.I nod in acknowledgment, and then
Travis slowly releases me, making sure I can stand on my own two feet first. When I slightly sway,
he cocks his head to the side and eyes me warily. I can’t let him down. We need to get out of
here, and I sure as hell don’t want to pull the trigger on a gun again. I don’t recognize my own
voice, because I sound all throaty when I assure him, “I got it. I can do this.” “That’s my girl.” His
eyes soften as his lips curve up in an approving expression, like he’s proud of me. He reaches
behind me, grabs his cell phone from the nightstand, and begins to type into it.“What are you
doing?”“Putting systems in place,” he answers, never looking up from the phone’s screen. When
he’s done, he places the phone in his back pocket, and then looks at me. “All right, thirty
seconds, Jules.” He arches one brow, sternly reminding me. He quietly walks to the doorway with
his gun drawn, and I watch as his backside disappears out the bedroom door to begin scoping
out the rest of the house for danger. I find myself still frozen in place, breathing silently through



my nose and becoming more alert now that I’m alone as I listen for signs of danger. A chill runs
through me with the knowledge I’m all by myself now. What if something happens to Travis while
he’s checking out our surroundings?A few seconds of quiet go by. I suddenly realize I’m wasting
valuable time. I close my eyes tightly and shake my head, taking in a deep breath, and using the
technique Travis taught me to help me stay calm. Focus, Jules. I force myself to move on shaky
limbs to the dresser, thankful the dead body lying on the floor is on the other side of the room. I
notice my hands are trembling as I open a drawer and pull out the first pair of jeans I see.
Everything seems to take twice as long to complete a task as I rummage through a couple more
drawers, methodically pulling out a pair of socks and a folded t-shirt.I get dressed as quickly as
possible, and then hunt for one of my elastics to put my hair in a ponytail. I steal a deep breath
and continue to repeat the mantra in my head over and over before I have to turn around and get
to the sliding closet doors.Slowly and quietly, I walk toward the closet on the other side of the
room while making a wide berth around the dead body. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the
man lying on the floor, sprawled out with a red pool of blood beside his head. Blood thunders
through my veins while a massive shiver rolls through my body. I squeeze my eyes shut against
the horrifying sight.Keep it together, Jules. Travis will get us out of this; he has to. Reflexively, the
palm of my hand slams against my mouth to cover it as I let out a gag. Oh, shit, no. I don’t have
time to vomit. I feel myself break out in a cold sweat and try desperately to use the breathing
pattern I’m supposed to use to calm my nerves. To keep myself from tossing my cookies, I begin
to quietly hum our buzzwords aloud, trying to stay on task as I slide open the closet doors.I sink
to my knees, feeling like I’ve crossed the finish line of a marathon and reaching the closet was
the prize. I lean forward and reach out into the depths of the closet, pulling out the backpack in
which Travis had prepared for us with incredible foresight. Once I pull the pack out and place it
beside me, I sift through the shoes at the bottom of the closet until I find my pair of tennis shoes.
Keeping my back turned away from the scene behind me, I sit back on my bottom and put on my
socks and shoes. Travis knew they were coming, and I have no idea why he wanted to rescue
me, all the while knowing he’d be wrapped up in a massive quagmire of shit as a result. All I
know is I don’t want to go back to that prison cell and be trapped with Nick. God only knows what
he would do to me now if I were in his dungeon. I catch a faint whiff of dispersed gunpowder as I
sit here waiting for Travis to return. I keep my gaze forward, refusing to turn around while
desperately trying to ignore the smell. I look down at my hands to find them still shaking and
notice the engagement ring Travis had placed there mere minutes ago. The brand new diamond
shimmers and sparkles, even with my back turned away from the light source. What was he
thinking proposing to me? I promise you, I was exposing the real me. I gave you all of me. I held
nothing back.“Jules.” I flinch and lose my breath, startled from the sound breaking through the
deep silence of the room. It’s Travis. I slump my taut shoulders, thankful he didn’t run into more
trouble within the house, or at least that I know of. I turn my head around to find him standing in
the doorway with his gun drawn.My jaw drops at the sight of him. How the hell he managed to
scope the house and get fully clothed in camo gear, I’ll never know. I bet he could give a fireman



a run for his money, getting dressed in full gear. I don’t recognize this Travis. Gone is the soft,
passionate man I got to know, and in his place stands a real warrior. He looks so dark and
ominous; everything about him screams confident, professional, hardcore killer, and it rolls off
him like a massive tsunami. His jaw is set, his eyes are hard, and his every movement
calculated. He looks totally in his element as he emits a silent, comfortable sureness, appearing
to be in control of all the uncertainties and danger that surrounds us.His military-style boots
quietly echo against the hardwood floor as he quickly makes his way to me. His eyes stay locked
on mine while he secures his gun and then holds out his hand to me. I look up from the floor,
flicking my eyes back and forth from his hand to his eyes. He stands like a mountain above me. I
slowly reach up and take it, and immediately, he pulls me up off the floor. I notice he's holding a
vest in his other hand. He lets go of me and begins to slip the vest on my body over my t-shirt.
My lungs squeeze with asthmatic pain, the vest reminding me of the perilous danger, and what
is about to head our way. “Travis, I’m scared,” I whisper on a shaky breath.“We’re going to be fine,
Jules,” he confidently assures me. “Stick to me like glue, and we will get out of this alive.” “Where
are we going?”“To the bunker. You know the way blindfolded,” he says, and his tone is all
business. “You also know the code to gain access, should something happen to me.”I shake my
head. “No, I’m not leaving you.” A shooting pain stabs at my heart, knowing something could very
well happen to him. “We don’t have time to argue, but you will do as I say.” His tone is hard and
cold, and brooks no argument. Yes, this Travis definitely scares me, and I’m glad to be on his
side. His eyes narrow as he holds up his index finger in front of my face. “Discussion is over.” I
swallow hard as I stare into his impenetrable eyes. He then leans down and grabs his backpack
from the floor, quickly putting it on. He secures the nylon strap in the front with a plastic snap
lock. Then he looks to me while taking my hand, giving it a light squeeze. “You did good. I’m
proud of you,” he says in all seriousness, and then takes a step backward, pulling me along with
him. “Come on, we gotta roll out now.” He’s on high alert as we make our way through the cabin,
and when we reach the back door, he pulls us both to the side of the window to keep us out of
sight. While focusing his gaze on our surroundings, he looks through the edge of the window as
he talks. “You remember what to do if we get separated, right? If I go down, you’ll have to go on
without me.”“Travis, I’m so scared.” “I know, baby. C’mere.” He steps back from the window and
pulls me into his arms. “You can do this. We both will make it,” he says with confidence. My God,
how is this man always able to hold himself together? I’m astounded at the amount of inner
strength and fortitude he carries. He looks so indestructible.He leans down and captures my lips,
and I pray it won’t be our last as I kiss him back. His lips are like a balm to my soul. I breathe in
his familiar musky scent and savor it. He makes me feel so protected as he looks so invincible.
The kiss is over quickly, and then he pulls away to place a pistol in my hand.“You cannot allow
yourself to get caught. They want you alive, but they want me dead.” I shake my head in denial,
and before I can say a word, Travis places two forefingers over my lips, preventing me. “If for
some reason I go down, you’re going to have to go on without me,” he repeats. “Don’t stop until
you’re safe.” My eyes begin to water, and I feel shaky all over again. “Promise me that you will.”“I



promise.” I will never leave you behind. He seems satisfied with the half-sentence I spoke aloud,
and curtly nods.“Remember, we’re going to duck and weave together, and whatever you do,
don’t let go of my hand, all right?”I take a deep breath, filling my lungs to capacity, and hold the
air in for a minute, psyching myself up for the unknown dangers that lay ahead. I can’t help but
think the moment we step out from the walls of this cabin, we may be leaving together, but it
feels like a farewell. I don’t think things will ever be the same between us again. I’m sure of
it.CHAPTER 1~Jules~I’m frozen and helpless while being pinned underneath Travis’ heavy
bodyweight. All of this has unfolded so quickly. I don’t know what to think as he lies on top of me
with an intruder at his back. I’m astounded over the fact Travis did indeed risk it all for me, and is
still risking it all by shielding me with his body from the imminent and immediate danger in the
room.It dawns on me he must have been under some serious stress over the past few weeks.
He’s been shouldering the responsibility and impending ramifications all by himself for breaking
me out of the facility. Not only did he get me out of there, but he also nursed me back to health
and took care of me…damn good care of me. He knew this day was coming, and even took
steps to prepare me for this very moment, and I understand now why he was being so dogmatic
about repetition and practicing until I could load a gun blindfolded, needing me to be able to
defend myself. All of his training will be in vain if I lack the courage now to help him fight. The way
he’s fought for me all this time, and wanting to protect me, he was right to bring me here. I can
see it now. If I would’ve gone to the police not knowing who I was, I would’ve been broadcasting
my whereabouts right to Nick and his men.My veins pulsate in my neck as my adrenaline
continues to spike off the charts. There is no way in hell I’m going to be able to calm myself
down. My blood pumps through each vein like a set of bass drums as I try in vain to force my
heartbeat to slow. Travis firmly squeezes my wrists, which are hidden underneath the pillow,
garnering my attention and pulling my mind back into the here and now.He narrows his eyes on
mine. I know that look. He’s silently telling me to pull my shit together. I steal a deep, silent breath
and slowly let it out. Our fate, most likely, will rest in my hands. I close my eyes tightly and
imperceptibly nod, agreeing to whatever it is he’s going to signal me to do for us to survive.
Everything makes perfect sense now, from learning his special sign language, to how to handle
a gun, to knowing about the bunker and what to do from there.Travis wordlessly gains my
attention again by tapping his forefinger on my wrist. I open my eyes to see him shift his eyes to
the side, indicating I need to be ready to use the weapon I hold in my hand. I barely give him a
wink using my right eye, letting him know I understand. Even though I get the meaning of his
signals, actually having the guts to follow through with the action he expects me to do is a whole
different matter. I realize it’s going to be much more difficult to kill someone when I can see their
chest rise and fall with each living breath. A profound, physiological process takes place in my
brain, and I swallow hard against the lump in my throat at the thought of taking a life. It’s going to
be all up to me to help him acquire the upper-hand, and I’m not sure if I’m capable of achieving
such a feat. I mean, these men are accomplished criminals, and I’m just an innocent,
inexperienced nobody caught in the crossfire.The man behind him startles me as he pierces the



air with strong promises of Travis’ demise. “Jackson, one wrong move from you, and you’ll meet
your maker today, understand?”I watch as the muscles in Travis’ jaw flex, and he grits out his
reply between clenched teeth, “Understood.”“Very good. I hope you’ve enjoyed your little fuck-
fest, because your honeymoon is over,” the man says in a threatening tone, and then his voice
changes from hostile to a deliberately mocking tone. “You’ve gotten sentimental in your old age,
Jackson. Your love-speech just made me go all gooey inside.” Travis’ green eyes morph before
me, turning cold and hard as he narrows them in anger. I know he wishes he had an even
playing field, because with the death glare Travis is emanating right now, I have no doubt the
man wouldn’t last five seconds. “Now, Travis, listen closely…as I wouldn’t want any unfortunate
accidents to happen. I also don’t think the young lady would appreciate getting soiled from any
of your splattered blood getting on her, all because you decided to make a wrong move thinking
you can take me. You understand that?”“I got it,” Travis gruffly states, and then he lightly
squeezes my wrists, and I don’t think it means anything other than an I care about you, and I
hope we get through this alive type of squeeze. “Good, I want your hands up in the air. Then, I
want you to slowly slink off the bed nice and easy. If you so much as move a micrometer in the
wrong direction, you know what happens.” Travis tenses and reiterates his signals to me again
by flicking his eyes to the concealed gun in my hand. My heart hammers hard against the walls
of my chest as I try to control tremors that are beginning to develop in my extremities.Travis
slowly removes his grip from my wrists, and at a snail’s pace, he leans back, placing both his
hands up in the air. His weight slowly begins to lift off my body while he keeps his hands held
high, indicating he’s unarmed. His steely gaze continues to penetrate through mine the entire
time as he slowly stands to his full height. He looks so vulnerable at this moment, something I’m
not used to seeing from this dominating, strong-willed, and always in control kind of man.“Young
lady, the same rules apply to you,” the man threatens, his voice unsettling me. I look at him out of
the corner of my eye, petrified to even breathe. “My orders are to take you alive, ma’am, but
accidents can happen, can’t they?” Holy shit. The reality of the situation slams into my chest, the
very fear stealing air from my lungs. What Travis has been trying to instill in me all along is now
ringing true. I will have to kill in order for us both to survive. I imagine this man didn’t come alone
either. They would have to be more than stupid to believe only one person would be enough to
capture Travis. I wonder where the other men are and if they’re surrounding the house.The
intruder slices through the thick tension in the room, breaking into my distraught thoughts as he
speaks to Travis with pure menace lining his deep voice. “Keep your hands in the air.” His gruff
voice twists in my gut, and my adrenaline spikes. My God, I don’t want Travis to die. I know Nick
will have him at the guillotine the second he’s captured, but only after he makes him suffer first;
I’m sure of it. It seems as if all Travis has ever tried to do is keep me out of harm’s way since the
very beginning. He’s risked his own life to get me out from under Nick, and now he’s paying the
price. I may be out-of-my-mind angry with Travis right now, but he doesn’t deserve to die. I slowly
turn my head to the side just in time to witness the man roughly grab Travis by one wrist. He
twists it, bringing it around Travis’ back to put him in an arm lock. This man is big and burly, full of



muscle, but he’s not as big as Travis. Travis holds the look of Black Death in his eyes. It's a look
of his promised wrath I've never seen before, but always imagined it could exist on his
handsome face.The aura his entire body is exuding right now screams warrior, promising his
rival a wicked, painful death if given the opportunity to gain the upper hand, and I imagine he
would’ve already taken this guy if he didn’t have me to consider.I watch as the man begins to
place a handcuff on Travis’ wrist, and something twists in my gut. Anger begins to brew and
bubble in the pit of my stomach. This asshole has no right, nor does Nick have the right to lay
claim to my life, my future, or anyone else’s for that matter. Sporadic emotions of vengeance,
hate, and fear play in my head, unleashing a fury I’ve never felt before. I can literally feel the
venom seeping out of my pores.Travis shoots me a glare out of the corner of his eye, which says
I’m letting our time to take action tick away. The intensity of his eyes consume me as they blaze
for me to pull out of my shock and make a move.Travis asks over his shoulder while keeping his
scrutinizing gaze on mine, “How did you find us?” “Now that’s the million-dollar question right
there, isn’t it, Travis?” the man sardonically replies. “I imagine you would like to know that bit of
intel, wouldn’t you?”I steal a deep breath while they banter. I know I will have the element of
surprise, because who would think in a million years a young female would be wielding a gun
from underneath a pillow. It’s now or never, Jules. My fingers wrap around the gun’s grip a little
tighter, thankful for Travis’ foresight in preparing me for this very moment. Knowing the safety is
already off, it’s one less thing I have to think about. Travis’ voice echoes through me as I’ve
practiced this very routine ad nauseam. You shoot to kill the enemy, Jules, not maim them, or
they’ll come back for you.As adrenaline rushes through my blood vessels, all I can hear is my
heartbeat pounding in my ears, but I refuse to allow my body to freeze in fear and let Travis
down. I quit thinking about what I have to do and just do it. Push comes to shove, and I quit
rationalizing with my thoughts as my instincts take over. My reflexes intuitively respond without
another conscious thought. I draw the gun out from underneath the pillow at warp speed, and a
bizarre feeling washes over me as everything seems to move in slow motion. I watch, feeling
detached in an out-of-body experience as my left hand meets the other to help stabilize the gun.I
cock my head to the side as my right eye lines up with the sight on the Sig. I don’t fuck around. I
aim for the man’s head, and before I know it, three successive shots have rung out, shooting off
rounds just the way Travis taught me. I don’t even remember feeling the recoil from the handgun
as it fired, nor do I hear the shots ring out, but my ears sure as hell are ringing in a high-pitched
sound in the aftermath. Feeling detached from myself, as if this isn’t really happening, I watch as
this man who once had a living, breathing heart collapses lifelessly to the floor like a sack of
potatoes.Oh. My. God. I’ve just shot and killed another human being. All of my limbs lock up as I
freeze with shock and disbelief. I’m paralyzed, and I sure as hell don’t want to peer over the
mattress to see the final outcome.My brows furrow in confusion as Travis is suddenly in my face,
his lips are moving, but I can’t hear what he’s saying. He grabs my shoulders and starts to
roughly shake me. I begin to hear his voice as it breaks through in segments. He sounds muffled,
as if he’s talking underwater.“Now is…time to zone out. We’ve got…out of here,” he yells in dire



urgency, but I can’t comprehend his fragmented words.Travis roughly shakes me like a rag doll
when I don’t respond, repeating, “Jules! Snap out of it! You know the drill; we’ve practiced this.
We’ve got to move!” I feel paralyzed, the shock and fear locking up all my limbs, rendering me
useless.His eyes become plagued with worry. “Jules, baby. Please, snap out of this,” he pleads in
an urgent tone. “Our lives depend on it. Don’t check out on me now.”I blink my eyes hard several
times, trying to come out of my stupor. His fingers work to pry my hand off the gun. When I
realize what he’s doing, I relax my grip, letting him have it. He then places the gun behind his
back, tucking it inside the waistband of his jeans, I’m sure. I’ve watched him place his weapons
there a million times before. I know I have to force myself to move; however, it’s not fast enough
for Travis. He takes control of the situation, breaking the spell for me as he grabs me underneath
my armpits, lifting me off the bed. He makes me feel as if I weigh ten pounds the way he handles
me. I feel numb to the core, an emotionless robot as he holds me steady, with my legs trembling.
I hope he doesn’t decide to let go of me anytime too soon, or I’m going to collapse to the
floor.“Breathe for me, baby.” He slowly inhales a deep breath with me, and we hold our breath
together, just the way he taught me. Then we both gradually exhale, holding our lungs empty for
a few heartbeats before we repeat the cycle. “Now, you remember our buzzwords?” he asks, and
I nod in response. “Say it aloud for me,” he commands.I breathe through a cycle of air one more
time before I recite the mantra he made me learn. I thought it was stupid at the time, but right
now, I cling to it like a lifeline as I whisper, “Stay outwardly focused, no introspection, keep calm,
and carry on.”“Very good, sweetheart. I want you to keep repeating that in your head. Focus on
those words, what they mean, and keep breathing while you get yourself together, okay?” I grab
on to his t-shirt, fisting the front of the fabric in my hands, double checking he’s truly alive and
standing right here before me. I almost lost him. I lean my forehead into the middle of his steel
chest and close my eyes; I just want to cry. My hands begin to shake, and my breath hitches as a
tear slips out of the corner of my eye.“Ssh,” he whispers as he cradles my cheeks in the palms of
his hands, lifting my chin to meet his gaze. “Keep it together for me. Just for a little bit longer, and
I promise we’ll get out of this alive.” My breath hitches again, my throat is tight, and I can’t speak.
“Sweetheart,” he says almost apologetically, “I have to scope out the rest of the house, and
you’ve got thirty seconds to get dressed, grab my backpack from the closet, and be ready to
move out.” His eyes plead with mine to not let him down.I nod in acknowledgment, and then
Travis slowly releases me, making sure I can stand on my own two feet first. When I slightly sway,
he cocks his head to the side and eyes me warily. I can’t let him down. We need to get out of
here, and I sure as hell don’t want to pull the trigger on a gun again. I don’t recognize my own
voice, because I sound all throaty when I assure him, “I got it. I can do this.” “That’s my girl.” His
eyes soften as his lips curve up in an approving expression, like he’s proud of me. He reaches
behind me, grabs his cell phone from the nightstand, and begins to type into it.“What are you
doing?”“Putting systems in place,” he answers, never looking up from the phone’s screen. When
he’s done, he places the phone in his back pocket, and then looks at me. “All right, thirty
seconds, Jules.” He arches one brow, sternly reminding me. He quietly walks to the doorway with



his gun drawn, and I watch as his backside disappears out the bedroom door to begin scoping
out the rest of the house for danger. I find myself still frozen in place, breathing silently through
my nose and becoming more alert now that I’m alone as I listen for signs of danger. A chill runs
through me with the knowledge I’m all by myself now. What if something happens to Travis while
he’s checking out our surroundings?A few seconds of quiet go by. I suddenly realize I’m wasting
valuable time. I close my eyes tightly and shake my head, taking in a deep breath, and using the
technique Travis taught me to help me stay calm. Focus, Jules. I force myself to move on shaky
limbs to the dresser, thankful the dead body lying on the floor is on the other side of the room. I
notice my hands are trembling as I open a drawer and pull out the first pair of jeans I see.
Everything seems to take twice as long to complete a task as I rummage through a couple more
drawers, methodically pulling out a pair of socks and a folded t-shirt.I get dressed as quickly as
possible, and then hunt for one of my elastics to put my hair in a ponytail. I steal a deep breath
and continue to repeat the mantra in my head over and over before I have to turn around and get
to the sliding closet doors.Slowly and quietly, I walk toward the closet on the other side of the
room while making a wide berth around the dead body. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the
man lying on the floor, sprawled out with a red pool of blood beside his head. Blood thunders
through my veins while a massive shiver rolls through my body. I squeeze my eyes shut against
the horrifying sight.Keep it together, Jules. Travis will get us out of this; he has to. Reflexively, the
palm of my hand slams against my mouth to cover it as I let out a gag. Oh, shit, no. I don’t have
time to vomit. I feel myself break out in a cold sweat and try desperately to use the breathing
pattern I’m supposed to use to calm my nerves. To keep myself from tossing my cookies, I begin
to quietly hum our buzzwords aloud, trying to stay on task as I slide open the closet doors.I sink
to my knees, feeling like I’ve crossed the finish line of a marathon and reaching the closet was
the prize. I lean forward and reach out into the depths of the closet, pulling out the backpack in
which Travis had prepared for us with incredible foresight. Once I pull the pack out and place it
beside me, I sift through the shoes at the bottom of the closet until I find my pair of tennis shoes.
Keeping my back turned away from the scene behind me, I sit back on my bottom and put on my
socks and shoes. Travis knew they were coming, and I have no idea why he wanted to rescue
me, all the while knowing he’d be wrapped up in a massive quagmire of shit as a result. All I
know is I don’t want to go back to that prison cell and be trapped with Nick. God only knows what
he would do to me now if I were in his dungeon. I catch a faint whiff of dispersed gunpowder as I
sit here waiting for Travis to return. I keep my gaze forward, refusing to turn around while
desperately trying to ignore the smell. I look down at my hands to find them still shaking and
notice the engagement ring Travis had placed there mere minutes ago. The brand new diamond
shimmers and sparkles, even with my back turned away from the light source. What was he
thinking proposing to me? I promise you, I was exposing the real me. I gave you all of me. I held
nothing back.“Jules.” I flinch and lose my breath, startled from the sound breaking through the
deep silence of the room. It’s Travis. I slump my taut shoulders, thankful he didn’t run into more
trouble within the house, or at least that I know of. I turn my head around to find him standing in



the doorway with his gun drawn.My jaw drops at the sight of him. How the hell he managed to
scope the house and get fully clothed in camo gear, I’ll never know. I bet he could give a fireman
a run for his money, getting dressed in full gear. I don’t recognize this Travis. Gone is the soft,
passionate man I got to know, and in his place stands a real warrior. He looks so dark and
ominous; everything about him screams confident, professional, hardcore killer, and it rolls off
him like a massive tsunami. His jaw is set, his eyes are hard, and his every movement
calculated. He looks totally in his element as he emits a silent, comfortable sureness, appearing
to be in control of all the uncertainties and danger that surrounds us.His military-style boots
quietly echo against the hardwood floor as he quickly makes his way to me. His eyes stay locked
on mine while he secures his gun and then holds out his hand to me. I look up from the floor,
flicking my eyes back and forth from his hand to his eyes. He stands like a mountain above me. I
slowly reach up and take it, and immediately, he pulls me up off the floor. I notice he's holding a
vest in his other hand. He lets go of me and begins to slip the vest on my body over my t-shirt.
My lungs squeeze with asthmatic pain, the vest reminding me of the perilous danger, and what
is about to head our way. “Travis, I’m scared,” I whisper on a shaky breath.“We’re going to be fine,
Jules,” he confidently assures me. “Stick to me like glue, and we will get out of this alive.” “Where
are we going?”“To the bunker. You know the way blindfolded,” he says, and his tone is all
business. “You also know the code to gain access, should something happen to me.”I shake my
head. “No, I’m not leaving you.” A shooting pain stabs at my heart, knowing something could very
well happen to him. “We don’t have time to argue, but you will do as I say.” His tone is hard and
cold, and brooks no argument. Yes, this Travis definitely scares me, and I’m glad to be on his
side. His eyes narrow as he holds up his index finger in front of my face. “Discussion is over.” I
swallow hard as I stare into his impenetrable eyes. He then leans down and grabs his backpack
from the floor, quickly putting it on. He secures the nylon strap in the front with a plastic snap
lock. Then he looks to me while taking my hand, giving it a light squeeze. “You did good. I’m
proud of you,” he says in all seriousness, and then takes a step backward, pulling me along with
him. “Come on, we gotta roll out now.” He’s on high alert as we make our way through the cabin,
and when we reach the back door, he pulls us both to the side of the window to keep us out of
sight. While focusing his gaze on our surroundings, he looks through the edge of the window as
he talks. “You remember what to do if we get separated, right? If I go down, you’ll have to go on
without me.”“Travis, I’m so scared.” “I know, baby. C’mere.” He steps back from the window and
pulls me into his arms. “You can do this. We both will make it,” he says with confidence. My God,
how is this man always able to hold himself together? I’m astounded at the amount of inner
strength and fortitude he carries. He looks so indestructible.He leans down and captures my lips,
and I pray it won’t be our last as I kiss him back. His lips are like a balm to my soul. I breathe in
his familiar musky scent and savor it. He makes me feel so protected as he looks so invincible.
The kiss is over quickly, and then he pulls away to place a pistol in my hand.“You cannot allow
yourself to get caught. They want you alive, but they want me dead.” I shake my head in denial,
and before I can say a word, Travis places two forefingers over my lips, preventing me. “If for



some reason I go down, you’re going to have to go on without me,” he repeats. “Don’t stop until
you’re safe.” My eyes begin to water, and I feel shaky all over again. “Promise me that you will.”“I
promise.” I will never leave you behind. He seems satisfied with the half-sentence I spoke aloud,
and curtly nods.“Remember, we’re going to duck and weave together, and whatever you do,
don’t let go of my hand, all right?”I take a deep breath, filling my lungs to capacity, and hold the
air in for a minute, psyching myself up for the unknown dangers that lay ahead. I can’t help but
think the moment we step out from the walls of this cabin, we may be leaving together, but it
feels like a farewell. I don’t think things will ever be the same between us again. I’m sure of
it.CHAPTER 2~Jules~My stomach plummets, and I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. I lose
my breath over the sensation and grab my stomach, wanting to double over and heave.“Uh-huh,
baby. You can tamp that shit back down right now,” Travis commands in a militant voice. He grabs
my hand from my belly and squeezes it to the point of pain as he pierces me with a no-bullshit
glare. I’ve never seen a man look so battle-ready before, but if this is the look, he is wearing it in
spades. He’s able to turn the doorknob with the pistol still gripped in his hand. His eyes then
scan the perimeter of the outside as his jaw muscles flex. “On the count of three, be ready to
bolt.” He never counts to three. He immediately gives my hand a hard tug, pulling both of us out
into the bright sunlight. We both burst into a full-on sprint, and I know without a doubt we could
run faster if he would just let go of my hand, but apparently, he’s not going to take any chances of
me slipping through his fingers. Everything becomes a blur around me, and all I can do is focus
on moving my legs as fast as humanly possible.I hear the first shot ring out as it makes a
whizzing sound, slicing between Travis and me. He yanks me hard into his side, forcing me to
move with him. I almost lose my balance, stumble, and fall. My heart is pumping out a ridiculous
amount of adrenaline, and I feel nothing but terror. “Weave, baby,” Travis yells. Shit, I am weaving!
I want to scream, but each breath is consumed with the task at hand. With every leap forward I
take, my feet fumble over the uneven ground. Even though we’ve practiced this a million times, I
feel clumsy.Suddenly, Travis’ hard body pushes back into mine, forcing me to the left as he yells
out again, “Keep the pattern! Focus!” Somehow, I gain my bearings, and all the training finally
kicks. We continue to move in a zig-zag pattern over the open stretch of ground until we reach
the edge of the forest. The morning sun coming up over the forest is almost blinding as we reach
the edge of trees. I grit my teeth as my left arm snags and scrapes over a thicket of thorny vines.
I feel hundreds of tiny needles digging into me, tugging at my arm as if they want to hold me
back. I let out a loud grunt, but I don’t have time to look or think about how much skin I left behind
on those vines. I almost feel relieved when we enter the thickness of the wooded trail, thankful to
have some cover. Hopefully, we’ll make it to the bunker unscathed. His death grip on my hand
keeps my momentum moving forward at an ungodly pace. He doesn’t even grunt when his big
body rips through a set of vines. He’s like a human machete, and it’s all I can do to keep my feet
landing on solid ground as he pulls me along. There are so many dips and unforeseen potholes
in which either one of us can slip and twist our ankles, but somehow we’re able to avoid
them.We’re about to the halfway point in reaching the bunker when I hear a loud thud, and then



Travis begins to lose his balance. His feet begin to falter, and before I know it, he’s pulled me
down to the ground with him. I grit my teeth together, expecting the impending fall to hurt like
hell. We both plummet to the ground, colliding against the forest floor as a loud oomph escapes
from my lungs, stealing the last bit of air I had. The only good thing about the impact is it’s
layered with dead foliage to help break our fall.I’m not sure what’s happened other than Travis
could have possibly tripped, but from the looks of how he went down, he didn’t try to break his
fall the way I did. He didn’t even utter a word as he hit the ground. Oh, God, please don’t let him
be shot. The pine straw pokes into my arms and the leaves rustle underneath my movements as
I scramble up on my knees to hover over his body. I frantically begin checking for any wounds as
I run my hands all over his upper body, but all I feel is his thick, heavy body armor. For a second,
I think he got lucky, and exhale a breath of relief, but the relief quickly dissipates as I realize he’s
not conscious.“Travis!” I scream, pulling on his shoulders, trying to turn his heavy body over onto
his back so I can assess him. I have tunnel vision as I can only seem to focus on one thing, and
that’s seeing to Travis’ wellbeing. I grunt and pull back on his shoulders with all my might, but his
body is all dead weight and he won’t budge. Not knowing what to do at this point, I start to
panic.An adrenaline boost must be rushing through me as I try in one last-ditch effort to roll him
over, and succeed. Once I get him on his back, I cradle his cheeks with my palms and search for
breaths of life. “Travis!” I scream again while tapping his cheeks, trying to rouse him.A glistening
sheen of perspiration across the top of his forehead glistens in the light, and I wipe it away with
my hand. I don’t know what I think that will solve, but I’m so frazzled I don’t know what else to do.
I lean down and kiss his damp forehead, choking back tears. I feel stupidly helpless as I softly
begin pleading with a feeble, croaky voice, “Travis, please wake up. I don’t know what to do.”
There is no way in hell I can leave his side. I know he’s told me to, but I just can’t leave him like
this; it’s just…wrong. Anxiety grips me around the neck with a painful squeeze, and I close my
eyes as the impending breakdown of tears takes over.“Oh, fuck,” he wails out. Startled from the
outburst, my hand covers my mouth and my eyes bolt open wide. A deep, guttural sound leaves
his lungs as he makes a huge effort to catch his breath. His eyes look distressed and in pain.
Waves of relief roll through me. He’s alive! “It feels like someone punched the holy shit out of my
back.” Lifting his head, he drops his chin to his chest, looking down to investigate himself. He
feels with both his hands all over his upper body, looking for a bullet wound. “Shit, even though
I’m not seeing it, I’m not sure there isn’t a gaping hole going through me.” His voice is so
intertwined with pain that his agony then becomes mine. My stomach twists in a knot, as I feel so
helpless for him. When he wails out in a distressed groan again, the sound grips at my gut. It’s
almost as if I can feel his pain, and I die a little on the inside. “Are you shot anywhere?” I ask as I
run my fingers through his thick, tousled, and sweaty hair. He jerks his body away from mine,
pulling is head away from my hands, looking startled to find me, of all people, kneeling beside
him. He shakes his head and blinks his eyes rapidly in a confused state, just now realizing I’m
here. “Jules, are you okay?” he asks as he huffs and pants through his pain. “I’m fine. Are you
shot?” I worriedly ask again.“No, but it sure as fuck feels like it. Thank God for bulletproof vests.”



Then his eyes narrow on me as if he’s thinking about something. “Dammit!” he bellows, his angry
voice taking me off guard. My eyes flinch, and I jolt backward. “What the hell are you still doing
here then?” He flops his head back down in the pine straw in defeat, and then he squeezes his
eyes shut while visibly fighting against the pain wracking his body. “You promised me,” he adds
through gritted teeth.My heart sinks at the sound of his disappointment in me, but I didn’t have it
in me to leave his side. I couldn’t. “I’m sorry. I just couldn’t leave you like this.” I watch as both his
hands clench into fists, and then he makes painful grunts as he pulls himself up into a half-sitting
position, coming to rest on his elbows. He looks rather pissed off at this point, but I don’t care. I
ask him again, “Travis, can you get up?”He shakes his head in anger and snarls at me, “Go now.
Run to the bunker and don’t stop.”“Not without you,” I argue back.“Sonofabitch, you hard-
headed…” his voice trails off, and I watch as his left hand reflexively brushes at the back of his
neck at lightning speed as his head recoils off to the side. He acts as if he just got stung by a
swarm of bees. “Fuck!” he shouts out. I’m confused as to what’s going on until he brings his hand
back around from his neck and it’s painted in blood. I gasp, horrified to see him bleeding. He
doesn’t give me time to process what just happened, because in that very second, he slams his
body over mine, protecting me from a spray of bullets, which whiz by overhead. His arms wrap
tightly around my body as he traps me underneath his heavy weight, pinning my arms to my
sides.His lips rest against my ear, his breathing heavy as he tells me in a gruff voice, “I’m so
going to have your ass when this is over.” I don’t know how he can be so confident in a time like
this. I feel as if my ass has already been hung out to dry. I’ve already said my prayers. “Travis, are
you okay?” I’m so rattled my voice shakes, and my words rush out in a string of panic. “Please,
tell me you’ll be fine.”“Never been better, sweetheart,” he states brusquely. “Just a graze.” My
God. Just a graze, he says. I’m not trained for this high intensity shit. I’ve only been trained to
shoot and run. They could’ve killed him. Could’ve? They still can. I begin to hyperventilate, and I
realize I’m so scared; I literally could pee my pants.The firing overhead ceases just as quickly as
it started, and I’m thankful for the weight of Travis’ body on top of mine to keep my heart from
exploding out of my chest. His faint breathing against my ear gives me some comfort, knowing
we are both still alive. I’m thinking with the cease-fire, this would be the most opportune time to
get up and run, but Travis doesn’t move as he continues to hold me tighter in his arms, which
worries me.“Travis,” I start off. I’m about to tell him we should get up and make a break for it.“Shh,
baby,” he interrupts, whispering into my ear. “Trust me. We need to stay down now.” My ears perk
up over Travis’ heavy breathing, and I think I hear a set of heavy footsteps approaching. Maybe
it’s all in my head. Ah hell, who am I kidding? Shit’s about to get real ugly again; I can feel it.I
squeeze my eyes tight as panic grips at my heart, seizing my last breath. When I do finally
inhale, I draw in a breath that is all Travis. I take comfort in his familiarity, his touch, and his
strength. His body weight provides me with a consolation that is hard to describe, despite the
circumstances at hand.A set of quick footsteps sound out to my right. Leaves crunch and pine
straw snaps under the weight of those feet, and a sickening feeling begins to wash over me. As
the footsteps come to a halt, a deafening silence fills the air.“Well, well, well…what do we have



here?” a male’s deep voice laced with evil rings out against the thickness of the forest. “Looks
like we’ve got a little love nest going on. Thought you were a little more high-class than this,
Travis,” the man taunts. Travis holds stock-still over my body, and I can’t see over him to tell who
this man is.I find it odd, however, that his muscles don’t tense like they did back at the cabin. It’s
like he’s actually keeping himself loose and limber on purpose, trying to ready himself for a fight.
His lips brush behind my ear as he gives me a chaste kiss before he rolls off me and faces the
dark voice head on.I watch Travis as his eyes narrow on the man, who’s standing before us.
“Mitchell.” Travis says his name as if he’s spitting out vile vomit. I shift my eyes between Travis
and Mitchell, their heated exchange making my blood run cold. It’s quite evident these two men
have shared a past, and judging by the animosity radiating off both of them, it isn’t a good one.
Mitchell stands tall and strong, arrogance evident in every cell of his body as he speaks. “What
were you thinking, Travis? Did you think we couldn’t find out about this place?”“One can only
hope, can’t they, Mitchell?” Travis asks through clenched teeth. Something about this man
seems familiar to me, but I can’t place him.“Hope is all you’ll ever do, Jackson, especially once
Nick gets his hands on you.”I force myself to breathe as this horrifying scene unfolds before me.
I’m scared out of my mind; I can’t see straight. There is no stand-off here. This Mitchell guy holds
all of the power as he’s the only one with a pointed gun, and here I am at an impasse
again. These fluctuating emotions are enough to send me to an early grave. I’m sick of bouncing
between them all, and how my emotions are always in reaction to someone else’s doing. Small
things I’ve always been able to ignore, but abduction, guns, and threats always deserve a
backlash of fury, and I feel the unleashed wrath snap within me. I’ve had way more than enough,
and I’m sick of continuously being the victim, especially a shooting target. My life has been
constantly on the line at every turn. My fear has faded, and in its place, anger and retaliation take
place front and center. With my life hanging in the balance, I become determined to get the
upper hand once and for all.As heated anger begins to pool inside the pit of my stomach, I flick
my eyes around, looking for my dropped gun. As the men continue to be distracted by
exchanging heated words, I slowly inch my hand behind my back, and quietly sift through the
pine straw. My heart leaps for joy when my fingers come into contact with the hard steel. With my
hand already being in the most opportune place it can be, hidden from sight, I calculate what it
would take to get the grip of the pistol totally in my hand, and at the same time, be able to whip it
around my body to shoot.“Not so quick, young lady,” Mitchell says as his deep voice cuts
through me, making me go numb from head to toe. I bite the inside of my cheek as I look up at
him. He points his gun at me, and my pulse spikes sky-high. “You’re a tough little shit, aren’t
you?” he asks, sounding half impressed, and then he flicks his eyes between Travis and me.
“You’ve wasted no time, I see.”“I don’t waste my time on trash, like some people do,” Travis states
with a smooth, scary calmness. Mitchell shifts his pistol, pointing it directly back at Travis, and
says, “Neither do I.”The loud thunderous bang of a gun goes off, and I scream at the top of my
lungs. I look to Travis, expecting to see him bleeding out, but am surprised he’s sitting tall
wearing a satirical grin on his face. I whip my head in Mitchell’s direction and realize I’m not the



one screaming anymore; he is. Mitchell is down on the ground, rolling around in the pine straw, in
some serious agony.My heartbeat thrums in my ears as another man approaches out of the
hidden foliage from between some trees. His face is unreadable, and he’s powerfully built, like a
Mack Truck. Black streaks of war paint decorate his face as if he just came off a football field,
except he’s wearing camo gear instead. His weapon is huge, and the way he’s holding it with
such confidence and skill, one would think it is an extension of his arm. Everything about this
man reminds me of Rambo, from his imposing stance to his muscular build.I shift my eyes to
Travis and watch as he gives the man an icy look. This shit is just too much, so I reflexively make
a go for my gun. I’m not quick enough. The approaching man sees what I’m about to do, and with
his gun being at the ready, he merely lifts it and holds me at gunpoint.“Don’t do it, Jules.” His
hard, rough voice freezes me in my tracks, and as he nears, I almost piss my pants. He is
freaking huge. How does he know my name?“About fucking time, asshole,” Travis says with
ungrateful scorn.The man has the sudden audacity to smirk at Travis as he says, “The Travis I
know wouldn’t have fallen to the ground in the first place. Looks like your ball-and-chain took you
down.”Travis lets out a puff of air in a half-laugh. “Fuck you, man.” Rambo starts to chuckle as he
secures his gun and steps toward Travis, offering his hand. Confusion begins to take place over
their exchange. My brows furrow, and I doubt my sanity. Didn’t Rambo just have his M-whatever
gun pointing at me? Travis gets up and stands to his full height, and I angle my head back to
stare at the two giants. I’m guessing this guy is on our side, especially when they do a quick,
back-slap man-hug. I thought Travis was a big man, but Rambo definitely has him beat. My
mouth is left gaping wide open as I scope out the muscles on the hulk. They are insane. Travis
breaks through my confused state and holds out his hand for me to take. “C’mon, Jules. We have
to keep moving.” I glance at Mitchell and see he is still alive. He’s almost unconscious now, but
his labored breathing tells me his heart still beats. “Jules,” Travis warns.I look over at Mitchell,
who is sprawled out on the ground. “What about him?” “He’ll be taken care of. No worries,”
Rambo pipes in. Then he reaches into his back pocket as he kneels down on one knee, pulling
out a few zip ties before he starts to secure Mitchell with them. Mitchell makes an ungodly
guttural sound of pain when Rambo rolls him onto his stomach so he can tie his wrists together
behind his back. I sit here stunned, in a daze. Travis squats down to get in my line of vision,
blocking my view of the spectacle in order to gain my attention. I stare at Travis wide-eyed while
searching his face for answers.“It’s okay, baby,” Travis says softly, as if I’m a scared and frazzled
little kitten. I probably am. He extends his hand out for me to take. All I can seem to do is stare
blankly at his hand like it’s a foreign object. Taking matters into his own hands, he slips them
underneath my arms and lifts me up. My legs tremble and shake as he makes me stand on my
own two feet. I begin to sway, and my eyes close reflexively. I’m feeling a tad dizzy. All the crazy
has finally caught up with me. “Whoa, there.” He quickly holds me in a tight embrace, and I lay
my head on his hard chest. I can’t hear his heart beating through the bulletproof vest, and I want
so badly to hear the relaxing sound of his strong heart. “Are you okay, Jules?”“I think so,” I
mumble into his shirt. “Very freaked out, but I think I’m okay.”“We will get through this. I promise,”



he solemnly whispers over my head while keeping me within his protective hold. “All right, Travis.
Mitchell’s all tied up,” Rambo says from behind me all matter-of-factly, as if he didn’t just shoot
somebody. “I have Stryker and Hunter on clean-up duty. We need to move to the bunker and
regroup.”Travis bends his knees slightly and slants his head to the side with a worried look on his
face. “Can you walk, baby?” I blink a few times, take a few deep, calming breaths, and then nod.
“All right then, let’s get going.”I must be in shock, as I don’t remember the walk to the bunker. It’s
not until the steel door slams shut with a loud resounding clang that I come to my senses.
Standing in the middle of the living room, I begin to find my anger again. I take out my shitty
morning on the man who saved my life; I can’t help it. I turn around and narrow my eyes on
Travis, and he stops in his tracks as he pauses to decipher my mood. It must be written all over
my face.“Travis, mind telling me just what the hell is going on?” He lifts a brow, studying me for a
moment, and to his credit, he doesn't get flustered with me. “Jules, just calm down,” he replies
calmly.I feel hysteria coming on, and he tells me to calm down? The pitch of my voice could
break glass I’m so irate. “I’ve just killed someone. Bad men are gunning us down. I thought you
were shot, and you’re telling me to calm down?” I pause and point at my chest. “Why me? I don’t
understand any of this!” I turn around and wave toward the hulk of a man who’s standing in the
kitchen, rummaging through some cabinet drawers with purpose, and then my voice goes deep
and low. “Then there’s freaking Rambo in here who just appears out of nowhere to save the day.
What the fuck, Travis?! Mind letting me in on your little games?”“Jules, calm the fuck down,”
Travis growls, his temper sounding just as short-fused as mine. “Just calm down and I’ll explain.” I
take a deep breath, even though I want to yell and scream, but I’m flustered for words right now. I
feel shaky and distraught, and I suppose it’s because I’m out of harm’s way.“Your adrenaline is
running wild.” He steps toward me to hold me tightly against his chest. I tremble in his arms as I
start to hyperventilate. “Shh, sweetheart. Easy breaths,” he commands softly. How the hell he
continues to stay strong and put together through all this, I’ll never know. He acts so unaffected
from our circumstances, and it baffles me.I startle when Rambo sneaks up behind me and
whispers in my ear, “By the way, my name’s not Rambo. I’m Quinn. I’m saying sorry on the front
end, but I have to do this.” My forehead wrinkles in confusion. That’s an odd statement, and
before I can turn around to see what his deal is, I feel a needle jabbing into the side of my
arm. “Ow!” I jolt back reflexively, but I don’t move as Travis catches me in a vice grip. I’m stuck.
“You bastards!” I hiss. I can do nothing but stand here in shock and dismay, all the while feeling
helpless against the stinging sensation in my arm. God knows what kind of drug is getting ready
to run the gamut through my veins this time. The prick of the needle and pain subsides only
when Quinn pulls it out of my shoulder.“You sorry sons of bitches.” My lip curls in contempt as I
narrow my eyes on Travis with a mixture of anger, pain, and betrayal while my head grows fuzzy.I
blink my eyes several times, trying to shake off the effects of the drug before I lean my forehead
into Travis’ chest. Whatever this shit is, it’s working damn fast. I claw and clutch onto Travis’ shirt,
grasping at straws to stay upright and alert, but I’m failing miserably. I’m so tired; my eyelids
begin to flutter, and then they finally close as my consciousness begins to dissolve into a sea of



oblivion. The last thing I remember is Travis bending down to scoop me up into his strong
arms.CHAPTER 2~Jules~My stomach plummets, and I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. I
lose my breath over the sensation and grab my stomach, wanting to double over and heave.“Uh-
huh, baby. You can tamp that shit back down right now,” Travis commands in a militant voice. He
grabs my hand from my belly and squeezes it to the point of pain as he pierces me with a no-
bullshit glare. I’ve never seen a man look so battle-ready before, but if this is the look, he is
wearing it in spades. He’s able to turn the doorknob with the pistol still gripped in his hand. His
eyes then scan the perimeter of the outside as his jaw muscles flex. “On the count of three, be
ready to bolt.” He never counts to three. He immediately gives my hand a hard tug, pulling both
of us out into the bright sunlight. We both burst into a full-on sprint, and I know without a doubt
we could run faster if he would just let go of my hand, but apparently, he’s not going to take any
chances of me slipping through his fingers. Everything becomes a blur around me, and all I can
do is focus on moving my legs as fast as humanly possible.I hear the first shot ring out as it
makes a whizzing sound, slicing between Travis and me. He yanks me hard into his side, forcing
me to move with him. I almost lose my balance, stumble, and fall. My heart is pumping out a
ridiculous amount of adrenaline, and I feel nothing but terror. “Weave, baby,” Travis yells. Shit, I
am weaving! I want to scream, but each breath is consumed with the task at hand. With every
leap forward I take, my feet fumble over the uneven ground. Even though we’ve practiced this a
million times, I feel clumsy.Suddenly, Travis’ hard body pushes back into mine, forcing me to the
left as he yells out again, “Keep the pattern! Focus!” Somehow, I gain my bearings, and all the
training finally kicks. We continue to move in a zig-zag pattern over the open stretch of ground
until we reach the edge of the forest. The morning sun coming up over the forest is almost
blinding as we reach the edge of trees. I grit my teeth as my left arm snags and scrapes over a
thicket of thorny vines. I feel hundreds of tiny needles digging into me, tugging at my arm as if
they want to hold me back. I let out a loud grunt, but I don’t have time to look or think about how
much skin I left behind on those vines. I almost feel relieved when we enter the thickness of the
wooded trail, thankful to have some cover. Hopefully, we’ll make it to the bunker unscathed. His
death grip on my hand keeps my momentum moving forward at an ungodly pace. He doesn’t
even grunt when his big body rips through a set of vines. He’s like a human machete, and it’s all I
can do to keep my feet landing on solid ground as he pulls me along. There are so many dips
and unforeseen potholes in which either one of us can slip and twist our ankles, but somehow
we’re able to avoid them.We’re about to the halfway point in reaching the bunker when I hear a
loud thud, and then Travis begins to lose his balance. His feet begin to falter, and before I know
it, he’s pulled me down to the ground with him. I grit my teeth together, expecting the impending
fall to hurt like hell. We both plummet to the ground, colliding against the forest floor as a loud
oomph escapes from my lungs, stealing the last bit of air I had. The only good thing about the
impact is it’s layered with dead foliage to help break our fall.I’m not sure what’s happened other
than Travis could have possibly tripped, but from the looks of how he went down, he didn’t try to
break his fall the way I did. He didn’t even utter a word as he hit the ground. Oh, God, please



don’t let him be shot. The pine straw pokes into my arms and the leaves rustle underneath my
movements as I scramble up on my knees to hover over his body. I frantically begin checking for
any wounds as I run my hands all over his upper body, but all I feel is his thick, heavy body
armor. For a second, I think he got lucky, and exhale a breath of relief, but the relief quickly
dissipates as I realize he’s not conscious.“Travis!” I scream, pulling on his shoulders, trying to
turn his heavy body over onto his back so I can assess him. I have tunnel vision as I can only
seem to focus on one thing, and that’s seeing to Travis’ wellbeing. I grunt and pull back on his
shoulders with all my might, but his body is all dead weight and he won’t budge. Not knowing
what to do at this point, I start to panic.An adrenaline boost must be rushing through me as I try
in one last-ditch effort to roll him over, and succeed. Once I get him on his back, I cradle his
cheeks with my palms and search for breaths of life. “Travis!” I scream again while tapping his
cheeks, trying to rouse him.A glistening sheen of perspiration across the top of his forehead
glistens in the light, and I wipe it away with my hand. I don’t know what I think that will solve, but
I’m so frazzled I don’t know what else to do. I lean down and kiss his damp forehead, choking
back tears. I feel stupidly helpless as I softly begin pleading with a feeble, croaky voice, “Travis,
please wake up. I don’t know what to do.” There is no way in hell I can leave his side. I know he’s
told me to, but I just can’t leave him like this; it’s just…wrong. Anxiety grips me around the neck
with a painful squeeze, and I close my eyes as the impending breakdown of tears takes
over.“Oh, fuck,” he wails out. Startled from the outburst, my hand covers my mouth and my eyes
bolt open wide. A deep, guttural sound leaves his lungs as he makes a huge effort to catch his
breath. His eyes look distressed and in pain. Waves of relief roll through me. He’s alive! “It feels
like someone punched the holy shit out of my back.” Lifting his head, he drops his chin to his
chest, looking down to investigate himself. He feels with both his hands all over his upper body,
looking for a bullet wound. “Shit, even though I’m not seeing it, I’m not sure there isn’t a gaping
hole going through me.” His voice is so intertwined with pain that his agony then becomes mine.
My stomach twists in a knot, as I feel so helpless for him. When he wails out in a distressed
groan again, the sound grips at my gut. It’s almost as if I can feel his pain, and I die a little on the
inside. “Are you shot anywhere?” I ask as I run my fingers through his thick, tousled, and sweaty
hair. He jerks his body away from mine, pulling is head away from my hands, looking startled to
find me, of all people, kneeling beside him. He shakes his head and blinks his eyes rapidly in a
confused state, just now realizing I’m here. “Jules, are you okay?” he asks as he huffs and pants
through his pain. “I’m fine. Are you shot?” I worriedly ask again.“No, but it sure as fuck feels like it.
Thank God for bulletproof vests.” Then his eyes narrow on me as if he’s thinking about
something. “Dammit!” he bellows, his angry voice taking me off guard. My eyes flinch, and I jolt
backward. “What the hell are you still doing here then?” He flops his head back down in the pine
straw in defeat, and then he squeezes his eyes shut while visibly fighting against the pain
wracking his body. “You promised me,” he adds through gritted teeth.My heart sinks at the sound
of his disappointment in me, but I didn’t have it in me to leave his side. I couldn’t. “I’m sorry. I just
couldn’t leave you like this.” I watch as both his hands clench into fists, and then he makes



painful grunts as he pulls himself up into a half-sitting position, coming to rest on his elbows. He
looks rather pissed off at this point, but I don’t care. I ask him again, “Travis, can you get up?”He
shakes his head in anger and snarls at me, “Go now. Run to the bunker and don’t stop.”“Not
without you,” I argue back.“Sonofabitch, you hard-headed…” his voice trails off, and I watch as
his left hand reflexively brushes at the back of his neck at lightning speed as his head recoils off
to the side. He acts as if he just got stung by a swarm of bees. “Fuck!” he shouts out. I’m
confused as to what’s going on until he brings his hand back around from his neck and it’s
painted in blood. I gasp, horrified to see him bleeding. He doesn’t give me time to process what
just happened, because in that very second, he slams his body over mine, protecting me from a
spray of bullets, which whiz by overhead. His arms wrap tightly around my body as he traps me
underneath his heavy weight, pinning my arms to my sides.His lips rest against my ear, his
breathing heavy as he tells me in a gruff voice, “I’m so going to have your ass when this is over.” I
don’t know how he can be so confident in a time like this. I feel as if my ass has already been
hung out to dry. I’ve already said my prayers. “Travis, are you okay?” I’m so rattled my voice
shakes, and my words rush out in a string of panic. “Please, tell me you’ll be fine.”“Never been
better, sweetheart,” he states brusquely. “Just a graze.” My God. Just a graze, he says. I’m not
trained for this high intensity shit. I’ve only been trained to shoot and run. They could’ve killed
him. Could’ve? They still can. I begin to hyperventilate, and I realize I’m so scared; I literally could
pee my pants.The firing overhead ceases just as quickly as it started, and I’m thankful for the
weight of Travis’ body on top of mine to keep my heart from exploding out of my chest. His faint
breathing against my ear gives me some comfort, knowing we are both still alive. I’m thinking
with the cease-fire, this would be the most opportune time to get up and run, but Travis doesn’t
move as he continues to hold me tighter in his arms, which worries me.“Travis,” I start off. I’m
about to tell him we should get up and make a break for it.“Shh, baby,” he interrupts, whispering
into my ear. “Trust me. We need to stay down now.” My ears perk up over Travis’ heavy breathing,
and I think I hear a set of heavy footsteps approaching. Maybe it’s all in my head. Ah hell, who
am I kidding? Shit’s about to get real ugly again; I can feel it.I squeeze my eyes tight as panic
grips at my heart, seizing my last breath. When I do finally inhale, I draw in a breath that is all
Travis. I take comfort in his familiarity, his touch, and his strength. His body weight provides me
with a consolation that is hard to describe, despite the circumstances at hand.A set of quick
footsteps sound out to my right. Leaves crunch and pine straw snaps under the weight of those
feet, and a sickening feeling begins to wash over me. As the footsteps come to a halt, a
deafening silence fills the air.“Well, well, well…what do we have here?” a male’s deep voice
laced with evil rings out against the thickness of the forest. “Looks like we’ve got a little love nest
going on. Thought you were a little more high-class than this, Travis,” the man taunts. Travis
holds stock-still over my body, and I can’t see over him to tell who this man is.I find it odd,
however, that his muscles don’t tense like they did back at the cabin. It’s like he’s actually
keeping himself loose and limber on purpose, trying to ready himself for a fight. His lips brush
behind my ear as he gives me a chaste kiss before he rolls off me and faces the dark voice head



on.I watch Travis as his eyes narrow on the man, who’s standing before us. “Mitchell.” Travis says
his name as if he’s spitting out vile vomit. I shift my eyes between Travis and Mitchell, their
heated exchange making my blood run cold. It’s quite evident these two men have shared a
past, and judging by the animosity radiating off both of them, it isn’t a good one. Mitchell stands
tall and strong, arrogance evident in every cell of his body as he speaks. “What were you
thinking, Travis? Did you think we couldn’t find out about this place?”“One can only hope, can’t
they, Mitchell?” Travis asks through clenched teeth. Something about this man seems familiar to
me, but I can’t place him.“Hope is all you’ll ever do, Jackson, especially once Nick gets his
hands on you.”I force myself to breathe as this horrifying scene unfolds before me. I’m scared out
of my mind; I can’t see straight. There is no stand-off here. This Mitchell guy holds all of the
power as he’s the only one with a pointed gun, and here I am at an impasse again. These
fluctuating emotions are enough to send me to an early grave. I’m sick of bouncing between
them all, and how my emotions are always in reaction to someone else’s doing. Small things I’ve
always been able to ignore, but abduction, guns, and threats always deserve a backlash of fury,
and I feel the unleashed wrath snap within me. I’ve had way more than enough, and I’m sick of
continuously being the victim, especially a shooting target. My life has been constantly on the
line at every turn. My fear has faded, and in its place, anger and retaliation take place front and
center. With my life hanging in the balance, I become determined to get the upper hand once
and for all.As heated anger begins to pool inside the pit of my stomach, I flick my eyes around,
looking for my dropped gun. As the men continue to be distracted by exchanging heated words, I
slowly inch my hand behind my back, and quietly sift through the pine straw. My heart leaps for
joy when my fingers come into contact with the hard steel. With my hand already being in the
most opportune place it can be, hidden from sight, I calculate what it would take to get the grip of
the pistol totally in my hand, and at the same time, be able to whip it around my body to
shoot.“Not so quick, young lady,” Mitchell says as his deep voice cuts through me, making me go
numb from head to toe. I bite the inside of my cheek as I look up at him. He points his gun at me,
and my pulse spikes sky-high. “You’re a tough little shit, aren’t you?” he asks, sounding half
impressed, and then he flicks his eyes between Travis and me. “You’ve wasted no time, I see.”“I
don’t waste my time on trash, like some people do,” Travis states with a smooth, scary
calmness. Mitchell shifts his pistol, pointing it directly back at Travis, and says, “Neither do I.”The
loud thunderous bang of a gun goes off, and I scream at the top of my lungs. I look to Travis,
expecting to see him bleeding out, but am surprised he’s sitting tall wearing a satirical grin on his
face. I whip my head in Mitchell’s direction and realize I’m not the one screaming anymore; he is.
Mitchell is down on the ground, rolling around in the pine straw, in some serious agony.My
heartbeat thrums in my ears as another man approaches out of the hidden foliage from between
some trees. His face is unreadable, and he’s powerfully built, like a Mack Truck. Black streaks of
war paint decorate his face as if he just came off a football field, except he’s wearing camo gear
instead. His weapon is huge, and the way he’s holding it with such confidence and skill, one
would think it is an extension of his arm. Everything about this man reminds me of Rambo, from



his imposing stance to his muscular build.I shift my eyes to Travis and watch as he gives the
man an icy look. This shit is just too much, so I reflexively make a go for my gun. I’m not quick
enough. The approaching man sees what I’m about to do, and with his gun being at the ready,
he merely lifts it and holds me at gunpoint.“Don’t do it, Jules.” His hard, rough voice freezes me
in my tracks, and as he nears, I almost piss my pants. He is freaking huge. How does he know
my name?“About fucking time, asshole,” Travis says with ungrateful scorn.The man has the
sudden audacity to smirk at Travis as he says, “The Travis I know wouldn’t have fallen to the
ground in the first place. Looks like your ball-and-chain took you down.”Travis lets out a puff of air
in a half-laugh. “Fuck you, man.” Rambo starts to chuckle as he secures his gun and steps
toward Travis, offering his hand. Confusion begins to take place over their exchange. My brows
furrow, and I doubt my sanity. Didn’t Rambo just have his M-whatever gun pointing at me? Travis
gets up and stands to his full height, and I angle my head back to stare at the two giants. I’m
guessing this guy is on our side, especially when they do a quick, back-slap man-hug. I thought
Travis was a big man, but Rambo definitely has him beat. My mouth is left gaping wide open as I
scope out the muscles on the hulk. They are insane. Travis breaks through my confused state
and holds out his hand for me to take. “C’mon, Jules. We have to keep moving.” I glance at
Mitchell and see he is still alive. He’s almost unconscious now, but his labored breathing tells me
his heart still beats. “Jules,” Travis warns.I look over at Mitchell, who is sprawled out on the
ground. “What about him?” “He’ll be taken care of. No worries,” Rambo pipes in. Then he reaches 
into his back pocket as he kneels down on one knee, pulling out a few zip ties before he starts to
secure Mitchell with them. Mitchell makes an ungodly guttural sound of pain when Rambo rolls
him onto his stomach so he can tie his wrists together behind his back. I sit here stunned, in a
daze. Travis squats down to get in my line of vision, blocking my view of the spectacle in order to
gain my attention. I stare at Travis wide-eyed while searching his face for answers.“It’s okay,
baby,” Travis says softly, as if I’m a scared and frazzled little kitten. I probably am. He extends his
hand out for me to take. All I can seem to do is stare blankly at his hand like it’s a foreign object.
Taking matters into his own hands, he slips them underneath my arms and lifts me up. My legs
tremble and shake as he makes me stand on my own two feet. I begin to sway, and my eyes
close reflexively. I’m feeling a tad dizzy. All the crazy has finally caught up with me. “Whoa, there.”
He quickly holds me in a tight embrace, and I lay my head on his hard chest. I can’t hear his
heart beating through the bulletproof vest, and I want so badly to hear the relaxing sound of his
strong heart. “Are you okay, Jules?”“I think so,” I mumble into his shirt. “Very freaked out, but I
think I’m okay.”“We will get through this. I promise,” he solemnly whispers over my head while
keeping me within his protective hold. “All right, Travis. Mitchell’s all tied up,” Rambo says from
behind me all matter-of-factly, as if he didn’t just shoot somebody. “I have Stryker and Hunter on
clean-up duty. We need to move to the bunker and regroup.”Travis bends his knees slightly and
slants his head to the side with a worried look on his face. “Can you walk, baby?” I blink a few
times, take a few deep, calming breaths, and then nod. “All right then, let’s get going.”I must be in
shock, as I don’t remember the walk to the bunker. It’s not until the steel door slams shut with a



loud resounding clang that I come to my senses. Standing in the middle of the living room, I
begin to find my anger again. I take out my shitty morning on the man who saved my life; I can’t
help it. I turn around and narrow my eyes on Travis, and he stops in his tracks as he pauses to
decipher my mood. It must be written all over my face.“Travis, mind telling me just what the hell is
going on?” He lifts a brow, studying me for a moment, and to his credit, he doesn't get flustered
with me. “Jules, just calm down,” he replies calmly.I feel hysteria coming on, and he tells me to
calm down? The pitch of my voice could break glass I’m so irate. “I’ve just killed someone. Bad
men are gunning us down. I thought you were shot, and you’re telling me to calm down?” I pause
and point at my chest. “Why me? I don’t understand any of this!” I turn around and wave toward
the hulk of a man who’s standing in the kitchen, rummaging through some cabinet drawers with
purpose, and then my voice goes deep and low. “Then there’s freaking Rambo in here who just
appears out of nowhere to save the day. What the fuck, Travis?! Mind letting me in on your little
games?”“Jules, calm the fuck down,” Travis growls, his temper sounding just as short-fused as
mine. “Just calm down and I’ll explain.” I take a deep breath, even though I want to yell and
scream, but I’m flustered for words right now. I feel shaky and distraught, and I suppose it’s
because I’m out of harm’s way.“Your adrenaline is running wild.” He steps toward me to hold me
tightly against his chest. I tremble in his arms as I start to hyperventilate. “Shh, sweetheart. Easy
breaths,” he commands softly. How the hell he continues to stay strong and put together through
all this, I’ll never know. He acts so unaffected from our circumstances, and it baffles me.I startle
when Rambo sneaks up behind me and whispers in my ear, “By the way, my name’s not Rambo.
I’m Quinn. I’m saying sorry on the front end, but I have to do this.” My forehead wrinkles in
confusion. That’s an odd statement, and before I can turn around to see what his deal is, I feel a
needle jabbing into the side of my arm. “Ow!” I jolt back reflexively, but I don’t move as Travis
catches me in a vice grip. I’m stuck. “You bastards!” I hiss. I can do nothing but stand here in
shock and dismay, all the while feeling helpless against the stinging sensation in my arm. God
knows what kind of drug is getting ready to run the gamut through my veins this time. The prick
of the needle and pain subsides only when Quinn pulls it out of my shoulder.“You sorry sons of
bitches.” My lip curls in contempt as I narrow my eyes on Travis with a mixture of anger, pain, and
betrayal while my head grows fuzzy.I blink my eyes several times, trying to shake off the effects
of the drug before I lean my forehead into Travis’ chest. Whatever this shit is, it’s working damn
fast. I claw and clutch onto Travis’ shirt, grasping at straws to stay upright and alert, but I’m failing
miserably. I’m so tired; my eyelids begin to flutter, and then they finally close as my
consciousness begins to dissolve into a sea of oblivion. The last thing I remember is Travis
bending down to scoop me up into his strong arms.CHAPTER 3~Travis~After Quinn injects
Jules with a healthy dose of sedative, I’m met with a string of heated expletives. As the drug
begins to take effect, I can see her trying to fight it, but it’s useless. Now that she’s going down
for the count, her anger has quickly faded, and in its place is the look of utter betrayal. She
clutches at the fabric on my shirt, holding on tightly as her eyes begin to flutter closed. She lets a
few choice words slip from her lips before she passes out and goes limp in my arms.



Immediately, I scoop her up to hold her in my arms, and then I give Quinn a death glare. “What
the hell did you do that for?”He stands in front of me unaffected, as if it was no big deal he just
rendered my girl unconscious. Still biting the needle cap between his molars, he speaks through
his clenched teeth, “I couldn’t think with her freaking out. She needed to settle down, T.”Taking
the cap out of his mouth, he carefully inserts the needle back into its plastic sheath and then
shrugs his broad shoulders. “We’ve got plans to make, and she was slowing us down.” He feels
for her pulse, and then continues, “Trust me, she needed to check out for a while.”His
assessment of her emotional status is most likely correct. She was in emotional overload, and if I
wasn’t emotionally attached to her, I’d probably have done the same thing. “She is going to be
pissed off when she wakes up, man,” I warn Quinn.“If I don’t have at least five women pissed off
at me at any given moment, it means I’m doing something wrong.” He turns around and throws
the used needle on the kitchen counter, and then turns back to me with his hands on his hips.
“Look, she's going to be pissed off either way. Rather her be pissed off later than now. We’ve got
other pressing matters to take care of, wouldn’t you say?”As much as I hate to admit it, he’s right.
I don’t have time to pamper her ass. I shake my head and close my eyes for a moment, not
looking forward to the thought of her wrath when she wakes up.“You just poked a sleeping tiger,
dude,” I mumble under my breath as I sidestep Quinn, making my way to the larger bedroom on
the left. When Quinn lets out a round of successive chuckles behind me, I add, “You think it's
funny now, but just you wait and see when her fury falls on you. You won't find it so amusing
then.” I gently lay her down on the full-size bed and grab a blanket from the small closet to lay
over her. Her hair has started to come undone from its ponytail and is all over the place, with
pieces of pine straw matted in. I sit on the edge of the bed for a minute, smooth out some of her
tangled hair, and remove the debris. She looks so peaceful like this. I’m really dreading the
impending fallout once we have a minute to catch our breath. I don’t even want to think about
what will happen if she doesn’t want me.I sit back for a moment and look upon her with
admiration. I still can’t believe she killed a man to defend me today, and she was ready to do it all
over again with Mitchell, and then again with Quinn. I shake my head in disbelief. The sheer
strength of this woman is off the charts. My heart hurts for her, though, and all the pain she’s
been through, and I cringe to think about the trials and tribulations she has yet to go through. I
pray to God I’ve prepared her enough to emotionally be able to withstand the aftermath from the
act of killing another. The magnitude of the effects from such a psychological trauma can be so
damn debilitating. I need to be the one to help her pick up the pieces, and make sure she’s good
with it. I lean forward and press my lips against her forehead, leaving them there against her
warm skin. I close my eyes and catch the brief lingering scent of her strawberry shampoo. “You
were so brave today, sweetheart. So…so brave.” Before I pull away, I kiss her cheek reverently,
wishing she were awake right now so I could tell her so. I continue talking softly to her as the
back of my knuckles tenderly stroke her cheek. “I’ve been dying to say this to you, but I could
never seem to find the right time. I love you, Jules. I love you so damn much I can’t stand it, and I
don’t know when I can tell you this and have you believe it.” My gut clenches at the thought of her



never believing anything I tell her from here on out. “It’s going to take a while for you to trust me
again, but I’m not going anywhere. I will prove myself to you, and I might not be able to tell you
the words for a time, but I’ll sure as shit show you how much you mean to me.”I stay with her a
few more minutes, wanting to make sure she’s okay. I cradle her face as my thumb strokes over
her lower lip. Her breathing pattern has smoothed out and it’s steady now. I know Quinn is
waiting on me to help him formulate a new plan, but all I want to do is stay holed-up here with her
for however many days it will take to make this right between us. I lean down and tenderly kiss
her soft lips, murmuring solemnly over her lips, “I was serious when I asked you to be my wife.”
Before I pull away from her sleeping form, I give her one more chaste kiss. I have a feeling it will
be a cold day in hell before she lets me get this close to her again. I let out a sigh and
begrudgingly leave her side. Out of habit, I shut the bedroom door on my way out, and then
make my way to the large dining room table where Quinn sits, patiently waiting for me. His
elbows rest heavily on the wood table, and his fingers are threaded together. He looks deep in
thought, as he seems to stare right through me.I pull out a chair from the table and sit down
directly across from him. I have crazy adrenaline running through my veins right now, and I can't
seem to sit still. My right leg begins to bounce up and down underneath the table as the
aftermath of the most fucked-up morning of my life begins to sink in. I look up into my friend’s
eyes to see worry etched across his face.“Travis, I need to look at the back of your neck,” Quinn
states with concern. Shit, I had forgotten all about it. I swipe the palm of my hand over the
abrasion at the back of my neck, and then look at my hand. “There’s no fresh blood; I’m good
right now. I can clean it up later.”Quinn scoffs at me and shakes his head. “Do you even feel
pain?” he asks with wonder. I’ve always had a high tolerance for pain, but right now, my
adrenaline is going a hundred miles an hour, so I don’t even feel the wound. “There’s too much
other shit to settle first. I don’t have time to feel pain. The first thing we need to figure out, being
that we’re in Hyde County, is how the fuck they found us.”Quinn shakes his head. “I don't know,
but it did take them a good while, didn’t it? All of our signals are meant to be boosted for output
only. We’re out in the middle of bum-fuck Egypt, so there's no way in hell they could've spotted
us with incoming signals.” Quinn then leans back in his chair and crosses his arms, and then
asks me a point-blank question. “What about Mitchell? Could he have known about this place?”I
shake my head with earnest conviction. “No. I’m positive, but at least now I know where his
loyalties lie. The motherfucker tried to kill me, Quinn.” The very thought that I could’ve died today
out in the woods just pisses me off. “I want blood. When this is ironed out, I want to be the one to
deliver due justice to him.” Now I know for certain it was either Mitchell or one of his men who T-
boned me in Charleston. I couldn’t be any more pleased that it was Quinn who took him down.
The way he was spraying bullets overhead, I knew then Mitchell had his own agenda. He
couldn’t have cared less about sparing Jules’ life, and that infuriates me. She’s an innocent in all
of this. She didn’t deserve that.“Look, let’s just handle one thing at a time, okay? Stryker and
Hunter will put him in a safe place until we’re ready to deal with him, but right now, we need to be
concerned with a second attack. We need to get the upper hand and increase our



defenses.”“Not until Jules is out of harm’s way, Quinn,” I sternly argue back. I feel my blood
pressure spike at the thought of her getting mixed in with more of the crossfire.Quinn leans
forward as his eyes crinkle at the corners, his features giving off a serious and determined look.
“We don’t have a choice. She’s part of this now.” He shakes his head, frustration evident. “And
just where is out of harm’s way, Travis? She’s the reason why all this exists. They want her, and
even though we’re all under fire, she’s safer with us. Not to mention, you’d go fuckin’ nuts
worrying about her every second she wasn’t in your line of sight, and you know it.” I stay silent,
but nod, acknowledging him. He’s right. “Your attention would be anywhere but on the task at
hand. You’d be thinking of her the entire time, worrying if you weren’t there to protect her they
would somehow find her and recapture her.”I'm so fucking fired up it's unreal. I have a million
strategic war scenarios spinning around in my mind on top of trying to figure out how I’m
supposed to make my relationship with Jules work. Memories from my past try to creep into my
thoughts, and I have to remind myself I physically have her within my grasp. I will not let her slip
through my fingers. I can’t. I let out a long-winded sigh and run my fingers through my sweaty
hair. “I knew they were coming, but I didn't think it would be this soon,” I admit. “We all knew they
would eventually come. You can’t beat yourself up about that, but you need to get your head in
the game.” I look at Quinn disbelievingly. Has he gone crazy? “What the fuck? I am in the game,”
I state offensively. Quinn holds up his hands, palms out, trying to calm my temper. “All I’m saying
is you need to prioritize all the shit running through your head right now. I see the wheels
spinning in that mind of yours, Trav. We all know you’ve been down this road before, and I don’t
need you getting sidetracked. You need to keep the main thing the main thing here, and that’s
seeing to everyone’s safety.” He holds up his index finger to make a point. “Since we still have
the upper hand, the next thing on the list is to finish those bastards off. Once all that shit is done,
then and only then can you worry about your Sleeping Beauty.” I place my elbows on the table
and rest my head in the palms of my hands, trying to think. I’m letting my emotions rule over me
while trying to prevent history from repeating itself. I need to think about our next step, but I come
up empty-handed. No matter how hard I try, I can't seem to focus on what that next step should
be. I keep thinking about the possibility of Jules being captured and getting placed back into the
wrong hands again. Growing more frustrated by the second, I act on impulse and reach into my
back pocket to pull out my cellphone.“What are you doing, Travis?” Quinn asks with growing
suspicion.“Getting ready to stir some shit, you know, poke the tiger,” I say while typing a number
into the phone, one of which I know by heart.“Travis?” Quinn questions again, with uncertainty
lining his voice.“Relax. I’m just going to personally let the bastard know his mission failed. I’m
sure he’s pacing the floor right now wearing a hole in the carpet, hoping against hope Mitchell
has some good news for him.”I look up after dialing the number, and smirk at Quinn as I put the
phone to my ear. I actually feel a little proud I have the opportunity to get under his skin. I want to
be the one to personally let him know I still control this situation, and I want to listen to him lose it
as he realizes she’s slipped from his hands and into mine. Picking up on the second ring.
“What’s the news?” he asks, his voice coming through loud and clear, and I can hear the



eagerness in his tone. He probably thinks I’m one of his men calling him to touch base,
especially since my cellphone is encrypted.“Nick.” I breathe the word like thick venom, and
somehow he doesn’t miss a beat.“Travis,” he says silkily, “I can hear you're still alive. Such a
shame.”“You should know by now it would take more than just a few of your cronies to take me
out.” I pause for effect and smooth out my voice. “I’m surprised at your lack of judgment, Nick.
Three men, really? Is that the best you’ve got?”“I want her back, Travis,” he barks out.“If you
would've known how to treat her from the get-go, you might have never been put in this
predicament,” I taunt. “Somehow, I doubt that, Travis.” He hesitates for moment, the silence
deadly between us before he asks, “What do you want?”I shake my head even though he can't
see me as smug arrogance lines my voice. “I already have what I want, Nick.”“You bastard!” If
Nick could breathe fire, my ear would be singed right now. He’s that pissed.“I’ve been called
much worse,” I calmly state.“You're not going to keep her. I’m all over your ass, Travis, and I’d quit
while I’m ahead if I were you. Turn her over, and I might spare you,” he warns.“I don’t need
sparing, and I believe since I've already got her, the finders keepers and all that shit applies.”He
chuckles menacingly into the phone. “Why are you really calling, Travis? Did I stir up your little
love nest? Are you upset you got blindsided by my men? I'm one up on you, and I plan to keep it
that way.”“Nope, not upset at all. Give me your best shot, Nick,” I say nonchalantly. “Oh, wait, you
already did, and you failed.” I then think of Jules and how she almost got shot down. “By the way,
just so you know, tell your dipshit men to aim at me next time, and not Jules.”“What? Was she
shot?” he asks with sudden panic.“Near misses, Nick,” I spit out angrily. “Of course the men you
sent couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn.” I know the bastard isn’t going to tell me how he found
us, so I don’t even ask. At minimum, however, I want to take a jab at him, get under his skin, and
let him know more than just his mission failed. “You know, a real man would’ve come after his
woman, but instead you sent a team of dysfunctional dumbasses. What does that say about you,
Nick?”“You have to know your days are numbered, Travis,” he hisses.“Everyone's days are
numbered, Nick. Some have larger numbers than others. Since your men fight like pussies, I’ll
live to be a ripe old age.”I hear a string of curses come through the receiver. He is so pissed off
on a rant that I hold the phone away from my ear and his voice fills the room. Quinn shakes his
head at me in amusement while he starts to chuckle.“Travis! Travis! Do you hear me?!” Nick
bellows. “I want her back, dammit!” I hear the desperation growing thick in his voice as he adds,
“Name your price.” A grin forms across my lips as I taunt Nick again. “Mmmm…you can’t put a
price on her pussy. It tastes too sweet to give back or sell. Not to mention, her pussy has been
molded to fit my dick perfectly now, just like a glove.” Then I hang up on him abruptly, happy I
was the one to get in the last word. He would’ve only had a string of curse words for me after that
anyway. The sardonic smile dissolves from my lips as I look at Quinn in all seriousness. “Well, I
stirred up the hive for us. We’ll be drawing them out now, ‘cause he’s madder than a nest of wet
hornets, and after that, I have a feeling he is going to unleash every last resource he has on
us.”Quinn leans back in his chair and runs his fingers through his hair, and then interlocks his
fingers, holding his hands at the back of his head. I can tell he’s formulating something in his



brain as he stares at the ceiling. Since I’ve pissed Nick off, I feel a little better now and can think
clearer.Quinn speaks toward the ceiling as he tells me, “We need to get back to my house.”I
shake my head at him. “Negatory, man. It’s not safe to go to your place just yet. We have to find
out how they found us first. Otherwise, it will be like leading a kid to candy again.” Quinn’s house
is north of Raleigh, a little ways outside of the city limits. He lives on a few acres of land in a rural
area, with a shitload of armory. Plus, he has more electronic resources there than the
government. “I say we head into the city first, stay in plain sight. We need to be around a mass
number of people and try to mingle in until we can figure out how he’s tracking us.”Quinn drops
his gaze from the ceiling to mine, and then wrinkles his forehead in thought. “Yeah, let me make
some phone calls and get some backup in place. I know a hotel we can hunker down in for a day
or two until we get this figured out.”“Do you think we got them all?”“As soon as you texted me
from the cabin, I made my way toward the front drive and saw there was only one vehicle.
Figured on three men. So yeah, we got them all. I took down one man who was standing guard
at the vehicle, and of course I got Mitchell, and then you took the other.”“Correction, Jules took
that man out all by herself.”Quinn’s neck snaps back in surprise with both eyebrows lifted high.
“Damn. That’s one hell of a woman.”I give him a sly grin. “That’s why I told you not to piss her off.”
Now that I’ve calmed down some, I can see it was best to have sedated her. What she just went
through was some serious action. “It’s probably for the best you knocked her out. I think she was
on the hard and fast road to a major meltdown.”Quinn opens his eyes wide in mock surprise as
he sarcastically comments, “You think?”“My concern is when she wakes up.” I pause, shaking
my head, and let out a sigh. “She's never killed anyone before, and I’m seriously worried how
she’s going to process all of this. This whole scenario is going to change her, Quinn. We all know
she’ll never be the same after this, and she won’t want to hear that.”Quinn's lips form a thin line
before he speaks. “That it does, my friend. That is does.” He quietly contemplates his thoughts
for a minute before he speaks again, and when he does, his eyes pierce mine with utter
resolution. “We have your back on this, you know? All of us will do what it takes to help pull her
through the aftermath.”“Thanks, man,” I say, looking at Quinn through the eyes of Jules. The
corners of my lips lift in a smirk as I eye him up and down. I guess he does look like Rambo, in all
his getup and gear with war paint on. It’s something I’m so used to seeing, so I’ve never thought
twice about it. I can only imagine the thoughts that ran through her head at the first sight of him.
The thought strikes me funny, and I start to chuckle.“What are you laughing at?” he asks
skeptically.I shake my head at him and tease, “Rambo. Of all the names for someone to come up
with, she comes up with Rambo.”He chuckles himself, and then shrugs. “Hey, I’ll take that as a
compliment.”“So what’s next?”“Given the fact they know where our vicinity is, they’re probably
sending out more men as we speak. Once Stryker and Hunter get here, we can head out.
Chances are excellent we won’t have a tail,” he pauses, “for now anyway. At least we’ll have a
head start. I’m parked about a quarter mile out.” He jerks his chin up and to the left, as if I know
where he’s indicating.“Lovely…just fucking lovely.” Sarcasm drips from my voice as I think about
having to carry a very sedated Jules for a quarter mile. “You just had to drug her, didn’t you?”He



holds his hands up in the air in protest. “You just agreed it was a good idea.”“Mmmm, I think we
all need to see what this Rambo is made of. I believe you should be the one to carry her ass out
to the truck,” I stand up and reach across the table to give his arm muscle a manly squeeze,
“since you’re the one who drugged her and all.”A smooth smile spreads across Quinn’s lips as
he rags on me. “Why, Travis, I do believe you’re getting old and feeble on me. Why don’t you just
admit it; you’ve gone soft and can’t handle carrying the extra baggage.”“Shut the fuck up.” I let go
of his shoulder and he starts to laugh.CHAPTER 3~Travis~After Quinn injects Jules with a
healthy dose of sedative, I’m met with a string of heated expletives. As the drug begins to take
effect, I can see her trying to fight it, but it’s useless. Now that she’s going down for the count,
her anger has quickly faded, and in its place is the look of utter betrayal. She clutches at the
fabric on my shirt, holding on tightly as her eyes begin to flutter closed. She lets a few choice
words slip from her lips before she passes out and goes limp in my arms. Immediately, I scoop
her up to hold her in my arms, and then I give Quinn a death glare. “What the hell did you do that
for?”He stands in front of me unaffected, as if it was no big deal he just rendered my girl
unconscious. Still biting the needle cap between his molars, he speaks through his clenched
teeth, “I couldn’t think with her freaking out. She needed to settle down, T.”Taking the cap out of
his mouth, he carefully inserts the needle back into its plastic sheath and then shrugs his broad
shoulders. “We’ve got plans to make, and she was slowing us down.” He feels for her pulse, and
then continues, “Trust me, she needed to check out for a while.”His assessment of her emotional
status is most likely correct. She was in emotional overload, and if I wasn’t emotionally attached
to her, I’d probably have done the same thing. “She is going to be pissed off when she wakes up,
man,” I warn Quinn.“If I don’t have at least five women pissed off at me at any given moment, it
means I’m doing something wrong.” He turns around and throws the used needle on the kitchen
counter, and then turns back to me with his hands on his hips. “Look, she's going to be pissed
off either way. Rather her be pissed off later than now. We’ve got other pressing matters to take
care of, wouldn’t you say?”As much as I hate to admit it, he’s right. I don’t have time to pamper
her ass. I shake my head and close my eyes for a moment, not looking forward to the thought of
her wrath when she wakes up.“You just poked a sleeping tiger, dude,” I mumble under my breath
as I sidestep Quinn, making my way to the larger bedroom on the left. When Quinn lets out a
round of successive chuckles behind me, I add, “You think it's funny now, but just you wait and
see when her fury falls on you. You won't find it so amusing then.” I gently lay her down on the full-
size bed and grab a blanket from the small closet to lay over her. Her hair has started to come
undone from its ponytail and is all over the place, with pieces of pine straw matted in. I sit on the
edge of the bed for a minute, smooth out some of her tangled hair, and remove the debris. She
looks so peaceful like this. I’m really dreading the impending fallout once we have a minute to
catch our breath. I don’t even want to think about what will happen if she doesn’t want me.I sit
back for a moment and look upon her with admiration. I still can’t believe she killed a man to
defend me today, and she was ready to do it all over again with Mitchell, and then again with
Quinn. I shake my head in disbelief. The sheer strength of this woman is off the charts. My heart



hurts for her, though, and all the pain she’s been through, and I cringe to think about the trials
and tribulations she has yet to go through. I pray to God I’ve prepared her enough to emotionally
be able to withstand the aftermath from the act of killing another. The magnitude of the effects
from such a psychological trauma can be so damn debilitating. I need to be the one to help her
pick up the pieces, and make sure she’s good with it. I lean forward and press my lips against
her forehead, leaving them there against her warm skin. I close my eyes and catch the brief
lingering scent of her strawberry shampoo. “You were so brave today, sweetheart. So…so
brave.” Before I pull away, I kiss her cheek reverently, wishing she were awake right now so I
could tell her so. I continue talking softly to her as the back of my knuckles tenderly stroke her
cheek. “I’ve been dying to say this to you, but I could never seem to find the right time. I love you,
Jules. I love you so damn much I can’t stand it, and I don’t know when I can tell you this and have
you believe it.” My gut clenches at the thought of her never believing anything I tell her from here
on out. “It’s going to take a while for you to trust me again, but I’m not going anywhere. I will prove
myself to you, and I might not be able to tell you the words for a time, but I’ll sure as shit show
you how much you mean to me.”I stay with her a few more minutes, wanting to make sure she’s
okay. I cradle her face as my thumb strokes over her lower lip. Her breathing pattern has
smoothed out and it’s steady now. I know Quinn is waiting on me to help him formulate a new
plan, but all I want to do is stay holed-up here with her for however many days it will take to make
this right between us. I lean down and tenderly kiss her soft lips, murmuring solemnly over her
lips, “I was serious when I asked you to be my wife.” Before I pull away from her sleeping form, I
give her one more chaste kiss. I have a feeling it will be a cold day in hell before she lets me get
this close to her again. I let out a sigh and begrudgingly leave her side. Out of habit, I shut the
bedroom door on my way out, and then make my way to the large dining room table where
Quinn sits, patiently waiting for me. His elbows rest heavily on the wood table, and his fingers are
threaded together. He looks deep in thought, as he seems to stare right through me.I pull out a
chair from the table and sit down directly across from him. I have crazy adrenaline running
through my veins right now, and I can't seem to sit still. My right leg begins to bounce up and
down underneath the table as the aftermath of the most fucked-up morning of my life begins to
sink in. I look up into my friend’s eyes to see worry etched across his face.“Travis, I need to look
at the back of your neck,” Quinn states with concern. Shit, I had forgotten all about it. I swipe the
palm of my hand over the abrasion at the back of my neck, and then look at my hand. “There’s
no fresh blood; I’m good right now. I can clean it up later.”Quinn scoffs at me and shakes his
head. “Do you even feel pain?” he asks with wonder. I’ve always had a high tolerance for pain,
but right now, my adrenaline is going a hundred miles an hour, so I don’t even feel the
wound. “There’s too much other shit to settle first. I don’t have time to feel pain. The first thing we
need to figure out, being that we’re in Hyde County, is how the fuck they found us.”Quinn shakes
his head. “I don't know, but it did take them a good while, didn’t it? All of our signals are meant to
be boosted for output only. We’re out in the middle of bum-fuck Egypt, so there's no way in hell
they could've spotted us with incoming signals.” Quinn then leans back in his chair and crosses



his arms, and then asks me a point-blank question. “What about Mitchell? Could he have known
about this place?”I shake my head with earnest conviction. “No. I’m positive, but at least now I
know where his loyalties lie. The motherfucker tried to kill me, Quinn.” The very thought that I
could’ve died today out in the woods just pisses me off. “I want blood. When this is ironed out, I
want to be the one to deliver due justice to him.” Now I know for certain it was either Mitchell or
one of his men who T-boned me in Charleston. I couldn’t be any more pleased that it was Quinn
who took him down. The way he was spraying bullets overhead, I knew then Mitchell had his
own agenda. He couldn’t have cared less about sparing Jules’ life, and that infuriates me. She’s
an innocent in all of this. She didn’t deserve that.“Look, let’s just handle one thing at a time,
okay? Stryker and Hunter will put him in a safe place until we’re ready to deal with him, but right
now, we need to be concerned with a second attack. We need to get the upper hand and
increase our defenses.”“Not until Jules is out of harm’s way, Quinn,” I sternly argue back. I feel my
blood pressure spike at the thought of her getting mixed in with more of the crossfire.Quinn
leans forward as his eyes crinkle at the corners, his features giving off a serious and determined
look. “We don’t have a choice. She’s part of this now.” He shakes his head, frustration evident.
“And just where is out of harm’s way, Travis? She’s the reason why all this exists. They want her,
and even though we’re all under fire, she’s safer with us. Not to mention, you’d go fuckin’ nuts
worrying about her every second she wasn’t in your line of sight, and you know it.” I stay silent,
but nod, acknowledging him. He’s right. “Your attention would be anywhere but on the task at
hand. You’d be thinking of her the entire time, worrying if you weren’t there to protect her they
would somehow find her and recapture her.”I'm so fucking fired up it's unreal. I have a million
strategic war scenarios spinning around in my mind on top of trying to figure out how I’m
supposed to make my relationship with Jules work. Memories from my past try to creep into my
thoughts, and I have to remind myself I physically have her within my grasp. I will not let her slip
through my fingers. I can’t. I let out a long-winded sigh and run my fingers through my sweaty
hair. “I knew they were coming, but I didn't think it would be this soon,” I admit. “We all knew they
would eventually come. You can’t beat yourself up about that, but you need to get your head in
the game.” I look at Quinn disbelievingly. Has he gone crazy? “What the fuck? I am in the game,”
I state offensively. Quinn holds up his hands, palms out, trying to calm my temper. “All I’m saying
is you need to prioritize all the shit running through your head right now. I see the wheels
spinning in that mind of yours, Trav. We all know you’ve been down this road before, and I don’t
need you getting sidetracked. You need to keep the main thing the main thing here, and that’s
seeing to everyone’s safety.” He holds up his index finger to make a point. “Since we still have
the upper hand, the next thing on the list is to finish those bastards off. Once all that shit is done,
then and only then can you worry about your Sleeping Beauty.” I place my elbows on the table
and rest my head in the palms of my hands, trying to think. I’m letting my emotions rule over me
while trying to prevent history from repeating itself. I need to think about our next step, but I come
up empty-handed. No matter how hard I try, I can't seem to focus on what that next step should
be. I keep thinking about the possibility of Jules being captured and getting placed back into the



wrong hands again. Growing more frustrated by the second, I act on impulse and reach into my
back pocket to pull out my cellphone.“What are you doing, Travis?” Quinn asks with growing
suspicion.“Getting ready to stir some shit, you know, poke the tiger,” I say while typing a number
into the phone, one of which I know by heart.“Travis?” Quinn questions again, with uncertainty
lining his voice.“Relax. I’m just going to personally let the bastard know his mission failed. I’m
sure he’s pacing the floor right now wearing a hole in the carpet, hoping against hope Mitchell
has some good news for him.”I look up after dialing the number, and smirk at Quinn as I put the
phone to my ear. I actually feel a little proud I have the opportunity to get under his skin. I want to
be the one to personally let him know I still control this situation, and I want to listen to him lose it
as he realizes she’s slipped from his hands and into mine. Picking up on the second ring.
“What’s the news?” he asks, his voice coming through loud and clear, and I can hear the
eagerness in his tone. He probably thinks I’m one of his men calling him to touch base,
especially since my cellphone is encrypted.“Nick.” I breathe the word like thick venom, and
somehow he doesn’t miss a beat.“Travis,” he says silkily, “I can hear you're still alive. Such a
shame.”“You should know by now it would take more than just a few of your cronies to take me
out.” I pause for effect and smooth out my voice. “I’m surprised at your lack of judgment, Nick.
Three men, really? Is that the best you’ve got?”“I want her back, Travis,” he barks out.“If you
would've known how to treat her from the get-go, you might have never been put in this
predicament,” I taunt. “Somehow, I doubt that, Travis.” He hesitates for moment, the silence
deadly between us before he asks, “What do you want?”I shake my head even though he can't
see me as smug arrogance lines my voice. “I already have what I want, Nick.”“You bastard!” If
Nick could breathe fire, my ear would be singed right now. He’s that pissed.“I’ve been called
much worse,” I calmly state.“You're not going to keep her. I’m all over your ass, Travis, and I’d quit
while I’m ahead if I were you. Turn her over, and I might spare you,” he warns.“I don’t need
sparing, and I believe since I've already got her, the finders keepers and all that shit applies.”He
chuckles menacingly into the phone. “Why are you really calling, Travis? Did I stir up your little
love nest? Are you upset you got blindsided by my men? I'm one up on you, and I plan to keep it
that way.”“Nope, not upset at all. Give me your best shot, Nick,” I say nonchalantly. “Oh, wait, you
already did, and you failed.” I then think of Jules and how she almost got shot down. “By the way,
just so you know, tell your dipshit men to aim at me next time, and not Jules.”“What? Was she
shot?” he asks with sudden panic.“Near misses, Nick,” I spit out angrily. “Of course the men you
sent couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn.” I know the bastard isn’t going to tell me how he found
us, so I don’t even ask. At minimum, however, I want to take a jab at him, get under his skin, and
let him know more than just his mission failed. “You know, a real man would’ve come after his
woman, but instead you sent a team of dysfunctional dumbasses. What does that say about you,
Nick?”“You have to know your days are numbered, Travis,” he hisses.“Everyone's days are
numbered, Nick. Some have larger numbers than others. Since your men fight like pussies, I’ll
live to be a ripe old age.”I hear a string of curses come through the receiver. He is so pissed off
on a rant that I hold the phone away from my ear and his voice fills the room. Quinn shakes his



head at me in amusement while he starts to chuckle.“Travis! Travis! Do you hear me?!” Nick
bellows. “I want her back, dammit!” I hear the desperation growing thick in his voice as he adds,
“Name your price.” A grin forms across my lips as I taunt Nick again. “Mmmm…you can’t put a
price on her pussy. It tastes too sweet to give back or sell. Not to mention, her pussy has been
molded to fit my dick perfectly now, just like a glove.” Then I hang up on him abruptly, happy I
was the one to get in the last word. He would’ve only had a string of curse words for me after that
anyway. The sardonic smile dissolves from my lips as I look at Quinn in all seriousness. “Well, I
stirred up the hive for us. We’ll be drawing them out now, ‘cause he’s madder than a nest of wet
hornets, and after that, I have a feeling he is going to unleash every last resource he has on
us.”Quinn leans back in his chair and runs his fingers through his hair, and then interlocks his
fingers, holding his hands at the back of his head. I can tell he’s formulating something in his
brain as he stares at the ceiling. Since I’ve pissed Nick off, I feel a little better now and can think
clearer.Quinn speaks toward the ceiling as he tells me, “We need to get back to my house.”I
shake my head at him. “Negatory, man. It’s not safe to go to your place just yet. We have to find
out how they found us first. Otherwise, it will be like leading a kid to candy again.” Quinn’s house
is north of Raleigh, a little ways outside of the city limits. He lives on a few acres of land in a rural
area, with a shitload of armory. Plus, he has more electronic resources there than the
government. “I say we head into the city first, stay in plain sight. We need to be around a mass
number of people and try to mingle in until we can figure out how he’s tracking us.”Quinn drops
his gaze from the ceiling to mine, and then wrinkles his forehead in thought. “Yeah, let me make
some phone calls and get some backup in place. I know a hotel we can hunker down in for a day
or two until we get this figured out.”“Do you think we got them all?”“As soon as you texted me
from the cabin, I made my way toward the front drive and saw there was only one vehicle.
Figured on three men. So yeah, we got them all. I took down one man who was standing guard
at the vehicle, and of course I got Mitchell, and then you took the other.”“Correction, Jules took
that man out all by herself.”Quinn’s neck snaps back in surprise with both eyebrows lifted high.
“Damn. That’s one hell of a woman.”I give him a sly grin. “That’s why I told you not to piss her off.”
Now that I’ve calmed down some, I can see it was best to have sedated her. What she just went
through was some serious action. “It’s probably for the best you knocked her out. I think she was
on the hard and fast road to a major meltdown.”Quinn opens his eyes wide in mock surprise as
he sarcastically comments, “You think?”“My concern is when she wakes up.” I pause, shaking
my head, and let out a sigh. “She's never killed anyone before, and I’m seriously worried how
she’s going to process all of this. This whole scenario is going to change her, Quinn. We all know
she’ll never be the same after this, and she won’t want to hear that.”Quinn's lips form a thin line
before he speaks. “That it does, my friend. That is does.” He quietly contemplates his thoughts
for a minute before he speaks again, and when he does, his eyes pierce mine with utter
resolution. “We have your back on this, you know? All of us will do what it takes to help pull her
through the aftermath.”“Thanks, man,” I say, looking at Quinn through the eyes of Jules. The
corners of my lips lift in a smirk as I eye him up and down. I guess he does look like Rambo, in all



his getup and gear with war paint on. It’s something I’m so used to seeing, so I’ve never thought
twice about it. I can only imagine the thoughts that ran through her head at the first sight of him.
The thought strikes me funny, and I start to chuckle.“What are you laughing at?” he asks
skeptically.I shake my head at him and tease, “Rambo. Of all the names for someone to come up
with, she comes up with Rambo.”He chuckles himself, and then shrugs. “Hey, I’ll take that as a
compliment.”“So what’s next?” “Given the fact they know where our vicinity is, they’re probably
sending out more men as we speak. Once Stryker and Hunter get here, we can head out.
Chances are excellent we won’t have a tail,” he pauses, “for now anyway. At least we’ll have a
head start. I’m parked about a quarter mile out.” He jerks his chin up and to the left, as if I know
where he’s indicating.“Lovely…just fucking lovely.” Sarcasm drips from my voice as I think about
having to carry a very sedated Jules for a quarter mile. “You just had to drug her, didn’t you?”He
holds his hands up in the air in protest. “You just agreed it was a good idea.”“Mmmm, I think we
all need to see what this Rambo is made of. I believe you should be the one to carry her ass out
to the truck,” I stand up and reach across the table to give his arm muscle a manly squeeze,
“since you’re the one who drugged her and all.”A smooth smile spreads across Quinn’s lips as
he rags on me. “Why, Travis, I do believe you’re getting old and feeble on me. Why don’t you just
admit it; you’ve gone soft and can’t handle carrying the extra baggage.”“Shut the fuck up.” I let go
of his shoulder and he starts to laugh.CHAPTER 4~Jules~My eyes flutter open, and confusion
overcomes me. Where in the hell am I? I rub the sleep from my eyes, narrowing them to focus,
and I realize I’m in another friggin’ hotel room. A cold chill runs down my spine as bad memories
roll through me, my pulse picking up speed. I catch the scent of Travis and my stomach dips. I’m
not caught; I’m with Travis. A huge gust of air leaves my lungs in relief. When I peel the blankets
back, I raise a brow. My legs are bare. Looks like Travis had put me in one of his oversized t-
shirts, and thank God I’m in my panties. The clock illuminating on the nightstand reads seven. Is
it morning or night? I can’t tell. The curtains are drawn shut, and I’m not about to look behind
them and tempt fate.I make my way to the bedroom door, still in a disoriented stupor, and step
out into the carpeted hallway. The sound of men’s voices carries from down the hall. It looks as if
I’m in a large hotel suite. I follow the voices and find myself in front of a table full of men. I stop in
my tracks. I don’t recognize any of them except for Stryker and Quinn. All of the men abruptly
stop talking, turning around to look at me as if I just interrupted a secret meeting. I spy a huge
spread of breakfast food stretched out across the table, and at that moment, I know I’ve slept
into the following day. Quinn is sitting off to the right, and I narrow my eyes on the bastard for
drugging me like that.Someone clears their throat, and out of the corner of my eye I see Travis
scooting his chair away from the table. He hastily makes his way toward me as he speaks in a
gruff voice, “Guys, give me a few minutes. I’ll be right back.” He reaches out and gently takes me
by the elbow, and leans in to whisper in my ear, “Babe, you can’t come out dressed like that.” Oh,
crap, I didn’t even realize that. Thank goodness his shirt comes down to my knees.He ushers me
quickly back down the hallway, out of sight. When we reach the bedroom door, he pauses to ask,
“Can I get you some coffee or something to eat?” I look into his eyes and they seem a little off,



like he’s hiding something.“I am thirsty,” I softly reply.He leans his head out the bedroom door,
then shouts out toward the dining room, “Stryker, need you to bring Jules some OJ.” He guides
me into the bedroom, and sits down on the edge of the bed. He pats the empty space beside
him, silently telling me to have a seat. I sit down on the edge of the bed with him, and for some
reason, I feel unsettled. Maybe because there is an army of men out there and we’re on the run,
but Travis is acting different.“How are you feeling?” he asks. “I’m doing fine,” I respond flatly,
staring at the floor. “I hate that answer, you know that? Fine means you’re doing shitty,” he retorts,
leaning in close to me.I pull away and turn to look at him with a scowl on my face. “What do you
want me to say, Travis? Too many things have unfolded in the past twenty-four hours for me to
process anything. Not to mention, I was knocked out with God knows what drug since noon
yesterday.”He looks away from me, and hopefully it’s shame that fills him. “I’m sorr—”“Save it.” I
hold my hand up, interrupting him. “I want answers, and I want a phone call,” I demand.He
narrows his eyes, looking at me as if I’ve lost my mind. “Yeah, I can’t let you have either,” he says
sternly.“No? What the hell, Travis? No?!” My voice escalates with indignation as he raises an
eyebrow at my outburst. “I can’t believe you’re going to deny me.” My throat constricts, and my
upper lip snarls. “You’re a real bastard.”At that very second, Stryker loudly clears his throat,
purposely interrupting, and we both turn to look at him as he stands in the doorway holding my
glass of orange juice.I give him the evil eye, and at least he has the regard to act a little penitent
for being part of Travis’ game. He walks into the room and hands the orange juice to Travis,
which is a smart move. I have the desire to toss the drink in their faces. It’s a coin toss at the
moment as to which one.I turn to face Travis with a heated scowl. “My father needs to know I’m
safe. This is my life we’re talking about here, my own flesh and blood, and you won’t even give
me the courtesy of a phone call?”Stryker’s lips thin as if he wants to say something, but he holds
back, letting Travis handle the situation. Travis grabs my hands and looks at me with pleading
eyes, which is odd. Since we had been invaded, he’s been in warrior-mode the entire time, not
showing a speck of his soft side. “Nothing is safe right now, Jules,” he explains. “The only safe
place for you right now is here with me, by my side 24/7.”I scoff and jerk my hands out from
under his. “Is that so? How convenient,” I mock. “I’m surprised you’re not drugging me with more
Blyss right now…or did you forget to put that in your backpack?” I hiss. I look at my wrists and
make another snide remark. “What? No restraints? You’re slipping, Travis. I’m surprised there’s
not a dead bolt on the door, too.”Stryker steps in front of me, coming to Travis’ rescue, and
interrupts, “Jules, you’re not being fair here.” I raise both brows, staring indignantly at Stryker and
his audacity. Who the hell does he think he is? I cross my arms over my chest defensively. “Well,
do tell then, Stryker. I’d seriously like to know what you think is fair. How about I rip you apart
from everything you’ve ever known and loved, and then drug you. Oh, yeah, then let’s top that
scenario off by having you shoot and kill another man, all for a criminal you already know is
going to keep holding you hostage.”He bites at the inside of his cheek, his lips puckering off to
the side as he keeps his mouth shut, not having a decent retort.My bare foot begins tapping on
the carpeted floor, with my lips pursed while I stare Stryker down with a heated glare. Is what I’m



asking for really that unreasonable? Maybe I shouldn’t be so obstinate, but nobody is giving me
answers, and it’s like the minute I got my memory back, Travis has been the very man I knew him
to be at the facility, and I don’t like it. He’s played me for a fool the entire time. Now I know how
Nick felt when I did it to him.Travis’ deep voice breaks through the silence in the room. “Stryke, I
got this. Just shut the door on your way out,” he commands in a low and ominous tone as he
jerks his chin toward the door. I don’t like where this is going. I watch in silence as Travis bends
down to put the juice on the floor. His jaw muscles are taut, and as he sits upright, the look in his
eyes has me holding my breath. Uh-oh.CHAPTER 4~Jules~My eyes flutter open, and confusion
overcomes me. Where in the hell am I? I rub the sleep from my eyes, narrowing them to focus,
and I realize I’m in another friggin’ hotel room. A cold chill runs down my spine as bad memories
roll through me, my pulse picking up speed. I catch the scent of Travis and my stomach dips. I’m
not caught; I’m with Travis. A huge gust of air leaves my lungs in relief. When I peel the blankets
back, I raise a brow. My legs are bare. Looks like Travis had put me in one of his oversized t-
shirts, and thank God I’m in my panties. The clock illuminating on the nightstand reads seven. Is
it morning or night? I can’t tell. The curtains are drawn shut, and I’m not about to look behind
them and tempt fate.I make my way to the bedroom door, still in a disoriented stupor, and step
out into the carpeted hallway. The sound of men’s voices carries from down the hall. It looks as if
I’m in a large hotel suite. I follow the voices and find myself in front of a table full of men. I stop in
my tracks. I don’t recognize any of them except for Stryker and Quinn. All of the men abruptly
stop talking, turning around to look at me as if I just interrupted a secret meeting. I spy a huge
spread of breakfast food stretched out across the table, and at that moment, I know I’ve slept
into the following day. Quinn is sitting off to the right, and I narrow my eyes on the bastard for
drugging me like that.Someone clears their throat, and out of the corner of my eye I see Travis
scooting his chair away from the table. He hastily makes his way toward me as he speaks in a
gruff voice, “Guys, give me a few minutes. I’ll be right back.” He reaches out and gently takes me
by the elbow, and leans in to whisper in my ear, “Babe, you can’t come out dressed like that.” Oh,
crap, I didn’t even realize that. Thank goodness his shirt comes down to my knees.He ushers me
quickly back down the hallway, out of sight. When we reach the bedroom door, he pauses to ask,
“Can I get you some coffee or something to eat?” I look into his eyes and they seem a little off,
like he’s hiding something.“I am thirsty,” I softly reply.He leans his head out the bedroom door,
then shouts out toward the dining room, “Stryker, need you to bring Jules some OJ.” He guides
me into the bedroom, and sits down on the edge of the bed. He pats the empty space beside
him, silently telling me to have a seat. I sit down on the edge of the bed with him, and for some
reason, I feel unsettled. Maybe because there is an army of men out there and we’re on the run,
but Travis is acting different.“How are you feeling?” he asks. “I’m doing fine,” I respond flatly,
staring at the floor. “I hate that answer, you know that? Fine means you’re doing shitty,” he retorts,
leaning in close to me.I pull away and turn to look at him with a scowl on my face. “What do you
want me to say, Travis? Too many things have unfolded in the past twenty-four hours for me to
process anything. Not to mention, I was knocked out with God knows what drug since noon



yesterday.”He looks away from me, and hopefully it’s shame that fills him. “I’m sorr—”“Save it.” I
hold my hand up, interrupting him. “I want answers, and I want a phone call,” I demand.He
narrows his eyes, looking at me as if I’ve lost my mind. “Yeah, I can’t let you have either,” he says
sternly.“No? What the hell, Travis? No?!” My voice escalates with indignation as he raises an
eyebrow at my outburst. “I can’t believe you’re going to deny me.” My throat constricts, and my
upper lip snarls. “You’re a real bastard.”At that very second, Stryker loudly clears his throat,
purposely interrupting, and we both turn to look at him as he stands in the doorway holding my
glass of orange juice.I give him the evil eye, and at least he has the regard to act a little penitent
for being part of Travis’ game. He walks into the room and hands the orange juice to Travis,
which is a smart move. I have the desire to toss the drink in their faces. It’s a coin toss at the
moment as to which one.I turn to face Travis with a heated scowl. “My father needs to know I’m
safe. This is my life we’re talking about here, my own flesh and blood, and you won’t even give
me the courtesy of a phone call?”Stryker’s lips thin as if he wants to say something, but he holds
back, letting Travis handle the situation. Travis grabs my hands and looks at me with pleading
eyes, which is odd. Since we had been invaded, he’s been in warrior-mode the entire time, not
showing a speck of his soft side. “Nothing is safe right now, Jules,” he explains. “The only safe
place for you right now is here with me, by my side 24/7.”I scoff and jerk my hands out from
under his. “Is that so? How convenient,” I mock. “I’m surprised you’re not drugging me with more
Blyss right now…or did you forget to put that in your backpack?” I hiss. I look at my wrists and
make another snide remark. “What? No restraints? You’re slipping, Travis. I’m surprised there’s
not a dead bolt on the door, too.”Stryker steps in front of me, coming to Travis’ rescue, and
interrupts, “Jules, you’re not being fair here.” I raise both brows, staring indignantly at Stryker and
his audacity. Who the hell does he think he is? I cross my arms over my chest defensively. “Well,
do tell then, Stryker. I’d seriously like to know what you think is fair. How about I rip you apart
from everything you’ve ever known and loved, and then drug you. Oh, yeah, then let’s top that
scenario off by having you shoot and kill another man, all for a criminal you already know is
going to keep holding you hostage.”He bites at the inside of his cheek, his lips puckering off to
the side as he keeps his mouth shut, not having a decent retort.My bare foot begins tapping on
the carpeted floor, with my lips pursed while I stare Stryker down with a heated glare. Is what I’m
asking for really that unreasonable? Maybe I shouldn’t be so obstinate, but nobody is giving me
answers, and it’s like the minute I got my memory back, Travis has been the very man I knew him
to be at the facility, and I don’t like it. He’s played me for a fool the entire time. Now I know how
Nick felt when I did it to him.Travis’ deep voice breaks through the silence in the room. “Stryke, I
got this. Just shut the door on your way out,” he commands in a low and ominous tone as he
jerks his chin toward the door. I don’t like where this is going. I watch in silence as Travis bends
down to put the juice on the floor. His jaw muscles are taut, and as he sits upright, the look in his
eyes has me holding my breath. Uh-oh.
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Tbascoebuzz, “Secrets, suspense, seduction, sweet sparks....SCRUMPDILIUMPTIOUS!. I
realize we individuals come in all shapes, sizes and "uniqueness"...however for the life of me I
cannot fathom anyone giving this third and final installment of the 
  
The Blyss Trilogy (3 Book Series)

  
  
anything less than 5 's. In a word, it's phenomenal. Brutally so. Never have I been so
captivated with a series since 
  
Consequences: Book 1 of the Consequences Series

  
  
...and even though this story is nothing like CONSEQUENCES, it's still an addicting, non-
interrupted, glued to your seat page turner. This is a story of survival....of divide and conquer. It's
an intense story of human trafficking. Of traffickers having so much fine tuned power that they
control all things. This is a fabulous story of mind games and power play over an intelligent
kidnapped woman who refuses to bow. But with all she's been through...she becomes a
fragmented mess --- her future begins to hold no light and her heart and soul transition from
brightness to hollowness.To say "he's obsessed" would be a major understatement. Nick Palcini
has wanted Juliana Oakley for many years and has diligently planned and prepared for her
kidnapping. Julianna is stunningly beautiful....but Nick has built her up in his mind into some kind
of ethereal, mystical, otherworldly being. An angel. He's mesmerized by her and his desperation



borders on creepy...he knows no boundaries. He wants her and he does whatever it takes to
own her. Nick is devilishly handsome evil personified. He's wealthy, powerful and intelligent. A
debonair psychopathic criminal with an evil streak that won't allow anything to alter his plan of
owning Julianna for his own. And when she's taken from him, he comes undone...he goes
berserkers.Such an intriguing, suspenseful story. I've never read this author before and I have to
wonder where I've been to have missed her....I am giddy that I've found her and her talented
imagination. This story swept me off my feet and carried me away in all its diabolical, romantic
suspense with book #1...
  
BLYSS: The Blyss Trilogy - book 1

  
  
...beginning with a 5★ studded BANG that carries that echoing, resounding crescendo to the
final line of this third installment.  Absolutely brilliant.Brilliant..”

Angela, “What a blyssful ride!!. ETA - mild spoilersIt's been a while since I've been able to find a
series or even a single novel that has me losing sleep and anxious to read whats next. What's
even more amazing is that the series got better with each book and had me begging for more!
Jules is a sweet innocent young woman with a strong backbone. I loved her character but I must
admit in book 3 she had me pulling my hair with her choices. After the truth was revealed I would
say she has finally passed her lying skills cause I even fell for it! Nick was a character I never
really liked from the beginning, him being the reason she got into that situation and all...it's just
something you can't force yourself to like even if he treated her with such immense care and
love. If you ask me he was psycho from the get-go. Now Travis was my go-to H from the
beginning. He ruined me for any following hero I will read of in the future...I mean how can you
not fall in love with his character! It was well played with his sweet and loving side to his ill-
temper and out of control jealousy.The epilogue was not expected (at least by me) but I was glad
to have one. It couldn't have a better ending even if I tried. I only wish there was more into what
their lives is like now after years; is Jules working for the company left behind and is Travis still
doing what he does?As the first series for this author I would say hands down she has become
one of my favorite author. I hope she continues to make great books such as this series. Word of
advice keep on the Romantic Suspense genre or even PNR cause you have that touch!p.s - I



hope each male get their own books cause they were seriously hot!!”

Kelly, “What an awesome end to a blyssful journey!!. This was such an awesome, different,
amazing series and I am sad to see it come to an end, but holy crap what an ending!!J.C. did an
amazing job on this series. This series, story-line was different from anything I had every read
and pulled me in from the very beginning. I couldn't wait to see where the author took this story
in the end. The characters pulled at my heart strings, even Nick a time or two."This must be
what it feels like when love and hate collide, and then intertwine, creating mass confusion and
mixed-up feelings. I feel so discombobulated over my unsorted feelings."When we left off in the
last book Travis and Jules had been found ... in this book we pick up right where the last one left
off. The chase has began, poor Jules turns into a captive ping pong ball bouncing back and
forth. Her world crashes comes to a screeching halt when she finally makes it back to her father
and she is bombarded with truths that break her spirit.“I bet you didn’t know you can have
happiness amidst the sorrow. You know why? Because you still have hope.”“No. No, I don’t,” I
argue, my voice coming out raspy.“Yes, you do. As long as you have God, and hopefully me, by
your side, you’ll have hope.”Will Jules world ever be right again??This trilogy took us on an
amazing journey, one that made me feel so many different emotions, one that dealt with taboo
subjects like sex trafficking, made me feel bad for the bad guy a little, and left me wanting more!!
Great job JC Cliff, I can't wait to see what you come up with next!!”

Rosie Snowdonr, “This book changed me and challenged me in the most Amazing way!. This
book, BLYSSFULLY UNDONE, completes the Blyss Trilogy, a Trilogy which without a shadow of
a doubt is my favourite series of books EVER!! I have just finished reading, for the second time in
2 weeks and again I'm in bits. I have to say that author J.C.Cliff is one clever, clever amazing
lady!! You have written a masterpiece and I am overcome with happiness that all my questions
were answered but sad that I've finished it. I was kept guessing until the very end! My thoughts
are a jumble. I adore Quinn - he is certainly mine and has leapt to the top of my personal book
boyfriend league (he has knocked some good ones from the top spot) and I have already told
J.C that he is MINE!!!!! Stryker is cute I just want to see him with a partner to love. Baby Aiden
stole my heart and made me cry like a baby seeing Travis with him was just adorable. I'm so glad
Jake got to give Juliana away at her wedding - I really hoped he wasn't secretly involved like her
nasty, daddy. I love how you left it open for Nick to reappear someday? Maybe?You had be
laughing hysterically not just at the jalapeno scene but OMG how did you think of that? But now I
will never be able to use the word pre dick ament without thinking of Travis. This review is really
hard to write without giving away spoilers but know all your questions will be answered, not how
we anticipated Bandits but in amazingly clever ways.This series is honestly the best, most
unique, cleverest I have ever read. And I believe that BLYSSFULLY UNDONE is the best of the
three. JC Cliff you should be so very proud of yourself you have written and published 3 amazing
books. Everybody needs to know about JC Cliff and the Blyss Trilogy and the #BlyssboysThank



you for your books, they have changed me and challenged me in ways I could never have
anticipated. Thank you for allowing me to share a small part of this journey with you. Thank you
for allowing me an early read. I love you!”

Corrine - HashtagMinxes Reviewer, “Brilliant series - you have to 'one click' now !. Blyssfully
Undone - The Blyss Trilogy - 5 StarsFantastic read !This is the final part to the series and wow
how I have loved every minute - even felt quite sad that it's over. When I couldn't squeeze in time
to read, I found myself constantly thinking about the characters and the story, I was totally
captivated and drawn into their world.These books are filled with everything I personally love
about a book: suspense, thriller, erotic, dark, intense hot men, strong characters, great storyline
and a great epilogue too.This is one of my favourite reads this year, thank you JC Clff ! Well
written and properly edited too, I am so looking forward to reading more from this author.”

connie-lou, “Brilliant!!. An absolutely brilliant series that only got better from book to book!I found
myself fully immersed in jules, travis' and nicks world of crazy and can honestly say this is the
first time I've ever found myself routing for the bad guy, especially in this book, even tho I knew I
shouldn't. Anyone who takes the time to read this will experience a rollercoaster of emotions
right along with the characters and they won't be disappointed!I will definitely be reading more
from this author especially Quinn's story ”

JJ, “Brilliant. I loved this series. A bit different than your normal romance. I think Nick really loved
Jules but he was a little disturbed and could have been quite nasty (again) if provoked. Her dad,
well what can you say about him, complete nutcase but obviously quite ill.Travis was amazing
and I loved all his mates. I look forward to reading about all of them.If you are unsure about this
book just get the first one and you will be hooked.Brilliant.”

The book by Lucy Leroux has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 286 people have provided feedback.
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