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      June

      I’ve been a “good girl” all my life. As the only female in a long line of police officers, toeing the line is pretty much in my blood, even if it’s meant giving up things I’ve always wanted. Specifically, one thing I’ve always wanted: Matthew Simms. Or, as he’s known in his motorcycle club, Knight. Because, yeah, that’s how off-limits he is. 

      Even if he wasn’t off limits, he’d be out of my league. Former Army ranger, current tattoo artist, member of a MC, Knight has known me forever and sees me as nothing more than his former best friend’s kid sister. To him, I’m nothing more than a pest. A dorky goodie-two-shoes. 

      But when I stumble upon information that could bring down a dirty cop, Knight is the only one I can turn to. I know he won’t turn his back on me when I need him. He can keep me safe, but will he break my heart?

      Knight

      Everyone thinks June is a the perfect cop’s daughter. They see her sweet nature, her ambition, and her determination to help others. I see all of that and more. I see her humor and sass and sexy curves. I’ve wanted to make her mine for years, but I know she deserves a better life than one I can provide. So I keep my distance, no matter what.

      When she puts herself in danger to help bring down a dirty cop and to protect my motorcycle club? All bets are off.

      Despite my nickname, I’m no knight in shining armor. I will do everything in my power to keep her safe, but when she kisses me, I’m not strong enough to resist her any longer.

      The only question is this: once I know she’s safe, will I be strong enough to walk away?
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      Some of my readers might be new to the MC or motorcycle club subgenera of romance novels. While this book would be classified as more MC lite, I still thought it appropriate to include some terms used for those who might be new to “biker lingo.”

      

      
        	Cage - a car of otherwise enclosed vehicle

        	Church - an official meeting for the club, they also refer to the meeting room this way (going to church)

        	Clubhouse - their main hangout, often contains a bar and other rooms where members can crash or live

        	Cut - the vest they wear with the club’s insignias and patches

        	Ol’ lady - not a derogatory term for them, refers to his wife or committed partner

        	Prospect - not quite a full member (think pledge in a fraternity)

        	Sled - motorcycle
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      June

      
      “9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” The question rolls off my tongue so effortlessly that it takes me a minute to register the heavy breathing on the other end of the line. On occasion we get crank calls, stupid kids trying to create their own fun in our tiny town where not much happens.

      Well, that’s what I thought growing up. Turns out there’s a lot happening in Valor, WY. It just happens under the radar, as it were. Things I didn’t know about until I’d started working as a dispatcher.

      “I’d like to report a crime,” the caller finally says. It’s obvious they’re trying to disguise their voice.

      “Do you need emergency assistance of any kind?” I’m clicking through the computer system trying to locate the general area of the caller, but it’s a pay phone. That’s weird. I didn’t think we still had any of those that worked.

      “There were police. They weren’t in uniform,” the caller continues.

      I think it’s a man, but it’s hard to tell.

      “Do you need emergency assistance? The police or ambulance?” I ask again.

      “No. Listen to me.” There’s a note of frustration in the voice, but desperation as well. “Some police ran this woman off the road.”

      The hair on the back of my neck prickles as I piece together what the caller is saying. Still, maybe I misunderstood. Hoping that’s the case, I ask, “So you’re reporting a traffic accident?”

      “The accident has already been taken care of. But it was the police. They were in an unmarked van. They ran her off the road. They’re dirty. The police are dirty.” Then the phone disconnects.

      My heart is pounding so hard I swear it’s climbed into my throat. I glance around the room where my colleagues are all taking calls. Valor isn’t a huge town so it’s not like we get a ton of true emergency calls, but this one feels significant.

      Trepidation sits in my gut throughout the rest of my shift. The police force is tightknit in Valor, just like in any small town. I’m both a part of that community, and not. My work as a dispatcher puts me in close enough contact that I know most of the officers personally. We work in the same building, after all.

      Also, my dad and brother are both cops, and my uncle is the chief of police.

      So, yeah, I know they aren’t squeaky clean.

      Most of the guys on the force are a little too forceful, a little too arrogant, a little too steeped in back-slapping, good ol’ boy cop culture for my taste. But are any of them truly dirty?

      Would any of them run a woman off the road?

      I don’t want to believe it, but I also can’t ignore the raw emotion in the callers voice. Whether I believe it or not, the caller clearly did believe there are dirty cops in Valor. Dangerous cops.

      As a mere dispatcher, I have no idea what to do about it.
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        * * *

      

      Two days later when I get into work, I’m called into my supervisor’s office.

      I’m startled when I see my uncle sitting behind the desk. Peggy is sitting in a chair on the opposite side like she’s been called into the principal’s office. Only this is her office. And my uncle, who is also the chief of police, has taken her spot. A uniformed cop, Officer Carlson, leans against the wall in the corner, his gaze sharp as it moves over my body. I suppress a shudder of disgust.

      What the hell is he doing here?

      “Junie, come in,” my uncle says, his tone jovial and benign.

      I’m not fooled. My uncle is one of my least favorite people in my family. For that matter, he’s one of my least favorite people in town.

      He takes up not just Peggy’s seat, but the entire space behind her desk. He’s sprawling. I know him well enough to know what he’s doing.

      My uncle likes to play lord of the manor. It doesn’t matter how small a pond Valor is, he loves being the big fish. The only thing he loves more than the power he wields is watching people squirm while he lords it over them.

      And he does it all with an avuncular chuckle and a “kindly” smile.

      The slimy, rat-bastard.

      My uncle gestures to the seat. “Have a seat, June.”

      His smile is broad and one-hundred percent untrustworthy.

      Am I about to get fired? Why do I feel like I’m in trouble? I haven’t done anything wrong. I mean I was three minutes late to my shift yesterday because one of my professors didn’t end class on time.

      I sit next to Peggy and give her a smile. I’m sure it’s tight and forced looking because that’s exactly how it feels.

      “You should be more careful with the donuts around here, Junie.” My uncle winks. “No one will trust a fat nurse. It’s one thing to let your ass spread if all you’re doing is answering phones.” He nods towards Peggy like she’s the example of what I don’t want to be.

      Peggy is a lovely woman though. Yes, she’s on the fluffy side, but no one cares, because she’s just about the kindest person around.

      Uncle Doug looks back at me. “I understand you took a peculiar call earlier this week,” he says.

      “I’ve taken a lot of calls, Uncle Doug.”

      “Don’t sass me, girl. The one regarding a traffic incident involving my men. It was a fabricated report.”

      Now I know what he’s talking about. Of course I suspected that was the call he meant. I nod. “Okay.”

      “You need to delete any and all records of this call.”

      Peggy sucks in a breath. “Chief Wilcox, that’s highly unusual.”

      In the corner, Officer Carlson, tenses ever so slightly, shifting his gaze from my tits to Peggy. He’s got one hand tucked in his pants’ pocket and the other, rests with his thumb hooked over his belt. He’s doing that thing cops do when they want to intimidate civilians, stroking his forefinger along the butt of his pistol. Just in case any of us forget he’s carrying a gun. The douchebag.

      My uncle slides his gaze from me to Peggy. “Now Peggy, let’s think about this. Imagine what it would look like if a rumor got started in this town that the good people of Valor couldn’t trust their police. Or if they didn’t think they could trust emergency management. You and I are on the same team here, right?”

      Peggy’s mouth tightens to a thin line. Clearly she isn’t fooled by his congenial manner.

      When she doesn’t toe the line right away, Carlson pushes off the wall and takes a single step closer, so he’s standing just behind my uncle.

      My uncle raises a hand in a stand-down-I’ve-got-this gesture. Then he rocks foreword, bracing his elbows on Peggy’s desk in a way that pushes her belongings out of his way.

      Her “NetFlix and Knit” mug inches precariously close to the edge.

      “Now Peggy, I know you would never do
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