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intoxicating desires and intriguing carnal needs that is edgy and
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“…I love Kelly Jamieson’s books and the way
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Chapter One


 


They kept talking about her in the third
person, like she wasn’t even there.

Beneath the long, oak table blemished with
burn marks, scratches and stains, Sera Manning curled her fingers
into fists so tight her nails dug into her palms, and sucked in a
long, slow breath.

“She’s barely out of the academy.”

“I graduated four years ago.”

The men sitting at the board table in the
L.A. office of the ATF didn’t even spare her a glance.

“We can’t send a rookie into an operation
this big. It’s too dangerous.”

“Hello?” Sera sat up straighter. “I’m right
here. I’m telling you, I can do this.”

She met the gaze of ATF Special Agent in
Charge, Darren Forsythe. Paunchy, heavy-jowled with thinning hair,
he studied her with narrowed eyes. “How long have you been working
on the Quintano Cartel case?”

“Just over two years.”

“You’re the one who made the link between
the Death Angels and Quintano?”

She nodded. “Yes. I—”

“She’s one of our best and brightest new
agents.”

Sera shifted her gaze to her supervisor,
seated beside her, both of them across the table from the ATF
agents. Ward had been defending her, but she knew he had his own
reservations about this whole idea.

The ATF had approached the DEA to propose an
interagency agreement. The two federal agencies were working
separate cases, each involving the OMG—the outlaw motorcycle
gang—the Death Angels. The ATF had started Operation Black Abyss
three months ago, and while they’d made good progress, they’d just
lost one member of the team and another was on tenuous territory.
They wanted to add another agent to the team—a female.

The hard edge of the table dug into Sera’s
forearms as she leaned forward. “Let me try. Give me one night.
I’ll go in with your informant. He can introduce me to the gang,
and I’ll see if I can convince them I want to be a biker
chick.”

Four sets of male eyes studied her at
length, from the top of her hair, roving over her face, shoulders,
and yes, breasts. She didn’t squirm. It wasn’t personal or sexual.
They were appraising her in a completely businesslike way. As if
they were buying a used car. About to kick the tires.

“I can’t see it.” Darren lifted an eyebrow.
“She’s too…classy.”

“Too feminine.”

She rolled her eyes. They were doing it
again, talking about her like she wasn’t there.

“I don’t think this is going to work.”
Darren stood and hitched his trousers that had sagged below his
belly.

Urgency gripped Sera like hands squeezing
her. No! No, no, no! They couldn’t walk away now!

“The DAs aren’t like some other outlaw
motorcycle gangs,” she spoke up, striving to keep her tone even and
controlled. “Most of them have legitimate jobs. They’re not all
long-haired, bearded, big-bellied, Harley-riding…uh…men.” She
licked her lips. “Mike Stavros, the president of the Escondido
chapter, is a stockbroker. His girlfriend is a secretary. Very
pretty, I understand. Vince Danez in Clover City is a used car
sales manager. And besides…I can look a lot different than this. I
can act a lot different.”

She sat taller and lifted her chin, dragging
damp palms over her thighs. She’d wanted this forever. She’d been
working behind the scenes since she’d started her career at the
Drug Enforcement Agency, and she was getting closer, but to get
what she really wanted she needed to get inside the Death
Angels.

She needed this undercover job.

She knew it was dangerous, but she also knew
she could pull this off. If only she could convince these suits of
that. Working on the Quintano Cartel case had become her mission,
but nobody else knew why it was so important to her. That was very
private.

Her body felt like a buzzing ball of
anticipation. She shifted her gaze from Darren, still standing, to
his superior beside him, to case agent Josh Witter who was running
Operation Black Abyss, holding each man’s gaze steadily. “Give…me…a
shot.”

The only sound in the room was the faint
wush of the air-conditioning fan as the men all looked at each
other. Sera’s heart bumped in her chest.

Darren sat down. Laid his palms flat on the
table. Tapped his fingers. He looked at Ward. Ward looked at Sera.
She nodded. And waited.

Darren turned to Josh. “What do you think,
Witter? You’ll be running the surveillance.”

Sera was afraid to breathe as she fixed her
gaze on Josh Witter, her chest tight.

“It’s risky.”

“Yep.”

“She can’t wear a wire.”

“Can you keep her safe?”

Sera resisted the impulse to roll her eyes
at their talking about her instead of to her, yet again.

“No guarantees.”

She didn’t care. She’d keep herself
safe.

Darren grimaced. “Okay. One night. See how
it goes.”

A sweet rush of elation shot through her
like a Harley at full throttle, almost propelling her out of her
chair, making her want to pump her fist in the air. But she pressed
her lips together and sat back, hands clasped in her lap. It was
hard, but she had to show them what she was made of. “Thank you,”
she said in a carefully neutral voice.

“Tomorrow night,” Josh said. “We go to
Clover City. Here’s the plan.”It was like driving into a tunnel
with no headlights. Blindfolded. She knew there could be other
undercover agents in there, but didn’t know who. She had to think
they were all gang members, had to treat them as if they were, had
to convince them she could be one of them.

Despite her protests to the agents in
charge, snuggling up with outlaw motorcycle gang members wasn’t all
that appealing to her. But she could do it. She could do whatever
she had to, to make this work.

They’d given her an alias, gotten her some
basic pieces of ID, and if things worked out, they’d do the full
backstop, create a whole new history for Sara Lambert.

She followed Beck into The Patch, the Death
Angels’ favorite hangout in Clover City, about a hundred miles
north of L.A. Beck was a snitch—otherwise known as a confidential
informant for the ATF—a full patch member of the DA’s Clover City
chapter, who was cooperating with Operation Black Abyss to avoid
being prosecuted for extortion charges against him. He was willing
to take her to The Patch, introduce her around.

The bar wasn’t exactly classy, but she’d
been in worse. Far worse, in fact. AC/DC blasted them in the face
with Highway to Hell as they walked in the door, along with
the stale odor of beer and cigarettes. Despite the smoking ban in
effect in the state of California, the air inside still carried the
lingering stench of tobacco smoke embedded into old wood. Sera’s
eyes adjusted to the dim lighting.

The heels of her boots thunked as she walked
across hardwood flooring scuffed smooth and pale with age. People
filled every booth along the wall and occupied every small table.
At the end of the room, a man and woman played pool on an ancient
pool table, the clack of pool balls barely audible over the driving
music and cacophony of voices yelling and laughing. Customers lined
the bar, leaning against it, drinks in hand. Mostly men. A few
women.

She followed Beck to the bar, and he lifted
a hand in greeting when his name was called out.

“Hey, Beck!”

“Beck, buddy, where ya been?”

She leaned casually on the bar as Beck
shouted to the bartenders, “Two Buds!” then accepted the cold, wet
bottle. No glass was offered and that was fine with her. She lifted
the bottle to her lips.

Beck introduced her to the men they stood
next to. “This here’s Chomp and Zocco.”

“Hi, guys.” She hit them with her
highest-wattage smile. “Nice to meetcha.” They tipped their bottle
at her and smiled back. She couldn’t mistake the male interest in
their leers.

Beck and the men began talking about an
upcoming rally in El Mirage in Nevada. She pretended an interest
but her eyes scanned the bar, head nodding in time to the whining
guitar and guttural lyrics of Metallica’s Death Magnet. Most
of the patrons of the bar wore their colors, making no secret of
the fact that this was a Death Angels hangout. Men with long hair,
beards and arms sleeved with tattoos mingled with cleaner-cut guys,
some with neatly trimmed goatees and short hair. Most of them were
big—was that a requirement?—although in some cases size had more to
do with fat than muscle.

She cocked a hip, took a big swallow of the
cold beer, bubbles biting at her nose and throat, and took in her
surroundings, moving her gaze to the others seated at the bar. From
where she stood at the end, no stools left to sit on, she could see
the face of every man seated there. Every man except one, who’d
swiveled on his stool to watch the pool game. His leather jacket
obscured his shape other than wide, wide shoulders, giving an
impression of massive strength. A piece of red cord held his dark
hair tied at his nape.

Then he turned around and she saw his face.
Hoo. Now that was a good-looking biker. A well-shaped mouth, a
square chin and high cheekbones could have been pretty boy, but
thick, straight brows drawn down into a near-scowl above deep-set
eyes gave him a badass, don’t-fuck-with-me attitude.

He turned his head and his eyes met hers.
She blinked in surprise at the physical reaction she felt to his
gaze, a clenching low down inside her, a flare of heat. Interest
sparked in his eyes. A corner of his mouth kicked up and one brow
lifted.

Well, why not? If she was going to get in
with these guys, might as well do it with the best-looking one.
Those suits in L.A. had accused her of being too feminine. Didn’t
they know the advantage that gave her? So she flashed him her smile
and gave him a slow wink.

He smiled back, and along with the badass
attitude, he became even more…appealing. She held his gaze long
enough to let her own interest show before turning back to Beck,
lifting her bottle to her mouth.

“Gotta talk to A.J. Come on, Beck.” Zocco
rose off his stool to tower over her. God, he must be
six-foot-five. She was five-seven, but he was a monster.

“Yeah. A.J. Come on, Sara.” Beck gestured
and with a shrug, she followed him down the bar, toward the man
she’d eye-locked with a few minutes ago. Beck and Zocco stopped and
addressed the guy next to him.

“A.J. Man, you got those parts I asked you
about the other day?”

A.J. shook his head. “Talk to Tommy, here.
You want Harley parts—he’s the man.”

Tommy. His name was Tommy.

Zocco, A.J. and Tommy began an in-depth
conversation about drag bars and pipes and forks. She felt the
weight of Tommy’s gaze, even though he was talking to the others.
When he’d assured Zocco he’d get the parts the biker was looking
for, he turned to her. “Hi.”

“Hi.”

He looked her up and down. So, painted on
black jeans, black boots and a low-cut red T-shirt weren’t her
usual attire, but she knew she looked good.

“I’m Tommy.”

“Sara.”

“Friend of Beck’s?”

She hitched a shoulder. “Sort of. He knows
my cousin. I’m in town visiting her.”

“Oh yeah? Where you from?”

“L.A.”

“What’re you doing here?”

She deepened one corner of her mouth into a
wry smile. “Just lost my job, so thought I’d come for a visit.”

They studied each other and warmth slipped
over her, starting at her chest and working its way up to her face.
Good god, was she blushing? She never blushed! His size, his
blatant masculinity and radiating sexuality caused every nerve
ending in her body to prickle. His shameless male appraisal should
have pissed her off, made her feel objectified, but instead her
nipples tingled and tightened beneath her thin T-shirt, and her
pussy clenched.

This close she could see his clean-shaven
face was actually shadowed with dark stubble, adding to the
dangerous appeal. An earring glinted in one ear, gold like his
eyes.

A.J. again included Tommy in the
conversation with the other men, talking about their motorcycles.
“What kind of Harley do you have?” she asked Tommy.

“Road King.”

“Nice.”

“It’s old, but it rides sweet.”

“I like the Road King. Kinda retro looking.”
He lifted a brow and she held his gaze, fingers lightly holding the
beer bottle by the narrow neck, even though she quivered inside.
“My brothers all have Harleys.”

One corner of his mouth kicked up and the
interest deepened. And the warmth inside her intensified in equal
measure, heat spreading from her core to her fingertips and even
her earlobes.

They talked about his bike, then he
introduced her to a few more people around them including a couple
of women. Jessie was Chomp’s girlfriend, and Carly was married to
Vince Danez, the club president. Jessie had a vacant look, like she
was all kinds of out of it, but Carly seemed reasonably
coherent.

“I like your necklace,” Sera told Carly.
“Where did you get it?”

“I made it?” Her fingers fluttered over the
stones at her neck. Her voice rose as if she was asking a
question.

“No! How’d you do that?”

“It’s really nothing,” Carly mumbled, but
Sera persisted gently, genuinely impressed by the pretty jewelry,
and they edged away from the crowd of men.

“Do you sell your pieces?”

“Uh…not really. Some of my friends have
offered to buy things but I just…” She shrugged. “It’s not good
enough to sell?”

“I think it is.”

She and Carly moved over to an empty table
and sat down. Jessie joined them and then two more women did as
well, and Carly introduced her.

Then Vince and Tommy sat down with them too,
Vince sliding his arm possessively around Carly. She leaned into
him. “Get me another beer, babe,” he ordered her. Without a word,
she stood and went to the bar for him.

Sera had to bite her lip. She studied Vince.
His leather jacket stretched across broad shoulders and a tank-like
chest, and he held his nearly empty beer bottle with large, very
hairy hands. He kept his beard neatly trimmed, and was actually a
good-looking guy, his long hair pulled back similar to Tommy’s, but
the way he ordered Carly to serve him gave an impression of
control…dominance…and cruelty.

In an effort not to show how she felt about
that, Sera looked at Tommy and smiled. He leaned back in his chair,
big and broad, muscled thighs spread, beer clasped between two
hands.

“Tommy, you coming to El Mirage next
weekend?” Vince asked.

Again, the big rally being held at El
Mirage. This was an annual event for the DAs.

“I dunno.” Tommy tilted his head, and it was
such a sexy move that liquid heat settled low and hot inside her,
so intense she shifted in her chair.

“You can ride out with us.”

“Hey. Thanks, man. Sounds good.”

“Where’s Manny? He can come too.”

“Great. He’s over there.” Tommy jerked his
head. “Playing pool.” Tommy turned his gaze back to Sera. “How
about you, angel? You going to El Mirage?”

She shook her head. “No.”

She waited for an invitation that didn’t
come. But that was okay. Couldn’t get too far ahead of herself. If
she was going to do this, she’d have to take her time, get to know
them slowly. Patience.

“What the hell’s taking her so long?” Vince
growled, rising to his feet. He stomped toward the bar where Carly
stood. Sera flashed a glance her way, hoping Carly wasn’t in
trouble, then turned her gaze back to Tommy. They sat alone at the
small table now.

He leaned forward, elbows on the table, and
she noticed the beer he held was almost empty. “Do you want another
beer?”

He lifted a brow. “You gonna get it for
me?”

“If you want. Sure.” She resisted the urge
to grind her back molars together.

She waited. A big shoulder lifted, then
those delicious, warm golden eyes turned back to her and studied
her, another long, sexually appraising look that should have made
her cringe but instead made her melt.

“Nah, that’s okay.”

“Hey, Tommy.” Another man approached the
table, also big, his head shaved totally bald, earrings glinting in
both ears. It was a look that worked for him, his face handsome
enough and his head well-shaped enough to carry it off. Wow. “I
want some food. Let’s blow this joint.”

“Let’s stay here a while.” Tommy didn’t look
up at the man, holding her gaze, and her smile deepened. “Nice
scenery here.”

She pursed her lips, but still smiled, then
turned her gaze to the man standing beside the table. He frowned at
her.

“This is my buddy, Manny.” Tommy waved a
hand. “Manny, Sara.”

“I wanna go get a burger or something,”
Manny said.

“Eat here.”

Manny heaved a long sigh then turned
away.

She and Tommy looked at each other, alone
again. Heat shimmered between them, and her body clenched and
trembled inside. She wasn’t used to having reactions like this. She
almost thought it was fear…or nerves…except she knew it wasn’t. It
was lust. Excitement. She wanted to close her eyes, turn away, give
herself a smack to refocus herself, but of course she couldn’t.

Instead she held his gaze, letting her head
move to the beat of the music as she waited for his next response.
Black Sabbath’s Heaven and Hell picked up the tempo, nearing
the end of the song, drums pulsing, guitar yowling, and her body
moved almost involuntarily to the rhythm, a subtle shift of hips
and shoulders.

He took all that in. She felt his eyes on
her, knew exactly when he looked at her hard nipples, tingling
mercilessly beneath her bra and shirt. They tightened even more,
and she clenched her inner muscles between her legs. She couldn’t
back down.

“What’s a nice girl like you doing in a
place like this?”

She rolled her eyes. “There’s an original
line.”

A slow smile tugged his lips. “Yeah. Okay,
it’s not a line. I really want to know…what’s a nice girl like you
doing in a place like this?”

“Okay, two things wrong with that question.”
She held up a finger. “One. What makes you think I’m a nice girl?
And two…” She added another finger. “What’s so bad about this
place?”

He reached over and captured the fingers she
held up in his big hand. Big, but gentle. “This place is rough,
honey.” His deep voice held a hint of warning.

She grinned and rested her elbows on the
table, leaned closer to him, letting him hold her hand. “Maybe I
like it rough.”

His topaz eyes darkened. She gave a soft
laugh. “Don’t worry, Tommy. I can take care of myself. And…” She
looked around, hitched a shoulder. “This place isn’t so bad.”

His rapacious smile tugged at something
inside her. Her body, over which she always had firm, determined
control, betrayed her. Something about him just caught at her,
pulled her to him.

She so did not need this right now. But she
had to go with it.

He released her hand and she moved to the
music, still looking at him, still smiling. “I like bikes. I like
beer. I like to party. This place is great.”

“D’you like bikers?”

The question hung suspended between
them.

“Yeah.” She held his gaze meaningfully. “I
like bikers.”

He tipped the bottle to his mouth. His lips
on the rim were sensuous, and his throat working as he swallowed
the last of the beer made her want to press her lips there.

Then Vince and Carly returned to the table,
and she sat back to listen and watch Tommy through a haze of
repressed lust. She had to get a grip on herself here. This was
important and she could not screw it up by getting all hot for a
sexy biker. God.

Someone came and dragged Tommy off to play a
game of pool and she resisted the urge to watch him, turning her
attention back to Carly and Vince and the others who joined them,
talking, laughing, drinking.

She didn’t want to rush it, but as it neared
midnight, she figured she’d been reasonably successful and wanted
to do one more thing to prove she was capable of this undercover
gig.

“Who’s holding here?” she murmured to Carly
in a low undertone. “I need to score.”

“Meth? Coke?”

“Angel sugar.”

Carly nodded, unfazed by the request. She
looked around then tipped her chin. “Zocco. Come on.”

She took Sera over to Zocco and said a word
in his ear. He looked up at Sera. Studied her. Her skin crawled and
her insides quivered. If he didn’t believe she was for real, didn’t
buy her act, didn’t trust her enough to sell drugs to her, she was
going to find out now.

She realized she was holding her breath, and
let it out slowly and carefully. She tossed her hair behind her
shoulder and tipped her head to the side with a hint of
impatience.

She held his gaze, his dark eyes narrow and
mean looking. Then he nodded, stood up, and Carly said, “Go with
him.”

Sera knew the danger. She watched Zocco
lumber away from her. Her feet moved. She had to do this. She
wasn’t afraid. She could look after herself.

She followed Zocco’s wide shape down the
dark narrow hall. The driving beat of Judas Priest’s Angel of
Retribution faded to a distant thump of bass behind them and
she followed him into a small empty room, chairs and tables pushed
up against the wall.

They were alone.

Her stomach tightened and she relaxed her
hands and shoved them into the front pockets of her jeans, trying
to look casual. A trickle of sweat traced a shivery trail down the
groove of her spine.

He faced her and said nothing. Shit. This
was it. Maybe she’d gone too far. Pushed too hard. Had she blown
her one and only chance?

Zocco’s eyes narrowed. “What d’you
want?”

Her throat tightened. What did she want?
Didn’t he know what she wanted?

He waited, his arms folded across his chest,
and his brows dipped above his nose.

“I…uh…”

Zocco looked at something behind her and she
half-turned. Tommy stood in the doorway watching them,
scowling.



Chapter Two


 


“He’s okay.” Zocco nodded toward him.
“Tommy, you want some?”

“Nah.” He tried to keep the disgust and
disappointment from showing on his face. She was so sweet—lean,
wholesome, pretty—and here she was buying goddamn drugs. Shit. He
should’ve known. She was hanging around The Patch, she sure wasn’t
a cheerleader from the suburbs.

She also wasn’t that bright, disappearing
into a back room with a hulking biker she didn’t even know. Which
was why he’d followed her. Jesus.

What the hell was he so disappointed about
anyway? He knew better than anyone not to get involved with someone
he met there. She was nothing to him, just a pretty face who’d
shown up and added a little sizzle to his evening, which hadn’t
exactly been going well. He hadn’t had that sizzle for a while. A
helluva long while, in fact.

He stepped aside to let her leave the room,
having made her deal. He watched her tight, little ass in the snug
jeans as she walked down the hall ahead of him. Hot, little
body—she had a lean, athletic grace that appealed to him, with
strong shoulders and narrow hips. Her long, dark hair shone with a
healthy luster, and those unusual light blue eyes, like blue
zircons, had snared him.

He wanted to ask Beck who the hell she was,
because Beck was a shit-for-brains crack head and there was no
possible way she was his girlfriend. Ah hell. It. Did. Not.
Matter.

He ordered another beer at the bar, only his
second of the night, although others probably thought he’d drunk
much more. One more and he’d be outta there too. Tomorrow he had to
get to see his mom.

His gut clenched at the thought. She was
going downhill quick now that the breast cancer had spread to her
lymph nodes and bones. The home she was in did a great job of
looking after her, so he knew she was well cared for, but he still
felt guilty about how little time he had to spend with her.
Business was seriously impacting his personal life. Not that he had
much of a personal life.

She probably only had weeks to live. And
here he was hanging out, shooting the shit and drinking
beer. Hell.

His goal that evening had been to talk to
Monkey about a machine gun he supposedly had. He wanted to buy that
gun from him. Really bad. But when he’d tried to question Monkey
about it, all he’d gotten were faintly suspicious looks and a
change of subject.

Damn. The DAs were starting to trust him,
and Manny and Axel. But they weren’t one of them. The Coyotes were
a different gang and there were still walls up, barriers preventing
them from getting too close.

He watched Monkey, the man he’d wanted to
cozy up to that night, as he stood up unsteadily. Then Monkey
walked up to Sara at the bar, threw his beefy arm around her narrow
shoulders and leaned in lasciviously. Fuck.

He stood and moved toward her. As he neared
her, he heard a grunt, and Sara say, “Thanks but no thanks,
buddy.”

Monkey doubled over in pain.

Ah shit. What’d she do to him? She was going
to get herself killed.

Monkey gasped for air then straightened.
“Uh…”

Here it came. He waited for every other DA
to rush in to Monkey’s defense, for all hell to break loose. But
nothing happened. He looked around. Hell, nobody’d even noticed
that she’d just hurt the man. Fucking weird. He kept going.

“Problem here?” he muttered into Monkey’s
ear, helping him to stand straight.

Monkey snorted, gasped again. “Tommy. Dude.
I’m fine.” Clearly he wasn’t, but male pride prevented him from
revealing a girl had spanked him.

The DAs didn’t like women who had a mind of
their own. They wanted women they could dominate, control, demo
their macho masculine strength with. She was smarter than he’d
thought by doing something—what?—so subtle to get her “hands
off” message across without humiliating him in front of his
gang.

He glanced at Sara, saw her smirk. What the
fuck?

Monkey straightened, tossed his long hair
back. “Bro, you don’t wanna mess with her.” He staggered away.

He met Sara’s eyes. She gazed back at him
innocently, blue eyes sparkling, and he blinked. He narrowed his
own eyes at her then looked around, still waiting for war to break
out. These guys did not respect women.

She slid off her stool, tapped her empty
beer bottle down on the table and patted her purse. “Gotta go. Nice
meeting you, Tommy. Maybe I’ll see you again sometime.”

Speechless, he watched her leave, with a hug
for Carly and Jessie, and a bump of fists with Vince. He sank onto
the stool she’d vacated.

She’d come with Beck, but he watched her say
something into Beck’s ear, then with waves and goodbyes she walked
out of The Patch alone.

“What the hell?” Manny murmured beside him,
also watching Sara leave. “What was that with Monkey?”

“Hell if I know.” He couldn’t take his eyes
off her cute ass as she strode out of The Patch on those long
legs.

“Pretty hot stuff. Can’t believe you turned
her down.”

He huffed out a short laugh. “There wasn’t
an invitation.”

“Ah. Too bad.”

He shook his head. “Ain’t gonna happen.”

“Yeah, I know.” Manny disappeared again.

He reached into the pocket of his jeans and
pulled out a roll of antacids, popped two into his mouth and
chewed.

“Hey, Tommy.” Jessie came up and stood
beside his bar stool, pressed her tits against his biceps. “How’s
it going?”

Oh man. She was stoned, again. He sighed.
She’d been coming on to him every time they were alone together for
the last couple of weeks. Now here she was doing it in public.
Where the hell was Chomp?

“Good. How you doin’?” He moved away from
her, but her body followed. She leaned against him and he was
afraid if he moved again she’d fall down.

“I’m okay. You know, Tommy, you’re really
hot.”

Fuck. He glanced around to see who was
noticing. If he got caught with another dude’s wife, he was a dead
man. He tried to slide off the stool, but as he’d feared, Jessie’d
had her weight against him and she stumbled and almost fell.

“Whoops!” She gave a little laugh and
grabbed for him, getting a fist of T-shirt. He reached for her too
and to his dismay got a handful of boob. She was generously
stacked, that was for sure, but her stomach was almost as big as
her boobs and he wasn’t even a bit turned on by the free groping.
In fact, he was scared shitless.

Because Chomp appeared just then with a
menacing scowl on his face. “What the hell you doing with my
woman?” he growled, staring at the two of them glued together.

He held up both hands, leaving Jessie to
wobble precariously on her own. She fell against her husband with
another laugh. “Nothing, man. Chomp. I didn’t do nothin’. She just
lost her balance.”

“I did, baby.” Jessie hiccupped, then
giggled. “I damn near fell down. Tommy’s such a hottie.”

He wanted to close his eyes. Son of a
bitch.

“You think he’s hot, huh?” Chomp’s mean
little eyes narrowed even more, his thin lips disappearing behind
his beard. “Fuck that. You know, Tommy, there are rules around
here. Number one rule—you never touch another Angel’s woman.”

“I know that, man, I know. I swear I would
never do that.”

Chomp’s eyes glittered. He was either stoned
or drunk. Or both. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

When Chomp reached for the knife in his
boot, Tommy knew he was screwed. His fists clenched and adrenaline
coursed through his body in a rush of heat and light.

Then Vince stepped between them and grabbed
Chomp’s arm. “Tommy didn’t do nothin’, Chomp.” He shoved Chomp
back, away from him. “I was watching. Nothing happened. Go
home.”

Chomp glared at Vince, then, without a word,
he turned and helped his stumbling wife out of the bar.

Vince shook his head. “You gotta watch it,
buddy. She’s not the first old lady I’ve heard talk about you like
that. You’re gonna get yourself in deep shit. Why don’t you wanna
go out with my cousin? I told you she’s single and she’s cute. I’ll
fix you up.”

He looked at Vince. “Thanks, man.” He
unclenched his fists, forced a smile, and shoved a hand into his
hair. “Yeah. Maybe I should do that.” Vince had come to his rescue
and he probably owed the rough, tough biker his life. He could’ve
hugged the guy.

Vince was right about one thing—he needed a
girlfriend, like, yesterday. He tipped his bottle and drained the
last of the beer.The next afternoon at the ATF offices in downtown
L.A., Ryan Thomas sat at a long boardroom table, tracing the
grooves of ancient pen marks and cigarette burns with the tip of
his index finger as he waited for the others to arrive. His
paperwork was behind and his SAC was riding his ass for it, but
they’d called this meeting and he could only hope it was good.

He’d lost Axel last week because of
bureaucratic crap. The Special Agent in Charge, Darren Forsythe,
had sent an e-mail to Axel’s SAC in Pittsburgh, the field office
they’d “borrowed” him from, asking for Axel to stay longer on the
case. They were making good progress but it was going to take
longer than they’d first anticipated. But he’d worded the e-mail in
his usual blunt, jerk-off style and had pissed off everyone in
Pittsburgh so much they’d said no to his request. Axel was
gone.

On top of that, Jackrabbit, their
confidential informant, the one who was their link to the real
Coyotes gang in Mexico, had been acting weird. He’d agreed to work
with the ATF as an informant, and had been very helpful to them,
but they suspected he was back doing drugs. He was unreliable,
unpredictable and therefore unsafe. Likely off the case.

Ryan leaned back in his chair, linked his
hands behind his head and looked up at the square white ceiling
tiles.

It was down to him and Manny now. They
couldn’t do it alone. And things were getting hot for Ryan because
of his unwillingness to do any chick who moved. For some reason,
the DAs didn’t believe a guy like him wasn’t willing to do anyone
with tits, because Christ only knew, chicks were willing to do him.
They needed a female agent, but so far they’d had no luck with
that.

Ryan wasn’t oblivious to the way he looked
and the effect he had on women. He just didn’t give a shit. He
liked women. He liked sex. More than liked it. And it had been a
helluva long time since he’d had any. But women involved with a
case were bad news and he didn’t have time for a normal
relationship. Hell, his record-short marriage had proved that.

He lowered his arms, reached for the coffee
cup on the table in front of him and peered into it, as if it may
have been magically refilled while he sat there pondering his
life’s problems.

So women were good for fucking, and that was
about it. But never women involved in a case when he was working
undercover. That was just asking for trouble. That was just asking
for a knife at his throat. A bullet in his chest. Forget it.

Last night he’d been tempted, more than he’d
ever been. But once again—mistake. Do not get involved.

He’d learned that lesson the hard way.

The door to the meeting room opened and Josh
Witter strode in. “Hey, Ryan. How ya doing?”

“Great.”

He and Josh had been working together for
three months on this case, but had known each other a lot longer.
As case manager, Josh ran the operation. He did the behind the
scenes work, ran the surveillance, got all the backstopping in
place. This wasn’t the first time they’d worked together, but this
was their biggest case so far.

“What’s going on?” Ryan asked.

“We may have another agent for your
team.”

Ryan brows lifted. “Great. But, Josh, you
know I really need a female agent. Last night—”

“I know. Just hold on.”

Others started walking in, Manny and the ATF
Special Agent in Charge, Darren Forsythe. Ryan greeted Darren
coolly. A by-the-book paper-pusher nearing retirement, he and Ryan
did not always see eye to eye on how this op should run. Darren was
always worried about rules, procedures and money. Ryan couldn’t
give a shit about rules, procedure and money. He had a job to
do.

Darren was followed by a man Ryan didn’t
recognize, then by the Group Special Agent in Charge. Ryan nodded
and greeted him, waited for an introduction, almost not noticing
the woman who followed them in.

Ryan glanced at her. His head jerked back so
hard to look at her again he damn near gave himself whiplash. Holy
shit. Sara.



Chapter
Three


 


At least he thought it was Sara. She looked
different without the heavy makeup. She didn’t need all the black
crap around the eyes to make them noticeable; the light,
crystal-blue irises still grabbed his attention and held it
hostage, and with paler, shiny lips she looked younger and
softer.

She took a seat at the table, all the while
holding his gaze. Ryan practically had to pick his jaw up off the
scarred oak surface. He turned a questioning glance to Manny, who’d
also recognized her, a broad grin splitting his face. Ryan frowned.
What the hell was so funny?

Ryan directed his gaze next to Josh, who
smiled back calmly.

“Let’s get started,” Darren said. “Ryan,
Manny, this is Ward Tanner and Sera Manning from the DEA. Sera and
Ward—Ryan Thomas and Manny Garrido. I believe you all met last
night.”

What the fuck? DEA?

Ryan and Manny traded a look and nodded.

“We know you need a female agent on this op.
Sera’s been working on a case trying to implicate the Death Angels
in a prominent drug ring. She’s done a lot of work and we think
she’s connected the drug lab cooking angel sugar to Dominick
Casas.”

Ryan blinked. Angel sugar was the new
version of “angel dust”, or PCP, being sold up and down the west
coast, particularly to high school and college students. Young
girls seemed particularly susceptible to the lure of the new drug.
A number of deaths were attributed to either overdosing on the new
drug or to doing stupid things while under the influence of it.
Ryan’s brows tugged together.

“Dominick Casas is president of the Oakland
chapter,” he muttered. “He and Vince are buddies.”

“That’s right. And we think he’s cooking the
sugar.”

“You need a female agent, and the DEA needs
inside the DAs to complete their investigation. Sera Manning might
be the perfect fit.”

“Might be?” Ryan cranked his gaze over to
Darren.

Darren nodded. “Her lack of undercover
experience is a concern.”

“How much undercover experience does she
have?” Ryan demanded.

Sera leaned forward and slapped a hand down
on the table, a frown edging her brow. “I’m right here! If you have
questions, ask me.”

Ryan blinked and turned his gaze back to
her. “Uh. Okay. How much undercover experience do you have?”

“None,” she began. “But—”

“Then it’s a no-go.” Ryan folded his arms
across his chest and leaned back. The ancient chair screeched in
protest.

“Wait a minute—”

Ward Tanner held up a hand and shot her a
look. “Hold on, everyone, let us finish.”

Josh took over, addressing Ryan and Manny.
“Last night was a test. A trial run to see if she could handle it.
Beck took her in there and let her loose to see if she could do it.
And so let us ask you guys—since you were there—how’d she do?”

Ryan scowled, didn’t look at Manny who was
probably still smirking. He couldn’t believe this little
paper-pusher had walked into The Patch last night looking like a
biker chick and had pulled it off. And had fooled him.
Completely.

Although he had noticed an unusual
classiness and…he didn’t know the right word. Sweetness? But fuck
him, he hadn’t even dreamed she wasn’t what she said she was.

“What’d you do with the drugs you bought?”
he demanded of her.

She gave him a slow smile. “I already handed
it in and recorded it.”

She’d made a fucking drug buy. Ryan shook
his head in disgust, but he knew most of his disgust was with
himself for being taken in.

“What’d you do to Monkey?”

“Just a little martial arts move.”

“You have martial arts training?”

“Fourth degree black belt.”

“Well, if you think that’s going to protect
you against the guns and knives those guys carry, you’re fooling
yourself.”

She lifted a brow. “I’ve done my firearms
training, just like you.”

They stared at each other and heat grew
until Ryan’s every nerve ending sizzled. A sharp jab in his side
made him glance at Manny, who, sure enough, still wore a goofy
smile.

“She’s good,” Manny said. “She handled
herself well. She had all of us fooled. I think Carly and she
really hit it off, and they trusted her enough to sell her
drugs.”

Ryan pressed his lips together as he nodded
his reluctant agreement.

“And,” Manny continued, “there’s some kind
of chemistry between the two of you that will make a relationship
between you completely credible.”

Fuck him, what was Manny talking about?
Chemistry? Was he trying to imply Ryan was horny and hot for her?
Because he wasn’t. “I’m not…” he began—but then he didn’t know
where to go with that and snapped his mouth closed. He met Sera’s
eyes again and amusement sparkled there.

“It’s out of the question to put someone in
an operation this dangerous without any undercover experience,”
Ryan said instead. “It would be like putting a kitten into a cage
full of tigers.”

“I’m hardly a kitten.” Sera frowned.

“Oh yeah, honey, compared to them—you
are.”

Ryan became aware the others were watching
their exchanges with interest. He glared at Josh. “You shouldn’t
have done that. It was dangerous sending in another agent without
me and Manny knowing. Fucking harebrained.”

Josh shook his head, unoffended by Ryan’s
words. “We wanted to see how you’d react to her. It had to be that
way, Ryan. You know that.”

Yeah, he did, dammit.

This whole thing annoyed him to the point of
making his blood boil. He wanted to bolt out of his chair and walk
out. A four-alarm fire burned in his gut. He shook his head,
reached into his jeans pocket for the roll of antacids he lately
carried with him everywhere, unwrapped a couple and popped them
into his mouth.

“This has ‘big fucking disaster’ tattooed
all over it. She’ll jeopardize the entire op. We’ve made it this
far—we’ve accomplished so much. We can’t screw up now. She makes
one mistake, we’re all dead.”

He stared at her with hard eyes when he said
that so she’d understand what she was getting herself into. This
wasn’t a game. This was literally life and death. These guys were
killers, without hesitation or remorse if they needed to be, and
any cop who was caught among them would be snuffed instantly. Her
mouth tightened and her eyes narrowed.

“I know the risks,” she said, her voice low
and steady. “And I know I can do it.”

“We’ve talked about the pros and cons
already, Ryan,” Darren said. “I feel the same as you do—it’s risky.
But you need a female agent, and she needs an in. It’s win-win for
both agencies.”

“You’re the one who said you need a female
agent,” Josh reminded him, and with a stone in his gut, Ryan
remembered last night.

“We do,” Manny confirmed, also leaning
forward, elbows on the table. Ryan glared at him, willing him to
shut up, but no, he had to shoot his mouth off. “Last night one of
the wives made a drunken pass at Ryan. It’s been brewing for a
while. Her husband was drunk, stoned, whatever, and probably
would’ve killed Ryan if I hadn’t been there with another DA to
stick up for Ryan. To reassure him Ryan hadn’t done anything. But
next time…we won’t be able to convince Chomp.” Manny shot Ryan a
glance. Ryan sat there rock-still and fumed. “Next time he will
kill you, man, whether you’ve done anything or not. You gotta get a
woman of your own. Then Jessie and the others will leave you alone.
And they’re wondering why you never hook up with anyone.”

“What about you?” Ryan demanded. “Why don’t
they wonder about you?”

“I have hooked up with women.” Manny
shrugged. “But I’m not the one their wives are all over. You
are.”

Ryan shook his head. Once again, he knew
Manny was right, but he was so pissed off at how this all came
down, he hated to admit it.

“Fine,” he said shortly. “I need a female
agent to play a girlfriend role. But surely to god we can find
someone with some experience?”

“Not someone who looks the part, who has
such extensive knowledge about the DAs and who’s available right
now.”

“Also,” Manny added. “If Sara…Sera?”

“Sera,” she affirmed with a small smile.
“Like Vera.”

“If Sera can get in with the women, there
are things she might find out that we can’t.”

Ryan sat there, staring at everyone, then
down at the scarred table top. He rubbed his lips together, nodded
his head slowly. “Looks like I don’t have much say in this.”

“I think after last night the decision is
made,” Josh agreed. “You and Manny both confirmed she pulled it
off, and the drug buy pretty much sealed the deal.”

“Fine.” Ryan met Sera’s eyes and relief and
joy shone there, although she appeared to try to repress the smile
tugging her pretty lips. “I just hope you understand what you’re
getting into.”

She nodded, her obvious delight pulling at
something deep inside him.

“We need to get to work,” Josh said. “You
can brief her on everything she needs to know. We created a new
identity for her for last night, got her some basics, but we need
to do the full backstop, make sure she’s airtight in case they
check her out.”

The DAs were known to investigate anyone who
associated with them, and had dug deep into his and Manny’s
backgrounds to ensure they were who they said they were when they’d
started hanging around with them. The ATF was experienced at
rock-solid backstopping. Manny and Ryan had new identities complete
with social security numbers, credit histories, even high school
transcripts, and they’d created a fake arrest record for Manny with
some misdemeanor arrests for assault and drug violations, and one
for him with arrests for possession.

“We’re thinking at first you show up with
her a few times, like you two are dating. Within the next week or
two, we’ll move her into the house to live with you.”

Jesus Christ. Ryan couldn’t look at her.
Fine. Whatever. It was business. He nodded.

“She has some ideas how she wants to play
this,” Josh continued. “So we’ll let the three of you work on
that.”

Ryan nodded again, spreading his hands flat
on the table. The suits got up and left, and Ryan knew Josh would
be working hard on the behind the scenes stuff.

When the door closed behind them, he looked
at Sera again.

“You sure about this?”

 


Ryan’s lack of confidence in her abilities
was just as annoying as their superiors’ had been two days ago when
she’d tried to convince them she could do it. Now she’d proven
herself. She’d done it, but for some reason he was being a jerk.
Like he was pissed off at her, or something. She wasn’t brainless.
She knew what she was getting into.

“I’m sure.” She met his gaze levelly across
the table.

“Look Sera or Sara or whatever your name
is.” Ryan sighed, ran a hand over his pulled-back hair. “You may
know a lot about the DAs but you have no idea what you’re getting
into here. In their world, having a chick on your arm or your
bike—a fender bunny—is just one more accessory. Women are treated
like shit. In fact…” he paused. “A lot of them are abused.
Physically. Emotionally. Most of them have a lot of problems. Low
self-esteem. Drug and alcohol abuse. You really think you can play
that role and pull it off?”

“No.”

His eyebrows rose.

“I can’t play that role. I’m not even going
to try to play an abused uh…fender bunny. I can’t do that, I know
that. But I think I can be convincing in the role I will play. If
you work with me.” She held his gaze.

He stared back at her. “How do you plan to
play it?”

“I’m going to work for you. Helping with
your parts delivery business. I need a job.” She smiled. “Since I
just lost my job at the bank for suspected embezzlement.”

Ryan’s mouth twitched. “An embezzler.
Huh.”

“That would work,” Manny said. “It would
explain both of you being out of town at the same time.”

She nodded. “So, tell me how you guys
accomplished this amazing feat of getting in with the DAs.”

Ryan glanced at Manny. “The Coyotes are a
small OMG down in Mexico. We’ve got a guy—Jackrabbit—who’s a full
patch Coyote and we set up a fictitious Coyotes chapter in Clover
City. Manny and I have been hanging out there for a few months,
getting to know people, establishing ourselves. Then we showed up
with Beck at an Angel rally wearing our colors, managed to convince
them we didn’t want to hone in on their territory.”
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