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      The Ghost Team is faced with one of their biggest challenges to date, find whoever has targeted not only the Nelson brothers’ sister, but a group of her coworkers. Each member has been tasked with protecting one of the girls, while the only woman on their team, Montana, attempts to infiltrate the club where the women work to gain knowledge from the manager.

      When Rex first meets Alynda, he’s immediately captivated by the exotic dancer, and once he explains the situation, she’s more than happy to go with him to the safe house being provided to them by the Rebel Guardians MC. He doesn’t expect to have a teen tagging along, or for Alynda to completely bewitch him to the point he’s feeling out of sorts.

      Alynda’s life growing up has been anything but a barrel of laughs, but she’s determined to move beyond her less than stellar beginnings, and dancing is how she’s going to achieve that goal. When she finds herself in the middle of nowhere, with a group of people determined to keep not only her but a teenager named Tito safe, she finds herself fitting in despite their obvious differences.

      Mayhem, secrets, and a few shenanigans won’t keep Rex from his goal which is to ensure Alynda lives to breathe another day. Come along and visit some old friends in Corinth, Texas, as the Ghost Team works to solve its latest case.

      
        
        ***Suitable for ages 18+ due to adult language, content, and situations***
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      As an FYI, we want to make it clear that the books in this series are not like most in that they don’t fall in chronological order. Instead, the events happening in this, and the subsequent books of this series will be happening at the same time/in the same time frame. Hopefully, that will alleviate any confusion!

      

      Darlene & Liberty

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Alynda

      

      

      Dancing and stripping at Tease isn’t the career of my dreams, and it definitely wasn’t a goal of mine as a young girl who yearned for big things in her future. But that of a woman who does whatever she needs to in order to survive and put herself through school. Taking off my clothes in front of a bunch of overly grown boys was intimidating at first, but the more time I spend performing on stage, the easier the job becomes.

      Maybe it’s because the lights are so bright that all I really see are shadows in the audience, or maybe it’s because I mentally go somewhere else in my mind every single time my heels hit that wooden stage. Who knows? I just know that I like to eat and want to have a roof over my head that isn’t anywhere near my family of origin.

      I don’t want to end up like my parents, residing in a broken-down RV that sits in the middle of a dirt, flowerless field. The floors are caving in, and the front door is held shut by a bungee cord. The bathroom has a shower curtain for a door, giving the person bathing a total lack of privacy. I can’t count on my hands how many times I’ve been washing away the day's dirt and grime from my skin and my younger brother walks in all nonchalant like and relieves himself. What makes that even worse is the little jerk flushes which, of course, causes the water to go icy cold before shifting and becoming hotter than Hell.

      Which is the reason I’m currently couch surfing, jumping from one friend to another trying not to wear out my welcome at any one place so I’ll be welcomed back later. My brother, Alec, is a seventeen-year-old punk. He’s gained the reputation for being a pill-popping thug and distributor. Tragically and sadly, his life is on a downward spiral, and my parents seem content to let him do his thing while they do theirs. He began selling drugs at the tender age of fourteen years old; therefore, my parents’ place now has a revolving door with people of questionable repute strolling in at all hours of the day and night.

      I can’t be there. Not only because of the narcotics that are stored in his room, but because I feel as if I am in danger with each junkie that comes to purchase his or her bag of tricks. I may have men and possibly some women leering at me while I’m on stage, but I get paid for that. The skeevy creeps that have done it when they come into my parents’ house make my body practically break out in hives.

      Sadly, the cretins, who’d invaded my living space gave off vibes that let me know they wouldn't take “no” for an answer. Since it’s always going to be my choice who I wish to be physically intimate with, I had to go. No fucking way was I putting my safety in the hands of my family, who don’t give a rat’s ass about me.

      My first paycheck went toward the purchase of a junker car. I needed wheels to get me to and from work. Granted, it’s not the prettiest thing in the world, but it’s mechanically sound and that’s all that matters when push comes to shove. Walking down the roads and alleyways to get to your destination late at night is dangerous for a single woman such as myself.

      Especially these days, when women of all ages, races, hair color, and size types, have come up missing without anyone being the wiser for days after their abrupt and sudden disappearance. Vanishing without a trace, most presumed to have been plucked right off the streets and sold to the highest bidder… that’s the rumor anyhow. I refuse to become another tragic statistic who makes the headlines on the nightly news, either because my dead body has been found in an overgrown ditch, or because I was trafficked and found years later, emaciated, drug-addicted, and chained to a bed while others use me in a heinous and most-unwelcome manner.

      Therefore, I have my concealed handgun license and can shoot a fly off a fence post with one eye closed. Hopefully, it never comes to that, but should push comes to shove, I will never hesitate to defend myself or anyone I care about and I sure as hell won’t worry about what I may or may not do to someone with my abilities. Nope. If you think you’re going to put a hurting on me, you’re going to find yourself staring at Ruby, my candy apple colored Glock with a black rubber handle in case my palm sweats.

      While I am serious about my safety, my girl is definitely pretty as far as pistols go. Once I decided what I was getting, I sent it to a company and had it glittered up and Ruby, my sidekick’s name, lasered across the glide of the barrel. Figured it was a good idea for folks to know who was shooting at them if it ever came to that, y’know? I may have only gotten her for protection, and if a day comes that I have to use her against an imminent threat, I hope I don’t freeze up, and can follow through with pulling the trigger.

      Cowgirl’s song wraps up which tells me I’m about to be introduced by the club’s emcee. My resolve sets in, my head held high, and my shoulders straightening as I remind myself why it is I’m doing this. To get myself far away and out of this town, make a future for myself someplace that’s not this shithole, and not become anything like the man and woman who brought me into this world.

      White trash is not a label I want to carry with me until I’m old and gray. The sad thing is, I have the reputation without the activity simply because of who I’m related to. Isn’t that just a huge bucket of soured lemons to suck? I mean, in high school, I was so excited to be asked out only to either be stood up or in two cases, I had my dates drop me off on the side of the road when I wouldn’t put out for them. Fucking assholes. All of them. While I’m doing all I can for me, I honestly would love to be able to rub it in all of their faces when I achieve what I’ve set my mind on.

      After I hear my stage name called out, then hear Kid Rock’s voice belt out his first tune, I dance my way out and onto the glossy stage that’s riddled with glitter from the women who have entertained the clientele before me. My choreography has me gyrating my hips to the beat as I leave the side curtains and become visible to my anxiously awaiting audience. The loud whistles and lewd comments would normally induce shame in me, but seeing as this is a nightly occurrence, I’ve become immune to it.

      My stage name is the persona I play, it’s not the real me. No one here gets that from me, except a few of the girls I’ve grown close to over time. Everyone else gets Diamond, my disguise, the ballsy, independent, take-no-shit woman that I’ve worked hard to create.

      When I hit center stage, I strike a dramatic pose before lowering myself to the floor and crawling like a damn dog toward the front line of tables. Slinking and gyrating so that every twitch of my hips sends off a sensual message as my breasts sway. Even though my tits are still encompassed in my sequined bralette, this move gets the men’s attention. All I care about is that their wallets are ready to be pulled from their pockets and opened while they toss green bills my way… the larger the currency, the better I say.

      The only silver lining when it comes to Tease, is that it’s designed for wealthy men… high rollers who have nothing better to do with their funds than toss them at a topless woman’s feet. So those pieces of green paper that float onto the stage are usually tens, twenties, fifties, and higher in denomination. None of these men has probably held anything lower than a ten dollar bill since they were a small child. Hell, tens are actually, somewhat, rare, but they do happen from time to time, usually from those visiting from out of town.

      Honestly, though, I feel sorry for the women and children of these sex addicted men. You know they’re eagerly waiting for their husbands and fathers to make it home for the evening and to pay them attention, yet instead of going home as they should, they’re here eating wings or burgers and drinking their top shelf whiskey, vodka, and bourbon. I’m sure these men all lie and say they're working late at their cushy offices.

      Typical excuse. They're either here tossing away the family’s money or spanking their secretaries at the office. Men are dawgs, they should be the ones up here on their hands and knees, crawling up and down this wooden platform to the beat of music. I hate that I’ve become so damn cynical at such a young age, but that’s what having parents like mine has done to me.

      As the music continues, I dance by rote, moving and gyrating to the beat that I choreographed while my mind escapes my current reality by going into my make-believe world. Here there are no struggles, no fears, and no salivating customers. I become the heroine in my own romance story. Mr. Right is tall, dark, and handsome. A man who worships the very ground I walk on and drapes me in love and adoration. We live on a seaside beach, spending all of our free time frolicking in the sand and swimming in the ocean. In this imaginative place, my life is perfect, filled with love, laughter, friends, and family.

      With my performance memorized, it’s all muscle memory and I don’t need to be here mentally in order to remember each step or when I’m supposed to remove my shiny, jeweled top. It’s instinctive. When the last note plays, I suspend my movement and stand still where I am. The clapping of hands awakens me from my hiding, and I bend over, swiping up the spread out cash. It goes from one side to the other, a large separation which has me scurrying to get it all up before Persuasion makes her entrance. Just as I lean down to grab the last bill, the hairs on the nape of my neck stand on end.

      I’m used to men ogling at me, viewing me as nothing more than a sex object—a living, breathing, blow-up doll. However, this feels different. Almost as if I’m being stalked by an invisible predator. My eyes lift up and between my slanted eyes I begin scanning the crowd, looking for the person who has my heart rapidly beating. I know that even if this individual exists, and it’s not all imaginary, I’ll never be able to pinpoint where the danger lies. The house is packed tonight; there are men standing sporadically throughout the main floor and leaning back against the surrounding walls.

      I swallow my fear and make my way to the confinement of the galley. As my heels carry me down the dim hallway and back toward the dressing rooms, a cold sweat breaks out on my skin causing a shiver of forbode to travel up and down my spine. I remember one of the old ladies in our neighborhood that used to say someone was walking over your grave when you felt like that. Shaking off those memories, I continue toward my locker.

      Whatever it is, whoever it is, I know that by the end of the night, my life is going to change forever. Call it intuition, or even a sixth sense, but I know that once I leave for the evening, I’ll never return.

      The golden question is, is this a good thing or a bad thing? It’s like the owl on a tootsie pop commercial, the world may never know.

      
        
        Rex

      

      

      The call from Silas tonight, as well as the confidential email he sent my way, has me once again sitting behind the wheel of my truck and on the road. My mission, save the damsel in distress. I’m really getting sick and tired of these lowlife motherfuckers making lists targeting people. This contract for women makes my stomach violently turn. Kidnapping and selling women to the highest bidder is a cowardly act. Hell, kidnapping and selling anyone is beyond reprehensible as far as I’m concerned. Too many kids and women have gone missing these past years and it needs to stop.

      All of these sick individuals need to be taken out permanently. The reaper should’ve ended their lives and claimed them long ago. The only highlight of this assignment is that I’ll be heading to Corinth to spend some time with Braxton and his ragtag crew. It sucks for me that my bike is in the shop getting some repairs and I can’t use the time in their company driving on two wheels instead of riding the tarmac on four. Idly, I wonder if there’s a motorcycle I can possibly borrow from their stash while keeping a low profile there because I’m in major need of some wind therapy. We’ve been chasing these assholes, always seeming to be one step behind, which is driving Jonas and Raven crazy. Silas, too, if I’m being brutally honest, because that man hates when the bad guys seemingly elude us.

      It shocked me when I read the packet and discovered that Braxton offered up the use of one of his club’s many condos as a safe house. They are a family-oriented motorcycle club, they thrive on keeping their women and children safe. This is a dangerous situation; I nearly want to find another place to hide out. But when I give it a second thought, I know that he’d have Bandit locate me and then he and his men would come and track me down anyway. They’re good men; many have a military background like those of us under Silas’ command, they just don’t take out the trash in the same manner as we do. Not that they can’t, they’re more than capable of doing so and I’m sure there are tales they’ve never told. They just don’t, which is fine by me. I have no problems ridding this world of the absolute scum of the Earth, that’s for damn sure. As the old saying goes, there’s room enough for everyone and everyone has their place. I’m impressed by what Braxton and his club have built in the formerly defunct town. They’ve brought new life to Corinth, putting in new businesses so that the townspeople have jobs they don’t have to drive forever to get to, while ensuring that those they love and care about are safe and protected.

      As I pull into the parking lot of Tease, I’m annoyed with the fact that there isn’t a parking space near the club itself. Every slot is taken, filled with a vehicle, which means I’ll be parking down the street. Fucking lovely, my truck is new and has a lot of extra amenities, making it a prime target for a car thief or a junkie looking for something shiny to trade for a fix.

      I finally locate a space large enough to fit my jacked-up Chevy truck and parallel park it. Looking around, I see Tito, a young boy who I’ve used as an informant a time or two. Deciding to use him as my eyes, I call him over. He does that cocky bounce walk thing he does as he makes his way across the street.

      “Yo, Rex, what’s shakin’, my man?” he asks, sticking out his hand. He’s a street kid, wise in the ways of things that someone his age should have no formative knowledge of, but his slight stature and young age also mean that he’s able to get intel that others might not be able or privy to. People tend to ignore him since he’s so small, which has been extremely beneficial to me many times over. He’s able to hear things he shouldn’t without being seen and can slip into and out of places with no one being any the wiser.

      I grab his hand and shake it before releasing it and stealthily wipe his sweat from my palm. I use my jeans as a towel since I’ve already locked up the truck and have the security system enabled. “Wanna earn yourself a hundred dollar bill, Tito?”

      “Depends, Rex. What’cha want me to do in order to earn the dough?” he queries, his eyes constantly checking his surroundings even as he’s talking to me.

      “Keep an eye on my truck and make sure no one tries to take it for a joyride,” I inform him.

      “How long are we talking here, Rex? My time is valuable,” Tito states as he puffs out his chest like he’s royalty or some shit.

      “Not sure, Tito. But if it ends up being longer than an hour, I’ll match that for every one that follows.”

      “You’re giving me a hundred bucks per hour to guard your truck? Why? What’s so special about this scrap of metal?” Tito’s eyes widen as he begins to calculate a way to keep me gone longer than I expect to be.

      “There’s nothing particularly special about my truck, other than it’s mine, and my property means something to me. If you keep everyone away and it’s in the same shape and condition as it is now when I come back, I’ll give you a bonus,” I bargain with him. “What do you say?”

      “Yeah. I gotchu man, you know I’ve always got your back, Rex.”

      “As long as there’s a little something-something in it for you that is,” I joke with him.

      “A man’s gotta eat, Rex,” he rebuts with a hint of humor laced in his voice. “Bologna and bread only goes so far on an empty stomach, y’know?”

      “I thought a man of your stature would at least have some Ramen noodles tucked away in their pantry, Tito.” I raise my brows, needling him and enjoying the bantering going on between the two of us. We always fuck around like this, it’s our thing.

      “That shit ain’t nothing but starch in a foam container… gotta watch my figure for the ladies,” Tito says, wiggling his eyebrows up and down while rubbing his hand up and down his prepubescent pouch.

      “Don’t worry, Tito, you’ll grow into your arms one day. Ya know, when you grow pubic hair.”

      “Aww, man, don’t be like that.” Tito begins scanning our surroundings again, making sure none of his street cred is being tarnished or ruined.

      We jab back and forth for a few more minutes before I make my escape, satisfied that my truck won’t be tampered with or jacked. Tito is serious when it comes to making money. Especially the amount I’m offering him. I make a mental note to have Jonas or maybe Raven check into his current living situation. Last I knew, he was with an elderly aunt who was living on government assistance, because his parents are lost to the penal system. He isn’t a bad kid, per se. He doesn’t do drugs or steal, and has resisted the lure of the local street gangs, so if there’s a way we can maybe help him out, I’m all for it. Done with my humanitarian thoughts for the day, I proceed toward the club.

      The hassle of getting through the front doors, paying my entrance fee, and fighting the shoulder-to-shoulder crowd grates on my nerves and makes my jaw sore from all of the clenching and twitching. At the rate I’m going, I’ll need an appointment with a dentist to fix my impending cracked molars. I finally settle myself against the wall closest to the stage. I’m in the shadows, no lighting shines in this part of the room. Normally, I try to blend in with the masses, but tonight, I want to be completely incognito. I pull the picture of my current assignment out of my front inner pocket and make a mental note that her appearance may change slightly once she appears on stage in her disguise. A wig, clown-like makeup, a camouflage; anything is possible in this day and age. I note several other members of the Ghost Team here; present and accounted for. They must have been given their assignments for other dancers as well. A slight lift of my chin is all I give to indicate I’m aware that they’re around, receiving the same form of recognition back.

      The dancer on stage ends her act and the woman who comes on next has my full blown attention. Even with the tacky outfit and ratty, fake hair, she’s a stunner. Enough so that my dick takes notice and begins to rise behind my zipper, which somewhat astounds me as I typically have more control than that, especially in a strip club where naked women are pretty much a dime a dozen around every corner you turn.

      Jesus fucking Christ, her opening move has me wanting to stalk to the stage, throw her over my shoulder like some kind of caveman, then leave with her in tow. How the hell does Silas expect me to keep my hands off of her delectable body? I’m not a fucking saint for fuck’s sake.

      A lustful groan escapes me as she bends down on her hands and knees and seductively crawls toward the men who are seated front and center. Throughout her routine, I adjust myself in my tightened jeans frequently. I swear the fabric wasn’t this tight when I left my house earlier this evening. This is going to be the longest job of my life.

      When she wraps things up and begins snatching her money from the ground, I pause as her eyes snap up and she begins surreptitiously looking around the crowd. Does she feel my manifested desire? The way I want to toss her over my shoulder, take her out to my truck and ravish her? How I haven’t taken my eyes off of her undulating body? Or is this a thing she does after each performance? Either way, it doesn't matter. If there’s someone here she fears, that will be abated as soon as I whisk her away from here.

      I printed out the prevalent documentation I thought I’d need from Silas’ email before leaving my home. Something in my gut told me she’d need visual proof before willingly fleeing with a virtual stranger. I bribe my way through the security detail guarding the door leading to the back. A few hundred here, a few hundred there, and I am finally permitted to breach the secured area. Handing out the money is no skin off my back. I’ll file it all under my reimbursement log that I’ll turn into Silas once the job is completed. He’ll probably grumble, piss and moan as he cuts me the check, but he did say by whatever means necessary so if tossing a few Benjamins around helps, that’s what I’ll do.

      Now, I need to track down Diamond, aka Alynda Allen, and convince her it’s in her best interest to trust me and leave this fine establishment with me. Here’s to hoping she has good instincts and has a preference for self-preservation. No need for her to be a sacrificial lamb, that’s gonna be Montana’s job. As soon as I get Alynda out of here, Montana will step into her place and take over her dancing slots.

      I hope this Alynda chick has a backbone and nerves of steel.

      She’s gonna need it to get through this hard conversation we’ll be having shortly.

      Very shortly as a matter of fact.
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