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Dedication

	This book is dedicated to my parents.

	




Prologue

	My name is Gemma Stone and I’ve been a Maricopa County Sheriff’s Deputy for five years. Why did I become a cop? Genetics, tradition, and the armed robbery I walked in on when I was sixteen.

	After my father and five brothers were discharged from the Marines, they all went into law enforcement. My mother had been an Army sniper until pregnancy forced a career change. She now flies a rescue chopper for the Arizona Department of Public Safety.

	I work out of District Three, which includes Sun City, eight unincorporated towns with small populations, Lake Pleasant, and lots of desert. Fifteen deputies cover 1600 square miles. District Three is always understaffed and our calls for service are incredibly high. If you get in trouble, you are pretty much on your own.

	My personal life is complicated. Off duty, I’m a ballroom dancer. Everyone thinks I’m nuts, but I love competitive dancing. My Dad has always been supportive of my dancing, but to discover the reason why was jaw-dropping. What other secrets is he hiding?

	Detective Sergeant Dante Delgado, the love of my life, is tracking down a group of trigger-happy cattle rustlers who have murdered five ranchers and left a trail of destruction behind them. Am I worried? You betcha.

	To add to my stress level, a dangerous enemy from my parents’ past has returned and is determined to destroy them, our family and the Alpha Dogs. I knew my parents had some skeletons in their closet, but it doesn’t explain why Grandpa Reynolds suddenly parked his RV in our pasture and Dad isn’t making him leave.

	Is Armageddon coming to Arizona?

	



Chapter One

	Once a week our entire family gathers for breakfast at my parents’ house. If your ass isn’t in a chair by 7 a.m., you better have a damn good reason. Like you’re in the middle of a shootout or dead.

	It was my turn to cook, and I was going to make my famous chocolate chip waffles. Since the Sheriff’s Department was still using the Alpha Dogs training center as a substation, I thought I could come a bit early, whip up my waffle batter, then run over to the substation and get some paperwork done.

	Dante’s current homicide cases had him dealing with piles of reports he needed to read through. He was hoping to find a clue that would lead him to the location of the murderous rustlers who called themselves the Cochise Cowboys. Since he was considered family now, his attendance was mandatory too.

	We walked into the kitchen and stopped dead. Who in the hell was playing bump and grind music at this time of the morning? Was Grandpa Reynolds messin’ with Dad again?

	“I thought your parents liked country western music?” Dante put a hand on his service weapon.

	“They do.” I opened the door to the living room and froze in stunned horror. My father, wearing nothing but black silk boxers with red hearts on them, gyrated around my mother.

	Mom’s rapt attention was focused on Dad. Her long blue-tee shirt with a picture of a snarling Chihuahua on the front wasn’t the least bit romantic. It had been a gag gift from me for Mother’s Day.

	Holy cow! The sensuous expression on Dad’s face was a panty melter. His pelvic thrusts rivaled Thunder Down Under and the Chippendales dancers.

	Dante let out a low whistle.

	Dad spun to face us and bristled. “What are you doing here?”

	“I’m cooking breakfast, remember?” I waved my hand around. “The better question is where did you learn to dance like that?”

	“Your father was a Chippendales dancer before he joined the Marines,” Mom answered in amusement.

	My jaw dropped. Was Mom joking? She didn’t act like it. It was more like she was proud of the fact. “Why did you get a job with the Chippendales, Dad?”

	“I wanted to buy a cutting horse, and I wasn’t winning enough money at bull riding. The pay for dancing was damn good, and it was a lot of fun.”

	Mom interjected, “And there were so many women throwing themselves at your father, that he gave Casanova a run for his money.”

	“I was seventeen and I enjoyed the attention,” Dad said without a trace of guilt.

	“Dancers have to be twenty-one,” Dante interposed.

	Dad rubbed his jaw. “I had fake ID, and my beard made me look older.”

	Call me thunderstruck. My dad had been a playboy at seventeen. “Why all the secrecy?”

	Dad grimaced. “I have a reputation to maintain.”

	“But Dad, men dance all the time. If anyone brings it up, just tell them you were undercover. A few people might think Dante is a wuss because he dances competitively, but he doesn’t let it bother him. His machismo makes him a better dancer.”

	Dante kissed my knuckles. “Thank you, querida.”

	“In the 1990s any man who admitted he was a stripper would have been booted out of the Marines,” Dad retorted.

	My curiosity got the better of me. “How long were you a dancer?”

	“Eight months. Grandad found out and he dragged me down to the Marine recruiting office the day I turned eighteen.”

	Dante asked, “Who ratted you out?”

	“One of the ladies at our church,” Dad grumbled.

	I snickered. “Bet she wasn’t getting any.”

	Mom ran her hand down Dad’s muscular chest. “Now this is all mine, and I love his lap dances.”

	“TMI Mom. TMI.”

	Mom’s smile got bigger. “Admit it, Dante. He’s a great dancer.”

	“He dances like an arthritic old man,” Dante replied. His dimples made a brief appearance.

	Dad’s narrowed eyed gaze fixed on Dante. “Arthritic old man?” He cracked his knuckles.

	Oh shit! I jabbed my elbow into Dante’s stomach. Was he deliberately trying to provoke a fight? “Let’s do a dance off,” I hurriedly suggested.

	Mom nodded. “Loser buys dinner at Charlie’s Steakhouse.”

	“An easy win,” Dante chortled.

	Dad glowered at him.

	Dante winked at me and unleashed a raunchy routine that made me blush. “Are your panties wet, yet?”

	“God, yes,” I gasped.

	Mom nodded her head. “If I was wearing any.”

	A low growl broke from Dad. He rolled his hips and began a sensuous dance that had me gaping in astonishment. He could really turn it on, and at that moment I knew Mom had never stood a chance. Dad had seduction down to an art form.

	A devilish gleam in his eyes, Dante spun me around him. “Let’s show them how it’s done.”

	Grinning like a loon, I undulated against his groin.

	Dad gave Mom a bawdy lap dance.

	“What the hell?” Sergeant Bergman hollered.

	Julie clapped loudly. “Way to go! For an old guy, you’ve got some moves, sir.”

	“Old guy,” Dad grumbled, scooped up Mom and stomped down the hallway.

	“I think our dance-off is a tie,” I called after him.

	Dad slammed his bedroom door.

	“Where did your dad learn to dance like that?” Julie asked, fanning herself.

	Dante smirked. “He was a Chippendales dancer in his youth.”

	Julie stared at Dante in disbelief. “You mean, like women were stuffing dollar bills in his G-string and copping a feel?”

	“Exactly.”

	“Whoa!” Julie giggled. “I bet he has been giving your mom private dances for years. Which would explain why there are six of you.”

	“I’m never going to unsee that,” Sergeant Bergman muttered.

	The expression on Sergeant Bergman’s face was hysterical. “Did you need something sir?”

	“We’re out of coffee. I wanted to borrow some.”

	Fighting back a grin, I nodded. “Not a problem. I’ll get you some.” I walked back into the kitchen.

	“How long have you known about your father’s frisky dancing skills?” Sergeant Bergman inquired.

	“About ten minutes.” I opened a cabinet, grabbed a five-pound bag of Arabica coffee beans and held it out. “Here ya go.”

	Sergeant Bergman’s eyebrows rose as he took it. “Ten minutes?”

	“Yep. We kinda walked in on them. Gotta say it was a bit of a shock, but it does explain where I got my love of dancing from.”

	Dante grinned. “Your old man has some wicked moves.”

	“That he does.” I patted Dante’s butt. “Tonight, I’m giving you a lap dance you’ll never forget.”

	“I look forward to it, querida.”

	Sergeant Bergman barked, “Not another word about your sex life or anyone else’s.”

	“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”

	“I think a retreat is in order to give your dad time to cool off,” Julie said.

	“Damn good idea. Everyone out!” Sergeant Bergman yanked open the kitchen door. “Do your brothers know about your parents’ proclivities?”

	I grimaced. “Nope, and I’m not telling them.”

	“My lips are sealed,” Julie added.

	Horn blaring, a silver Toyota Camry crawled into the parking lot and a woman screamed, “Help us! Please help us!”

	A smile touched my mouth as we all carefully surveyed the area, then cautiously approached the car. We were a well-oiled team.

	“What’s wrong, ma’am?” Sergeant Bergman inquired.

	“Bomb! There’s a bomb on my husband’s lap!” The woman shrieked.

	We all had our flashlights out and fixed on the white-faced husband. On his lap was a box with a pipe bomb in it.

	“Oh, hell.” The timer showed twelve minutes before it went kablooey.

	Sergeant Bergman commanded, “Put the car in park and turn the engine off.”

	“I told him not to take the box, but he wouldn’t listen to me,” the woman sobbed as she obeyed.

	“I don’t want to die,” the husband cried, holding out the box. “Please, I don’t want to die.”

	“Put the box down slowly! If you want to live, don’t move a muscle,” Dante instructed.

	“Yes, sir.”

	Dante slowly opened the passenger door and examined the bomb. “It’s well made. I need a bomb kit.”

	“I’ll get one for you,” I said.

	Sergeant Bergman advised, “I left the door open.”

	“Yes, sir.” I sprinted into the training center, typed in the pass code for the supply closet and took a bomb kit.

	Julie dragged the hysterical woman into the center and put her in a holding cell. “She tried to make a run for it.”

	“Bad move. My partner has won a bunch of medals for the fifty-yard dash.”

	Julie put on her menacing cop face. “Which house did you take the package from?”

	“You don’t understand. We needed the money.”

	“Which house?” Julie repeated sternly.

	“It’s a couple of

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

cover.jpeg













