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Chapter 1: Razor
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I can't believe one of my best friends and teammates was attacked while on a date with his girlfriend. Then, to top everything off, Viper gave the mission lead to me since Ace is laid up in the hospital recovering. I've been studying the layout of the club where we are planning our sting operation. It's a new and very popular club. Club Electronica opened up just over a year ago, and the local police have wondered where their finances come from. 

Hawk and Zeke have been researching the club's finances and all public records that were filed when the club first opened. They have really kicked up some dirt on the owner. He's associated with a motorcycle club and he's even got ties to a local gang here in Killeen. He's not rich on the books, so where the money for the club comes from can only be funneled from the motorcycle club or the local gang.

Viper told me I'd be meeting with my partner later today when she came over to pick up some items for Joanie. She's been told to meet with me and I'm to escort her to Ace's room so she can pick up the items from their room. Then we are to set up some dates and times to meet and work on our 'chemistry'. We need to look vulnerable, and I need to instruct her on what to wear the day of our mission in just over a week.

I still don't get how the guys think I'm going to look like a vulnerable person. Yeah, I wear a prosthesis, but I'm a pretty fit man. At least that's my personal opinion. I'm missing the lower half of my right arm and I've been through extensive physical therapy, both with my prosthetic and without. Learning to adapt to life with only one arm.

I lost part of my arm five years ago while on a mission with Viper and our SEAL team. We had captured a target and were heading back towards our rendezvous location for extraction when we came under fire by the people who wanted our target back. Ace was treating a wound on our target who got hit by the fire. I'm trying to protect the target and Ace. Viper and the rest of the guys are holding off our attackers when I hear the thump and roll just next to where Ace and the target are located. I look down and there sits the grenade. I act as quickly as I can and grab the grenade. As I'm tossing the grenade back toward our attackers, it explodes in my hand, doing some gnarly damage to my arm.

I saved the lives of Ace, our target, and those of the teammates nearby. However, I almost lost my life and several of the teammates nearby me got hit with shrapnel. The last thing I remember was Ace calling my name as I blacked out from the loss of blood and the pain.

I don't remember much of the next days. But the guys filled me in on getting us extracted and me to the hospital. Ace had to put a tourniquet on my arm to stop me from bleeding out. He was hopeful the doctors could repair the damage to my arm, but in the long run I had the tourniquet on for too long, the blood flow had been lost for too long, and to top everything off there was too much damage to the arm.

When I woke up in the hospital Viper and Ace were at my bedside, knowing I wouldn't be allowed to be a SEAL anymore. They tried to ease the idea my arm had been amputated below the elbow and it was a career-ending injury. 

When they broke the news to me about losing my arm, I argued with them. I could still feel the pain in my fingers, and it was searing hot. Yeah, the phantom pains were killer the first few months. Then came the therapists, not only physical therapists, but the ones for your head too. Every day, they reminded me the pain was in my head, and that I didn't have my dominant arm anymore. 

Then came the prosthetic fitting and learning how to put it on with one good arm, take care of the stump that was left and learn how to operate the prosthesis. Operating the prosthesis and learning how to use my non-dominant arm as a dominant took a lot of physical therapy, but I can now fire my sidearm with my non-dominant hand. 

The Navy gave me a medical discharge as soon as I was healed from the last surgery. I walked my medical discharge papers over to the VA claims department and filed for my disability. Lots of veterans and other soldiers were saying I should get a fifty percent rating. But I didn't; I only got a thirty percent for losing part of my arm. Heck, it's a paycheck I gave my arm for and almost my life for. Between missions, I've been fighting the VA for a higher disability rating as I still have phantom pains and I suffer from PTSD. The paperwork and the appointments are always the hardest because you have to hurry up and wait, but that's the theme of the military. Hurry up and get somewhere just to wait. 

I have trained extensively to work in my position at N.R.T. It's a similar position as what I did in the Navy, except I'm the one-armed bandit. Yeah, I wear my prosthetic on missions, but since my prosthetic doesn't do much more than grip things, I still use my other arm for most things. 

"We've got a visitor." Hawk says watching the monitors from the main gate.

"Viper said to expect someone." Zeke replies, not looking away from whatever he's doing.

I hear Hawk asking the visitor to state their purpose and thier name. When they respond, I realize I've been sitting around headquarters without my prosthetic on. I hear a cherry voice say, "It's Beth Ann from the Sherriff's department. I'm to be meeting with a man named Razor." 

"Fuck." I bolt out of my seat and as I'm leaving the security room I say, "Can y'all have someone escort her in? I've got to get my prosthetic on." 

"Yeah." I hear Hawk say as he buzzes the gate open for the woman. I know he'll have someone escort her into the common room. 

I head up to my room and try quickly to put on my prosthetic. The first attempt ends up with the brace twisted up three ways from Sunday. I try again only to get the sleeve all twisted up and feeling uncomfortable. I take everything off and as I'm preparing to put the damn thing on again; I hear a knock on my door.

"Hey, some blonde chicka named Beth Ann is here to see you. She says Viper should have told you to expect her." Grainger says through the door.

I open my door and say, "Yeah, I know. But this damn thing won't go on right to save my life."

Grainger chuckles and says, "Here, bro, let me help you." He steps inside my room and closes the door. 

I hate needing someone to help me with my prosthetic, but damn it, this thing isn't easy to put on. Grainger helps to get the sleeve on and helps me put the harness over my good arm, making sure the prosthetic goes in place properly. 

"Thanks." I say, still feeling a bit defeated by the prosthesis. 

"Hey, we're brothers. I'll do anything for you. Except hold your dick." He adds that last little bit with a chuckle. 

We head downstairs and I get the first sight of Beth Ann from the stairs. Damn, if she isn't a mind blowing woman. She may not be tall, but she's curvy, with long wavy blonde hair. 
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Chapter 2: Beth Ann
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I met Viper and Annie yesterday. Annie was going out of her mind and it seemed she was about to kill Viper. When I'd first walked into the observation room with detective Ramirez, I thought they were husband and wife. But then Annie said something about Ghost was going to kill him.

Once I'd helped to calm Annie down I discovered the real reason detective Ramirez had asked me to meet Viper. The woman who Viper was going to use on an upcoming mission had recently been compromised and I was to be her replacement. At dinner time I had met the young woman whom I would replace on the mission. She was a nice young girl, still in high school, but she fit the profile of a person who might be enticed to go down the wrong road. 

Today I was at the N.R.T. headquarters to grab some of Joanie's things while she was in protective custody at police headquarters, and to meet with a gentleman named Razor. He was going to be my partner on this mission. According to Viper yesterday, I needed to meet him and build some trust in him, because during the mission we are to look like a couple, and not a couple that has recently started dating.

I think Viper has totally read my interactions with the Sheriff's office on some of their sting operations wrong. I usually work alone. The officers are my back up. They come in when the proper words or actions have been taken and I walk out a side door. Everything is done in a controlled environment and what N.R.T. is suggesting we do isn't controlled at all. It could turn into chaos. I know other officers who work sting operations and undercover, but the operations I like to work are controlled. 

After I pulled into the garage area of the headquarters, I'm greeted by a large, well-built black man. When I'd questioned if he was Razor, he'd only chuckled in response and said, "Nope, they call me Grainger. But I'm supposed to escort you inside."

Why the heck do I need an escort inside? I wonder to myself as I follow Grainger inside. He points to several couches and says, "Stay here. I'll get Razor for you." Then he heads up one of several sets of stairs.

I contemplate sitting down on a couch, but I stay standing and take in the enormous building. It is a three story building and from where I'm standing, the upper two levels look like they could be used for housing. There are multiple stairs coming down from those levels to the main level. Behind me is a sliding glass door that leads to the outside and next to it is a huge kitchen with multiple appliances. There are bar stools sitting at the kitchen counter, and there's also a large dining room table that reminds me of something out of a movie. You know where the king and queen are at the head of the table and all their trusted court sit around the table. 

I can see several rooms with doors and glass windows, but from the distance I'm at, I can't make out what they contain. Then, on the other side of the room, there are rooms with doors and no windows. I notice all these doors are closed, so the prying eye doesn't see what the team doesn't want them to see. 

Just as I'm about to sit on a couch and get comfortable, I hear a door upstairs close and two men talking. Grainger comes into my view first. He nods at me and heads into a room with no windows. When I look up, there is another man standing on the stairs. It's like he's frozen in place. He's staring at me. More like he's looking me over. 

I had teased with Joanie about all the men here being gorgeous. She really hadn't answered me. But one look at the man on the stairs and I swear my panties are melting off me. He's wearing a pair of camo tactical pants and an olive green tee shirt. He's got a decent tan, and a kind of Tom Cruise look to him. His eyes are a dark brown with his short brown hair and that strong square jaw. Fuck, I'm drooling, I know it. When my eyes land on his arm, I notice one doesn't match his skin tone. I immediately know it's a prosthetic. 

"H-Hi. I'm Beth Ann." I try my best not to let on that I was just crushing on him.

He nods and turns around. "Come on. I'll show you to Ace's room so you can get the things Joanie needs." He says in a short, clipped tone.

I hurry and follow him up the stairs to the next level. He turns at a door and opens it up. "What no locks?" I ask stupidly.

"Lady, we live, eat, and die together. There are few secrets between us." Again, his answer is clipped.

I nod. Knowing I'm inconveniencing him. I follow him into the room and, much to my surprise, the room is larger than I had expected. There is a small breakfast nook/study area, and a king sized bed in the sleeping area. I don't enjoy going through other people's things, but thankfully, Joanie told me where to find her gaming system and her tablet.  

I head over to the nightstand where she said her items were stored, and as I'm about to open the drawer, he says, "Wait. Let me go in there." This time it's not clipped, but more concerned.

"What are you worried I might find out your buddy and his lady play with strap-ons?" I quip back at him.

"No. I just. It's just. Fuck it. Move and tell me what you're looking for."

As he pushes by me, he almost pushes me onto the bed. The space between the bed and the wall isn't large, and it sure isn't big enough for my curvy ass and his muscular body to occupy at the same time. I ping-pong between the bed and the wall a few times before regaining my balance. He pulls open the drawer and asks, "What are you needing out of here?"

"A handheld game tablet and a reading tablet." I answer, trying not to let him know he's rattled me. 

After a brief moment he pulls the two items out of the nightstand drawer. I head into the bathroom to grab her shampoo and other shower items. When I go to walk out, the grumpy bastard scares the shit out of me right in the doorway. God, if this man isn't going to make me slip out of my underwear, or die of a heart attack from his sneakiness. 

"Are we done here?" He asks me.

"Yeah. I've gotten everything on Joanie's list." I'm lucky to have grabbed her a few pairs of shorts and tee shirts when we first entered.

"Follow me." He says and leads me out of the room and back down to the common area.

I figure we are going to sit there and talk, so I approach one couch and prepare to sit. "Not there." He says.

He walks into a room without any windows and holds the door open for me. At least he hasn't forgotten his chivalry. I enter the room and it's a conference room. 

"Cellphone." He says, as he sticks his good hand out.

"What? No. It's my lifeline." I argue.

"Rules are rules, miss." 

Hesitantly I hand over my phone and watch as he places it into a box. The box looks ordinary, but who knows with the way he was acting? He motions for me to sit down in a chair around a conference table. I do as he wants, he's a grumpy man and I don't want to make him upset. I've seen angry men before, and I don't like angry men.

"So, we're supposed to get to know each other." I say, hoping he'll give me more information on the mission.

He nods. I don't know what to say or do. My hands are clammy, and my heart is racing with how nervous I am. I'm alone with a man I don't know in a room with no windows, it makes me very nervous.

Finally, Razor leans back after studying me for a couple of moments and says, "Look, Ace and Joanie were supposed to run this mission and I'm not really sure where to begin." 

"Well, tell me what you know and what Ace and Joanie were going to do."

"That's it I don't know. I was supposed to be backup for them in case something went down or sideways."

Now I get his current mood, he's been studying and trying to figure out what to do. Finally, I say, "I know Ace and Joanie are dating. Was Viper using their relationship as part of the ploy?"

"Yes. She's Ghost's daughter and he'd kill Viper or Ace if something happened to Joanie on a mission. We were using her because of her ADHD and ODD make her a perfect target for the human traffickers. She's impulsive." He shrugs. 

I nod, understanding what he's getting at. I've worked enough sting missions with the department to know we have to be able to communicate in order to work well together. I place a calming hand on his good hand. The look he shoots me tells me he feels the zing that rushed through my body at the gentle touch.

I quickly remove my hand from his forearm. "Okay, we need to get to know each other's mannerisms, then." I say, hoping he doesn't hear the waver in my voice.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Razor

[image: ]


Fuck this woman has me all twisted up. I had it all planned out. We were to sit down and get the layout of the club, where she would sit, where I would sit to observe her, and how we would act. Since Viper and Hawk have decided using a concealed microphone and an earwig on both myself and Beth Ann is the best method for communication, I wanted one of our meets to be a fitting and getting used to using the equipment for her. Our other meets are to be just getting her nerves worked out and planning her outfit for the club. The team wants to make her as attractive to the human traffickers as possible. 

When I saw her in the common room, I couldn't take my eyes off her. Penelope Garcia from Criminal Minds is standing in front of me, or at least another version of her. That's what this woman looks like to me, beautiful, curvy and, well, just gorgeous. I tried to speak to her, but everything came out rude. Escorting her up to Ace's room, I had fucked up. Viper had told me to have Beth Ann tell me what she needed, but I'd been so mesmerized by her I almost let her go into Ace's nightstand. I pushed by her like a brute and didn't even apologize for it.

Now I'm in the conference room alone with her and she's touched my arm, throwing me off my game. She hasn't made a comment about my prosthetic, but I know she's noticed it. Her blue eyes behind those rectangular glasses are like none I've ever seen before. My cock is hardening just at her closeness. Think Razor. You gotta get outta this situation and quick.

I finally come to my senses and explain the plan Viper and Hawk have come up with for on the day of our operation. I also explain I want to see her outfit for the night of the mission and also meet up for another two meetings one to get her used to the communications we will use, and the other to make sure the communications and her outfit work well together.

Beth Ann nods in agreement and gives me her phone number and her schedule for work over the next two weeks. None of the members of N.R.T. are allowed to go to the police headquarters so, Beth Ann and I will either have to meet here or at her place. 

We decide our next meet will be on Monday of next week since today is a Saturday and she's working Monday through Friday day shifts. It should give her time to pick out an outfit to wear to the club. I suggest our first meeting take place at her place, so if the outfit she chooses doesn't work, we can choose another and not have to drive across town or wait till another day. Our second meeting will be on Wednesday night after work and here at headquarters, since Hawk or Zeke will have to hook her up to the communications we will use. Our final meet up will take place the Wednesday night before the mission, and it will also happen at headquarters. 

Then on Friday of the mission, she and I will arrive at the club separately. However, we will meet and mic up in the van before entering the club. Appearing to arrive separately. 

"But aren't we supposed to be dating?" She asks me.

"Yes, is that a problem?"

"No. I'm just wondering why we are arriving at the club separately."

"Date night." I try to explain.

"All the dates I've ever been on the man picks me up at my place and then takes me wherever we are going." She explains.

"Well, when was your last date?" I ask, trying not to be rude this time.

Beth Ann chews on her inner lip and damn if that doesn't turn me on even more. "Just before I started with the sheriff's office." She admits.

"When was that?"

"Almost five years ago." She states.

God, my cock twitches. She hasn't been with a man in as long as I haven't been with a woman, if not longer. I swallow hard because now I'm picturing her begging for my cock. I have to shift in my seat and try to change the subject before she realizes what I'm thinking about. 

"Well, sometimes couples meet up at a location for a date, and that's what I thought we could do. Take some of the nervousness as us 'pretending' to meet up." 

"Oh, I guess that makes sense." 

"Good. We're going to be meeting at Club Electronica the Friday after next." I tell her.

"Club Electronica." She parrots.

"Is there a problem with that?" 

"N-No. I-I've just heard some things about the club."

"Like what?" I ask.

She definitely has my attention now. What has she heard that has her scared of the club? Beth Ann shifts uncomfortably in her chair. I can tell by her actions she's trying to avoid telling me what.

"Do you know someone who works there?" If she does, it might blow our cover. 

"No. Nothing like that."

"Then what is it?" I feel myself getting impatient with this woman.

"It's just see, I see the reports that are filed. A-and there are a lot of beautiful, young women go missing from there." I can see she's visibly shaking. "I-I mean, I'm not young by no stretch of the imagination, nor am I beautiful. I mean, I'm twenty-eight. Heck, look at me. I know I could use to lose some weight. But from the reports, I've seen the women that have gone missing vary in age from their teens to their mid thirties."

What the Fuck! I can't believe this woman doesn't think she's beautiful or young. What I wouldn't give to be under the age of thirty again. But the first thing I need to take care of is that she's visibly scared of Club Electronica. I stand up and walk over to her chair. I put my hand on her shoulder and kneel down beside her. 

"Shh." I say, trying to calm her down. "You're going to be protected by the best men I know. We're not going in alone. We will have backup and I promise you nothing will happen to you without me and the guys putting our lives on the line for you." 

She stands up and gives me a great big hug and I can't help but wrap my arm around her. I stand up while hugging her and it lifts her off her feet. 

"Whoa there, big guy. Could you, uh, put me down, please?"  

I look and her feet are a good six inches off the ground. I gently place her down on her feet and wait for her to release me from the hug. She can't be taller than five-four. Plus, she's wearing lace up black boots with at least four-inch heels trying to give herself some extra height.

"Um, how tall are you?" She asks, as a blush comes over her face.

"Six-three. Why is my height a problem?"

"Uh. Nope. You're just tall."

I don't know if I should take that as a compliment or if I should be offended. I try to take it as a compliment, usually when people ask me. Then if they start in with the height jokes of how's the weather up there and such, I will get offended. Beth Ann doesn't seem to be the type of person to want to offend people. 

"How tall are you?" I ask, since we are supposed to get to know each other.

"Uh, you've got me by a good foot." She replies sheepishly. 

I can't help the chuckle that comes up. So, apparently I like short women, with lots of curves. Because this woman is going to be hard as hell to get off my mind. I figure I've taken up enough of this woman's time, so I decide to end our meeting. "Okay, homework assignment for you." I say.

"What's that?"

"I want you to pick out your outfit for our mission, and I want you to have some things you want to know about me when we meet up on Monday night. I'll text you later today so you'll have my number." 

She nods at what I've said. I grab her phone out of the box and I lead her out the door. Next Wednesday, she'll meet the rest of the guys working on the mission. I escort her out to her car and help her load up the things she picked up for Joanie. I stand there and watch her drive away.  
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I pulled out of the garage of N.R.T. headquarters and I could still smell him. Somehow, his cologne was stuck in my nostrils. It was a masculine smell that reminded me of going to see my dad. Dad always wore Stetson and I loved the way it smelled. Razor wore Stetson and on top of being panty melting sexy he smelled sexy as hell. All he needed was a cowboy hat and to be sitting on a horse to make the perfect cowboy. 

I had wondered the entire time we were talking if he could smell my arousal because the minute I got in my car and headed for my little apartment, I could. How did men find that smell attractive? To me, my arousal was a total turnoff. But if I was right, it had somewhat aroused Razor. Because when he'd stood up while I was hugging his neck, I was pressed against his firm body and that firmness pressing into my thigh wasn't his sidearm; it was his gun, and not the one he uses to kill people with, the one he uses to pleasure women with. I had been sweet enough to just ask him to put me down. I tried not to let on that I'd felt his erection pressing into me. It had been inappropriate of me to hug on him, but from his body's reaction, he was dealing with his own inappropriate reactions.

I arrived at my apartment and look around. It was hard to think I pay eight hundred a month for a one-bedroom apartment that's almost as big as the rooms the guys at N.R.T. live in. I toss my keys into the container by the door, along with my wristlet. I can't bring a lot of personal items into the sheriff's station, so I choose to carry a wristlet. I enjoy my makeup, but I go with the natural colors, so the only thing I have to reapply during the day is my lipstick and it fits nicely in my wristlet.  

I sit down on my bed and unzip my heeled boots, kicking them off and massaging my feet. I love these boots, but my feet ache by the end of the day. I head into my bathroom for a much needed relaxing shower. 

When I get out of the shower and am dressed in my house pants and a tee shirt, I head into the kitchen to grab a quick bite for supper. I know I should eat better, but I enjoy my comfort foods. I grab a frozen dinner and put it into the microwave. Three minutes later, with the ding from my microwave, I have a decently home cooked meal. Tonight's dinner is sweet and sour chicken with white rice. 

I take my dinner into the bedroom and stand in front of my closet. I've got two days to figure out what to wear to Club Electronica. Looking at my closet, I've got nothing
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