
  
    [image: Beyond the Badge: Crew]
  


  
    
      Beyond the Badge: Crew

      
        Blue Avengers MC

        Book 5

      

    

    
      
        Jeanne St. James

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Double-J Romance, Inc.]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Disclaimers

      

      
        Books by Jeanne St. James

      

      
        About the Book

      

    

    
      
        Blue Avengers MC Series

      

      
        Glossary of Terms

      

      
        Character List

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Beyond the Badge: Nox

      

    

    
      
        If You Enjoyed This Book

      

      
        Also by Jeanne St. James

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        FREE Romance Sampler Book

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Jeanne St. James, Double-J Romance, Inc.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Credits:

        Photographer/Cover Artist: Golden Czermak at FuriousFotog

        Cover Model: Lovett Taylor

        Editor: Proofreading by the Page

        Beta Readers: Alex Swab and Sharon Abrams

        Logo: Jennifer Edwards

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        www.jeannestjames.com

      

        

      
        Sign up for my newsletter for insider information, author news, and new releases:

        www.jeannestjames.com/newslettersignup

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Warning: This book contains explicit scenes, some possible triggers and adult language which may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please store your files wisely, where they cannot be accessed by under-aged readers.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Any similarity to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events, is purely coincidental.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        AI Restriction: The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Dirty Angels MC, Blue Avengers MC & Blood Fury MC are registered trademarks of Jeanne St James, Double-J Romance, Inc.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Keep an eye on her website at http://www.jeannestjames.com/or sign up for her newsletter to learn about her upcoming releases: http://www.jeannestjames.com/newslettersignup

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Books by Jeanne St. James

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Find my complete reading order here:

        https://www.jeannestjames.com/reading-order

      

        

      
        Standalone Books:

        Made Maleen: A Modern Twist on a Fairy Tale

        Damaged

        Rip Cord: The Complete Trilogy

        Everything About You (A Second Chance Gay Romance)

        Reigniting Chase (An M/M Standalone)

      

        

      
        Brothers in Blue Series

        A four-book series based around three brothers who are small-town cops and former Marines

      

        

      
        The Dare Ménage Series

        A six-book MMF, interracial ménage series

      

        

      
        The Obsessed Novellas

        A collection of five standalone BDSM novellas

      

        

      
        Down & Dirty: Dirty Angels MC®

        A ten-book motorcycle club series

      

        

      
        Guts & Glory: In the Shadows Security

        A six-book former special forces series

        (A spin-off of the Dirty Angels MC)

      

        

      
        Blood & Bones: Blood Fury MC®

        A twelve-book motorcycle club series

      

        

      
        Motorcycle Club Crossovers:

        Crossing the Line: A DAMC/Blue Avengers MC Crossover

        Magnum: A Dark Knights MC/Dirty Angels MC Crossover

        Crash: A Dirty Angels MC/Blood Fury MC Crossover

      

        

      
        Beyond the Badge: Blue Avengers MC™

        A six-book law enforcement/motorcycle club series

      

        

      
        COMING SOON!

        Double D Ranch (An MMF Ménage Series)

        Dirty Angels MC®: The Next Generation

      

        

      
        WRITING AS J.J. MASTERS:

        The Royal Alpha Series

        A five-book gay mpreg shifter series

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Book

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When life gives you lemons… Throw them out. It’s too much damn work to make lemonade…

      

        

      
        When a member must leave the Tri-State Federal Drug Task Force, Colin Crew, as leader, doesn’t get to pick a replacement. Instead, he’s assigned one. One he’s not happy about.

      

        

      
        Not only because the woman only has a year on the job as a DEA agent, but she’s also younger than he’d like. Add in the fact he worked with her father in the past. A man who now holds a high-level position within the agency and, with one wrong move on his part, could easily crush Crew’s long-established career within his fist.

      

        

      
        Even worse, she’s a challenge. With her smart mouth, she can give him a run for his money when it comes to busting balls.

      

        

      
        He needs to tread lightly while still maintaining control of his team. Unfortunately, that’s difficult to do since Camila Cabrera is every man’s fantasy.

      

        

      
        All right, maybe not everyone’s, but his for sure.

      

        

      
        And that’s the biggest problem of all.
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        LEO - Liquor Enforcement Officer and/or Law Enforcement Officer (used for both)

        PSP - Pennsylvania State Police

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

        Plant Manager - Person in charge of wiretapping/transcribing calls

        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 - slang for motorcycle

        TFO - Task Force Officer

        UC/UCO - Undercover Agent/Officer

        RICO - Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act

        Re-upping - To refill one's drug stash

        Trap house - A residence used in the illegal drug trade. Drug houses shelter drug users and provide a place for drug dealers to supply them.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Character List

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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, Plant Manager

        Ken Proctor - Officer, Uniontown PD

        Carl Powers - Trooper, PA State Police
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        Others:

      

        

      
        Sapphire Loukanis- Current dancer/former hostess at The Peach Pit

        Sloane Parrish - Legal assistant, Decker’s woman

        Melina Jensen (Mel) - Finn’s fiancée, former manager at The Peach Pit

        Bella - DAMC, Axel’s wife

        Valerie Decker (Val) - Decker’s daughter aka Valee Girl

        Viper - Deadly Demons president
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      His girl’s throaty rumble filled his ears and got his pulse pounding.

      It had been a while since she’d been between his legs. He’d missed straddling her. Riding her hard. Pushing her to her limits.

      She had it all. Power, gorgeous lines and ball-tightening speed.

      Some men his age went out and bought a Corvette. Some, like him, preferred a ride that would spike his blood pressure and make him feel alive. One that hugged curves taken at high speeds.

      His ex, Sasha, might have won his prized Harley in the divorce, but he won his freedom.

      The second the ink was dry on the divorce papers, he took the money he had left, rushed down to the local Harley-Davidson dealership and signed his name again. This time on a pink slip for something that would help him get over that painful mess.

      A Harley-Davidson FXDR 114 with a custom black and silver paint job to match his salt-and-pepper hair. He also added a custom seat so he could take one of the kids for a spin.

      Not that they clamored to ride with dear old dad.

      But if they ever did…

      His girl, aptly named Silver Foxy, had a top speed of 160 mph and was capable of going zero-to-sixty in less than three seconds flat.

      Not that he’d tested it.

      At least not that often.

      He’d lucked out. Today had been the perfect weather to take a long scenic ride to the DEA offices outside of Pittsburgh, since he’d been jonesing to get his girl out of the garage once winter decided to fuck off. He only hoped it stayed away, but in early April the weather could go either way.

      Boiling hot one day, snowstorm the next.

      Mother Nature was so unpredictable, she must’ve bought meth from the Demons.

      Hopefully with spring arriving, Finn, as the BAMC road captain, would start scheduling monthly or bi-weekly runs. Crew was ready to take to the open road with his brothers.

      It would also be good for Nox to get out on his bike, too. That was after they cornered him first for the intervention Axel Jamison had scheduled. Finding the time to get almost all the BAMC members together had been tough since everyone worked different hours and shifts.

      But to Jamison—and the rest of them—doing the intervention was priority since Nox needed a little tough love right now and no one was better to do it than his fellow Blue Avengers who considered him family.

      Crew found a parking spot occupied with another motorcycle and crab-walked Foxy in reverse next to it before shutting her down.

      After sliding off his half-helmet, he hooked it over one side of the handlebars, scraped his fingers through his short hair and threw his leg over. Once his feet were on solid ground, he reached for the sky and arched his back in an attempt to loosen his tight muscles, all while groaning.

      Even though he was only in his early forties, that ride alone left him sore and aching. An unnecessary reminder that getting old sucked.

      Twenty years ago, he could’ve done backflips all the way into the DEA field office. Today, there might be a bit of a hitch in his step.

      Damn, his bladder was also reminding him that it no longer liked to be full.

      He hoofed it toward the building so he could take care of his personal business before heading to his superior’s office to deal with official Tri-State Federal Drug Task Force business.

      As he reached to pull open the reflective-glass door, it swung outward, and a whirlwind slammed right into him. Even though the woman was petite and about a foot shorter than him, the impact still knocked him back a step before he got his feet back under him and grabbed her by the elbow to set her straight, too.

      “Jesus, watch where you’re going!”

      Her dark brown eyes narrowed on him and she pulled her elbow from his grip. “I could tell you the same.”

      She checked him out as he did the same.

      Her well-fitted gray dress pants with a matching blazer emphasized her slender frame. Under the jacket was a lapel-collared white shirt that contrasted with her tawny complexion that reminded him of Rez’s. That meant she was either really into tanning or her skin tone came naturally.

      “You were running out of there like your ass is on fire. You need to pay attention.”

      “I could tell you the same.”

      Her dark brown, maybe even black, hair was pulled tight into a neat bun, and she wore just enough makeup to emphasize her natural beauty.

      “The glass is reflective. I couldn’t see you coming,” he explained.

      “I could tell you the same.”

      Holy fuck, was that the only response she knew?

      “I accept your apology,” he said dryly.

      One of her dark eyebrows lifted. “I didn’t give you one since you ran into me.”

      From what he could tell, she wasn’t in her early twenties, but she also wasn’t out of that decade, either. And for him, she was too young whether she was twenty-one or twenty-nine despite being dick-hardening hot.

      “Clearly you’re wrong.”

      Her lips curved the slightest bit and her eyes held a gleam he didn’t like. “I could tell you the same.”

      Holy fuck. “I’ve got a meeting to get to.” He raised his palm as her mouth opened. “Don’t even.” He noticed she wasn’t wearing any ID, a requirement to be in the building. “Are you supposed to be here?”

      That gleam turned into a sparkle that he really didn’t like. “Are you?”

      He set his jaw. “Do you even work for the agency?”

      “Do you?”

      He was done with this ridiculous conversation that wasn’t even a conversation. He didn’t know what the fuck it was. Annoying, that was what it was. And a waste of his time. “I actually have important business here.”

      She shrugged her narrow shoulders. “So do I.”

      He doubted that. “Then go do it.”

      Her eyebrows shot up and any amusement in her eyes disappeared. “I don’t need your permission.” As she pushed past him and booked it toward the parking lot, she called out over her shoulder, “It was not nice to meet you!”

      “I could say the same to you!” he yelled back with a shake of his head.

      He needed to get inside so he wasn’t late but, damn, he couldn’t resist watching her go.

      He’d hit that.

      If she wasn’t so damn young.

      And he had a roll of duct tape on hand to seal shut that smart mouth.

      He wished good luck to the poor fucker who had to deal with her ass. They’d need it.

      Thank fuck it wasn’t him.
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        * * *

      

      “Do I get to pick Butler’s replacement? Is that why I’m here? To give me some options?”

      For fuck’s sake, say yes. Don’t stick me with someone I don’t want and knock my well-oiled team out of whack.

      Unfortunately, PA State Police Corporal Ian Butler had to bow out from the task force. His wife was experiencing a difficult pregnancy and was bedridden until she delivered. That meant Butler was needed at home more than ever, both to tend to her, as well as their two other young children. The task force consumed more time than he could currently give.

      It sucked but Crew understood that family came first. However, that left him a team member short. The whole reason he sat on the other side of the desk belonging to the supervising special agent in charge of group one’s investigation.

      And the man Crew reported to.

      “No,” Bob Williams answered.

      “I picked the rest of the team.”

      “And I picked your newest member.”

      Crew stared across the desk, not liking Williams’ tone. It made the fine hairs on the back of his neck rise. The SSA was normally an easy-going guy but something was up. “Do I know him?”

      “No.”

      That meant this agent was most likely brought in from another field office. “Where’s he from, or is he new to the organization?”

      “She’s newer but not quite wet behind the ears new.”

      She? He had to choke that down because it almost burst free from his lips and that would not go over well.

      He had no problem with women in law enforcement.

      None.

      Not even a little bit.

      He cleared his throat. “How new?”

      “She graduated in the top one percent of her class.”

      “That means nothing.” And didn’t answer his question.

      “To you, maybe, since you weren’t in that top one percent.”

      Damn. “I did well in the academy.” Graduating was all that mattered, not being an ass-kisser.

      “‘Well’ is a subjective term.”

      Jesus. Williams was out for blood today. “When did she graduate?”

      “A year ago. She has more grit and determination than a lot of our senior agents.“

      Had he walked into a massacre without a bullet-proof vest? Crew had enough gaping wounds now that he was beginning to bleed out. “That’s because she’s fresh and determined to make the world a better place. Once she learns that’s an almost impossible battle to win, she’ll be as tarnished as the rest of us.”

      “How about letting her keep that enthusiasm for a while? You could take her under your wing. I see great things in her future and believe she’ll be an asset to the agency, as well as your task force.”

      “How old is she?” If she graduated the academy only a year ago, she could be as young as twenty-one. A complete baby needing a whole lot of hand-holding. Right now, he didn’t have to micro-manage his team.

      He also didn’t want to.

      “She’s young, so I think she would do well dealing with the Demons.”

      Dread filled his chest. “She can’t go undercover. They’re,” he bit back an F-bomb, “bikers!”

      Williams leaned back in his leather office chair. “They don’t have women hanging around their organization?”

      Organization? Williams made them sound like a legit business.

      “Not without putting out. Hang-arounds and sweet butts don’t get the pleasure of spending time with those lovely gentlemen without paying a price. I doubt she wants to bend over for a bunch of outlaw bikers. And I’m not talking only one.” Crew shrugged. “Unless she tries to become an ol’ lady. Even if she does that, do you want her having sex with even one of them?”

      The reality was, no biker was taking an ol’ lady who didn’t put out. It wasn’t romantic sex, either. Sometimes it was rough, degrading and bordered on abusive.

      He’d seen plenty of it on the camera feeds. None of it was hot and all of it was stomach-churning. Sex to the Deadly Demons wasn’t an intimate connection, it was solely for busting a nut.

      “No. Find something else for her to do, then. She’ll be an asset to your team no matter what task she’s assigned.”

      For fuck’s sake. He’d preferred not to assign her anything at all. They were better off being one member short. “Why are you pushing this?”

      “Because you’re down a team member and she’d be perfect for it.”

      Perfect was a subjective term. “No.”

      Williams’ eyebrows smashed together. “No what?”

      “We’re a cohesive team. We’ll be fine with fourteen members.”

      “Are you refusing an order? Do I need to remind you that doing so is insubordination?”

      Shit. “I haven’t heard an order yet.”

      Williams got to his feet, picked up a paper off his desk and sailed it toward Crew. “Here’s the official order.”

      It fluttered onto his lap.

      Fuck! Crew grabbed the memo, folded it up and stuffed it into his back pocket without even reading it. “How soon does she start?”

      Williams’ rounded his desk, opened his office door and poked his head out, calling, “Cabrera.”

      Cabrera? Why did that last name sound familiar?

      And Crew hadn’t noticed anyone sitting outside Williams’ office when he entered, except for the man’s executive assistant.

      Should he stay sitting? Stand? He had no fucking clue what was expected of him. With a grumble, he pushed to his feet and turned to see a woman entering the office, giving Williams a chin lift as she did so.

      Not a woman, the woman.

      Son of a fucking bitch.

      Her heart-stopping dark eyes were laser-focused on him. Crew caught the slightest crinkle at the corners and a twitch of her lips before her expression turned blank.

      No fucking way.

      “Colin Crew is the group one leader of the Tri-State Federal Task Force that I told you about. You’ll be reporting directly to him.”

      She stepped closer and jutted out her hand.

      He stared at it for a second noticing what he hadn’t earlier—her very subtle manicure and ringless fingers—before letting his gaze slide back up to her face. But on that trip, he noticed she now wore an ID badge around her neck.

      She had probably forgot it in her car.

      For fuck’s sake.

      “Camila Cabrera,” she introduced herself, then tipped her head when he still hadn’t shaken her hand. “Do you prefer Colin, Crew… or Sir?”

      He blinked. What?

      He opened his mouth, then shut it to clear his throat as he grabbed her hand, squeezing it more firmly than he normally would while shaking it. He might as well establish his dominance from the start because he had a feeling after their exchange outside, she’d be challenging his leadership.

      At every fucking turn.

      When she tried to pull her hand from his, he held it for a few seconds longer before finally releasing it. “Crew works. You? Camila or Cabrera?”

      She shrugged. “No one calls me Camila except my grandparents. I respond to Cam, Cami or Cabrera. Or even C.C. That’s what my daddy calls me.”

      “Good to know,” he practically wheezed, having a hard time breathing after hearing that last part.

      Not only did her last name sound familiar, so did the nickname C.C. Even so, his brain was having trouble placing her.

      “Well, I look forward to working with you and your team,” she said, a sparkle dancing in her dark eyes.

      Jesus fuck, she was going to be trouble. She was going to overturn the fucking apple cart. He just knew it.

      He opened his mouth to tell Williams that he wanted someone else to take Butler’s place. Anyone but the woman in front of him.

      But just as the words were starting to form, Cabrera turned to the supervising special agent to ask, “When do I start?”

      “Today.”

      Today? He didn’t even get a fucking minute to come to terms with this whole thing? To prepare his team?

      “All right, I have another meeting in five minutes. I just wanted to introduce you two.” He glanced at Cabrera. “Come to me with any problems.”

      Go to him with any problems? What the fuck did that mean?

      “Will do, sir,” was her answer. She turned to Crew. “Walk me out?”

      Hell no. His eyes met Williams’ and he swallowed that answer. “Sure.” He waved a hand toward the open office door, and she stepped through it.

      He followed her to the elevator. They said nothing while waiting for the car to arrive and once inside, both stared at the closed doors for the time it took them to reach the ground floor.

      They said nothing as they stepped outside into the bright sunlight. Wincing, he pulled the sunglasses from where he had them hooked in his shirt’s neckline and slipped them over his eyes.

      If there was a reason she wanted him to walk her out, she sure was keeping it close to the vest.

      “Well…” he started, ready to get the fuck out of there.

      “I bet you know my father. You seem to be about his age.”

      There was no fucking way he was her father’s age. Unless she was conceived when her father wasn’t a man yet but still a boy.

      He snapped his gaping mouth shut. “Who’s your father?”

      “Williams didn’t tell you?”

      Like earlier, he didn’t like the direction of this conversation, either. Not a fucking bit. “Should he have?”

      “I figured that’s why you don’t look very happy about me joining your task force. Not because of our earlier run-in.”

      “I—” didn’t have a choice, that’s why I’m not happy. Crew shook his head. Telling her that he was forced to accept her as a team member wouldn’t make things any easier for either of them. He didn’t have any choice but to accept the inevitable. “No, apparently he didn’t feel the need to share that information with me. Do you want to share it, instead?”

      “My father knows you.”

      “He does?” He rubbed his forehead as if that would jumpstart his memory. “Is his last name Cabrera?”

      “It is. Normally I’d use my mother’s last name, but we decided to follow the American tradition of using my father’s last name, instead.”

      He had plenty of questions about that little tidbit of info but right now he was more interested in who her father was, not why she was using his last name, a normal tradition for people living in the U.S.

      For fuck’s sake, should he even care why?

      “I’m pretty sure you worked together.”

      “We did?” He wracked his brain trying to remember a fellow DEA agent with the same last name.

      “I think it was about eighteen years ago. Luis Cabrera. Remember him?”

      Oh fuck.

      Crew almost swallowed his tongue and a sharp pain shot through his chest.

      How the fuck could he forget? Not the part about working with him—because they did work a case together—but the most important part. Luis Cabrera was now the agency’s principal deputy administrator.

      And that was a huge fucking deal.

      “You’re right. I know your father. But you’re also wrong. I’m not his age.”

      A small smile curved her lips. “Hmm.” She took her time taking in his salt-and-pepper hair and beard. “You look like it.”

      Jesus Christ. “I went through a rough divorce. Gotta go.” He began hoofing it away from the building and out to the parking lot.

      She followed him, somehow managing to stay close on his heels even with her much shorter legs. “I heard your divorce was ugly, but wasn’t it years ago? You haven’t recovered yet? Are you still pining away for your ex?”

      “I’m already regretting this,” he muttered, lengthening his strides, hoping to leave her in the dust. “I grayed early,” he tossed over his shoulder.

      “From the divorce?”

      “From pain in the ass women in general.” And she certainly qualified as one of those.

      Luckily he had parked in a visitor spot near the building. That meant he could escape more quickly. He stopped next to his girl and grabbed his helmet.

      It hit him then. Who she really was. Like a two-by-four across his forehead.

      His chest tightened painfully, and he spun on her. “I not only remember your father, I remember you.” That might have sounded like an accusation, but he didn’t give a shit.

      Oh yeah, he remembered her now.

      At the time he met her, she’d been an outgoing, mouthy ten-year-old. Also, at the time, she was cute. With pigtails.

      The woman before him was no longer cute. And she no longer had pigtails.

      He rubbed at the burn growing in his chest.

      Her eyebrows rose when she asked, “We’ve actually met before?”

      Her attempt at sounding clueless was a joke.

      One he didn’t find funny.

      “Mmm.” And now, even though she was a damn adult, he felt like a dirty old man for checking her out earlier.

      If she was ten at the time—he did a quick figuring in his head—she now had to be twenty-eight or close to it.

      Old enough, but also so very not.

      He hoped he had masked the panic from his face well enough. He slammed the brakes on his spinning brain. “How’s your father?”

      “Busy. But he always makes time for me and I’m sure he’ll be interested in hearing that I’ll be working with someone he knew and worked with personally.”

      Just fucking great.

      One wrong move and she could run to her father. A man who led an agency consisting of thousands of special agents and intelligence analysts across both the United States and the world.

      That man.

      A man who could quickly put Crew’s balls in a vice and crush them.

      Williams fucked him and not in a way Crew normally enjoyed. And that asshole probably knew all of the info Crew only learned and decided to keep it to himself.

      He swung a leg over his girl and settled on the seat.

      “That’s your ride?”

      He glanced over to see Cabrera still standing a few feet away. “Yeah.”

      “Pretty risky. I’d expect someone in your age bracket to ride a trike instead. No problems with your balance?”

      Christ. He was only forty-three! Just a distinguished forty-three. “No walker or cane needed yet.”

      “Impressive. Nothing like holding onto your youth by your fingernails.”

      “Definitely going to regret this,” he grumbled under his breath.

      “The day’s only half over. What do you want me to do for the rest of it, boss?”

      For fuck’s sake. “Do you have the address for the plant?”

      “I do. Williams gave it to me when he gave me my assignment.”

      “Report there at 0800 sharp tomorrow morning. Do you live close, or are you going to need to find a place nearby?”

      “Since I just transferred from Virginia, the agency set me up at the SpringHill Suites temporarily.”

      “Where?”

      “Near here.”

      Crew shook his head. “We’re based out of Rockvale. I suggest finding a place closer.”

      “Have any suggestions?”

      He strapped on his brain bucket and made sure it was secure. “Nope. Your first assignment is to figure it out.” He pushed the starter and somehow managed to avoid a sneer when he said, “Welcome to the team.”

      He revved the bike, causing Foxy’s engine to roar loudly enough to drown out her answer. With a two-finger salute, he put it in gear and gunned it, leaving her standing in his dust.
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      Cami double-checked her GPS to make sure she was in the right spot. At first glance it appeared to be an abandoned building amongst many others in an industrial area of Rockvale. Or more accurately, an area that most industries had deserted years ago.

      At this time in the morning, anywhere else would be considered rush hour with everyone heading to work. Here, she hadn’t seen one vehicle on the streets yet. No cars were parked in front of the brick building, either.

      She glanced at the time on the dashboard. 7:56. There was no way she was too early. Senior Special Agent Colin Crew had told her “0800 sharp.”

      The six-foot wood privacy fence jutting out from the left corner of the building looked on the newer side. Unlike the building itself. The boarded-up front entrance was tagged in graffiti. Neither the protective plywood nor the tagging appeared fresh. Even the windows on the second and third floor were covered.

      “What the hell?” she murmured as she stared through her Audi’s windshield.

      This was the address Williams gave her for the task force’s plant. She should’ve gotten Crew’s phone number before he took off on his damn bike, leaving her in a cloud of exhaust fumes.

      She had to admit, the silver fox looked damn good on that Harley. And the deep rumble of the bike had also done a thing or two to her.

      However, just because the man was sex on a stick didn’t mean she would go gaga over him. She was no longer bright-eyed and innocent, and easily swayed by appearances. She learned quickly that looks could be deceiving and the man could be rotten at his core.

      Plus, he’d been pretty damn rude and condescending. To her, that was a huge turn-off.

      Luckily, she was an expert at fighting fire with fire.

      She sighed and turned her attention back to the building. If this was the correct address, it had to be a false front. A way to disguise that it housed a federal drug task force.

      That would make sense. And was smart to boot.

      Putting her RS Q8 into gear, she decided to check for an entrance at the rear of the building.

      After turning the corner, she discovered an alley and as she drove down it, saw that the privacy fence continued along the side and the back of the building. But there was a gate wide enough for vehicles and since that gate was open, she pulled in.

      And found where the task force parked.

      In one of those parking spots was a tall man with short salt-and-pepper hair and a well-maintained matching beard. His ass was perched sideways on the seat of his bike as he leaned back and waited with his ankles and arms crossed, causing his shirt to pull tight over his broad shoulders. His stunning gray eyes, hidden behind mirrored sunglasses, were turned in her direction.

      He’d been waiting for her.

      No surprise.

      He was most likely hoping she’d be late. It would give him one more excuse to be annoyed at her for being added without his approval to his task force.

      As soon as she parked, he pushed to his feet and went to close and lock the gate.

      She scanned the rear of the property. Another smaller fenced area was butted up against the back of the building, reminding her of an enclosed patio area. The windows on the second floor were uncovered but the ones on the third were boarded up like the front.

      Interesting.

      His long denim-covered legs easily ate up the distance between them as she exited her car.

      “Daddy buy you this?”

      Here we go…

      He wasn’t happy that he got stuck with her for whatever reason and was going to take that displeasure out on her, whether she deserved it or not.

      Was the reason because she was a female? Young? Her father’s daughter?

      That was okay. She not only loved a challenge, she was good with de-cocking cocky. While fun for her, it wasn’t always so fun for the one getting his ass handed to him. Doing some time in the Navy made her a pro.

      “Why would you think that?”

      “Most people in their twenties can’t afford a ride like this.”

      That might be true, but in her case, it was not. “It’s been a while since you’ve been in your twenties, so you might not be up to date on what twenty-somethings can and cannot afford.”

      With his hands on his hips, he slowly circled her car, taking his time to check it out. “Not an Audi fan.”

      “No? Then don’t buy one. I bet it would blow the doors off of that.” She jerked her chin toward his bike.

      He lifted his gaze to her. “I have concerns with you being on my team if you think my Harley has doors to be blown off.”

      “It’s a figure of speech.”

      He went back to circling her Audi. “What’s the horsepower?”

      He thought he would stump her. That she was simply a girl who liked pretty cars and didn’t know what was under the hood.

      He’d be wrong. She picked this vehicle for a reason.

      “591.”

      His eyebrows rose just slightly above his sunglasses as he continued around her vehicle, acting as if her form of transportation needed to pass inspection and not her.

      She decided to hit him with a couple more facts. “It has the capability of going zero-to-sixty in 3.2 seconds and tops out at 190 miles per hour.”

      His step stuttered. “Damn,” he said under his breath.

      “Like I said, it would blow your bike’s doors off. If it had doors.”

      “Not off the line, it wouldn’t. But when it came to distance, you’d be correct. My bike’s top speed is 160. But anyone doing 160 while on two wheels on Pennsylvania roads has a death wish.”

      “They don’t call it Pot Hole Pennsylvania for nothing.”

      His eyes would’ve locked with hers if he wasn’t wearing those mirrored sunglasses. Funny, most of the assholes she knew preferred mirrored sunglasses. They thought it gave them some sort of edge. All it did was make douchebags easily identifiable.

      “Never heard it called that but even so, it’s painfully true.”

      Oh, look at that. Did he just pull an inch of that long stick out of his ass?

      She was used to having to prove herself, dealing with Crew and his task force would be no different.

      He finished circling her car, stopped just inches away and tipped his face down to hers. “You figure out your living arrangements?”

      “Not yet.”

      “What I’m hearing is, you failed your first assignment.”

      Apparently, he was going to do his best to make her miserable so she’d ask to be reassigned elsewhere.

      He didn’t know her. Because if he did, he’d know that trying to push her out would only make her dig her heels in deeper.

      She was stubborn like that.

      Don’t tell me I can’t do something because that will only make me work harder to prove you wrong.

      But he didn’t need to know that. He’d find out soon enough. “Since you didn’t give me a deadline to complete it, I don’t consider that a failure.”

      “You were almost late this morning.”

      “The word ‘almost’ means that I wasn’t. And it had nothing to do with my commute, it was because you failed to tell me that the entrance to this place was hidden at the rear of the building.”

      “Since we deal in investigations, that was test number two.”

      Bullshit. “Really,” she said dryly.

      “Really,” he echoed.

      “What’s my third test?”

      “Now if I told you that ahead of time then it wouldn’t be a test.” He tipped his head toward the side of the building. “Let’s go.”

      “No wonder your wife divorced you,” she muttered under her breath.

      His head twitched and his shoulders stiffened but he kept going without breaking his stride.

      He led her around to a covered exterior stairway. On their climb up the steps, they passed a landing on the second floor, but he didn’t stop.

      “The feds only rented the third floor?”

      “Yes.”

      “Are the other two floors abandoned?”

      “No.”

      “Who occupies them, and do they know what we’re doing on the top floor?”

      “What we’re doing?”

      “Am I not part of the team?” she asked his broad back as they stopped in front of a metal door with a numeric keypad.

      He spun on her, making her take a half-step back. “Not yet. This task force has been in place for a year now. We’re a cohesive team. Everyone knows what they need to do, and they do it.”

      “And you think I’m going to screw that up.”

      “Don’t screw that up,” he warned and turned back to the door. He punched in a code she didn’t catch because he was blocking it with his body.

      “I’ll need that code.”

      “Yep.” He pulled the door open and walked inside.

      The interior did not match the exterior at all. It was surprisingly decent. Like a lot of work—and thought—had been put into the workspace.

      The top floor was almost completely open. The exception was what looked like a bathroom and large closet along the back wall. In the center was a long conference table with chairs. Along the walls, desks were lined up with computers. Attached to another wall was a large whiteboard full of notes and scribblings. Next to it was a just as large cork board with pictures and mugshots pinned to it of who she figured were members of the Deadly Demons MC. File cabinets, a table full of snacks and a coffeemaker, along with a full-size refrigerator, filled the rest of the wall space.

      She frowned at the cot tucked in the back corner by the bathroom. Interesting.

      If late nights were going to be the norm with this assignment, getting a place in the vicinity would be a priority since she would not be spending one night on that cot. As soon as she was discharged from the Navy, she bought the most comfortable bed she could afford.

      She valued her sleep, and she didn’t see a cot anywhere in that equation. Tonight, she’d get serious about looking for an apartment or condo to rent nearby.

      “Next time we have a meeting, you’ll get to meet the rest of the team. For now, this is Mullins. He’s a narcotics detective with the Pittsburgh PD.”

      The man rose from where he was working at the conference table and gave her extended hand a firm shake. He tried not to be obvious about sizing her up. He failed. “Don Mullins.”

      “Camila Cabrera. Narcotics detective, huh? This task force is right up your alley, then.”

      “Sure is. Welcome aboard.”

      That sounded like a genuine welcome. “Thanks. I’m looking forward to digging my teeth in.”

      While Mullins’ smile had been warm, she didn’t miss the exchange of looks between him and Crew.

      Crew grabbed her upper arm and pulled her over to two men sitting in front of computers.

      “This is Bradley Lennox, but he goes by Nox. He’s going through some of the recorded footage from the two locations where we have cameras planted. We’ll go over that another time.”

      Nox didn’t get up, smile or shake her hand, he gave her a slight chin lift before turning back to the computer.

      Friendly.

      “Did you say Camila Cabrera?” asked the man two desks away. He got up from his seat and approached. Before Crew could introduce him, he did it himself. “Luis Torres.”

      He jutted out his hand first and Cami took it. His grip was warm and firm, and his eyes were inviting.

      “My father’s name is Luis, as well,” she told him.

      “¿Hablas español?”

      Well, that was music to her ears.

      “Con fluidez.” She spoke Spanish since she was born, so she definitely was fluent.

      Torres grinned. “Eso es genial. Conocerás a Antonio Alvarez. Crew aquí no habla nada de español, así que nos metemos con él. Mucho.”

      She tried not to laugh at the part where he stated that he and Alvarez messed with the task force leader by speaking Spanish.

      “Estaré feliz de ayudarte con eso.” She looked forward to speaking Spanish with Alvarez and Torres. Especially if it annoyed Crew.

      Torres’ face lit up as he laughed. “Perfect.”

      “Do I need to enact a no Spanish policy here?” A frown marred Crew’s annoyingly handsome face.

      Torres ignored him. “Where’s your family from?”

      Cami took his cue and did the same. “My grandparents were from Columbia. Both sides.”

      “Alvarez’s parents came from Venezuela. Mi padre era de México; mi madre de Texas. I consider myself Tex-Mex.”

      Cami laughed. “Love it. It’ll be nice to have someone to speak Spanish with so I don’t get rusty.”

      “Let’s keep it to a minimum,” Crew warned.

      Torres grinned and tipped his head toward the task force leader. “Man’s paranoid. He thinks whenever we’re speaking Spanish, we’re talking about him.”

      “Entonces nos aseguraremos de hablarlo mucho.” She assured Torres that they’d make sure to speak it a lot to mess with Crew.

      “Torres here is the plant manager. He’s in charge of the wiretapping and transcriptions. And that redhead over there, fat-fingering the keyboard is Pippi Longstocking.”

      “Oh hey! I’ve heard of you before,” Cami called out as they headed over to where the man with the red hair sat at a desk on the other side of the room. “You sure look different than I remember.”

      When the man stood and turned, Cami lost her train of thought. She had never been into redheads but then, she had never come across one as smoking hot as this one. She hoped she controlled her surprise well enough. “Do you go by Pippi?”

      “Pippi works,” Crew answered for him. “Or Heat Miser. Prince Harry. Conan O’Brien. Carrot Top. Ginger Snap. Little Orphan Annie. He answers to any and all of them. Or feel free to make up your own.”

      Cami’s eyebrows rose as she waited for the man himself to answer.

      “Stupid-ass nicknames are a requirement around here, but Finn works. The name’s Daniel Finnegan.”

      They shook hands. “I’m assuming you don’t speak Spanish, but maybe a bit of Irish Gaelic?”

      Finn shook his head. “Not even close. But I can sing like a motherfucker.”

      “Lies!” burst from Mullins. “Cabrera, my first words of advice to you are to keep a pair of earplugs in your pocket in case he starts belting out a tune. That’s if you want to save your hearing.”

      “I kind of like my hearing. It comes in handy, especially to hear Spanish,” she joked, risking a glance at Crew.

      “Hey, I smash it at karaoke!” Finn exclaimed.

      “You mean they smash the karaoke machine as soon as they see you heading up to the stage,” Crew added.

      “Welcome to the team, Cabrera,” Finn said before taking his seat.

      Funny, he didn’t seem bothered by her joining the task force, either. The only one so far was the leader himself. Though, she couldn’t get a good read on the broody one with the steel-set jaws.

      “All right,” Crew started. “We’ve got two members undercover with the Dirty Angels. They’ve been undercover with that MC since the start. They attend team meetings via phone but you most likely won’t see them unless they’re pulled.”

      “Why the Dirty Angels since they don’t have anything to do with the meth trafficking?”

      “To make buys. Larger quantities for resale. Though, Fletch is working hard on getting patched over to the Demons so we have someone on the inside,” Finn answered, still pecking away at the keyboard.

      “That was test number three. To see if you were up to speed on the investigation,” Crew announced like it was some kind of “gotcha” moment.

      “You just said this task force was formed a year ago. I was only told I was being assigned to this task force five days ago. And in that five days I had to move from Virginia to here. I know the basics, I didn’t have time to get into all the nitty gritty details.”

      A snort came from the redheaded Finn.

      “Then I guess you’ll need to get up to speed. Since we have fifteen group members each with,” Crew pursed his lips, “mmm… I don’t know, probably three hundred and sixty-five daily reports or so, that might take you a while.”

      She almost choked on her own spit. “You want me to read every daily report?”

      “Do you have something better to do?”

      What a dick. “I would if you assigned me something better to do.”

      “Until I find the best way to use you, it can’t hurt to begin reading through the reports.”

      Best way to use you.

      She opened her mouth to ask what his own reports said. They were probably short and to the point. “From eight to five, I was an asshole.”

      Of course, she didn’t ask. But, damn, did she want to. She had to remind herself that he was in charge and, no matter what, she answered to him.

      She might’ve only been a special agent for a year, about the same length of time this task force existed, but she had a good reputation and wanted to keep it that way. She would not let the man cause her to get a black mark on her record.

      Her father might be one of the top dogs in the DEA, but she got this job all on her own. Because of that, she wanted to be recognized for her hard work, not for riding on his coattails.

      Most people in the organization most likely thought she’d have it easy.

      She didn’t want easy.

      She wanted to be treated the same as everyone else.

      Despite what anyone thought, he did not pull one damn string to get her into the agency. “Fine. I can get started today. Point me to the computer you want me to use. I’ll make sure to take notes in case there’s a quiz when I’m done.”

      The room was suddenly very quiet and as she glanced around, she noticed all eyes pointed in her direction.

      The amusement was clear on Torres’, Finn’s and Mullins’ mugs. Nox wore a blank mask and as for Crew...

      It appeared that he was grinding his teeth.

      “You’d be much prettier if you smiled,” slipped out of her before she could stop it, resulting in a few howls of laughter.

      Damn it.
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      Crew’s gaze automatically landed on Cabrera’s Audi as he rode his Harley through the gate and into a parking spot.

      Damn, she beat him here this morning. Most likely an attempt to earn some brownie points.

      Since he had to assume she was already upstairs reading through the daily reports, after securing the back gate, he headed into the rear patio area of The Plant. He slipped his cell phone from his back pocket and dropped onto a lounge chair.

      He needed his caffeine fix but that would have to wait until he made this call first. He found the number and pressed Send.

      “Damn, brother, it’s way too early to hear your voice in my ear. Unless you plan on whispering sweet nothings to me?”

      “Did I interrupt you and Wilder getting wild? Put me on video chat so I can watch and score your performance.”

      “Fuck off.”

      Crew chuckled.

      “So, what the fuck do you want?” Fletch asked.

      “Got a proposal for you.”

      “I don’t think Nova wants to share me. I don’t swing that way, anyway. Try Monty. Maybe she’ll feel sorry for you and toss you a bone.”

      “Monty’s already getting some.”

      A long pause filled his ear. Finally Fletch asked, “Since when?”

      “Don’t know, but she brought him to the Christmas party… and Sadie’s funeral.”

      “Why the fuck is this the first I’m hearing about it?” Fletch shouted.

      “Why do you care?”

      “Because she’s one of our brothers… sister. Whatever. She’s family. I hate being out of the loop. He’s not an ex-con, is he? He didn’t woo her with a bouquet of shanks while in a candlelit cell at SCI Greene?”

      “We can’t find out shit about him since she’s being super sneaky. But we suspect he could be a serial killer.”

      “What the fuck?”

      “Wears loafers, khakis and bowties.”

      Fletch must’ve had to digest that news since it took him forever to say, “Now I know you’re fucking with me.”

      “I’m totally fucking serious. He’s a complete nerd and even his name fits him. It’s… get this… Clark.”

      Fletch released a low whistle. “That can’t be all you have on him. Know where he works?”

      “Nope. Just that he’s an actuary.”

      “What the fuck is that?” Fletch asked.

      “Exactly.”

      “You didn’t run his plate?” Fletch asked next.

      Crew scraped fingers through his hair. “Brother, they always use her vehicle so we can’t grab it.”

      “Damn. Someone needs to pick his pocket and grab his license. Get Nox on it. He’s good at picking locks, maybe he’s good at picking wallets. Speaking of Fort Nox, when’s the intervention?”

      “Soon, I think. I need to touch base with Jamison. You know how hard it is to   get the majority of us together at the same time.”

      “It can’t wait too much longer. Hell, it’s already been too long as it is. It doesn’t need to be everybody, just enough to convince him that he needs help.”

      Crew agreed. “No shit. I told him that.”

      “So, you woke me up to tell me Monty’s getting some nerd action?”

      “No, but why aren’t you already awake? Don’t you need to go work at the gun shop?” Crew asked.

      “Not until later.”

      “Any movement with patching over to the Demons?”

      “Wolf’s still resistant to presenting it to the prez.”

      He didn’t want to lose out on his cut of the sales he made to Fletch. With as much as the feds were buying, that came out to a nice chunk of change. “Keep working him.”

      A loud yawn filled Crew’s ear. “That it?” Fletch prodded.

      “No.”

      “Jesus. Can you get to it, then?”

      “I was thinking about your house.”

      “I’ve heard of some strange fetishes before but that might take the cake. I’m not sure I want you going over there to check on it anymore. Don’t make me take a blacklight to the interior of my home.”

      “I make my deposits on the outside, so the rain washes away the evidence.”

      Fletch fake gagged.

      “Are you interested in renting it out?”

      “I thought Sapphire moved in permanently with Rez-avoir Dog.”

      “She did,” Crew responded. “It’s not for her.”

      “Are you in financial straits and need to sell your place due to all that alimony and child support?”

      “No,” Crew answered. “But thanks for that painful reminder, jackass.”

      Fletch snorted. “You’re reminded every month when your salary disappears from your bank account.”

      “Again, thanks for that. It’s not for me.”

      “Then who? I don’t want just anyone living in my home and sleeping in my bed.”

      Crew wouldn’t, either. “If no one has told you yet, we got a replacement for Butler.”

      “Oh yeah? Where’s he from?”

      “The DEA. And he’s a she. Her father is the principal deputy administrator.”

      “Don’t know what the hell that is.”

      “Someone who could crush my stellar career if she runs to Daddy and complains about me.”

      Fletch whistled. “Then you’re fucked because you’re a complete asshole. So, Daddy gave her an in with the DEA,” Fletch concluded. “What about the task force?”

      “That’s my guess because if I had a choice, it wouldn’t be her.”

      “Why? Is she incompetent?”

      No, she’s a headstrong smart ass. “I don’t know, I only met her yesterday.” As an adult, anyway. “Today will be her first full day with the team.”

      “So, what’s wrong with giving her a chance?”

      “She’s only twenty-eight.”

      “Okay? Nova was only thirty-one when she joined us. I know math is hard for you unless it comes to your alimony payments, but that’s only a three year difference. And my woman’s a great federal agent and task force member.”

      “What else is she
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