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        When an undercover assignment ends up literally under the covers…

      

        

      
        As part of the Tri-State Federal Task Force, Daniel Finnegan, road captain for the Blue Avengers MC, is investigating the Deadly Demons, an MC trafficking drugs into Pennsylvania. When he reluctantly goes undercover as a dancer with an all-male revue at a club recently purchased by the outlaw bikers, he comes face to face with Melina Jensen.

      

        

      
        As manager of The Peach Pit, Mel could be an important asset for the drug task force with her unfettered access behind the scenes. Unhappy with the way the Demons are destroying the business, it doesn’t take much for Finn to convince Mel to work with him as a confidential informant. Even though becoming a CI for the task force isn’t without risk, Mel’s willing to help in any way she can. 

      

        

      
        To give Finn better access to The Peach Pit and the illegal dealings without raising any red flags with the MC, they start to “date.” Only, what starts out as a fake relationship ends up being anything but. Until eventually, neither can no longer dance around the truth.

      

        

      
        However, once Mel’s safety is threatened, it’s up to Finn to find a way to protect her without blowing the entire investigation.
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        PLCB - Pennsylvania Liquor Control Board

        LEO - Liquor Enforcement Officer and/or Law Enforcement Officer (used for both)

        PSP - PA State Police

        The Plant - a place away from stations/barracks/etc. for law enforcement/a task force to conduct clandestine criminal investigations.

        Plant Manager - in charge of wiretapping/transcribing calls

        Bid - prison sentence/jail term

        MC Chapter - The national club with a national exec committee (President, VP, etc.); Ex: Deadly Demons MC

        MC Charter - Each charter is run independently, does not answer to a mother charter or a national chapter; Example: Blue Avengers MC

        Sled - biker slang for motorcycle

        A-Cert - Wire-tapping certification

        TFO - Task Force Officer

        UC/UCO - Undercover Agent/Officer

        Printing -  the outline of a concealed carry gun showing through either a shirt or garment that the person is wearing

        AUSA - Assistant US Attorney

        RICO - Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act

        Thrust stage - a stage that extends into the audience on three sides and is connected to the backstage area by its upstage end.

        Adonis belt - the V-shaped muscle that runs diagonally from the hip bones to the pelvic region.

        CW - Cooperating Witness, unpaid

        CI - Confidential Informant, some are paid

        Stash vehicle - a place to store their supply of drugs for dealing.

        Re-up - to refill one's drug stash

        Fruit of the poisonous tree doctrine - Extends the exclusionary rule to make evidence inadmissible in court if it was derived from evidence that was illegally obtained

        Probable cause (PC) -  a legal requirement that reasonable grounds must be met before a police officer can make an arrest, conduct a search, seize property, or get a warrant.
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        BAMC (Southwest Regional Charter):

      

        

      
        Axel Jamison - President - Sergeant, Shadow Valley PD

        Shane Fletcher (Fletch) - Vice President - Trooper, PA State Police

        Antonio Alvarez (Rez) - Sergeant at Arms - Officer, Southern Allegheny Regional PD

        Aiden Cross - Secretary - Corporal, Southern Allegheny Regional PD, Nash’s (DAMC) husband

        Mike Miller - Treasurer - Officer, Pittsburgh PD

        Daniel Finnegan (Finn) - Road Captain - Officer, Southern Allegheny Regional PD

        Bradley Lennox (Nox) - Officer, Shadow Valley PD

        Colin Crew - Senior Special Agent, DEA, Tri-State Task Force Leader

        Owen Decker - Trooper, PA State Police

        Danielle Montgomery (Monty) - Corrections Officer, SCI Greene

        Timothy Frasier - Liquor Enforcement Officer, PA State Police

        Roland North - Lieutenant, Pittsburgh PD

      

        

      
        Other Tri-State Drug Task Force Members:

      

        

      
        Luke Rodgers - DEA Special Agent

        Luis Torres - DEA Special Agent

        Ian Butler - Corporal, PA State Police

        Ken Proctor - Officer, Uniontown PD

        Carl Powers - Trooper, PA State Police

        Sam Kruger - Corporal, Greensburg PD

        Warren Reynolds - Corporal, PA State Police

        Don Mullins - Narcotic Detective, Pittsburgh PD

        Nova Wilder – FBI Special Agent, Organized Crime Division

      

        

      
        Others:

      

        

      
        Melina Jensen (Mel/MJ) - Manager at The Peach Pit

        Mitch Jamison - Former BAMC President, Axel & Zak’s father, retired from Shadow Valley PD

        Bella – DAMC born and raised, Axel’s wife

        Valerie (Val) - Decker’s adopted niece

        Liam & Laney Jamison - Axel & Bella’s twins

        Nash - Cross’s husband, Member of Dirty Angels MC and the band Dirty Deeds

        Sapphire - Mel’s best friend and hostess at The Peach Pit

        Saint - Deadly Demon in charge of The Peach Pit

        Ringo, Popeye, Mutt, Chubs and T-Bone - Prospects working at The Peach Pit

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Playlist

          

          Finn and Mel dance to the following songs:

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hot in Herre - Nelly

        Burn It to the Ground - Nickelback

        Closer - Nine Inch Nails

        SexyBack - Justin Timberlake

        I Like the Way You Move - BodyRockers

        Yeah - Usher

        Candy Shop - 50 Cent

        Low - Flo Rida

        American Woman - Lenny Kravitz

        Earned It - The Weeknd

        Body Party - Ciara

        Dark Horse - Katy Perry

        You Can Leave Your Hat On - Joe Cocker

        I See Red - Everybody Loves An Outlaw

        Partition - Beyoncé

        I Feel Like I’m Drowning - Two Feet

        Love to Love You Baby - Donna Summer

        Perfect - Ed Sheeran

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “What the fuck!” Finn screamed at the ninety-six inch TV. “That was clearly holding! You refs are fucking blind!”

      “Jesus, dude, you’re going to stroke out,” Monty warned as she bumped his leg with her knee.

      He lifted his legs out of the way, but only enough to allow her to squeeze by on her way to the other couch. “Seriously, you couldn’t go around?” He dropped his boots back onto the scarred and battered coffee table.

      “I could’ve. But I didn’t.” The twenty-six year old prison guard sank down onto the empty couch to his left, cracked open a can of IC Light and took a long swig.

      Three large couches were set up in a U and he was sprawled out on the center one so he could see the Pittsburgh Steelers game perfectly. This afternoon they were playing the Baltimore Ravens and he hoped his team gave their rivals a bad spanking.

      Finn wrinkled his nose at the beer she was drinking. “There’s better beer in the fridge.”

      Danielle Montgomery rolled her green eyes. “If I wanted another brand, I would’ve grabbed another brand, genius.”

      “I wonder about you sometimes,” Finn informed the only female member of the Blue Avengers MC.

      “Well, I wonder about you all the fucking time.”

      Finn pointed the top of his beer bottle at her. “Do men like that short hair of yours?”

      Her dark hair was kept pretty damn short, but then keeping it that short helped prevent the max security inmates from grabbing a handful and wrenching her around by her hair.

      “Do men like that short hair of yours?” she echoed.

      Finn grinned and flapped his eyelashes. “I do get my fair amount of the male gaze.”

      Monty almost choked on her crap beer. She pounded her chest and coughed. When she could talk again, she said, “I heard gingers are spicy.”

      “I’m super spicy. Do you want a taste?”

      “Eww. No. You’re an asshole. I don’t like spicy asshole.”

      “To know that means you’ve tasted one.”

      “I do get my fair share of the male gaze,” she echoed him.

      “Do they tend to wear orange jumpsuits and identify as an inmate?”

      She grabbed the pillow tucked in the corner of the couch and whipped it at him.

      He laughed and ducked. Snagging it from where it landed on the couch next to him, he tucked it behind his head. “Thanks. I’ve wanted that pillow for the past fifteen minutes but was too lazy to get up and grab it.”

      Monty shook her head.

      “Can you two shut the fuck up? I’m trying to watch the game,” Nox bitched from the couch on the right side of the large U.

      “That’s right, we’re crashing in Nox’s living room right now since he’s made himself at home here,” Decker said as he joined them, dropping on the couch next to Nox and throwing a beefy arm over the man’s shoulder.

      With a scowl, Nox shrugged it off. “If you need to cuddle, go do it with Monty.”

      Decker glanced across the TV area and asked, “Monty?”

      “Don’t even try it,” she warned.

      Nox finally sold the home where he and his late wife had lived. Since that house held too many memories for him, a deal had been struck that after the closing, he’d take the equity and use it to finish the second floor of The Plant as an apartment. This way he could live upstairs at the clubhouse, something he’d already been doing anyhow. However, he was still in the middle of working on his new digs.

      The floors were now refinished, the plumbing and bathroom fixtures installed, the walls and trim painted, and the primary bedroom framed out. Eventually Nox would build a second bedroom, but that would be the last thing on his long to-do list. A kitchen was his next priority.

      He was still sleeping on a damn cot up there. But at least he moved it from the third floor—since that was now home to the Tri-State Federal Drug Task Force—to the second floor, where he had more privacy.

      Since the apartment wasn’t completely habitable yet, he was using the first floor of the Blue Avengers’ church as his living room and kitchen until appliances were installed and his place was furnished, since he ended up donating all the furniture he’d owned with his late wife.

      “What’s going on, fuckers?” Antonio Alvarez called out, appearing from the back hallway.

      “You’re missing the game,” Finn informed their club’s sergeant at arms.

      Rez shook his dark head. “I was listening to it on the radio on my ride over. I’m not sure I want to watch this slaughter.” Keeping his eyes glued to the game on the huge TV, he stepped behind the curved counter in the back corner of the common area and grabbed a cold beer from the fridge. “Fucking dirty birds!”

      A grumble went up from all of them at the nickname they called the opposing team.

      “What do you expect? They’re always tough to beat,” Axel Jamison said, also coming from the rear of the building since they only used the rear or side door to come and go from The Plant, their club’s church.

      “Did you just get off shift?” Monty asked the BAMC president.

      “Yes, unfortunately. I came straight over.”

      “Where’s Bella?” Monty asked about his wife. “With the kids?”

      “No. She’s doing something with the Dirty Angels sisterhood. I think they’re all planning some fundraiser for Ellie Walker’s foundation.”

      The Walker Foundation was a worthy one. It had been created to provide prosthetic care for amputees who couldn’t afford it, since her husband was a vet who’d lost his lower leg while serving.

      “Who’s got the twins?” Rez asked.

      “My parents. My dad’s dropping them off here soon,” Axel said, joining them over by the TV.

      With beer in hand, Rez shouted, “What the fuck!” at the TV when he came over to stand at the end of the couch where Finn had his ass planted.

      Finn flung a hand toward the big screen and bitched, “Right? They’re playing like shit. They might as well just forfeit this fucking game and go home.”

      “Don’t count them out yet,” Nox grumbled.

      “There is no way they’re pulling off a W with this shit show,” Finn told him.

      “Where’s Fletch when we need him?” Rez asked. “He probably didn’t do his ridiculous pregame routine.” He twisted his face and flapped his arms around, almost spilling his beer as he emulated Fletch that time they caught him doing his superstitious ritual. Now the state trooper only did it where no one could see him.

      “Guess it’s not so ridiculous if you think it helps,” Monty huffed and shook her head.

      Finn grabbed his phone from the cushion next to him. He texted their VP:

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey, asshole! Did you do your Steeler’s pregame ritual? If not, you better do it. They’re playing like they belong in the Pee Wee League!

      

      

      

      

      

      The reply came within thirty seconds.

      
        
          
            
              
        Like I’m going to fucking tell you that. I don’t want to be blamed for this embarrassing loss.

      

      

      

      

      

      Finn quickly texted back:

      
        
          
            
              
        Too late. Your fault. You didn’t do it because you’re embarrassed to look like an idiot in front of the FBI.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        You mean Nova, you dumb fuck?

      

      

      

      

      

      Fletch’s response had Finn growling as he tossed his phone back onto the couch and shouted, “Don’t fucking run it! Pass it! Pass! Pass! Nooooooo!”

      “Yo, arm-chair coach, you’re going to burst a blood vessel and I don’t want to have to replace you on the task force,” Crew yelled as he emerged from the room where their executive committee met.

      “Were you upstairs?” Axel asked him.

      “Yeah, I was checking to see who’s up there already since we have a task force meeting.”

      “And?” Decker asked.

      Crew answered, “Powers is up there transcribing some calls and Torres is listening to some dirty talk.”

      “Dirty talk?” Monty asked, her dark eyebrows raised. “I should’ve become a cop. That sounds like fun.”

      “He’s listening in on wiretaps. It can be boring as fuck. In fact, ninety-nine percent of the time it’s a snooze fest.”

      “Transcribing those fucking calls are even worse,” Nox mumbled.

      “We’re all taking turns doing it,” Crew said. “Because, yes, it fucking sucks.”

      “Anyone else up there?” Rez asked.

      “Not yet. Reynolds, Butler and Rodgers can’t make it. Kruger and Mullins will be here after the game.”

      “Yeah, that was dumb to schedule a meeting on a Sunday,” Finn told the task force leader.

      “It was actually smart.” Crew tapped his finger against his temple. “How many of us are already here on Sunday? If not for a club run, then for football?”

      Finn couldn’t argue that point, so he didn’t. Instead, he downed the rest of his beer and watched the next play.

      And of course the Steelers got a penalty! When he whipped his empty beer can, it pinged off the TV, leaving some splatter behind.

      “Hey!” Monty yelled at him.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” Nox asked.

      Jamison shook his head. “You want to replace that monster out of your own pocket?”

      “This season is fucked!” Finn yelled in frustration.

      “It’s only the first game of the regular season. You know it takes them a bit to get their shit together,” Crew reminded him.

      “Yeah,” Decker agreed. “They’re always better the second half of the game and the second half of the season. It’s the Steelers way.”

      It sure seemed to be. They always spiked his blood pressure.

      “Aww shit. Better straighten your asses up,” Rez announced. “The old guard just walked in.”

      “That means little ears are in the building,” Jamison reminded them.

      “They’re almost twelve, Jamison. And they’re around bikers all the time, especially since you live in a neighborhood full of them. You don’t think they hear worse shit than what we say?” Decker asked.

      “But you all are supposed to be upstanding citizens,” their president reminded them with a completely straight face.

      Not one person in that room didn’t laugh.

      Even Mitch Jamison chuckled as he escorted his grandchildren into the common area. “I wish it was different, but it isn’t. They might hear it but that doesn’t mean they can repeat it until after they’re eighteen. It’s the Jamison family law.”

      “Eighteen? Good luck with that,” Nox grumbled.

      “Hi, Dad!” Laney ran up to her father and practically tackled him. “How was work?”

      Jamison wrapped his arms around his twelve-year-old daughter, squeezed her tight and planted a kiss on the top of her head. When he straightened, he smiled down at her. “Work.”

      She giggled and pulled free, then fist-bumped Crew on her way over to throw herself on the couch next to Monty, grabbing the potato chips from the table and shoving her hand deep into the open bag.

      Hell, those chips were probably stale. Finn had no idea how long they’d been sitting out on the table with the bag gaping open. Around there it could be weeks.

      “Grandpa was yelling at the radio on our way over here,” Laney stage-whispered to Monty, then pulled out a fistful of greasy BBQ chips and shoved them into her wide-open mouth, orange crumbs falling all over her shirt and clinging to her lips.

      “I’m not surprised,” Monty stage-whispered back, giving her a wink.

      “Liam, are you going to come give your old man a hug hello?” Jamison asked his son.

      “I’m too old for hugs, Dad.” Liam plopped down on the couch next to Nox and rested the soles of his sneakers on the edge of the coffee table. “Can I have a beer?”

      “Absolutely. Grandpa will get one for you. Right, Pop?” Jamison asked his father, Mitch.

      “Sure! Maybe there’s some root beer left in the fridge. Liam, go check. I’m sure your sister wants one.”

      “Then she can get one herself,” Jamison’s son mumbled.

      “And you can take your feet off the furniture,” Mitch told him.

      “Finn has his boots on the table.”

      “That’s because he’s rude. Don’t be rude like this a—” Rez caught himself in time. “Animal.” He came around the front of the couch and kicked Finn’s feet off the table.

      Finn shot Rez a silent I’ll-get-you-back-later promise, planted his feet on the floor and sat up.

      “All right. I’m out of here,” Mitch announced.

      “Bye, Grandpa!” Laney shouted.

      “See you kids later.” Mitch glanced around the common area and added, “All of you children.”

      Jamison’s old man disappeared back the way he came from, shaking his head as they all shouted, “Bye, Grandpa!” in unison.

      “He needs to dust off his bike and come along on our next run with us. It’s been a while. I’m sure he misses it,” Crew said to Jamison.

      “Mom made him sell it.”

      “What the fu— freak?” Decker shouted.

      “Grandma said he’s getting too old and brittle and he needs to be careful now and not die. ‘Cause if he dies, then he can’t help her with the grandkids,” Liam announced with his nose buried in his cell phone.

      “That’s not how she said it,” Jamison said with a sigh.

      “That’s what I heard.”

      “He’s getting older and she doesn’t want him getting injured, that’s all.”

      Laney added, “She also said she doesn’t want him cracking open his noggin even though it might knock some sense into him.”

      “That I believe.”

      Liam raised his eyes from his phone. “See? I don’t lie, Dad.”

      “That I don’t believe,” Jamison said dryly.

      “Mom said small fibs are okay,” Laney said.

      “I think you both need your ears cleaned out.”

      “You sure these two are your kids, Jamison, and not Finn’s?” Monty asked with a laugh and tucking a long red strand of Laney’s hair behind her ear. Both of the twins had hair close to the same red as Finn’s, so it was an ongoing joke. Just like Finn always busted Monty on her short hair.

      He pitied the teasing the twins probably encountered at school since he’d gone through a shitload about his own red hair and freckles when he was younger. Now he took it in stride. Even when his MC brothers called him Heat Miser or one of the many other nicknames they came up with.

      “Mom didn’t have sex with Finn,” Laney announced with a serious tone. “I asked her.”

      “You did what? When?” Jamison asked, his expression a bit shell-shocked.

      Laney shrugged. “A million years ago. She said we take after Aunt Ivy.”

      “And that’s true.”

      Finn grinned at Laney. “I mean, you could be mine. But we’ll pretend you’re not so I don’t have to pay the same crazy amount of child support like Crew pays for his kids.”

      “I don’t mind paying for anything my children need. I do mind paying for my ex’s lifestyle.”

      “Yeah, but you pay a ton,” Finn said.

      “Kids cost a lot,” Decker mentioned. He would know since he was raising his four-year-old niece, Valerie.

      “They’re worth every damn penny. Now, the ex on the other hand…” Crew let that drop since children were in the room.

      “Exes are exes for a reason,” Finn stated.

      Crew came behind the couch where Finn was sitting and shoved him in the back of the head. “Phew, the sage wisdom coming from that pea-brain of yours.”

      Nox groaned loudly. “Can we watch the d— darn game in peace?”

      “Yeah, you all are really annoying,” Liam said. “It’s hard to concentrate on the game.”

      Finn dropped his head and covered his mouth with his hand so the kid couldn’t see him smirking.

      Jamison moved behind his son and plucked the cell phone from his fingers. “Now you’ll have no problem concentrating.”

      “Dad!” Liam reached up to grab it back but his father moved out of reach.

      “I’ll hold onto this for a while. You’ll get it back when I think you deserve it back.”

      “Dad!”

      Jamison shrugged. “Do you want to go home, or do you want to hang out here for the game?”

      Liam huffed sharply, crossed his arms over his chest, and slouched down.

      Damn, the kid was now looking more like Nox’s son.

      “I thought so.” Axel went and sat with Monty and Laney. “Okay, who wants to make bets to see if the Steelers can turn this damn game around.”

      “I’m telling Grandpa you said damn in front of us,” Liam threatened.

      “He’s heard me say worse to his face.”

      “You have?” Laney breathed with her eyes wide. “When?”

      “That’s a story for when you’re older.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Unfortunately, the Steelers did not turn the game around. It was a hard and depressing loss and Finn was currently drowning his sorrows with a cold Yuengling Lager.

      Jamison and his kids had left a while ago. Monty a half hour ago. And the only people left at church were his BAMC brothers also working on the federal task force.

      Crew’s salt-and-pepper head popped out from the club’s meeting room doorway. “Yo, assholes! Task force meeting. Upstairs. Now.”

      “Everybody else here?” Decker asked as he and Rez played a game of foosball.

      “Yeah, waiting on you turds.”

      “Where’s Nox?” Finn asked.

      “Doing something up in his place. I’ll grab him on the way.” Crew’s head disappeared and Finn heard the side door slam a few seconds later.

      “Duty calls, boys,” Finn announced, downing the rest of the beer and tossing the empty into the recycle bin.

      Once they got upstairs, Decker, Finn and Rez settled into empty seats around the long conference table. Like normal, as task force leader, Crew sat at the head of the table. They were joined by Torres, Kruger, Mullins, Powers and Nox. Nine out of the fifteen-member task force team.

      It was rare that all of them were able to gather for a meeting, especially if someone was undercover, like Fletch and Nova, or doing surveillance.

      “All right,” Crew started, his gaze scanning the occupants of the table. “Since Fletch and Wilder are still deep undercover, I have them on a conference call along with Butler and Reynolds. I’ve been meaning to have this meeting to give you the latest updates on the investigation. I met with leaders of the two other groups and this is what we know so far between the wiretaps, the UCs and the surveillance, so pay attention.

      “We have three major players involved with this trafficking. That we know of, anyway. A Mexican cartel as the supplier, the Deadly Demons MC as the transporter and La Cosa Nostra as the distributor. More specifically, the Russo crime family out of Pittsburgh. That’s the organization funding the whole operation.

      “Here’s what we’ve learned so far, some info confirmed, some not. Russos are buying five kilos of ‘ice’ a month from a cartel. The DEA in Texas is working on discovering which cartel, but if any of you get wind of who that is, get that info to me ASAP. Of course, they’re using code and haven’t mentioned the names of the players in any of the wiretaps so far. The Demons are calling the supplier Los Malos MC. We know for a fact Los Malos MC, or even a cartel by that name, doesn’t exist. They’re only using it to throw off anyone listening.”

      “Sounds like they may be smarter than we thought,” Decker said.

      “Maybe,” Torres said. The DEA agent and “plant manager” sat to Crew’s left. “But we’ll figure it out eventually. With all the wiretaps between the three groups, not one has slipped and actually named the Russos or the cartel... yet.”

      Crew picked up again there. “Whether they’re smart enough is questionable. They can’t even figure out when they’re being tailed. That’s how we discovered where the majority of that meth was landing. The pipeline breaks down like this… The Demons have a member who’s a long-haul trucker and they’re using his rig to transport the bricks of meth for the Russos. Side note: even though the rig’s in this biker’s name, we think the MC paid cash for it. Group one slapped a tracking device on the rig and are setting up more surveillance to notify the DEA in Houston when it’s on the move so they can try to identify the cartel. But since they tagged the rig, it hasn’t gone anywhere near the border. What we assume is, once a month the Demons are transporting it from the southern border into West Virginia by mixing it in with legitimate loads of cilantro so it goes undetected.

      “Once the load shows up, the MC takes one kilo as payment. By taking it in that method, they’re making more money than being paid outright in cash because of how they’re cutting it up and selling it on the streets. Then the Demons are using various methods to deliver the remaining four kilos to one of the Russo lieutenants. From what we can tell, the Russos are paying twelve thousand per kilo wholesale. The second it hits Pennsylvania, that value doubles.”

      “That’s a hell of an investment,” Finn muttered.

      “Exactly. But remember, that’s only the uncut value. We can safely assume the Russos are then turning around, breaking it down into half and quarter kilos and selling them to street-level dealers. Those dealers then break it down even further by cutting it with filler. Our guess is the Russos are making about two hundred and forty grand when they sell it to the low-level dealers. That’s a hell of a return on their original investment of twelve K.”

      FBI Special Agent Nova Wilder’s voice came from the speaker phone sitting in the middle of the table. “And why they most likely got involved in this business venture.”

      “You didn’t catch wind of any of this shit while you were undercover with the Russos?” Finn asked her.

      “No. There could’ve been some low-level dealing but my guess is once Frankie, the former underboss, took over, he decided to expand on that. I do know his father wanted to stay out of the drug business. But now with Frank Sr. out of the way, Junior is now boss. This has to be a new venture for them. If they were moving this amount, I can’t imagine I wouldn’t have gotten even a slight whiff of it.”

      “Agreed,” Crew said. “This flow of meth only recently hit the DEA’s radar, spurring them to establish this task force to squash it. Fletch, you want to add anything from your end, since you’re dealing directly with the Demons’ Uniontown chapter?”

      Shane Fletcher, a state trooper currently undercover with the Dirty Angels MC spoke next. “The Demons are breaking down their kilo by cutting it with cheap baking soda. They’re then distributing it to key players within their MC. Those key players have ‘teams’ of fellow MC brothers to sell it on the street, in bars, at bike rallies, wherever. Our contact right now is really limited to Wolf and his crew, but we’re working on getting in tighter with him.”

      Crew picked up from there. “Because of this organized effort, the data shows that their club is the fastest growing outlaw MC in the country right now. This all stems back to this hookup with the Russos. Overflowing coffers only makes their MC stronger and is creating a snowball effect by allowing them to expand both sales and territory by adding chapters to their club. But that’s not all. They’re also buying up businesses in PA and Ohio to launder money and expand retail sales. Think backdoor dealing. They’re grabbing locations where their customers tend to hang out, like bars, strip clubs, roach motels, used car lots, pizza shops… shit like that. Places with high traffic. Cash comes in, drugs and washed money goes out.”

      Torres cut in again. “While all of this might make them financially stronger, it also makes them weaker. The more people involved in these enterprises, the higher the chances of their house of cards falling down around them. It just takes one pulled card for it all to tumble.”

      Crew nodded. “Our three groups are tasked with pulling that card and demolishing that house. But to do it right, we need to take them and the Russos down in a coordinated effort. Especially when it comes time for indictments. It needs to be organized and swift.”

      “Squash them like the fucking roaches they are.” Mullins, a narcotic detective with the Pittsburgh PD, slammed his hand on the table like he was doing just that.

      “Anyway,” Crew continued, “in the meantime, I have something new we can move on. A few days ago, Rodgers had contact with a CI who bought an ounce out of a strip club right outside of Uniontown. It just so happens The Peach Pit was recently bought by the Demons. Of course that purchase was an immediate red flag. We also heard chatter that they could be using some of the strippers as mules to move product or using them to deal. The info was a bit sketchy on that point. All the CI could tell Rodgers was that he walked in with cash and walked out with an ounce. We need to confirm that’s what’s happening and who’s involved. If it’s true and they’re also using that location to launder cash, that’s another RICO violation, not for the Russos, since they’re racking those up on their own, but for the Demons. The more charges we can pin on them and their members, the better to take the whole organization down. And if we take them down, we can choke the flow of meth into PA. Or at least this particular pipeline.”

      “And that’s the reason we’re all sitting around this table. So, now what?” Rez asked.

      “I’d like to set someone up in the strip club. Maybe not long-term but at least long enough to confirm and document that the Demons are using The Peach Pit as part of their drug business. Whether by selling from there, laundering money or using the girls as mules. Or even all of the above.”

      “You want one of us to go in as a regular?” Decker asked.

      “That’s one option I’m tossing around. The other is to have someone work there to get a peek behind the scenes.”

      “The only female on the team is Wilder. She’s already undercover with Fletch and the Dirty Angels,” Finn reminded him. “Are you planning on pulling her, or bringing someone new on board?”

      Crew shook his head. “I’m not pulling her. I want Fletch and Nova to stay put. While we can’t bring in anyone new because of the budget, I have another idea.”

      Wilder’s voice came through the phone. “That’s good, because I would say no to stripping.”

      “Yeah, I would nix the idea of Nova stripping, too,” came from Fletch.

      Nox groaned. “You’re not using Monty, right? She won’t go for that, either.”

      “Not Monty,” Crew confirmed.

      “Then who you got in mind for that fucking job?” Finn asked with a smirk.

      Crew’s gray eyes landed on him.

      The second the task force leader also smirked, Finn knew he was fucked.
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      Panic swept through Finn. “Undercover as a manager or bouncer or something? Because if so, I’m good with that.”

      “No.” Crew’s smirk turned into a full-blown shit-eating grin.

      Fuuuuuuuck. “Then what?”

      Don’t say stripper.

      Don’t say stripper.

      Don’t you fucking say stripper.

      “As an entertainer.”

      An “entertainer.” Riiiiight.

      Calling them stripes didn’t change a leopard’s spots. Goddamn it! “What the fuck? There’s no way the Demons bought a male strip club.”

      “And you’d be right. They didn’t.”

      “You want me to strip in drag?”

      Rez snorted. “Is that even possible?”

      “He’d just need a wig. And fake tits,” Decker answered. “I think he has the tucking down pat.”

      Crew shook his salt-and-pepper head. “Not in drag, dumbasses. Think one of those all-male revue shows. Like in Vegas.”

      “Like Thunder From Down Under?” Finn asked.

      Crew jabbed his finger toward him. “There you go.”

      “No.” Just no. Fuck no.

      “We all have to do what we have to do,” Nox reminded him.

      Finn stared across the table, surprised at the grin spreading across his normally steely-faced club brother. At least Nox was finding this whole thing amusing. The man had been in a deep depression ever since his wife died almost a year ago. Any sense of humor he’d had in the past—which had never been abundant to begin with—had disappeared.

      “You think this is funny?”

      Nox’s grin disappeared and was quickly replaced with a straight face. “Fucking hilarious.”

      Well, hell, it might be worth taking the assignment just seeing some life coming back to the widower. Even if it was at Finn’s expense.

      He turned his attention back to the man at the head of the table. “No.”

      “You’re perfect for it.”

      “How’s that?” He cleared his throat when his voice cracked.

      “Dude, I’m sure you stare at yourself in the mirror for extended amounts of time. If I was in the shape you are, I’d volunteer,” exclaimed Powers, a veteran trooper with the PA State Police.

      Finn doubted that.

      “He probably maintains it by secretly swinging around a pole,” said Kruger, a Greensburg PD corporal.

      “Yeah, your pole.” Finn blinked. “Wait.” With a shake of his head, he closed his eyes and sucked in a deep breath. This whole thing had scrambled his thoughts.

      Decker snickered. “You got something to tell us, Finn? You know we’re all accepting here. If you need assistance coming out of the closet, we’re here for you.”

      “Fuck off,” Finn told him.

      “Your outstanding physique and your lack of identifying tattoos aren’t the only reasons I picked you.”

      Finn had an inkling about the other. “Pick someone else.”

      “Nope. Everyone else has other shit to do. And you’re perfect for this assignment.”

      Crew was loving every fucking second of this. Bastard. “No, I’m not,” he grumbled.

      “I’m sure your mom can give you pointers.”

      “My mother was never a fucking stripper. She’s a dance instructor.”

      “Right and she taught you all the moves,” Crew reminded him, pursing his lips and wiggling his shoulders.

      Like he could forget the first twelve years of his life. Sure.

      Rez twisted his head toward Finn. “What moves?”

      “You didn’t know?” Decker asked their club’s sergeant at arms. “He let it slip one night that his mom took him to her dance studio every day and he was heavily involved in the classes.”

      “Against my fucking will. As soon as I was old enough to stay home by myself, I got out of going.”

      “But admit it, you still know how to move,” Crew said, amusement making the corner of his eyes crinkle more than normal.

      Asshole. “Of course. The ladies never complain. But I have a natural gift for horizontal dancing, not vertical. How about you just send in some of us as customers. We go in, observe and maybe even do some buys.”

      “Like I said, I’ll most likely plan that, too. But this isn’t a long-term assignment, brother. It’s only to get behind the scenes and customers aren’t allowed in the back. Dancers are.”

      “That’s true. Most strip clubs have some sort of bouncer keeping patrons out of the area where the women dress and hang out,” Rez said. “Count me in. I’m willing to go in as a customer.”

      “I’ll probably take you up on that. With your tats, you’ll blend in perfectly with the clientele,” Crew told him.

      Alvarez was the most tattooed member out of both the Blue Avengers and the task force. Luckily, the Southern Allegheny Regional PD, where both Finn and Rez worked, didn’t have any limits on tattoos. Rez even had them on the back of his hands. That wouldn’t fly with some other departments.

      “You just want to watch women shaking their tits and ass,” Nox called him out.

      “Damn right! And on the feds’ dime, too. Do you blame me?”

      Decker raised his hand and bounced in his seat. “Oh, pick me. I want in, too.”

      “What about Val?” Crew frowned. “Your mom won’t mind babysitting longer than normal? We might be talking some late nights here.”

      Decker had been raising his four-year-old niece since not long after she was born. Ever since he took Valerie from his drug-addicted sister. But he had no help except for his elderly mother. Since she wasn’t in the greatest health, she could only deal with the active little girl for a limited amount of hours a day.

      “If she can’t do it, I’ll find someone else to help out.”

      “You should just hire a full-time nanny,” Nox told Decker. “Stop being such a cheap ass and putting your poor mom to work.”

      “She loves spending time with Val,” Decker exclaimed.

      “Yeah, as a grandmother, not a substitute mom.”

      Crew cut in on Decker and Nox’s conversation. “Let’s get back on track. Talking about nieces and nannies aren’t it.”

      “Yeah, let’s,” Finn cut in, “since I’m not liking this whole idea. How the hell am I getting in the door if they only have women working the poles?”

      “Did you miss the part where I said we’ll be using an all-male revue as cover?”

      Finn needed more details than what the man was giving. “But are we creating one?”

      Crew shook his head. “Not needed. Got a buddy whose brother runs a group that tours. They book at bars, strip clubs, parties, wherever, for one- or even two-night performances. I already checked with him and he’s on board. Especially after my buddy showed him your pic, Finn. He’s down a guy due to an ACL tear, so he needs you to fill in. He said if you like it and you can dance well, then he might even be interested in hiring you full-time.”

      Decker snorted next to him. “Something to fall back on if this cop gig of yours goes belly up.”

      “Get the fuck out of here,” Finn muttered, dropping his head and shaking it.

      “It’s the perfect cover to get behind the scenes and only Nick will know you’re undercover. No one at the club will or any of his dancers. Since your mom still has her studio, you can use it to get limber and practice some signature moves. In the meantime, I’ll make contact with Nick, the owner/manager, and have him reach out to The Peach Pit and offer their services. Their male entertainers usually make a fuckload of cash and so does the venue. Because of that, I can’t imagine whoever’s running The Peach Pit will turn them down. The Demons seem to be all about raking in the green.”

      “You’re going to have to shave your body,” Decker warned him with a smirk.

      At the other end of the table, Rez snorted. “He probably waxes. Do you think he’s naturally hairless like a naked mole-rat?”

      “I think mole-rats might have a few stray hairs,” Decker claimed.

      Finn didn’t even know what a naked mole-rat looked like. He didn’t want to, either.

      “So does Finn, around his asshole. Unless he gets that waxed, too. Do you?”

      “How the fuck would you know what my asshole looks like?” Finn asked Rez.  “Anyway, I don’t fucking wax.”

      Decker coughed out a, “Bullshit.”

      Finn surged from his chair and reached for his belt. “Do you want me to prove it to you?”

      A bunch of shouts rose around the table. “No!”

      “Fuck no!”

      “Sit down.”

      “We don’t want to see that ginger-rimmed hole.”

      Crew’s next words got caught up with his laughter. “All right. So, that’s solved.”

      “No, it’s not,” Finn insisted.

      “It is. I’ll make contact with Nick and let him know you’ll be his newest stripper.  I’ll let you know where and when to meet up with him so he can teach you their routines. Think up a good fake name in the meantime.”

      Jesus. “I’m only doing this once, right? If so, I don’t need to learn any fucking routine.”

      “You need to make sure you blend in with the rest of the guys. I think they all do some group dances in addition to their individual routines.”

      “Sounds like you went to watch them, Crew,” Mullins said with a laugh. “Did you take a wad of ones with you? Play a little dollar bill hide-and-seek with those swinging banana hammocks?”

      “I watched a couple of their videos on the Peckers website,” Crew confessed with a shrug. “For investigative purposes, of course.”

      “Peckers?” Finn’s voice cracked again. He had to clear his throat to bring it back down an octave. “You said Peckers?”

      “That’s the name. Well, officially it’s Peckers All-Male Revue.”

      “Finn’s going to be a Pecker!” burst from Decker as he slammed his hand on the table and laughed so hard he fell forward, almost cracking his forehead on the conference table.

      “He already is,” Rez confirmed.

      “Not just a Pecker. A redheaded Pecker! I heard it’s a rare species.” Crew squawked loudly, sounding like a sick bird.

      Torres hooted. “This is pure fucking gold.”

      He was so glad everyone was having a good laugh at his expense. “I quit,” Finn grumbled, rising to his feet again.

      “No you don’t. Sit down,” Crew ordered.

      “I do. This shit isn’t funny. You’re just fucking with me, right? With this whole thing? I’m being punked?”

      Crew’s laughter quickly faded away. “Wrong. Need I remind you that you agreed to be a team player when you accepted this assignment?”

      “Being a team player shouldn’t involve me taking off clothes in front of a bunch of horny women…”

      Wait. Hold up a damn minute.

      “Look at the smoke billowing from his ears,” Decker hooted, whacking Finn on the back. “Someone grab the fire extinguisher!”

      “He might be glitching. Push his reset button,” Kruger suggested.

      “The fucker just realized he’ll have a captive audience of drunk, horny women staring at his freckled package,” Rez announced, wiggling his pinky in the air.

      “Waving cash at him, too,” Powers added

      “That he won’t be able to keep. No double-dipping,” Crew reminded them. “All right, is there anything else we need to cover? Any new info or discoveries?”

      “Wait. I didn’t agree to this,” Finn said weakly.

      “You don’t have to agree to a particular assignment. You agreed to join the task force. You want to remain on it, or do you want to leave and head back to doing patrol?”

      He sank back down in his chair and scrubbed his hands over his face. He needed to wake up from this bad fucking nightmare.

      “I think I like freckled Pecker better than redheaded Pecker,” Torres announced.

      “Use the fake name of Peter,” Mullins suggested. “Peter Pecker.”

      “You’re all assholes,” Finn grumbled. “Every fucking one of you.”
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        * * *

      

      Finn pulled his assigned task force vehicle into an empty parking spot behind The Peach Pit. He turned off the Kia Soul and stared at the back of the strip club located right on the edge of Uniontown. The employee lot was full but then, between everyone involved with tonight’s performance, plus the regular employees needed to run the club, that wasn’t surprising.

      When he met up with the traveling entertainment troupe to learn the opening and closing group routines, Nick said the manager of the club would only give them the next two Monday nights in a “take it or leave it” offer. Mondays were the only nights available since the club was normally closed then. The rest of the week was out since the venue only had a single stage, unlike some other larger strip clubs.

      The Peach Pit agreed to book two “limited engagement” performances to see how much money it drew before committing to any additional shows.

      Finn didn’t give two shits about how much money the gigs brought Nick, the owner/manager of Peckers, or even those fucking Demons. He’d get on stage tonight and possibly next Monday and then that was fucking it.

      After that... He. Was. Done.

      It was bad enough he had to explain to his sixty-four-year-old mother why he was asking for the keys to her dance studio. He made sure the studio was locked down tight and no one was observing him watching male stripper instructional videos so he could break down specific moves while he mirrored them.

      Luckily, his mother had a great sense of humor and thought him going undercover as a stripper was hilarious. However, Finn wasn’t amused when she also asked for a video of his performance.

      That was a big fucking N-O.

      “They don’t allow cameras in strip clubs, Mom.” At least that was how it was the last time he’d been to one. They had to leave their phones at the door and pick them up on their way out. He assumed The Peach Pit had the same policy. If they didn’t, he wasn’t telling her that. But they’d better, because without that policy, someone could get him on video and if it got out, his cover could be blown.

      No matter how much his mother insisted, he refused to give her the name of the club, the company he’d be dancing with or the date of the show. He wouldn’t put it past her to show the fuck up with dollar bills in hand. If she did, he would have to leave the country.

      Fuck leaving the country, his soul would leave Earth because he’d be dead.

      He shuddered at the thought of simulating sex moves, while basically naked, in front of the woman who birthed him.

      Blowing out a harsh breath, he unfolded himself from the Kia and retrieved a duffel bag from the back seat full with all the shit he’d need tonight.

      With gritted teeth, he pounded on the rear steel door. It took a few minutes for someone to answer it.

      “You were supposed to be here a half hour ago, Danny,” Nick complained. “I hired you as a favor because my brother said you need some extra cash. Don’t make me regret this.”

      No one regretted it more than Finn.

      This Nick dude was the only one who knew he was undercover, but even annoyed at Finn’s tardiness, he was sticking with the story. The rest of the dancers only thought “Danny O’Neill” was short on cash and wanted to fill in for the injured Pecker as a side hustle. The couple of times Finn practiced with the group to learn the choreography for the opening and closing acts of the show, Nick had done a good job of not blowing his cover.

      He followed Nick down a short hallway and into a huge dressing room full of lockers, couches and a few vanities with mirrors surrounded by lightbulbs. Colorful feathered boas were flung all over the room, as well as discarded platform heels, fancy bras and thongs. He wondered if the dressing room normally looked like a disaster area or if the women who danced the previous night had left in a rush.

      “Hurry up and get ready, then change into your first outfit. The show starts in twenty. Make sure you’re prepped and know your routines. Just follow Tyson’s lead if you forget any of the moves.”

      Twenty minutes was more than enough time for him to change. Though, he should’ve gotten here earlier so he could snoop around. He’d have to do that before or after his solo stage act. And maybe even after the show.

      He gave Tyson, a huge blonde dude with washboard abs and thick muscular thighs, a chin lift.

      His head jerked back when a woman appeared out of nowhere to stand in front of him. “Strip down so I can oil you up.”

      When he stared at her, her words not quite penetrating his brain, she lifted a bottle of baby oil. “I don’t use a lot, just enough to give your skin a gleam and it’ll emphasize how cut your muscles are. The women are going to go bonkers over you.”

      He reached for the bottle but she shook her head and pulled it out of his reach. “No, I do it for the guys so it’s applied evenly.” She gave him a friendly smile. “By the way, I’m Nick’s assistant, Abby. We need to let this soak in a bit before you put on the first costume. Just throw your stuff anywhere, or grab an empty locker.”

      He glanced around the large, open dressing room and silently greeted the rest of the dancers in various stages of undress. Including him, there were eight dancers in all.

      “Where can I get undressed?”

      She blinked, then blinked again. “Right here.” Her brow furrowed. “You aren’t shy, are you? Because that might be an issue since you’re going to be stripping down in front of a crowd of a hundred most-likely intoxicated women.”

      He was far from fucking shy, but still…

      “C’mon, strip down, we’re running out of time,” she urged.

      He should walk right the fuck out of there, but with a sigh, he found a locker without a padlock and dropped his bag on the ground next to it. Facing the locker, he unlaced his boots, then toed them off before stripping down to his underwear. He placed each item of clothes in the locker as he went.

      When he finally turned, Abby was right there, waiting. She ran her gaze over him with one cocked eyebrow but then stopped on his boxer briefs. “All the way, I have to oil everything but your main asset.”

      “That would be hard to do since my main asset is my brain.”

      “Mmm hmm,” she murmured through lips pressed together. “Not to those ladies filling those seats out there.” She pointed to Finn’s bulge. “That’s your main selling point. The bigger, the better. Then the rest,” she waved her hand in front of him from head to toe, “is the freckled icing on your carrot cake. So tick tock, Danny, otherwise Nick will be pissed if the show starts late.”

      With a grumble, Finn turned away from her and slipped out of his boxer briefs, tossing them into the locker.

      As he reached into his bag to grab a pair of underwear he’d bought for tonight, Abby said, “No, use those or a pair like those for your individual or the closing dance. You need to wear a white jock strap for the opening routine. Everyone’s going to be wearing similar construction crew outfits and strip all the way down to your jocks.”

      Nice. “I didn’t bring a jock strap.”

      “Not a problem. I’ll grab you one once I get you oiled down.”

      Great. He curled a hand over his very soft package and began to turn around.

      “Stay facing the locker, I’ll do your back first.”

      He mentally sighed.

      “Arms down.”

      He sighed again, this time out loud, but dropped his arms as she began rubbing baby oil all over them. She then moved to his neck, smeared it over his shoulders and down his back.

      “Man, you have freckles everywhere, don’t you?” Abby murmured as she slathered the baby oil all over his ass cheeks.

      Besides being teased for being a redhead when he was a kid, he also had hated his freckles because someone was always making a joke about them. As an adult no one gave a shit, so he no longer did, either. Since there was nothing he could do to change it, he had no choice but to accept them.

      Only his MC brothers—and sometimes his fellow police officers at Southern Allegheny Regional PD—busted his balls about it now. Not to be bullies like kids could be, but because it was very normal, and even expected, for them to all bust on each other. Fucking with each other over the stupidest shit only made their brotherhoods stronger. It also helped lighten situations when shit got heavy and dark.

      Abby evenly rubbed the oil down his legs. “I’m not going past your ankles since you’ll be wearing black rubber-soled boots for your dances. Did you bring a pair?”

      “Yeah. Wore them here.”

      “Turn around.”

      He clenched his molars together so hard a muscle jumped in his cheek, but when he turned and her eyes immediately dropped to his flaccid cock with raised eyebrows, he said, “I can do the front myself.”

      “I can do the front,” Abby insisted, pushing away his outstretched hand. “You can oil your own front once you get the hang of how much to use. It has to be the correct amount. You don’t want to be greasy but you also need that shine.”

      With a frown, he stared at her. “How’d you get this job?”

      She shrugged. “Just lucky, I guess.”

      He picked a spot over her head on the other side of the room as she rubbed the whole front of him down, coming close to his junk but not touching it.

      “You need to trim closer next time. And if you do peek-a-boos with your cock, then you should be bare.”

      Peek-a-boos with his damn cock.

      “I’ll take that into consideration,” he muttered.

      The only peek-a-boos he was willing to do was when it appeared and disappeared as he sunk it into a warm, wet pussy.

      When she was finished she rose to her feet and smiled up at him. “Okay, all done. I’ll go grab you a clean jock. You’ll need to start out in the white tank, black socks, your black boots and break-away Dickies. Also, don’t forget to wear a belt. You can grab one of the fluorescent vests near the door on your way to the stage. But give it a few before you get dressed to give the baby oil a chance to soak in a bit first.”

      She turned and walked back to an open portable trunk in the corner. He continued to stare at a non-existent spot across the room to avoid meeting the other guys’ eyes while he stood there totally naked.

      He was going to kill Crew.

      He was just going to fucking kill him. The bastard was probably sitting at home with his feet kicked up, drinking a fucking beer and laughing about where Finn was and what he was about to do.

      Asshole.

      Then Abby was back, holding out a jock. “That should be your size. Try it on.”

      Gladly. He yanked them up his legs and adjusted everything into place while Nick’s assistant watched him like a hawk. It was almost as if she didn’t think he’d know how to wear a jock strap. Since he’d played baseball all through high school, he knew how to fucking wear one.

      “Make sure your VPL is emphasized.”

      What? “VPL?”

      “Visual penis line. The more distinct it is and the bigger your cock looks, the more tips you’ll bring in, whether artificially enhanced or not.”

      Because, yeah, that was his fucking goal, to show off the size of his dick for money. When he went shopping for the underwear Nick recommended, it had been eye-opening.

      He never realized such a large selection of bulge-enhancing underwear with ball pouches existed. Actual pouches that separated his cock and balls to emphasize the assets passed onto him through genetics.

      “So, if you’re not going to dance fully erect, then you at least need to have a chubby.”

      He didn’t remember seeing that requirement in the employee handbook.

      Maybe because there was no fucking employee handbook. It was possible that Crew had told Nick not to tell him all these details because he would’ve backed out.

      “What happens if I don’t?”

      “Nick could fire you and the ladies might laugh at you. Nick’s in business to make money and you’re here to make money, too. The sad fact is, the bigger the dong, the bigger the tips.”

      Great. “Is there somewhere I can go to… uh… wake myself up?”

      Abby flung a hand out. “Just do it anywhere. We’re all used to doing what needs to be done before a show. Nobody will care what you have to do to get it done.”

      Crew will fucking care, when I throat punch him for this.

      “We have a laptop over there with porn queued up, if you need it. If not, I can fluff you.”

      She could what?

      He had to have heard her wrong. He looked around to see if anyone else was shocked by that unexpected offer.

      Everybody else was minding their own business and doing last minute preparations. Including getting themselves hard since there was only about ten minutes left before they had to hit the stage.

      “I think I can manage, but… thanks, I guess?”

      “We also have a penis pump available. It’s the fastest way to get some girth and length. Once you’re pumped up, just tie it off so it stays that way.”

      He wasn’t sure what to address first in this whole turn of events. “Like a communal one?”

      She smiled and shrugged. “Use it to pump, not to dump.” She turned to walk away but paused. “You brought a cock ring, right? If you didn’t bring one, I have some spare Willy Rings.”

      Christ. Thank fuck he kept where and when he was dancing secret from his mother. Dancing in front of
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