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CHAPTER ONE

Chavez

 

 

 

 

“I know this is something that you aren’t used to, but we need the help of Jagged Edge and the expertise that goes with it,” a tall man explained as I hung on every word he said. “It’s all yours, Agent Jackson.”

 

Special Agent Gabrielle Jackson was her name. A woman, I suspected, unable to take no for an answer. I also suspected that she knew how to put a man in his place. She was the person heading this operation and the sexiest woman I had ever laid eyes on. She had so many curves that it would put the Tail of a Dragon, America’s most well-traveled road, to shame. I wouldn’t mind driving on a couple of her curves myself. It wasn’t just her body that had me as hard as a rock; those eyes were the deepest shade of honeysuckle that I had ever seen on a Latino woman. She was gorgeous, and any man would be a fool not to see it.

 

“Mr. Chavez, I understand your expertise is in mechanics and computers,” she addressed me in a commanding voice.

 

“That’s correct, Agent Jackson,” I replied, taking a little longer than I should have, but only because I was a little preoccupied with my thoughts.

 

“I would like to meet with you when this meeting is over. There are a few things I need to go over with you,” she indicated.

 

Nodding my head, I diverted my eyes from her to the folder we were each given that contained our new assignments. Keeping my eyes glued to the folder, I concentrated on her voice. It was sultry and yet commanding as it echoed off the conference room walls. Never had I heard anything sweeter. 

 

“Mr. Chavez, it seems something else has got your attention. Maybe you would like to share it with the rest of the group?” Her voice was no longer sweet as her eyes narrowed. Instead, it was replaced by an icy tone of annoyance.

 

“Sorry, Agent Jackson, but I was looking over your plan, and I just don’t see how this is going to work,” I challenged. I needed to let her know that I was concentrating on the breakdown of how the operation would happen and not on that sexy voice of hers. “I just have one question. How do you intend on getting inside the Gateway facility? From what I understand, it is staffed by guards 24/7, in addition to state-of-the-art surveillance.

 

“That is where you come in, Mr. Chavez.” Her lips parted in what had to be the sexiest thing I had ever seen. “Now, if there isn’t anything else, I would advise that you memorize the plan. We will reconvene on Friday to iron out the rest of the details.”

 

I wasn’t sure what she thought I was able to do, but she would be sadly disappointed when she found out what kind of surveillance we were actually dealing with. I was good at hacking pretty much anything, but this equipment was unhackable. You would need to be invisible to get inside the facility.

 

 Even though Gateway had been on the FBI’s radar for some time, they had never been able to prove what was actually going on inside. Rumor had it that it was more than a recovery facility. There was information that had surfaced about two years ago, insinuating that it was where well-known criminals went to obtain new identities. It was at that time that they began to disappear, at least in the physical sense. The FBI didn’t begin to really dig into the facility and their business habits until about a month ago when the body of a well-known criminal named Rudy Mahoney washed up under the Brooklyn Bridge.

 

I remembered reading something about it in the Daily News. They thought it was just another two-bit thug at first, but when they pulled the fingerprints, they found out it was Mr. Mahoney. According to Agent Jackson, they were able to tie the change in identity to Gateway. If someone were to tell me that criminals were having surgery to alter their identity, I would have told them they were nuts.

 

Heading out of the FBI building, me and the guys decided that it was beer-thirty. Riley’s was only a few blocks away and had the best micro-brews on tap. Evan Taylor was the owner of the pub and a good friend of the team. He was also the half-brother of Rade Matheson, one of the richest men in New York. We got to know him pretty well, considering Jagged Edge was on his payroll. 

 

Pulling around back, which was where most of us parked, Peter and the rest of the guys were heading inside as I turned off the engine to my 4-Runner. Locking my doors, I made my way to the back entrance door. I could hear laughter when I opened the door, which told me that the place was already in full swing. Noticing that Evan’s office door was cracked open, I tapped lightly before heading inside. 

 

Evan was on the phone talking about a screwed-up order and seemed to be a little pre-occupied for a friendly chat. Raising my hand in a customary ‘Hello,’ I headed down the hallway to where all the action was. When I got to the bar, I could see that everyone was congratulating Cop on his marriage to Sabrina. I, unfortunately, wasn’t able to attend the wedding in Vegas due to a shit storm that hit, but I heard it was one hell of a time. As I looked around the room, each of the guys was already downing their beer before I even had one ordered. It made me wonder if one of them hadn’t called ahead and requested a round of drinks be ready for us. No sooner than I got to the bar, Ash was behind me, handing me a brew. After we tapped our bottles together in a silent toast, I held the opened end to my lips and took a long pull. 

 

Looking at Ash, I asked, “So what do you think about the FBI operation?” before taking another pull from my beer.

 

“I don’t know. It seems like Agent Jackson is getting in over her head with this assignment. She looks way too young to be heading this operation, even if she did graduate at the top of her class at Quantico,” Ash opined.

 

“Yeah, but you have to admit, she’s got one hell of a body. And that mouth, God, I could think of a few places she could put it,” I replied with a grin.

 

“Put what, Mr. Chavez?” A sultry voice rang behind me.

 

Trying to hide my embarrassment, I kept my head low, thinking this woman was going to get the best of me. “What’s the matter, Chavez? Cat got your tongue?” she asked.

 

“Not at all. I was just telling Ash how he could put his wallet to use and buy us all a round of drinks,” I claimed, backpedaling what I really said.

 

“Well then, I’ll leave you to it,” she said as she walked in between us on her quest to the bar.

 

Ash looked at me with a smirk, chuckling at the same time. “That line of crap deserves a beer.”

 

As the night wore on, and after about six brews, I was ready to call it a night. Saying good night to the guys, I looked over to the bar to see that Gabrielle was still sitting in the same spot she had taken when she arrived. Thinking I should be a gentleman, I decided to offer her a ride home. Walking past the crowd, I began to wonder why she was sitting at the bar by herself with empty chairs on either side of her. As gorgeous as she was, there should have been guys all over her. Taking a seat next to her, I called the barmaid over and requested a glass of water. 

 

Looking over to her, I watched as she circled her glass with her middle finger. When my water arrived, I stated in a stern voice, “I’ll give you a ride home when you’re finished.”

 

“What makes you think I would accept a ride from you?” she retorted.

 

“Because, Agent Jackson, you have had too much to drink to drive home yourself,” I replied.  

 

Just when I thought that she would refuse me, a guy came up to her, reeking of alcohol. “Hey, doll, want I buy you a drink?” he slurred.

 

“Let’s go, Chavez,” she said, surprising the hell out of me.

 

Waiting until she stood to her feet, I got between her and the guy who thought he would get lucky and placed my hand on her lower back as I followed her to the back of the bar. Opening the door, I couldn’t believe how good the fresh air felt after being in the crowded bar for the past six hours. As we made our way to my 4-Runner, I hit the key fob to unlock the door. Gabrielle was a little wobbly on her heels as I held on to her arm to steady her. The only thing I could think about was how good it would feel to have those sexy legs wrapped around my waist as I pushed inside her, but being the gentleman that I was, I knew I needed to focus on getting her home safely.

 

When she was safely secured inside, I rounded my 4-Runner and got behind the wheel. Looking over my shoulder as I backed up, I could see a very annoyed look staring at me. As gorgeous as she was, I could almost see the steam coming out of her beautiful little ears.

 

“You know, I was perfectly okay to drive. I know when I have had too much to drink,” Gabrielle blurted.

 

“I’m thinking not, gorgeous. You were stumbling pretty good a few minutes ago,” I replied. “So, where do you want me to take you?”

 

“I live off of 57th Street, at the Excelsior,” she stated.

 

As soon as she said it, I knew exactly where she lived. It was a very ritzy area of Manhattan, and I knew that those apartments go for at least a million bucks. She must be paid pretty well as an FBI agent to be living there. Even though I didn’t know her well enough to question her residency, it didn’t stop me from asking. “So, how does an FBI agent afford an apartment at the Excelsior Hotel?”

 

“Not that it is any of your business, but my father ran the hotel for many years. He actually died there because of an employee’s negligence,” she confessed. “So, to avoid any unwanted publicity, the apartment was given to us as payment. I was much too young to understand why, and I never asked. All I knew was it was ours, and after my mom died, I stayed.”

 

“Makes sense. So, do you know how your father died?” I only asked because it sounded a little bit like a cover-up to me.

 

“That, Mr. Chavez, is something you don’t need to know.”

 

“Please call me Mike,” I countered, wondering what could be the reason she wouldn’t share.

 

“I’m good with calling you, Chavez.”

 

This woman was undeniably the sexiest woman I had ever met, and in the same breath, the most bullheaded one too. I had my work cut out for me. Somehow, I needed to break through that hard exterior of hers.


CHAPTER TWO

Gabrielle

 

 

 

 

I didn’t know what it was about this man, but the minute he walked into the FBI conference room, I thought my heart might have skipped a beat. When Mitch Delaney, my supervisor, said that they were going to commission Jagged Edge Security to help with the Gateway operation, I thought for sure they were going to be a bunch of hotheaded, ex-military wannabes, wanting to show their authority. Instead, they turned out to be very civil, not to mention hot. As I explained how the operation was going to go, there was one man from the Jagged Edge team that I just couldn’t take my eyes off. It was almost to the point that my focus on the meeting was becoming a challenge. I might have been a little hard on him, but I knew that his focus was on something else, and then when he began to question my plan, let’s just say his arrogant attitude just trumped his good looks. 

 

After the meeting was over, I needed to decompress. I knew of a pub & grill just up the street and decided it would be the best place to do just that. What I didn’t count on was seeing the Jagged Edge team there as well. I should have just turned around and left the place, but there was no way they were going to make me uncomfortable about being there. The only thing I wanted to do was have a couple of drinks and then head home. Doing what I set out to do, my plans were interrupted when a guy who clearly had too much to drink came by and offered to buy me a drink. I thought for sure he got the hint I wasn’t into whatever he was offering. Some guys just don’t know how to take ‘no’ for an answer. 

 

Even though I was perfectly capable of handling the situation myself, I was glad that Chavez stepped in. Maybe the guy thought that seeing the ‘fuck off’ look on a man was more convincing than one coming from a woman, but when Chavez offered to take me home, that was where I drew the line, or at least I thought. There must have been something extra in those drinks because the minute I stood to leave, my head had a mind of its own. 

 

Sitting across from an alpha was not doing me any good. His presence was currently giving me all kinds of heated sensations. The way his arms flexed when he took hold of the steering wheel shouldn’t have been such a turn on, but it was. Even the way he talked made my body tingle. It was only after he began questioning my living arrangements that I started to get turned off. I knew it really wasn’t any of his business, but for some reason, I felt the need to justify why I lived in an upscale apartment in the choice part of Manhattan. 

 

When my mother died, the apartment was handed down to me. Looking back, I remember my mother always being sad after my father’s death. She was never the same after he died. I think what took the most out of her was the day that he was buried. Even though I was very young and didn’t understand, I could feel a difference in her. As I got older, I began to understand what she was going through. I couldn’t imagine what she felt, unable to see him before he was put in the ground. I never understood the reason for the closed casket. One thing I was sure of, it wouldn’t have mattered to my mom what he looked like. 

 

Chavez pulled up to the Excelsior Hotel and turned off his engine. When he opened his door, I began to wonder what he was planning on doing. “There is no need for you to get out,” I said as I opened my door. “I’ll see you on Friday.”

 

“The least I can do is walk you to your door,” he replied, gazing over at me.

 

“As I said, it’s not necessary.” My words must have finally soaked in because he pulled his door closed and started the engine. 

 

Before I could get to the front door of the building, I heard the window go down. “Can’t wait, Gabrielle,” he yelled behind me.

 

Rolling my eyes, I turned and opened the door without saying another word. I wasn’t sure what he thought would be on the agenda for Friday, but it definitely wasn’t going to be me. Knowing how hot he was, I needed to keep my head clear and focus only on this operation and nothing else. I had no time for a relationship of any kind. Being offered to head this assignment was the best thing that had happened to me, and I wasn’t about to ruin it by getting involved with Chavez. I worked my ass off at Quantico to get my field assignment. Only a handful of us passed the intense training and was assigned to an FBI field office. Those that didn’t make it could either reapply for another round of training or, if they were lucky, get hired at another government agency.  

 

Heading inside the building, I gave Melvin a quick wave, who was the doorman for the night shift. Of all the doormen, I had to say, he was my favorite. Other than Melvin, the only other staff members working at this hour were a couple of clerks behind the check-in counter and a few security guards. It was probably why he had chosen this shift. Given the hour and the lack of guests milling around, catching an elevator was fast.

 

As I watched the numbers increase on the LED screen, hearing the soft beat of ‘MacArthur Park’ coming over the speakers, I couldn’t get my mind off of Chavez, Mr. Mike Chavez, to be precise. I needed to wrap my head around what it was about him that consumed my mind. Ever since he dropped me off, he was all I was thinking about. No man had ever gotten to me that way. There was something about him that was like a magnetic pull. I wasn’t even interested in a man before him. My handy bedside friend took care of all my needs. Shaking my head, thinking I would go crazy, I decided the best thing to rest my mind was doing a little investigating on Mike Chavez. 

 

Heading down the hall towards my apartment, I remembered something that I needed to do before I got too deep into all that was Chavez. It was too late to do anything at this hour, but it wasn’t too late to set a reminder on my phone to order flowers for my mother and father’s grave. Tomorrow was going to be their twenty-seventh wedding anniversary. It was something I kept going for my mom’s sake. Every year on this date, she had placed flowers on my father’s grave and wished him a happy anniversary. Before she died, I promised her I would do this until I was no longer able.

 

Not only was my head beginning to hurt, but my feet also ached too. Even though it was one o’clock in the morning, my body felt like it needed to be embraced with fluffy white bubbles. Kicking my heels off and letting my little piggies breathe, I headed to the bedroom that my mom and dad once occupied. Looking around the room, I began stripping off my clothes, remembering back to when this room was an ugly shade of orange and brown. As much as I wanted to keep the place the same, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. So, when the owner of the hotel offered to have the apartment renovated to my liking, I couldn’t pass it up. The renovation made it a happy place with light colors throughout. The bedroom was no longer burnt orange and brown, but a nice yellow and beige color that had brightened the room in so many ways. It was actually a joy to sleep in, and with the electric blinds installed, I could sleep during the middle of the day and still think it was nighttime. With the crazy hours that I had been working, I gave the renovators a thumb up to install them when they offered, compliments of the owner, of course.

 

Stepping into the massive walk-in closet, I hung up my suit and then removed the rest of my clothes. Opening the door to the bathroom, I stared down at the jetted tub and knew it was calling my name. As the tub filled with water, I poured my favorite lavender-scented bubbles under the hot stream of water. Grabbing a hair tie from one of the drawers, I pulled my hair up into a messy bun while taking a good look at myself in the mirror. Rubbing my face, I could see that this day had taken a toll on me. My eyes looked tired, and I could see dark circles beginning to form beneath the makeup I had applied earlier. 

 

Not even a good facial would be able to revive this face. What I needed was sleep and plenty of it, which I knew wasn’t going to happen any time soon. Dipping my foot in the large tub, heaven was already entering my body. Completely engulfed in the bubbles that I knew would take me away, I leaned my head against the side of the tub and let the scent of lavender clear my mind. Taking a bubble bath had to have been the greatest thing created. I could kiss the woman who thought it up, although I’m pretty sure it was Charles something or another. Leave it to a man to invent something that every living woman would love.

 

As I almost coasted to Neverland, it was time I left this heaven and got to bed before I ended up drowning myself. I could only imagine what the headlines would read: “Top FBI agent found dead in a pool of bubbles.” Having a little laugh, I pushed from the tub and pushed down the lever to let the water drain. 

 

Wearing my favorite PJ’s, I rolled down the comforter on my king-sized bed and crawled under the cover. I thought for sure the minute my head hit the pillow, I would be out, but just like every other night, I ended up staring at the ceiling, going over the events of the day. Needing a little assistance in relaxing, I pulled open my nightstand drawer and invited Mr. Sensational to entice me into a deep sleep. Turning the base of the vibrator to make sure I still had full power, I felt the vibration with my hand as I glided it up and down the shaft. Satisfied that it would meet my expectations, I slipped Mr. Sensational between my lips and lubricated it from top to bottom with my saliva until it was thoroughly coated. It would have been a lot better to use my sensual lubricant to assist Mr. Sensational, but unfortunately, I ran out of it last week and hadn’t had the time to get more.

 

Gliding the lubricated vibrator between my folds, I increased the stimulation by turning the power too high. It was my favorite setting, especially if I wanted to get off quickly. Rubbing it slowly back and forth across my clit before dipping it inside, my body was already on its way to relaxing as the stimulation of the vibration inside me began to take hold. I wasn’t sure why, but as I closed my eyes and concentrated on the movement, the only person I saw was Chavez. The more I thought about feeling him inside me, the closer I came to my explosion. It was like he was giving me the satisfaction I needed. Thinking about how it would feel to have his mouth on my nipple, I brought my free hand to my lips and coated my index finger before moving to my breasts. Making circular movements around my taut bud, the sensation of the vibrator inside me, and the sensitivity I created to my nipple sent me over the edge as my orgasm came full force. 

 

When I finally settled, I removed the vibrator from inside me and dropped it to the floor. “How could the imaginary presence of a man have such an effect on me?” I said to myself, reeling in complete bliss. 

 

~****~

 

It was amazing how a little bedtime snack could lull a woman right to sleep. If it hadn’t been for the knocking on my door, I might have been able to sleep for another hour. Uncovering my body, I cursed when I stepped on Mr. Sensational as I tried to get to the front door. I knew I should have washed him right away instead of leaving him on the floor. Picking up my trusty sex partner, I threw it on the bed and grabbed my robe that was hanging just inside the walk-in closet. As I cinched the belt, I yelled towards the door, “Hold on, I’m coming.” 

 

All I could think about was who would be pounding on my door this
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