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When ATF agent Samantha Vargas’s partner takes on a case to infiltrate the Hells Raiders MC, Samantha agrees to go undercover as his old lady. Determined to take down anyone involved in the drug trade, she is surprised to find herself drawn to the very man she is investigating.


Mechanic Benjamin ‘Bishop’ Malloy has worked hard to carve a place for himself both in and out of the MC world. Taking one of the club’s new hang-arounds under his wing, Bishop finds himself conflicted over his growing attraction for the man’s girlfriend.


Even though she’s determined to bring down the Raiders, Samantha discovers their world isn’t as black-and-white as she thought. And as the stakes grow higher, she’s in danger of losing more than her heart.


Want more sexy, gritty biker romance? Return to the dangerous and seductive world of the Hells Raiders motorcycle club, in Vicious Cycle and Redemption Road.
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Knives and forks clanging together mixed with idle conversation echoed through the dining room and grated on eight-year-old Samantha Vargas’s last nerve. Peering out into the hallway, she eyed the golden hands of the antique grandfather clock for the millionth time. It was almost seven, and her father was now thirty minutes late. While her mother and siblings seemed unaffected by his tardiness, she was on pins and needles awaiting his presence in the house.


“Ignoring your food isn’t going to make Daddy get home any sooner,” her mother chided, motioning her fork at Sam’s untouched plate. “Eat up.”


With a sigh of frustration, Sam picked up her fork and started poking at the food that was usually her favorite but tonight held no appeal at all. She brought some of the arroz con pollo to her lips. Just as she was about to take a bite, her ears perked up at the hum of a car’s motor. When a door slammed outside, Sam jerked her head up. “He’s here!” she cried, flinging herself out of her chair.


As her black Converse tennis shoes beat a hot path out of the dining room, her mother called, “Samantha Eliana Vargas, get back here and finish your dinner!”


Ignoring her mother’s command, she sprinted down the hallway and threw open the front door. She barreled forward off the porch and onto the path, where she jumped into her father’s arms.


He dropped his briefcase onto the concrete, unable to juggle them both. He then chuckled at her enthusiasm. “I guess this means you’re glad to see me, huh?”


“You’ve been gone almost a week,” she protested as she tightened her arms around her father’s neck. When she pressed herself flush against him, she could feel the gun holster through his suit, along with the steel of his gun. It might have freaked out most kids, but to her, it was comforting. It was how she identified her father. Like on television and in the movies, he was one of the good guys fighting against all the bad ones committing crimes.


“This case took a little longer than I thought, mija. But rest assured that after tomorrow, I’ll be home now for a while.”


“I’m so glad.” She pulled back to stare into his dark brown eyes—the same ones she had inherited from him. Of course, she had inherited so much more from him than just his eye color. Unlike her older brother and sister, who favored their mother, she was her father’s Mini-Me. She wanted to be just like him when she grew up. Law enforcement was in her blood. Her grandfather had been a detective with the Miami police, and then her father had become a DEA agent. She had a strong desire to beat the bad guys, just as they did. While other girls her age were playing with Barbies and other dolls, she was learning from her father’s stories how to dismantle weapons and read body language.


“Come on. Let’s go inside. Your mama promised to cook my favorite dinner tonight, and I’m starving.”


Sam grinned. “She did.”


“And that’s why I love her so much. She might be a good Irish girl, but she tries her hardest to make her Cuban husband his favorite foods.”


As they climbed the porch stairs, her mother and siblings were waiting in the doorway. Her father eased Sam down onto her feet so that he could give her fifteen-year-old brother, Steven, and thirteen-year-old sister, Sophie, each a hug. Being teenagers, Steven and Sophie didn’t think it was cool to show the same kind of excitement for their father’s return as she had done.


Drawing her mother into his arms, her father gave her a lingering kiss. “Mmm, I’ve missed you, Jenny.”


Her mother smiled at her father. “I’ve missed you, too. Do we have you all to ourselves for a while?”


“I have one last thing to wrap up tonight around nine, but after that, I’ll be chained to my desk for the next few weeks.”


A relieved sigh escaped her mother’s lips. “Since that’s the safest place you could be, I’m glad to hear it.”


After bestowing another kiss on her mother’s lips, her father added, “You worry too much.”


“Daddy, can I go with you tonight?” Sam asked. When he shook his head, she argued, “But it’s Friday night. I don’t have school tomorrow.”


“There’s a little too much heat on this one for you to come along.” As disappointment clouded her face, he reached over to tweak her nose. “Next time, mija.”


From her father’s no-nonsense tone, Sam knew not to press the issue any further. Once he took his seat at the head of the table, she reluctantly sat down in her chair. Her dinner held a little more interest than it had before her father got home, and she managed to clean her plate because she knew it would please him.


It was during those last few bites that a brilliant idea formed in her head. She would prove to her father she wasn’t too young to see a case with heat. If she was going to be an agent like him one day, she had to start somewhere. Just as with her siblings, he had started her off young by teaching her how to shoot a gun down at the range as well as demonstrating several self-defense moves.


Of course, if she was to succeed, she would have to be a little sneaky. That was where the idea came in.


“What’s the grin for?” her father asked, bringing her out of her thoughts.


“Nothing,” she murmured.


After the dinner dishes were washed and her siblings scattered off to their own Friday-night social events, Sam pretended to be interested by what was on television. When the clock ticked closer and closer to nine, she faked a few yawns and then claimed she was tired and turning in early. She held back a smile as she kissed her parents good night.


When she was sure they weren’t paying attention, she slipped out the back door. She hustled around the side of the house to where her father’s sedan was parked. Throwing open the car door, she dropped down onto the floorboard. She covered herself with her blanket. Her body trembled so hard with excitement that her teeth knocked together. She didn’t know how long she waited before her ears perked up at the sound of her father coming up to the car. Once he was inside, she took shallow breaths, afraid that he might somehow hear her breathing over the car’s engine.


After the car made a few turns, Sam knew they were getting on the interstate, and from there, she imagined they were heading from the suburbs into Miami. Her mind whirled with different scenarios of what her father had to do. Maybe he was going to meet with an informant or do some undercover work. Those thoughts sent excitement pounding through her veins.


It seemed like an eternity before the car pulled off the interstate. It coasted along at an even speed, and then they made another turn. At the way she was shaken about, she imagined they had abandoned the paved road for gravel. Once they came to a stop, Sam eased the blanket off her face, taking a deep breath of the fresh air.


Her father turned off the car and then fumbled around in the front seat. The unmistakable scratchy sound of a radio filled the silence. “This is Agent Vargas checking in at 1901 Liberty Avenue.”


“Roger that, Vargas. Do you seek assistance?” another voice crackled over the frequency.


“No. Just a routine information exchange.”


“Good luck. Ten-four.”


“Ten-four.”


A few minutes went by. The blaring of motorcycle pipes came from behind them, causing Sam to jump where she hid. She couldn’t imagine what business her father could possibly have with a motorcycle gang. The last time they were in the city, a group of bikers had roared past them. The emblem on the back of their leather vests had frightened her even more than the noise had. It was a skull that looked as though it had an American Indian headdress. Her father had called it a “death’s-head.”


Wondering if this biker was part of the same scary group, Sam eased up to peer out the window. Out of the shadowy darkness, a man dismounted his bike and came strutting across the parking lot. As he grew closer, the lone streetlight allowed Sam to get a better look. Long, dark hair spilled over his broad shoulders, but she couldn’t make out much of his face since it was covered in a beard. Even in the dark, he wore a pair of sunglasses, and Sam wondered how he could possibly see anything.


“Good to see you again, Willie. You have the location of the drop like you promised?”


“No,” the man muttered in a gravelly voice.


A frustrated grunt came from her father. “I thought we had a deal. The location of the drop ensured the close of the case, but most of all, it kept you out of jail.”


Willie shrugged. “All I have is a message.”


“What is it?” her father questioned, both caution and apprehension filling his voice.


“People who fuck with the Rogues get put to ground.”


“Oh shit!” her father muttered before he began frantically shifting in his seat.


An explosion like a cannon blast went off beside the car. Sam bit back her scream at both the noise and the fact that something warm and sticky showered over her in the backseat. A few seconds ticked agonizingly by . . . or was it minutes? Sam’s heartbeat drummed so loudly in her ears she was sure her father and the man were going to hear.


After the roar of the motorcycle started up, she realized the biker was leaving. When she was sure that he was gone, she slowly rose into a sitting position. “D-Daddy?” she questioned in the silence. When she dared to look into the front seat, a scream tore through her chest, but after she opened her mouth, nothing would come out. Blinking furiously, she sat frozen in horror at the sight of the gaping wound in her father’s head and the blood and something else spattered across the front seat and the dash.


Immediately, she knew he needed help. Someone had to come and put her father back together. With trembling fingers, she fumbled with the handle on the door. Once she got it open, her feet dropped onto the gravel, but her wobbly legs barely supported her as she went around the back of the car. After opening the passenger-side door, she slid inside.


She pried the radio from her father’s hands. Her shaking fingers pressed down on the button he had taught her to use. Of course, they had just been playing around then. “H-hello?”


After she released the button, it seemed like an eternity before anyone responded. “Kid, this is a police frequency you’re on. Get off it before you get yourself in trouble.”


As if from instinct, her anger overrode her fear. “My name is Samantha Vargas. My father is Agent Antonio Vargas. He’s been . . .” Glancing over at her father’s lifeless body, she pinched her eyes shut. “My father has been shot.”


“Jesus Christ!” came the reply. There was a flurry of activity on the other end. She dropped the radio, ignoring anything further that the dispatch might have to say. Taking her father’s blood-slick hand, she cradled it in her own. She was still staring down at it when the police and paramedics arrived in a flood of flashing lights and wailing sirens.


Someone jerked open the passenger-side door. “Holy fucking shit,” a voice muttered.


When a pair of arms reached out for her, Sam didn’t fight them. Instead, she dropped a kiss onto her father’s hand and then let herself be pulled into the person’s arms. A kind female voice began talking soothingly to her. She didn’t bother making out the words. After all, there was nothing anyone could say that would make her feel better.


Her father was dead.




ONE
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BISHOP


The clang of the opening bell echoed through my ears, sending a jolt of electric energy surging through me. Adrenaline pumped through my bloodstream while muscles and ligaments tightened in anticipation when I came charging out of the corner of the ring. My gloved fists were positioned at chest level to either inflict harm or block a hit.


When you were facing down an opponent, timing was everything. Dodging in just a split second meant the difference between a right cross narrowly missing your jaw and one potentially knocking you senseless. Coming back from a block at just the right moment could also mean the difference in incapacitating your enemy and winning the fight.


I’d faced a lot of adversaries in my day. Most of the time, I was in crowded, noisy bars or in dimly lit back alleys. While I might use my fists defensively to protect my club brothers, I usually relied on other forms of weaponry. Tonight, however, found me under the bright lights of the boxing ring, facing down a fighter I’d never seen before. The one place I was most confident was in the ring. Between the ropes, I didn’t need to count on guns or knives to save my ass—my hands and my body were the only weapons I needed. They could inflict great pain and suffering while making me a champion.


At twenty-five, I’d been fighting most of my life. My old man had gotten me started when I was just a kid as a way to release steam. Considering that he was a former felon turned holy-rolling preacher turned MC president, he had experience defusing hot tempers with intense physical activity. What he hadn’t anticipated the day he brought me into his MC-owned gym was the natural talent I had when it came to boxing.


Tonight as I bobbed and weaved around the ring, throwing rights and jabs, I found my opponent ultimately to be such a pussy that I wondered if he hadn’t been paid to take a dive, aka lose the fight. But then in the fifth round, he found his second wind and started pummeling my face. I felt the stinging burn of skin slicing open along my forehead and eyebrows. Blood trickled into my eyes, clouding my vision. Instead of becoming a handicap, it merely fueled my rage.


As the rounds continued, I began to wear my opponent down. Finally, after the ninth bell, I clocked him one to the jaw and then to the nose. He staggered back, collapsing to his knees and then falling forward onto his face.


The referee smacked the mat to confirm that my opponent was out. When he jumped to his feet, he grabbed me by the arm and jerked it over my head. The crowd clambered to their feet in a loud rush of noise. A cocky grin slunk across my face as I did a triumphant turn, raising both my arms over my head, which caused the crowd to roar their approval. After giving them a fist pump, I started to the corner of the ring, where Boone, the Raiders’ official treasurer and my unofficial trainer, awaited me.


He thrust a bottle of water at me, which I gladly started gulping down. “Breakneck is AWOL tonight, so I texted Rev during that nasty fifth round to bring Annabel by to clean you up.”


“Aw, fuck, man, the last thing I need is shit from Rev because his wife has to patch my bloodied ass up from a fight.”


“Yeah, well, it was either Annabel or the emergency room.” With a snort, Boone added, “Besides, we don’t want to scar up that pretty puss of yours.”


“Whatever,” I grumbled as I snatched a towel off the ropes and started drying off some of the sweat on my chest.


“Need me to do that?” a voice purred behind me.


Glancing over my shoulder, I took in the scantily clad figure of a ring card girl. She was one of the hot-bodied women who walked around the boxing ring holding the numbered round cards above their heads. I had seen her around the last couple of fights. As she tilted her blond head, she gave me her best come fuck me smile. Regardless of the pain and the bloodied shape my face might’ve been in, my dick automatically responded to her call.


I turned around and took a step closer to her. “Think you could help me out once I get patched up?”


She pursed her red lips at me. “Maybe.”


“I’ll make it worth your while. Several times. I can promise you that.”


Her gaze drifted down my body before her eyes met mine again. “Okay, champ. We’ll see if you can have two knockouts tonight.”


“Give me half an hour.”


“Sounds good.”


Boone’s hand landed on my shoulder. “All right, lover boy. Let’s get going.”


When I hopped down, I came face-to-face with Rev. He grimaced at the sight of me. “Boone wasn’t lying when he said you’d gotten pretty fucked up tonight.”


“Doesn’t feel any worse than usual.”


Rev jerked his chin up at the ring, where my imminent piece of ass stood. “Doesn’t look like it’s affecting your ability to get laid, either.”


I grinned. “Nothing but being dead or in a body cast will stop me from getting laid.”


With a chuckle, Rev said, “You’re a piece of work, brother.”


We started through the crowd to the back hallway that led to the training rooms. Rev’s phone rang. After grabbing it out of his pocket and glancing at the screen, he motioned for me to go on to the last door on the left. When I entered, Annabel had her back to me, digging through a bag of medical supplies.


After sneaking up behind her, I bellowed, “Hey there, sexy.”


When the sound of my voice caused her to jump, I immediately felt bad. Although a year had passed since she was enslaved by a member of the Rodriguez drug cartel down in Mexico, she still had moments of being skittish when it came to men. “Sorry about that,” I said sheepishly.


Without looking up from her bag, she replied, “I should be used to it by now.” A smile curved her lips. “Or I should at least be used to you always acting like a dick.”


I threw back my head with a laugh. “True. Very true.”


As she glanced over at me, Annabel’s green eyes widened in horror.


“Don’t worry. The other fucker looks much worse,” I said, hopping up on the massage table.


“I’ll take your word for it,” she said.


“You know, I’m kinda offended that I’ve got a lowly vet tech tending my wounds rather than an MD.”


Annabel jerked her head up. She pursed her lips at me. “Yeah, well, I’m equally offended to have been dragged away from my date night to come down here to look after you.”


Giving her a shit-eating grin, I said, “Sorry, sweetheart, but when you married my brother, you married the club as well.”


“And for better or worse means skipping out on dessert to sew you up?” she asked teasingly.


“Sure as hell does.” After drinking in her appearance in a sexy black dress that showed off her legs and her tits, I gave a low whistle. “Although I do have to say it’s really better on my part because you’re lookin’ mighty fine tonight, Mrs. Malloy.”


Pink dotted her cheeks as she put the necessary supplies down next to me. When Annabel finally looked me in the eye, she did smile. “Always the flatterer.”


“Always. Of course, I would be a real dumb-ass to insult someone who is about to use a needle on me.”


“For once, you are very wise.”


As she started cleaning the cuts on my face and forehead, I asked, “So, exactly where the hell is Breakneck tonight that kept him from being here?”


“He’s on a date.” After a dramatic pause, she added, “With Kim.”


My eyebrows shot up in extreme shock, causing me to hiss in pain. “Are you fucking serious?”


Annabel nodded as she tossed the bloodied gauze in the trash can beside the table. I couldn’t say I was surprised that Breakneck was getting back in the saddle. The man had been divorced for years, and while he’d been known to hit it with a couple of the older club whores, he hadn’t gotten serious with anyone inside or out of the club. But holy shit, he was stepping out with Kim, the widow of our former president Case. It had been more than a year since Case’s murder, but for the most part, Kim still mourned him.


There had been no one else in the world for her since she was eighteen years old.


“That’s the latest from the gossip mill, huh?” With a snort, I added, “You old ladies sure run your mouths.”


“For your information, I found out from Rev, not Kim.”


“Seriously?”


She nodded. “Apparently, Breakneck had asked Rev’s advice about whether he should ask Kim out.” She dabbed some antiseptic along my forehead cuts. While it stung like a motherfucker, I tried not to act like a pussy in front of Annabel. With a dreamy look on her face, she said, “Personally, I think it’s a wonderful idea. They both need someone, and they’re both in the club.”


“Yeah, but boning your dead brother’s old lady is complicated for a dude.”


Annabel stared wide-eyed at me for a moment before grinning. “You have such a way with words.”


“Thank you.”


“Besides, I think it’s about more than”—she swallowed hard—“boning, as you say.”


“In the end, it all comes down to boning.”


“To you, maybe, but there is more to a relationship than just that.”


I winked at her. “Let’s agree to disagree on that one.”


“Fine with me.” She opened up the suturing kit, and I braced myself to have my broken skin stitched back together. “So tell me something.”


“What?” I asked.


“How exactly does your fighting fit in with the Raiders going legit?” When I gave her my best I don’t know shit about what you’re talking about look, she rolled her eyes. “Honestly, Bishop, I’m not an idiot. I know you’re not fighting just to unload some steam, and I know there’s big money on these fights. And before you accuse Rev of always running his mouth to his old lady, he didn’t tell me anything. I figured it out all on my own.”


I chuckled as I shifted on the table. Both Deacon and Rev had picked strong, hardheaded women. The best kind of old ladies were the ones who just looked the other way, didn’t ask questions, and kept their mouths shut. At the same time, you needed some strong-willed bitches to keep the other women in line, especially when it came to the president’s wife. Annabel had been through enough to make her strong as steel, and with time, I knew she would become a woman all the others in the club would look up to as their leader’s wife.


“You’re right. I don’t do it for shits and giggles. I do it for the prize money.” I cursed under my breath as the needle pierced my skin.


“Do I dare ask what you’re doing with all your winnings?”


I clenched my jaw through the pricking pain of the needle. “Although it’s a legit way to earn a living, I don’t always want to be a mechanic.”


Annabel’s hand stilled in her sewing. “What else is it that you want to do?” she questioned softly.


For a moment, I thought about blowing her off. I hadn’t shared my long-term goal with anyone, really. Maybe Deacon and Rev had an idea from my weekend pursuits of buying broken-down bikes and refurbishing them, but it wasn’t something I had actually come right out and said.


At my hesitation, Annabel continued stitching. “Oh. It’s something you shouldn’t tell me because it’s illegal.”


“Hell no. It’s nothing like that.” I drew in a deep breath. “I want to own a bike shop someday. I love rebuilding old bikes and restoring them.”


“I think that’s a wonderful idea.”


“You do?”


Annabel nodded. “Of course I do. I think you can do anything you put your mind to, B.”


It felt pretty fucking fabulous having her support. “Thanks. It means a lot.”


As she finished stitching my eyebrow, her expression turned serious. “So you’re totally on board with the new direction the club is taking?”


Although the question shocked the hell out of me, I tried to keep my face impassive. “I always support my brothers.”


“That’s a very diplomatic answer,” she said as she snipped the suturing thread.


After a few moments of silence, I exhaled a deep breath. “I know some people—some brothers from other Raiders chapters—might think what we’re doing is the coward’s way out. That Deacon instigated going legit all because he was pussy-whipped by a woman. But that’s not how it is.”


“Exactly how is it, B?” Annabel questioned softly.


I gave a quick shake of my head. I didn’t like to get serious with anyone about my world, least of all a woman. But in her own way, Annabel had earned her stripes. “In the last five years, I’ve lost my old man and then my president. Deacon almost got blown up, Rev was tortured and almost died, and even I got shot. I’m twenty-five years old, and if shit keeps going the way that it is, I won’t live to see thirty. Each and every time you have to put a brother in the ground, it eats away at you. Even if I do make it past thirty, I sure as hell don’t want to have to lose any more of my brothers, especially not Deacon and Rev. It’s a vicious fucking cycle, and somewhere things have to change.”


“Death is the greatest motivator for you,” Annabel stated.


“Hell yeah.”


“You don’t worry about jail time?”


Shrugging, I replied, “I wouldn’t want to do time, but at least there’s an option to get out. You can come back to your family and your bike.”


Annabel smiled. “Rev keeps quoting this MC president who turned his chapter around. He said, ‘You can’t ride a bike in jail.’”


“That’s the fucking truth.”


“And at the end of the day, that’s really what is most important to you guys. Isn’t it?”


“Bikin’ and brotherhood is all that matters.”


Rev appeared in the doorway then. “Putting Humpty Dumpty back together?” he asked with a grin.


Annabel laughed. “Yes. I just finished up.”


“Good. Because he has some company waiting on him.”


When Rev waggled his eyebrows, Annabel groaned. “I don’t think I even want to know.” She tossed the last of her supplies back into her bag. “I would recommend for the next twenty-four hours that you take some ibuprofen—” When I started to protest that I wasn’t a pussy who needed anything for the pain, she held up her hand. “For the inflammation.”


I grinned. “Yes, Doc.”


My ring girl appeared in the doorway beside Rev. “You’re looking better,” she said, with a cat-that-ate-the-canary smile.


After Annabel took one look at my piece of ass, she rolled her eyes and grabbed her bag. “I would recommend icing your forehead as well, but I can imagine any further advice I give will fall on deaf ears.”


“Pretty much.”


She shook her head. “You Malloy men are stubborn to a fault.”


Lowering my voice, I added, “We’re also horny motherfuckers, so do yourself and my brother a favor by getting out of here and going home to bed.”


“You’re impossible,” she muttered, but when she glanced over her shoulder at Rev, I knew he’d be getting some by the secretive smile Annabel wore when she gazed at him.


As soon as Annabel left my side, my ring card girl took her place. After Rev closed the door, she said, “My name’s Candy, by the way.”


I nodded. I wanted to assure her I wouldn’t need to know her name because we wouldn’t be hooking up again. The only reason why it might have mattered was to make sure I called out the right name when I came, because with all the women I’d been with, they managed to run together.


After making quick work of getting her and myself undressed, I showed her how a true champion can have multiple knockouts in one night.




TWO
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SAMANTHA


Boiling summer heat radiated off the pavement, sending beads of sweat trickling down the backs of my legs. Even though the sun had set hours ago, there was no respite from the steamy onslaught. While I might’ve had plenty of ventilation in the black lace bustier and barely there black miniskirt, I waved my hand in front of my face, trying to salvage the makeup that I was sure was about to start sweating off. How in the hell do some women do this day in and day out?


A buzz from the communication device in my ear had me on alert. “Suspect has been spotted in the twelve-block radius. All teams on alert.”


“Copy that,” I murmured.


After I had made a quick visual sweep of the area, a crackling once again came in my ear. “ETA to Vargas is two minutes, thirty seconds.”


“Look sharp, Sammie-Lou Hooker,” came another voice in my ear. I fought the urge to glare across the street at the unmarked sedan. Sitting inside wearing a shit-eating grin was my partner, Gavin McTavish. Since he was three years older than me, he was like an annoying older brother. He was more than just my partner—he was my best friend. We had met at the academy five years ago, and I’d shared more blood, sweat, and tears with him than with any other person in the world.


Even without having to be radioed, I knew the moment our suspect, Chuck Sutton, arrived on the scene. An awareness hummed through my bones, and I shifted into my chameleon persona. From his teenage days, Chuck had outsourced guns to some of the toughest Atlanta street gangs. After several prior convictions, he’d grown wiser in his older age, and he had learned how to evade our usual methods. We needed him in custody on a lesser charge so we could outwit him on the case we had been building.


That was where I came in. If Chuck had an Achilles’ heel, it was women, especially ones he bought. There must’ve been something about the illicitness that he craved.


When I heard him behind me, I turned around. After giving him my sexiest smile, I said, “Hey there. You looking to have some fun tonight?”


He licked his lips, and I fought the urge to throw up. “Maybe.” With slight apprehension in his eyes, he glanced around. “Is it just you tonight?”


I gave a quick nod. “I work for myself.”


“I like that. I don’t like middlemen.”


I ran my hand up his arm before squeezing his shoulder. “That’s just one of the things we have in common.” To bust him, I had to have him agree to a price and start off with me. Dancing around the subject the way we were now wouldn’t hold up for an arrest. “Wanna go somewhere so I can see what else you like?”


A slow smile spread across his face. “Yeah, I would. How much we talking about here?”


“A hundred for an hour whether you take that long or not.” When I could see the flash in his eyes, I purred, “But I’m sure you’ll last long enough to get your money’s worth.”


My petty compliment fueled his fire. “I’ve been known to be a big tipper if you make it worth my while.”


“Of course I will, sugar.” I dropped my hand from his shoulder to take his hand. “Your car okay, or you want to be a big spender and spring for the motel up the street?”


“My car is fine.”


Just as he started to lead me to it, one of the other agents on the case pulled a dick move by jumping the gun and coming in early. The moment he stepped out of the shadows and Chuck got a look at him, the shit hit the fan.


Chuck not only dropped my hand, but he shoved me back, causing me to stumble on my heels and fall on my ass. Then he sprinted off down the opposite side of the street from where his car was parked. “Greenburg, you dumb fuck!” I grunted at the errant agent as I tried to get my bearings.


“We had enough to take him.”


As I pulled myself to my feet, I glared at him. “Really? Then why the hell aren’t we taking him?” I didn’t bother waiting for a response. I hadn’t just spent the last thirty minutes in mortifying attire, not to mention having to say the sick shit I did, to lose out on a suspect.


While my knowledge of the area was somewhat limited, I still knew of a way to catch up with Chuck. Pounding my heels into the pavement, I pushed myself to run as fast as I could go. Within my mind, I focused on the four-block radius on the map I had studied for days before the bust. After a split-second decision, I cut down a side alley.


Glancing around, I looked for something that could incapacitate Chuck. My eyes homed in on a discarded broom, which I quickly grabbed. I then sprinted toward the end of the alley. I made it there just as Chuck ran by. I swung the broom like a bat at the backs of his knees, sending him spiraling and finally skidding along the ground. I tossed the broom and then grabbed my gun. “Don’t even think of moving!” I shouted as I pointed it at his head.


Chuck held up his shaking hands in surrender. I didn’t bother alerting the team of my location, since they had me on GPS. After what seemed like only a few seconds, police sirens wailed down the street and screeched to a halt beside us.


At the sight of Greenburg, I said, “You can haul him in.”


He gave a sheepish nod before beginning to work on Chuck. I was putting my gun back in my holster when I felt a hand on my shoulder. “You okay?” Gavin asked, his deep blue eyes filled with concern for me.


“Fucking fine and dandy now that I took out that douche bag.”


With a shake of his head, Gavin asked, “Nothing really rattles you for long, does it?”


“Nope. Just dumb-asses pissing in my Cheerios,” I replied, glaring at Greenburg.


“You mean people trying to steal your thunder,” Gavin countered.


“Watch it, McTavish, or I’ll take you out at the knees with a broom, too.”


Gavin slipped an arm around my shoulder as we started to head back to the car. Pretending to be a prostitute in the scorching Atlanta heat was just one of the many masks I wore as an agent with the ATF—or Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms. When my father was gunned down over the long-standing war on drugs between the feds and bikers, I lost all interest in following in his footsteps to the DEA. After I’d earned a criminal justice degree at FSU, my interest in the FBI eventually led me to the ATF, where I had spent the last four years as an agent. With the ATF, I was able to fulfill my childhood dream of putting away the bad guys, as well as feeding my need for a job that kept me on my toes.


When we reached the car, our superior, Grant Peterson, was leaned against it.


“Good evening,” he said, with a smile.


“Evening,” Gavin replied.


“Did you feel like slumming a bit tonight? I mean, you’re used to your cushy office with its air-conditioning,” I said. Although Peterson was my boss, we had a comfortable rapport with each other.


Peterson laughed. “A good general always stays in the trenches.”


“I see.”


“As always, nice work, Vargas.”


“Thanks, sir,” I said as I balanced on one leg to take off my heels. I groaned in ecstasy once my feet were freed from their stiletto prison.


Glancing between the two of us, Peterson asked, “You guys got anything else tonight?”


Gavin shook his head. “We were planning on working on the debriefing first thing tomorrow morning—if that’s okay with you.”


Peterson nodded in agreement. “Since you’re free, why don’t you two let me buy you some dinner?”


Gavin’s and my eyebrows rose in unison. “Hmm, sounds like you’ve got something pretty heavy to talk to us about if you’re offering dinner,” I replied.


With a chuckle, Peterson said, “You know me too well.”


I might’ve been exhausted, with my bed calling my name, but my stomach growled in approval of Peterson’s offer. “Sounds good to me.”


Gavin chuckled. “You think I’m ever going to pass up a meal on the bureau?”


“Don’t hold your breath that it’s going to be a fine dining experience. I see a Waffle House in our future,” I teased.


“Oh, I’m way classier than that,” Peterson argued.


“IHOP?”


He grinned. “Yep. How about the one off Exit 243 in ten?”


“Okay. We’ll be there.”


Peterson eyed my attire with a grimace. Before he could say anything, I held up a hand. “I have a change of clothes in the car. Okay?”


“Good. I didn’t want to draw any unnecessary attention to us.”


I batted my eyelashes at him. “Are you saying I’m a distraction dressed like this?”


He grinned. “Let’s just say I don’t think with you dressed like that, I could sit across from you and be able to hold a serious conversation without letting my mind wander.”


Smacking his arm playfully, I replied, “You old perv.”


“You know me too well. See ya in ten,” he said before heading off down the street.


I followed Gavin across the street to the car. After we slipped inside, I asked, “What do you think is going on?”


Gavin appeared thoughtful as he cranked up. “Must be something pretty big, considering he’s wanting to discuss this over dinner rather than waiting to do it in the morning at the office.”


“That’s what I was thinking. I don’t think we’ve ever been propositioned for a case outside the bureau.” I grabbed a T-shirt out of my bag and pulled it on over my bustier. “As long as it doesn’t involve me in another ensemble like this, I’m game.”


With a snicker, Gavin pulled out into the street. “You know, Vargas, you might not spend so many nights alone if you dressed like that more often.”


I shot him a death glare before unbuttoning the flimsy skirt. As I shimmied it off my hips and down my thighs, I thought about Gavin’s comment. While he might have been joking, there was a lot of truth to what he said. I did spend a lot of nights alone. It had been at least a year since my last long-term relationship. Each one seemed to end because of the same thing: I was married to my job. Although most men found my profession sexy at first, they soon were turned off by always taking second place. In the end, I couldn’t blame them, because who really wants a relationship with a workaholic risk taker?


Shaking my head free of those thoughts, I pulled a pair of yoga pants on. I crumpled my hooker clothes into a ball and shoved them into my bag. The IHOP Peterson had chosen was in a better neighborhood than we had just been in. At the same time, it was pretty secluded, and there weren’t many customers inside. At the hostess stand Peterson requested a place for us in the very back, away from everyone else.
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