
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Boone

SHADOW OPS: BRAVO TEAM

––––––––

[image: ]


Makenna Jameison

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

––––––––

[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 by Makenna Jameison

––––––––

[image: ]


All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


About this Book


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


A GRUFF OPERATIVE MEETS his match in a feisty, covert agent...

Former Delta Force sniper Boone Langford left his Army days behind. When he takes a job with Shadow Ops: Bravo Team, he never expects a sexy, hot-tempered brunette to meet him will-for-will.

Radley Moore doesn’t trust easily. Independent and headstrong, she can’t ignore her ruggedly handsome colleague—or the sparks flying between them anytime Boone is near.

In the midst of thwarting a terror plot, Radley has troubles of her own. Her past has come back to haunt her, and this time, they won’t take no for an answer. Can she trust Boone to help stop the homegrown terror cell, keep her safe from her enemies, and not break her heart?

Boone, a standalone novel, is book one in the sizzling Shadow Ops: Bravo Team series.
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BOONE LANGFORD SHUT the door of his large pickup truck, striding across the nearly empty parking lot toward the secure building. The guards at the gate of the compound, fence surrounding the perimeter, and security cameras kept most people away, but the looming structure gleaming before him in the early morning light had drawn the attention of locals during its construction.

Locals who’d never know the truth of what went on behind closed doors.

The West Coast branch of Shadow Security was officially up and running. To the public, the company provided bodyguards and security services to various clients around the country.

And in reality?

The men on the newly-formed Shadow Ops: Bravo Team had spent more than a decade in Special Forces, all highly trained and positively lethal. Boone’s unit in Delta Force had dealt with counterterrorism, hostage rescue, and reconnaissance missions. His teammates came from similar backgrounds, all with the know-how and skills to deploy on classified missions from years of military service. They would now be running Black Ops, taking on jobs the Feds couldn’t or wouldn’t do. The founder of Shadow Security, Jett Hutchinson, ran things out of headquarters in New York. The Seattle office and Bravo Team had their own boss.

Holt Blackwell was as gruff and no-nonsense as they come. He was also extremely skilled at getting the job done, no matter the cost. Running things off the books required toeing the line. Taking risks. Jett had hired Holt after he’d retired from the military, the two men going all the way back to their early Army days.

And Boone?

He’d been brought in through other means, after assisting an old military buddy of his own on a rescue op. Leaving the pool halls to run jobs as a sniper hadn’t been on his bingo card this year, but life worked out in unexpected ways. Being on Bravo Team gave him a purpose. A new set of goals. And damn if he wasn’t ready to right some of the injustices in the world.

His boots squeaked on the freshly polished floor as he crossed the sleek lobby. The space was so new it still smelled of fresh paint. The shininess countered the darkness of the world, the grim reality of the life he’d lived in Spec Ops. But Boone was here—living, breathing, and ready to roll into action, once again taking on some of the evils of the world.

The new office building was state-of-the-art, with a modern design and the latest technology. Surrounded by wooded acres, it was secluded enough to provide the cover and necessary space for any outdoor training needed. The basement housed a gym, armory, and gun range. The main level had secure rooms for briefings and workspace and offices for the team, analysts, and IT staff. It was modeled after Shadow Security headquarters on the East Coast, and as of today, Bravo Team was a go.

Boone felt the eyes of the young, blonde receptionist on him as he walked away. He swiped his badge and pulled open the heavy door, heading into the secure area. Everyone in the building was cleared, and no one got in through the front doors without Holt and security knowing.

No one would get past the front gate either—not without the proper credentials.

Stopping by his boss’s office, Boone said hello.

Holt’s eyes narrowed. “You get the rest of the paperwork taken care of?”

“Affirmative. I even signed on the dotted line, making everything official. Job’s done and I was never there. Yadda, yadda, yadda.”

Holt remained expressionless as he continued. “We’re briefing in ten. Tell the other guys to get their asses in there. There’s a hell of a lot of shit coming our way.”

“Roger that, boss.”

Boone smirked as he moved down the hallway. Only two weeks ago he was giving Jett the key from a little side job he’d handled. Now he was officially in—the newest hire for Bravo Team. Ironic that the other fellas had been out here for months. They’d been training while the finishing touches were put into place on the new building. Evidently, Jett had his eye on Seattle for a while. He had a hunting cabin out here that he’d used as a home base for meeting with contacts on the West Coast and decided the greater Seattle area was good for expansion. Jett had purchased the land and set the entire thing into motion before he’d even begun to hire new staff.

And now Boone was here, too, ready to roll up his sleeves and get shit done.

He moved down the hall to Xaden Wilkerson’s office, knocking on the doorframe as he strode right in. Cooper Davis was beside him, and both men greeted Boone with fist bumps and slaps on the shoulder.

“Good to see you, man!” Cooper said. “Bout time you blew into town.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Boone said with a grin. “Had some side jobs to take care of before making things official here.”

“Side jobs or side pieces?” Xaden smirked.

“Now that would imply I had a woman, wouldn’t it?” Boone retorted. “Can’t exactly have a side piece without a girl of my own—not that I’d cheat.”

Cooper shook his head. “Maybe not, but I’m sure you were breaking hearts all over DC.”

Boone smirked. “Far from it.”

“I heard Gage got into some good trouble over the weekend,” Cooper said with a chuckle, referring to Gage Stratton, another man on their team. “There was a pretty little brunette he met at a bar in the city. Just about broke his heart when she flew back East after a few days of fun.”

Boone snorted. “I give it a week tops before he finds a new love interest.”

“Who said anything about love?” Gage asked, appearing in the doorway. “More like lust, and damn. That girl was wild in bed. Just about killed me to put her on a plane home last night. And hell yes, I heard you assholes from all the way down the hall talking about me.”

“Guilty as charged,” Cooper said, not looking upset in the least. “We’re just living vicariously through you, bud.”

“Sounds about right,” Gage smirked. “When was the last time you saw any action, Cooper?”

The easy grin that spread across Cooper’s face had made plenty of women fall for the big, muscular guy over the years. He was never short of female attention anytime Boone had been out with the guys. All beef and brawn, Cooper somehow knew exactly how to sweet talk the ladies. “A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell,” Cooper said smoothly.

“Don’t see any gentlemen here,” Xaden razzed.

“You’re just still pissed about your break-up last year,” Cooper said.

“Damn straight. She just about put me off relationships for-fucking-ever. It’s unlike me to get tangled up with a woman anyway. Somehow that one got under my skin, but it won’t happen again. It’s strictly hot, meaningless sex for me from now on,” Xaden declared.

“Classy,” Boone retorted. He didn’t know the details of their fallout but sensed Xaden was more bark than bite when it came to his ex. “Where’s Knox?” Boone asked. “I figured he’d be here already.”

“And you’d be right,” Gage told him. “He’s already down in the gym.”

“Boss said we’re meeting in ten,” Boone pointed out.

“He knows. Knox is meticulous in everything he does. He wasn’t exactly going to skip a workout just because it’s your first day on Bravo Team.”

Boone crossed his arms, eyeing the other men. “Sounds about right. Guess I missed out with joining up so late. Just because I saw you fellas every so often since leaving the service doesn’t mean I should’ve skipped all the teambuilding shit.”

“Nah. Sounds like you were useful to Jett from what I hear,” Xaden said.

Boone eyed him, and a silent exchange passed between the two men. Of all the guys on the team, he and Xaden were probably the most alike. They kept their personal lives to themselves and didn’t mind working alone. As a sniper, Boone was used to watching over the team from afar. He’d be perched high above with an eagle’s eye view while they stormed buildings and shit.

And Xaden?

He didn’t let anyone get too close. Another reason they’d all been surprised he had a woman a year ago. Boone was certain there was a story there, and he was also damn certain he’d never hear it. Despite being more than content to razz the other guys on the team, stirring up trouble, Xaden enjoyed his privacy—a fact Boone could respect.

Gage crossed his arms, still standing in the doorway, and lifted his eyebrows. “What have you been up to? Sniper stuff?”

“Something like that,” Boone confirmed.

Gage grinned. “You’ve always been a crack shot. Guessing it didn’t go well for the other guy.”

Boone pressed his lips together, giving his old friend a subtle nod. He’d helped out on several jobs since reconnecting with his former military buddies, knowing he could never turn down his expertise to someone who needed it. Did guys like him ever really leave the game? Hard to say. Just because Boone had separated from the military years ago didn’t mean the will to serve and protect wasn’t still in his blood.

He’d been coasting along since leaving the Army, not completely fitting in to civilian life. Most guys didn’t walk into a building, their gaze sweeping their surroundings and assessing every exit, before settling in. And he never truly relaxed—not when Boone knew what it was like to have men after him, who’d kill without thought, taking his life and those of every innocent person around him.

It felt good to be back, surrounded by brothers. They’d seen the same hellish wars and third-world countries as him. They were alert and aware of their surroundings to a fault. No one would ever question his actions when he was with them. Boone would be living life with a clear purpose and mission once more. That settled him in a way that was surprising, because he’d barely gotten his boots wet so far.

A soft, feminine voice drifting in from the hallway had Boone glancing to the door of Xaden’s office, and a pretty brunette passed by, making his heart stutter. He barely got a glimpse of her, just silky, flowing hair and an outline of womanly curves in the tight, black outfit she wore. His hands itched to reach for her, stopping the mysterious woman for a closer look. Because hell—she made his entire body stand up and take notice.

Holt’s voice came through the doorway next, and Boone realized he was escorting the woman out. They were speaking in hushed tones, and Boone’s interest piqued. That wasn’t the only thing rising to attention. His cock twitched as the mystery woman paused for a moment to look back at Holt, and Boone took in the swell of her breasts, slender column of her neck, and perfect pink lips. Shit. It almost felt like he’d been struck with a damn arrow.

It wasn’t like Boone to instantly lust after a woman, but hell, she was a looker. Feminine and sexy and somehow faintly sweet, all rolled up into one package. It was the slight hesitation in her movement, he realized. Holt was a gruff, harsh man. She seemed to be holding her own, but in that moment, Boone noticed a slight pause in her speech.

She recovered quickly, and they continued down the hall, the woman waltzing right out of his life. Pity. He could’ve gotten on board with her joining the morning’s briefing. He wondered who she was and if he’d see her again. It’d be a damn shame if he didn’t.

The door snicked shut behind them as they moved into the lobby, a clear indication of her departure, and Boone’s head snapped back to his teammates. Xaden had noticed his interest, a smirk on his face, but he was uncharacteristically quiet. “Let’s roll, boys,” he finally said, standing up from his desk. “We’ve got a briefing to get to. Welcome aboard, Boone.”
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RADLEY MOORE ENTERED the numerical code into the keypad lock, opening her front door, and breathed a sigh of relief as she stepped inside. She never would’ve expected to get tangled up in her own troubles again, but here she was—watching her back just after she’d bought her first place in Seattle and taken a new, full-time position with Shadow Security.

The anonymous texts she’d gotten earlier were vague, but she’d show them to the boss man. The last thing she needed were threats to her affecting the men she’d be working with. At the moment? She wanted a few minutes to decompress and soothe her frayed nerves.

Crossing the sleek foyer of her luxury condo, she dropped her leather backpack onto the table, running a hand through her long, dark hair, and unzipped her heeled, black boots. She breezed into the kitchen to grab a bottle of water. Stainless steel appliances and granite countertops gleamed before her, and a brief smile crossed her face. She’d worked her ass off over the years to save up for her first home, and she’d done it—made a hefty down payment, taken out a mortgage, and moved in.

She took another swig of water and let her eyes sweep over the space, taking in the fancy coffee maker, toaster oven, and other small appliances lining the counters. Everything was brand new, and in a sense, it felt like this was also a new start for her—a second lease on life. While she hadn’t imagined herself ending up in the Pacific Northwest, here she was.

Home sweet home.

Except Radley wasn’t safe here either.

She briefly looked up to the ceiling, the frustration and pain from previous years nearly overwhelming her. She’d made it this far and wouldn’t ever go down without fighting. No one would snatch away her hard-won success or freedom.

And blaming her for the wrongdoings of others? That was also a hell no.

Irritation roiled through her at the texts she’d received. Nothing like dredging up the past to heap a steaming pile of bad memories on her.

After separating from the government, Radley had been taking freelance jobs with her sister from their vast network of contacts. They’d had a number of successful years working together, except Riley was happy in Oahu now. Radley could hear the excitement in her sister’s voice every time they spoke. The job she was working was big, but the other changes coming were even bigger. Her sister was clearly in love with the man she was seeing—Sawyer “Saint” Collins. Riley and Sawyer were almost like two magnets drawn together. They were total opposites upon first glance, but once they were flipped around? Nothing would separate them.

It was tough to know her sister wouldn’t be back, but it had also given Radley the encouragement she needed to take a leap of her own. She’d met Shadow Security founder Jett Hutchinson years ago while serving overseas, gathering intelligence in the Middle East. At the time, Jett’s Delta Force team had worked in a joint operation with Radley and her colleagues, tracking down a high-value target, or HVT, and bringing him to justice. It was quite a small world to reconnect with Jett all these years later, half a world away. He’d introduced her to Holt Blackwell, and that was that. Radley was now working out of Seattle with the Shadow Ops: Bravo Team.

Radley and her sister were both former government operatives. They’d run assets, collected intelligence, and spent a substantial amount of time overseas. It had been good—until it hadn’t. Radley had been burned by a colleague and needed to fly back to the States ASAP to get out of danger. Riley had been livid, departing with Radley under the cover of night.

She still recalled their conversation years ago, after they were safely back in the States, the fallout from the betrayal making Radley’s future crumble right before her eyes.

“And what would we do if we quit the agency?” Radley asked in a hushed tone, anger coursing through her bloodstream.

Riley’s eyes flashed, reflecting her own feelings of anger. “We start freelancing. Taking side jobs. Doing our own thing, making our own rules.”

A feeling of resolve washed over Radley. Warm. Sure. Steady. Confidence bloomed in her chest. She and Riley were equipped to complete ops in a way most others never would be. They had training others could only dream of. Skills. Knowledge. Connections.

They’d take on jobs themselves—and they’d bring in the man who’d wronged her.

Reality crashed back into her. While the man who’d betrayed her was in jail, Radley was still being targeted. Watched. Likely by her attacker’s friends. This was hardly how she’d planned to start her new job, but that was neither here nor there. The irony of the Shadow Ops team working covert ops wasn’t lost on her. Maybe the man taunting her thought she really was with a regular security firm. He might assume her coworkers had some beef and brawn but no cloak and dagger skills.

And that was where he was dead wrong.

She’d find out who was taunting her and end him as well, wrapping up her past with a neat little bow. Onward and upward.

Glancing around the kitchen, she moved back into the foyer to grab her leather backpack, retrieving her cell phone. It was a shit way to start her new job, but that couldn’t be helped. Radley quickly swiped the screen and shot off a text to Holt.

Radley: Bad news, boss. My past may already be causing some problems.

Radley: I had a tail today.

His reply was immediate, as brusque and down-to-business as his personality.

Holt: Any idea who it is?

Radley: I’m working on it. I received several texts from someone who knows exactly where I’ve been every day this week.

Holt: God damn it. It’s always something with these assholes.

Holt: Forward the texts to IT. Are you still a go for your first assignment?

Radley: Affirmative. Consider it done.

Holt: I’ll send one of the guys to meet you there.

She bristled. Radley didn’t need protection, and she certainly didn’t need a man to be the one providing it. She was highly trained, just like the former Special Ops soldiers she’d be working with. While it was true they had different skill sets, she wasn’t charging in to an enemy compound in Afghanistan with RPGs being launched at her. She’d be on the outskirts of Seattle, safe on U.S. soil. She’d be on a scouting mission, not storming a terrorist cell compound alone.


Radley: That’s unnecessary.



He didn’t respond, and she silently fumed. It wasn’t a great idea to start off on the wrong foot by arguing with the boss, but damn. Radley could handle herself just fine.

“Argh!” she finally cried out, frustrated.

While she hadn’t met the team yet, she’d passed by them on her rush out earlier. She’d had barely a second to ascertain that they were all big, muscular men. Of course they were. They were former Delta Force soldiers. While she hadn’t worked with these guys in particular, she knew the type. Jett and his old teammates had been excellent to collaborate with in the Middle East. They’d relied on her analytic skill set and clandestine gathering of intelligence just as much as her team had relied on their strength and firepower.

While Radley might not be a former soldier, she was highly trained by the U.S. government. She could evade detection, handle weapons, drive defensively, run assets, along with a whole host of skills that were unnecessary in most other walks of life.

If Holt didn’t realize Radley could hold her own on a simple reconnaissance mission, then why the hell had he hired her?

Shaking her head as she scrolled through her contacts, she clicked on Riley’s name. Hawaii was two hours behind Pacific Standard Time. Hopefully she’d catch Riley before she headed to her job as a waitress—her undercover job, at that. Riley was working on her own classified assignment in Oahu.

The phone rang, and then her sister’s voice was on the line, instantly brightening her mood “Hi! How’d it go today?” Riley immediately asked.

A slow grin spread across Radley’s face. “Good, actually. I thought I’d be nervous officially signing on the dotted line, but it felt like the step I needed.”

“It’ll work out. Jett handpicked all the guys himself. I never had any qualms about working with Jett or his men overseas when they were still in the Army.”

“Me either,” Radley told her. “Too bad I couldn’t say the same about our own colleagues,” she added darkly.

“Fuck David Schultz and the Humvee he rode in on,” Riley said, causing Radley to chuckle.

“At least he’s rotting away in jail now,” Radley conceded. “How are things in sunny Honolulu? And how’s lover boy?” she teased.

“We’re definitely not lovers,” Riley retorted.

“Uh-huh. I don’t believe that for a minute. Think you’ll head back to Seattle when it’s over?” Radley asked lightly. The answer to that was a big fat no, but it wouldn’t kill Riley to admit she was staying in Hawaii. Permanently. Her sister had fallen for the Navy SEAL she was working with. Convenient, that. While Radley wouldn’t normally advise mixing work with play, it had worked out in this case.

There was silence on the other end of the line. “I’m not sure,” Riley finally told her.

“Uh-huh. And why is that?” Radley sassed. Her lips quirked as she crossed back into the kitchen, grabbing the bottle of water she’d left there earlier.

“Lover boy,” Riley admitted.

Radley laughed, practically feeling gleeful. “Exactly. Although from what you’ve told me about Sawyer, I highly doubt he’d ever want to be called lover boy. I’m happy you’re happy,” she admitted. “And hey, you’re welcome to stay here if you want to come visit. Although who’d want to trade sunny Hawaii for gloomy Seattle?”

“Trade it? Not a chance. But coming to see you is always a yes.”

“Just name the day,” Radley said. “I’ll get the guest room all set up. I can’t believe I’m officially a homeowner now—well, a condo owner, at any rate.”

“A condo is a home. And yours is in a luxury building, nonetheless. It looked amazing in the pictures you sent. You’re living the high life now,” Riley teased.

“Something like that. You’re the one with a man, but hey—I’m perfectly happy to stay single. Forever.”

She could almost picture her sister rolling her eyes. “You say that now, sure, but we both know you’re going to meet the right guy and—bam. Fireworks. Explosions.”

“That’ll probably just be me blowing his shit up when I’m mad,” Radley said dryly.

“You’ve always had a quick temper,” Riley said with a laugh. “But no, Rad, even you are going to fall head over high heels for a man eventually. He’ll probably need to have a gruff, take-no-shit kind of personality to put up with your temper, but his big dick will make it worth it.”

Radley nearly choked on her water.

“You okay there, sis?” Riley teased.

“I’m fine. And damn. I’ll admit my vibrator isn’t the same as the real deal, but it also doesn’t expect me to cook it dinner every night.” She was grinning now, just getting into her element. She missed her sister, she realized. They’d lived together for several years after leaving the government, and it wasn’t the same having to pick up the phone any time she wanted to talk.

“Speaking of dinner, I’ve got to head into work soon. Gotta get there before the dinner crowd and all that jazz.”

“Gotcha. One more thing before you go,” Radley said, frowning. “You haven’t gotten any weird texts lately, have you?”

“I’m guessing you don’t mean from Sawyer,” Riley said, suddenly all business. “What’s going on?”

“I’m not sure, but I think someone has been following me the past week in Seattle. Either that or they’re tracking my phone or vehicle. I got some texts this afternoon, and whoever sent them knew every move I’ve made over the past few days.”

“That’s creepy. Did they threaten you?” Riley asked, her voice filled with tension.

“They claimed they were going to expose some wrongdoings I’d committed. It was pretty fucking vague, to be honest, but I don’t like that I’m being watched.”

“Me either. Think it’s related to Schultz?”

“Most likely, although we’ve been in our fair share of shit over the years, so it could be something else. We weren’t exactly making new friends helping to bring in terrorists overseas,” Radley said.

“And that dickbag exposed you. Be careful,” Riley said.

Radley’s thoughts churned. When the bastard who’d assaulted her had realized she was going to the higher-ups, he’d leaked her name. Ruined her cover. She’d fled the country with her sister, but her photo was still out there. And clearly, someone was watching her. It fucking sucked to realize she not only had to worry about danger from the evil men they’d tracked overseas but also from evil men in her own country—from within her former agency. Just because Schultz was locked up didn’t mean others weren’t involved in the cover-up.

“Did you hear me?” Riley asked. “I said to be careful.”

“Always. It was disturbing to realize my movements are being tracked. I’ve barely gotten settled here in Seattle.”

“Maybe someone from the agency wants to offer you your old job back.”

“Ha. Unlikely, and not that I’d ever return.”

“What’s your new boss say?”

“Holt wants me to forward the messages to the guys in IT. I’ll probably have to loop in Bravo Team as well. The newest guy just came on board today. They’re doing their own teambuilding session, but we have an all-hands soon. I’ll officially meet everyone then.”
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