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Prologue

Samantha was very excited. She was smiling so much that her
cheeks actually hurt. She giggled to herself as she hurried to the
commuter bus in downtown Dallas. Alex was going to be thrilled with
the news. This had been the job opportunity she had been waiting for.
Plus, now that Alex was back from lIraq for good, they could really
discuss the attraction they shared that night four years ago and how
they spent the last two weeks in bed together. Her insides quivered
with the recollection. Alex was handsome, strong, and in great
physical condition. He was a marine, who served his country and
risked his life to save the innocent victims of war. Sure he had some
scars that he would always bear, but he was her hero, her best friend,
and perhaps her future.

She climbed aboard the commuter bus and debated about calling
him. It was bad enough she hadn’t told him about the interview or her
plans to head to New York and for him to join her as her roommate.
Roommate, with benefits, of course. She felt herself blush and
glanced around her as if the other passengers could read her thoughts.

An older man winked at her, and she shyly turned away. Sam had
always been told how attractive she was, but she hardly paid attention.
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Alex teased her often about her being oblivious. She never suffered in
the dating department. She rarely stayed home on a Friday night
alone, and now that Alex was back in her life again, things could only
get better.

She smiled to herself as she thought about him more and more.
His dirty blond hair that he was beginning to grow out, now hugged
his shoulders. The sparkling blue eyes and the intense way that he
looked at her lately made her body warm with need. Once again that
silly, giddy schoolgirl with a crush on the hot-jock-turned-soldier was
inching its way through her body. It seemed she had it bad.

She waited anxiously, anticipating Alex’s response to her proposal
of “Come with me to New York and be my roommate. | want you.”

She closed her eyes and held the emotion she felt inside. Alex was
her world.

* k%

The bus stopped two blocks before his apartment. She lived one
floor above him in the same apartment building. She recalled nights
when he would get home late, and she could hear the giggling of
some bimbo he brought home to ease his needs. Often she wondered
why he didn’t make a move on her. He knew she liked him, and she
was confident that he liked her, too. But when she finally had enough
nerve to ask him, he simply said, “You’re too special to me.” That
statement made her like him even more. Then, of course, two months
later and a week before he was going to leave for active duty, they
had a few too many beers, split a pizza, and started fooling around.
One thing led to another, and they had sex most of the night. As a
matter of fact, they had sex often for the remainder of time before he
left for war. When he finally returned after two tours, he was
different, but when he held her she felt that he was beginning to need
her as much as she needed him. Alex was her best friend, her lover,
and now, hopefully, roommate.
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Although he seemed a bit down the last few days, last night he
was in a great mood. They laughed and talked about the past and all
their fond memories of growing up together, as well as his cousins
and friends in the pack he was part of. She accepted the fact that he
wasn’t completely human, and she accepted him with all the faults he
seemed to think he had. She cared about him and his family so much.
Especially Alex’s brother, Ted. Her family, her father, and her friends
were good friends with lots of weres. But her father hadn’t wanted her
involved with Alex. He never explained why. He just forbade her
from being more than friends. That saddened her, but she was a
grown woman, and this was her decision. Alex wanted to respect her
father’s wishes, and that’s what stood in the way of them becoming
more than friends. When she hinted around about one day eloping, so
they could live their lives without burdens of their families’ wishes or
mistakes of the past, Alex didn’t respond.

She had a funny feeling inside as she recalled his recent
somberness. She knew he had nightmares from the war. Often she
helped him through those, and many nights stayed with him in bed,
just holding him close to her. Although she wanted more, it seemed
he wasn’t ready. Maybe she should have told him about her interview
this morning. Maybe she shouldn’t have left him.

Silly thoughts began to run through her mind, and then she heard
the sirens.

* k k%

The moment she saw the ambulance, the police, and Ted’s SUV,
she panicked.

Not even realizing it, she dropped her purse and bag by the police
cruiser and ran through the front entrance. As she passed numerous
tenants all looking at her then turning quickly away as to not face her,
she heard their sobs, their cries of what she knew were shock.
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Her shoulder hit one police officer as she shoved through the
crowd and up the stairs. It couldn’t be Alex. Nothing was wrong. It
must be somebody else. Maybe it was Mr. Jacobson? He was in poor
health and had been struggling with sickness for months now. Her
mind whirled in different scenarios. The moment she entered the third
floor she saw that the door to Alex’s apartment was wide open, and a
police officer stood beside it. His face appeared rather white as if he
was shocked and upset with something.

She walked closer.

“Sorry, Miss, no one can enter.”

She ignored him and numbly pushed forward through the
doorway. She never even saw Ted or the detectives. Instead her focus
remained on the massive amount of blood and what appeared to be a
body. Before her eyes could move from the floor over the feet and
legs, men were yelling, and Ted swept her up into his arms and
pressed her face against his solid chest.

He was a bit larger than Alex and just as handsome but with
brown hair. He was also a detective in the Dallas police force.

“Baby, don’t look. Please, honey, my god,” he whispered against
her ear, and still she felt numb, as if everything was happening in
slow motion.

She heard Ted yelling as he carried her down the hall toward the
staircase entrance.

“Do your fucking job, and don’t let anyone else up here. It’s a
fucking crime scene, rookie!”

The words crime scene seemed to begin clearing the fog in her
head. The scene in the apartment was becoming clearer and clearer in
her mind, and just as she realized what had happened, Ted opened her
apartment with his spare key and closed the door behind them.

He placed her on her couch and stared at her as he covered her
knees.

“What happened? Where’s Alex, Ted?” she whispered as tears
began to leak from her eyes.



12 Dixie Lynn Dwyer

Ted appeared as if he were about to cry, and her heart ached at the
seriousness of the situation.

“He’s gone, baby. Oh, Red, he’s fucking gone.” He pulled her into
his arms and cried.

Sam began to process the situation. Suddenly her mind refocused
in a faster speed, and she realized what she had seen. He was dead.
Alex had killed himself, and she hadn’t been there to stop him.
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Chapter 1

Two years later, New York City

It was so damn hot that her throat felt tight with every breath she
took. Anyone with asthma or breathing problems would suffer today.
But this was life in New York City during an Indian summer. Despite
the fact that it was September, it was hot, humid, and nasty. Sweat
dripped down her back between her shoulder blades and under her
white, cotton blouse. Samantha hadn’t regretted leaving Dallas to
come out here to work. In fact, as a social worker, working for the
police department, stationed out of the forty-sixth precinct in the
South Bronx, she was needed. She loved working with children and
families in need, and in a city this big, she had a heavy case load.

The summer had been busy. The heat made people do crazy,
stupid shit. Samantha understood that, sometimes more than she liked
to admit. But she had a way with people. She empathized with their
emotions, their positions and struggles in life. Sometimes that put her
in vicarious situations.

Her boss, the commander, knew she had special abilities. Most
places Samantha was forced to go to in order to help children and
families were surrounded by the criminal element. Which was a nice
way of saying the area contained many scumbags of society that
preyed on the weak and unarmed. The bad people especially preyed
on children and families struggling to stay off the streets. They made
promises of money, better housing, and a family support network that
revolved around violence and crime. She saved some of the kids, but
she also lost a lot to guns, drugs, gangs, and violence.
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Samantha waved at Jose, the owner of the small bodega that sat
two blocks from the apartment complex Samantha was headed to. It
was a shitty neighborhood. The streets were covered with filth and
contained everything from black garbage bags to gangbangers
hanging out waiting for action. She had visited this particular
neighborhood over a dozen times in the last month, dealing with
everything from child abuse and neglect cases to rape and murder.
Not many people in her field were willing to head into most of these
locations, but Samantha was determined to help make a difference.

“Hey, mamma, you back, huh? I knew you wanted some of this,”
some gang member from the Bloods gang stated to Samantha as he
grabbed his crotch and rolled his tongue at her. Samantha kept
walking. It was better to ignore them than act affected by them. So
far, the troublemakers seemed to drop it if she just kept walking and
ignored them. She wouldn’t show any fear, but she wasn’t stupid.
These people could never be trusted. She knew that they were aware
of who she was and what her job was. Her office was located in the
precinct, making trust difficult for them. But she didn’t care. She
wasn’t there to help the criminals. She was there to help the victims.
Not that she was overconfident, but she was well-trained. Samantha
was armed with a black belt in Tae Kwon Do, Brazilian jujitsu, and a
temper that just about matched her reddish-brown hair.

Reaching her destination, she saw the majority of the residents in
the apartment complex standing on the street and sidewalk. Someone
had opened up the fire hydrant, and the kids were trying to cool off
the best they could in the one hundred degree temperature. Sam wiped
her brow as she approached.

Some gave her disgusted looks as if they disliked her, or maybe
just didn’t trust her, while others waved and smiled because she had
helped them.

* Kk k%
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“Hi, Sam. Those Bloods didn’t mess with ya, did they?” Charles
asked as he sat on the folding chair, watching the kids play. He was
an eighty-year-old black man, with gray whiskers on his beard and a
heart of gold. Beside him sat Howie, his best friend and roommate.
Both lost their wives to cancer and had been living in this apartment
for the last sixty years. It was Sam who suggested that they move in
together to save money and share one rent. They were with one
another all the time anyway.

“Hey, Charlie. Hi, Howie. | just ignored them like | usually do,”
Sam stated as she accepted the iced tea from Sienna.

“Thanks, Sienna. How is the babysitting job going?” Sam asked
as she enjoyed the cold iced tea.

“Oh, it’s okay, | guess. Ms. Evans’s babies cry a lot, and then |
have to come home and listen to Benny cry. I’m starting not to like
babies anymore,” Sienna complained as she stomped her feet in a
puddle of water that ran off from the fire hydrant.

“Well, then that’s a good thing. You don’t want to wind up like
me. Single mom, three kids, living on food stamps and having to
accept help from strangers,” Brandy replied sarcastically, then added,
“Sorry, Sam.”

“Don’t apologize for saying that, Brandy. There would be nothing
greater than for me to lose my job because there weren’t any people in
need.”

“Yeah, wouldn’t that be nice,” Howie chimed in, but Sam noticed
that both he and Charles were staring across the street at something,
or rather someone.

Samantha instantly felt her gut clench. Myers Lewis, the father of
Brandy’s littlest baby, was making his way over to them, and he
wasn’t alone.

“Get inside with the baby, Brandy,” Charles stated as he rose from
the chair.

She saw him and Howie holding baseball bats behind their backs.
This wasn’t good.
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Sam grabbed Jimelle and Sienna then hurried them inside the
front entrance to the apartment as she pulled out her cell phone.

She hit speed dial to the commander, who knew exactly where she
was and who might be nearby to help out.

“Commander, it’s Sam. I’m at Brandy’s, and the ex-boyfriend is
on his way over with three other guys, and he doesn’t look happy.”

“Shit, Sam! What do you think?”

“I think we both know the guy’s an asshole with a temper and a
record. | believe the three shits he’s with are waving their colors. I’'m
getting the family inside of the apartment, but Charlie and Howie are
out there, and they’re old.”

“l got someone on their way. They’ll be there in less than five.
What gang?”

“Bloods. Hurry.”

“Fuck!”

Sam hung up just as they entered the third-floor apartment and
locked the doors.

“What do we do? What will he do to the baby?” Brandy asked,
crying as she held the infant in a death grip. Benny was only four
months old.

Sam started to give orders.

“Sienna, start putting some stuff in front of that door to block it.”
Before Sam could finish, they heard shots being fired outside.

Sienna looked out the window then screamed.

“They shot Charles!”

Sam’s heart was pounding in her chest. She needed to keep calm.
Help was on the way.

“Sienna, get away from that window, and do like I told you to
do!”

“Brandy, loosen your hold on the baby. You’re going to squeeze
him to death.”

Sam touched the baby’s cheek, trying to calm his crying, then
touched Brandy’s shoulder.
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“It will be okay. Help is on the way.”

Brandy shook her head.

“He’ll kill us all. He said he was going to kill us. Told me if I
didn’t let him back in my life, he was going to kill us all. He said his
real family is the gang anyway. He’s going to kill us.”

“Mommy, I’'m scared,” Jimelle stated as he began to cry.

“Jimelle, I want you to go into your room.”

Suddenly, there was banging on the door, and both Sienna and
Brandy screamed. Sam could hear Myers Lewis yelling.

“Jimelle, I want you to go into your room, get into the closet, and
cover yourself up with all the clothes and blankets in there. Do not
make a sound. No matter what you hear going on in here, do not make
a sound, and do not come out, you hear?” Sam asked as she held him
by the shoulders. She felt horrible and sick to her stomach, but she
had to try and save their lives if this madman made it into the
apartment.

Brandy cried and told her son to do as Samantha said, so he ran
into the room and disappeared.

“l know you’re in there, woman! | know that cracker is in there,
too. You’re both dead if you don’t open this door now!” he yelled.

“Brandy, give Benny to Sienna. Let them hide in the other closet
in case Myers breaks in before the police come.”

Brandy cried, and Sam could hear the sirens in the distance. The
police were on their way. They heard the numerous bangs against the
door. He was trying to break in.

“Go, Sienna! Take Benny and hide in the other closet. Keep the
baby quiet, and don’t come out, no matter what you hear,” Sam
whispered with her teeth clenched, trying to get Sienna to move.

Sienna shook her head in fear.

“Do it!” Sam repeated and demanded that she go.

Brandy kissed Benny then Sienna as the tears flowed from her
eyes.

“I love you.”
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“I love you, too, Mamma.”

“Sam, please save us,” Sienna cried as she took Benny and hurried
into the other room to hide with Jimelle.

Brandy grabbed on to Sam and cried against her.

“I’m right here, and I’m not leaving you.” Sam swallowed hard as
the door began to creak and crack from the impact of hits to it.

Sam’s phone rang, and she flipped it open to answer it.

“We’re here. What’s the situation?”

Dustin. She would recognize his voice anywhere. Her heart
instantly pounded in response, and her legs nearly buckled with relief
in hearing his voice. He was Lieutenant of a SWAT team, her
neighbor, and one of five men she knew she could never have.

Just as she was about to answer, Myers broke through the door.

Sam tossed her phone on the table. It remained open, so at least
Dustin would know what was happening.

Brandy screamed, and Sam held her.

“You stupid bitch! You’ll pay for this.” He stalked toward them
and pulled Brandy to him then struck her. Brandy fell to the rug.

Sam went to help her, but Myers pulled a knife on her.

“Stop right there, cracker, or die.”

Myers was one big guy. He had a lot of tattoos and a look that told
her he was familiar with death. She had seen that look before, and it
made her cringe inside. She needed to buy time.

Her heart pounded in her chest. She needed to remain calm and
think. Where were the other three assholes that followed him across
the street? It probably didn’t matter. She needed to keep Myers away
from the children.

“I’m not going to try anything. You have the knife, and | don’t,”
Sam stated, hoping her voice was loud enough for Dustin to hear.

“That’s right, bitch. I got the knife,” he yelled at her then eyed her
from head to toe. His eyes roamed a bit too long over her chest. When
he pressed the blade at the buttons, holding the blouse closed, he
smirked.



SWAT Team One and the Social Worker 19

“l think you and me gonna become real close, social worker. |
hear you’re pretty close to the rest of my family, so I’m gonna get real
close with you.”

* Kk k%

“Who’s that in there?” Kyle asked as he finished putting on his
gear. He noticed his brother Dustin’s eyes glowing and had to give
him a punch in the arm to get him to hide his wolf.

“What the fuck, Dustin? Your wolf,” he whispered.

Dustin inhaled then exhaled, and when he looked at Kyle, his eyes
were dark green again.

The voice came over the radio, but it was the perpetrator’s. They
all listened as Dustin asked who was there.

“It’s Sam,” he whispered, and everyone, including Kyle, cursed
under their breath.

“What the fuck is she doing in there in the middle of this shit?
There’s fucking bodies on the street. Assholes around the corner
ready to start a war with us!” Donny yelled.

“She was doing a routine visit. Her commander said she was also
supposed to see two other clients from her cases in this apartment.
The residents said she’d just arrived when out of nowhere her client’s
ex-boyfriend showed up with three gangbangers and started shooting
up the place,” Kyle added.

“We have to get to her before she winds up dead,” Adam chimed
in as he placed his weapon in the holster after checking it.

They all looked at one another. A force of five. Brothers in a wolf
pack and part of Team One of the SWAT team task force. They were
lethal without the use of their wolf abilities. But having the extra
quickness, night vision, and strength, the bad guys didn’t stand a
chance.

“Okay, so let’s get her out of there. What’s the plan?” Adam
asked.
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Dustin laughed. Adam was the antsy one. He was always in a rush
and always having to keep busy. He hated sitting around.

Kyle, on the other hand, was cool as a cucumber. Always ready
for anything thrown his way and an overachiever. He was very
competitive, but then again, so were the rest of them.

Dustin was head alpha in his pack and also Lieutenant of the team.
He was responsible for all of them.

“Okay, | want Donny and Trey to take the roof. They’re on the
third floor, fifth window from the left.” He pointed up, and the two of
them took off for the roof with their climbing gear. All of the men
were in the military at one point or another in time. They were born
soldiers and warriors and were recently filtered into society by the
government to assist the humans. Half the government was were
anyway.

“Adam, Kyle, we’re going to make our way into the building
through the front entrance and be ready to infiltrate the room
simultaneously on my command. Got it?”

He received four responses at the same time.

Quickly, they headed into the building.

* k%

“Leave her alone, Myers. She hasn’t done anything wrong,”
Brandy cried.

Myers pulled his attention off of Sam to look at Brandy.

“You talking back to me?” he questioned as he pulled her up from
the floor.

“1’1l deal with you right now.” He threw Brandy against the couch
and ripped her blouse open.

“No!” Sam screamed as she grabbed for his arm to stop him.

He lashed out with the knife and missed. Brandy screamed.

He pulled onto Brandy’s hair and placed the knife against her
throat.
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“I’Il kill her.”

“Please. Please don’t do this. Just tell us what you want, and we’ll
give it to you,” Sam stated, and she saw out of the corner of her eye
two shadows against the wall in the hallway.

“I want my baby.”

“No!” Brandy screamed.

“Tell me where they are, social worker.”

“Why should 1?”

“Because if you don’t, you’re dead.”

Sam felt tightness in her chest as the reality of what was taking
place kicked in. This was a live-or-die situation, and she was scared.
She glanced at Brandy and the obvious fear on her face. The ripped
blouse, the bloody lip, and her helpless expression raised Samantha’s
desire to fight. She wouldn’t let this monster hurt the children. She
thought about Benny. He was so tiny and fragile. She had experienced
case after case where children just as little were abused or neglected.
She was not going to let this family be another sad story.

“Why don’t you put down that knife, let Brandy go, and you and |
can solve this.”

Sam rubbed her hands over her hips and smiled softly at Myers.

He eyed her suspiciously, but Sam was built well. If she could get
him to put down the knife then maybe she could talk him out of
hurting the family. He released his grip on Brandy then shoved her to
the floor. Brandy’s face hit the carpeting, and she screamed.

In an instant he turned the knife on Sam.

The sound of a child crying was heard from the bedroom. Sam
nearly cried herself when she heard the whimper.

“They’re in the bedroom, aren’t they?” he asked as he headed that
way.

“No!” Sam screamed as she attacked Myers. The situation got out
of control in an instant. She didn’t know what to do. She panicked.

Sam threw herself onto his back and scratched at his face, his
eyes, anything she could reach. He was large and strong as he tossed
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her off of him, and she scrambled to her feet. She never saw the hit
coming and took a punch to the cheekbone. It hurt like hell, but her
anger was worse. Her fear for the children, for Brandy, made the
adrenaline pump through her veins. She could hear Benny’s high-
pitched cry. Then Jimelle screaming for his mother.

She thought she saw a flash of movement then heard glass
shattering, but she lunged for Myers, using her martial arts moves to
stop him from getting into the bedroom. When she kicked at him, his
legs felt like steel. Despite the pain, she continued to swing as Myers
attempted to cover himself before lunging toward her in retaliation.
Her body hit the doorframe, but she would not let him through. She
yelled and screamed. Felt her vocal chords ache from the intensity of
her yell. She hit him with her fist then kicked him on the groin, but
the monster wouldn’t give up. The knife that had fallen to the floor
during their struggle lay next to his foot. He picked it up, she swung
and missed him.

As the knife came towards her, someone blocked the blow, and a
moment later Myers was on the ground in handcuffs, bloody and
nearly unconscious.

She felt frazzled and as if she wasn’t even in her own body. It was
crazy.

Someone grabbed her, and she struck them. They caught her wrist
and pulled her into their arms.

“Hey, hold on, Samantha. It’s all right, it’s Kyle.”

He squeezed her against him, and she held him momentarily,
relieved that the situation was over, but her body hummed with need.
It was sick and crazy and so messed up of a reaction to have at this
very moment. This had been her problem for the past year. She was
attracted to the five men, and brothers to boot.

She pushed away from Kyle.

“I’m good. It’s about time you got in here. What the hell were you
waiting for?” she demanded to know. Her voice cracked, her body
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began to shake, but she had to resist the need to collapse. She licked
her lips and tried to hide her chattering teeth.

Kyle sat back on his heels and eyed her as if he would reprimand
her or eat her alive. Both prospects were appealing.

“You’re welcome, Sam. Are you okay?”

Kyle. Damn it, the man was breathtaking in street clothes, but in
SWAT gear he was a sexual fantasy come true. His deep green eyes
sparkled mischievously as if he read her mind. He knew he was
perfection just like his brothers. Everything about him turned her on.
And now here he was, saving her from death’s grasp and wearing all
his specialized equipment. She absorbed the earpiece in his ear, the
black fingerless gloves he held against the holster where a black
Glock sat, and a look that said he meant business. Never mind his
crew cut and the large, black weapon that sat straddled over his back.
She turned away and tried to keep an annoyed scowl on her face.

As she attempted to get up, she felt dizzy and lost her balance. It
was Donny who grabbed her arm and kneeled beside her.

Wonderful. Now there were two of them to try and ignore.

“Whoa, honey, slow down and take a breather.”

“I’'m fine,” she whispered but stared at Donny. Where the heck
did he come from? She looked toward the broken window then at the
gear he wore. They were all crazy and continuously took chances. She
would never be able to handle that or survive the worry she would
have if she ever got involved with them.

What the hell am I thinking? Never.

“l don’t know why, but | feel dizzy. I’ll be all right, though. You
should check on Brandy and the kids. They may need help,” she
whispered then touched her forehead. When she did, she grazed her
cheekbone and pain radiated from her cheek to her head. Could you
get a concussion from getting hit in the face really hard? She
wondered, but she didn’t say a word. They were going to give her shit
for this just like last year when she was caught in the middle of a drug
bust. Bad memory there.
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“You were going to town on this guy like some ultimate fighter.
He didn’t have a chance,” Trey added, joining the conversation. Sam
swallowed hard. Trey was here, now all she needed was for Dustin to
get there.

Sam looked at Myers as more police escorted him from the room.
He was a bloody mess, and she was shocked that she had done that to
him. Something wild came over her.

She glanced around the room and she saw that Brandy and her
children were all together, sitting on the couch, hugging. She smiled
and a glance at the men showed that they watched her.

“Samantha?” She felt her stomach muscles tighten and her body
warm by the tone of voice and she knew it was Dustin. When she
looked up at him, he was pissed off. His eyes looked as if they had
specks of yellow in the dark green. It was hard to miss, but she knew
what they really were. He was close to shifting. Did he always get this
way when he was saving lives? She often wondered about them. Shit!
She fantasized about all five of them for so long that she nearly felt
their presence in a room without having to actually see them.

She tried to focus on him as he looked at her. It was obvious that
he zoned in on the injury to her cheek. She saw that tiny vein by the
side of his temple pulsating. Call her crazy, but she thought he bared
his teeth at her.

“We’re having a talk later. Call your commander, he’s worried
about you.” He tossed her the phone, and she nibbled her bottom lip.
Oh, yeah. He was really pissed, and she was right. His wolf teeth were
about to emerge, and this was not the place for that to happen. More
than likely she would be blamed for that later. Good. As long as they
were angry she could resist the urges inside of her.

God, she hoped they didn’t show up at her place tonight. She was
finding it more and more difficult to resist her attraction to them. She
was utterly relieved that they showed up. The situation could have
been worse, and if her father and Ted found out, they would demand
her return to Dallas. No way was she heading back there.
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Kyle helped her up.

“Let’s get you checked out by the paramedics.” She looked at
him. His green eyes held concern and warmth, and she felt that he
really seemed to care. She had that guilty feeling now, like they
deserved to be thanked for their job. Then the feel of Kyle’s hands
holding her arm and the skin to skin contact was making her mind feel
fuzzy again. What the heck? She had to focus.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” he asked again.

“I’m fine. Just a bad bruise.” She pulled from his hold and headed
toward Brandy.

She knew it was a bitchy thing to do, but she needed some
distance between them. They were too much to be around.

* Kk k%

“You didn’t leave us, Sam! You stayed right here with us and
were willing to risk your life to save our family,” Brandy stated as she
cried.

“Hey, when | make a promise, | keep it.”

Jimelle and Sienna pulled her into a hug. When she opened her
eyes and looked over the back of the sofa, the men were watching her.
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Chapter 2

Sam finished her paperwork, said goodnight to the commander,
and gathered her stuff from the locker. She glanced into the mirror
and cringed at the damage. Her cheek was badly bruised in an
assortment of unattractive colors that would get much uglier before
they would heal. Her left eye was beginning to turn black and blue as
if she was hit there as well. Everything ached. Even her teeth, her
neck, her arms, and her legs were throbbing. A quick cleanup in the
bathroom and she noticed the numerous bruises on her thighs. She
had really gone to town on Myers trying to stop him from entering the
room. She was so crazed with fear and protectiveness for the children
she lost it. That both scared her and made her feel good to be able to
have saved lives today. However, “SWAT Team One” was a different
story altogether.

She had received over twenty-five different text messages since
she had left the scene. The men had wanted her to go to the hospital to
get checked out. She refused, and now she hoped she hadn’t made a
mistake. Her jaw and teeth really were bothering her, but then again
she hadn’t accepted any of the painkillers like Dustin had
recommended. She had been stubborn and refused to lean on any of
them. She didn’t want what they were offering. She couldn’t go
through that again.

And when she arrived here at the precinct escorted by Dustin and
Kyle, both had acted like barbarians. Every male cop that asked if she
was okay, offered her a ride home, or to go get a beer was nearly
attacked. And that was only in the first ten minutes that she arrived at
the forty-sixth precinct.
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Grabbing her stuff, she headed out into the hallway. She had a
good forty-minute drive ahead of her.

She waved goodbye to the other stragglers then out the precinct
front door to the parking lot.

* k%

“This has to end. | can’t take it any longer,” Trey stated as he
finished working out in the dojo along with his brothers. They needed
to release their anger and frustration. Samantha had nearly died today.

“l hear what you are saying. We’re all feeling the same way,”
Donny added then sat on the mat next to him.

“l have to be with her. I’m not staying away, and to tell you the
truth, I’m pissed that she has ignored my text messages,” Kyle added
then took another swing at the punching bag.

“She ignored all our messages,” Trey remarked.

“I say we go over there and make sure she is okay.”

“Adam, we have avoided being in a small room alone with her for
too long. If I go over there tonight, my wolf is going to want to claim
her. It’s torture not holding her and keeping my wolf away like this.”

They all looked at Donny and his statement.

“Everybody shower. | have an idea that may help us get through
this, or at least give us peace of mind tonight.” They all looked at
Dustin, surprised that he was so calm. He nearly shifted twice today.

* Kk k%

A hot shower, three ibuprofen, and a half a glass of wine later, and
Sam was relaxing somewhat on her couch in the living room. There
was no air-conditioning in the old house, but the rent was cheap. She
put on her shortest shorts and a tank top before covering the couch
with a sheet to help keep it cool. It was the coolest place in the house
during a heat wave. She was relieved that it seemed like the
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temperature was slowly dropping. Maybe the weather forecasters
were right for once. Maybe the heat wave would be over by tonight.

Every window was open, every fan she had was on high, and she
waited not so patiently for the meds to kick in. The guys had a place a
block down the road on four acres of property, and they had air-
conditioning. But she wouldn’t go there. Just by being in the same
room, she would give in to temptation, and that was a chance she
wasn’t willing to take.

The guys. Damn, why did I have to bring them up? She closed her
eyes and laid her hand over her eyes but bumped her bruised
cheekbone and cringed in pain.

“Fuck!” she growled.

“If you’re up for it, I'm in.”

She nearly screamed when she heard the voice coming from the
front window.

“Goddamn it, Kyle! You scared the crap out of me. Why the hell
would you sneak up on me like that?”

“Open up, and I’ll make it up to you.”

She could practically see his dimples even in the darkness outside.
His white teeth caught her attention, and instantly she thought about
him in wolf form. A magnificent beast and the most amazing sight she
would remember forever.

“Why should | let you in?” she asked, going back to being bitchy
in hopes that he would go away. She wasn’t wearing a bra or
underwear because she wasn’t expecting company. She should have
known better, but who the hell can think in this heat?

“Because you’re already in enough trouble as is. You haven’t
answered any of our calls or texts, and we never had a chance to talk
to you about today.”

She thought about that a second and remembered that her battery
was on one bar, so she plugged it in earlier to charge it in the
bedroom.
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“l don’t need to discuss this with you. | was doing my job, and
you were doing yours. End of story, now go away.”

“He’s not, and nor am 1.”

The sound of Dustin’s voice had her sitting up and grabbing her
head at the pounding in her brain. She had been fighting dizziness all
evening, but suddenly she felt like vomiting. Her whole body shook,
but then the anger took over. The son of a bitch broke into her house.

“Damn it, Dustin! How did you get in here?”

He looked serious and mean as he passed by her and unlocked her
front door to let his brother in. His black tank top hardly covered his
massive muscles. She stared at his back. There were more
distinguishing muscles there. His body was had total definition and a
series of tattoos. The man was a chiseled work of art. Her eyes took in
the sight of his backside. His ass was a masterpiece itself.

“You have every window in this house open. Anyone can break
through a screen,” Kyle stated as he entered the room.

He looked just as mouthwatering as Dustin. It was torture having
such sexy guy friends.

Her head throbbed, so she leaned back and covered her eyes with
her arm. If | can’t see them, then | can fantasize. She was so wrong.
Just the fact that they were in her house had her belly quivering,
amongst other parts. She tried to remain breathing calmly. These two
men made her nervous. Now all she needed was the others to show
up, and she would have a definite panic attack.

* Kk k%

Dustin was concerned and angry over the day’s events. The fact
that Sam ignored all their attempts at taking care of her pissed him
off. His wolf was just about at its wit’s end. Sam was his mate. He
knew it. He and his brothers had ignored the attraction the past two
years just because of their line of work. Over the years they were
called for missions almost on a weekly to monthly basis. Since
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landing the job in the city, they left less frequently. That was a good
sign that crime was decreasing, at least on the largest, most dangerous
scale.

He stared at Sam, lying on the couch, half dressed, with her long,
red-brown hair flowing over the pillow. His eyes absorbed the curve
of her muscular and toned body. The way her arms were defined and
her breasts perfectly plump and protruding from the skimpy tank she
wore. She was breathtaking, and his wolf knew it. Then he saw the
bruises on her thighs and calves. He was suddenly filled with anger
again. He swallowed hard before he lost his temper.

“Hey, Red, have you taken anything for the headache?” Kyle
asked as he caressed her hair then gently touched her arm. She
instantly pulled away then seemed to cringe in pain. Her eyes
widened as if regretting the sudden move and the fact that they
noticed. Why was she trying so hard to keep away from him?

“Hey, you know I would never hurt you,” Kyle responded then
cupped her chin as she looked at him with half-closed eyes.

Dustin could just imagine what she would look like when he made
love to her and made her orgasm. His cock swelled with desire. That
time was approaching whether she accepted it or not.

“lI know. My head hurts, and | feel a little sick to my stomach
still.”

“l told you to get checked out.” Dustin raised his voice, and he
saw her tense again, her lack of acceptance to their attentiveness
toward her bothered him. She acted as though she feared them.

“Did you eat anything?” Kyle asked, trying to ease the tension
between Sam and Dustin.

Her eyes widened then her arm went to her forehead again,
causing her breasts to lift up and reveal more of the cleavage of the
tank she wore.

She nodded her head.

“Well, there you go. You need to eat, baby.”
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“l don’t know,” she replied then placed her other hand over her
flat stomach and the waist of her very short black shorts.

Dustin imagined his hand where hers was. He could practically
feel the softness of her skin, the definition in her abs. He imagined
going lower, under the elastic, and pressing fingers to her pussy.
Would she be wet and ready for him? He sniffed the air, and she
uncovered her eyes at the same moment. He could practically taste
her cream in his mouth as her scent filled his nostrils.

* Kk %

Sam could feel Dustin staring at her. One glance between her arm
and she saw the intensity of his stare. His green eyes were stunning.
Donny and Kyle also had the same green coloring, but Trey and
Adam had dark brown eyes. Still, they were like no other color she
had ever seen. They were different, and they revealed very little,
making her feel intimidated. It had to be a wolf thing. Her stomach
tightened.

Dustin looked carnal and as if he was about to attack her. The
thought of what he looked like today all dressed in his black SWAT
uniform, weapons and muscles everywhere. He looked dangerous,
and only a fool would challenge him. All the brothers looked similar,
but she could tell them apart. Her body warmed from his stare, her
insides quivered, and she felt the wetness grow between her thighs.
She tried to avoid his eyes. Had even begged her mind to not look, but
her eyes sought him out, causing her to lock gazes with Dustin. He
sniffed the air.

Busted! He would know she was interested.

“Hey, it’s me. Bring it in,” she heard Kyle state into his cell
phone, interrupting whatever was about to happen between her and
Dustin. Thank God.

Two seconds later, the front door opened, and the rest of the crew
entered.
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They were carrying boxes of pizza and soda and beer. A team of
testosterone and sex appeal just invaded her living room. How was
she going to ignore all of them in such a confined space?

The aroma of the pizza made her stomach growl, and surprisingly,
she was hungry. Good. Focus on the food not the men.

Maybe Dustin and Kyle were right. Maybe all she needed was
some food.

* k%

“Hey, gorgeous. Whoa, that’s some shiner on you. Did you have
the doctor look at it?” Donny asked then kissed her hello on the other
cheek.

“Of course she didn’t,” Dustin added before she could reply as he
and Kyle pulled the coffee table closer to the couch and placed the
beer and soda, plus napkins and paper plates, on it. Adam and Trey
returned with one box of pizza, filling the plates.

She watched Dustin and the others. They made themselves at
home, moving things around and attempting to take care of her. But
she knew them well, and they were trying to make her relax so they
could reprimand her. Dizziness or not, she wasn’t going to be weak
around them. The thought made her insides jolt with a mix of guilt
and sexual attraction. She released a sigh and absorbed enough
muscle, intimidation, and eye candy that she could handle. If she
gawked any further should would risk making a fool of herself.

“Try to sit up, honey, to eat something,” Donny whispered,
catching her daydreaming. Well, fantasizing was more like it. Even
her nipples were hard. Both he and Kyle helped her sit up, not that it
took two of them to lift her. Her gut told her they wanted to touch her,
but she forced herself to ignore her gut.

Their knuckles and fingers rubbed against the inside of her
breasts, and she nearly jumped out of their grasp. Her body was
overly sensitive to all of them.
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Adam looked at her, and she saw the same desire in his brown
eyes that she had in Dustin’s. She couldn’t give in. She didn’t want
that kind of life or to take the chance. They were not fully human and
could shift into wolves at any moment, and that scared her. They
looked at her differently. Other men. Human men looked at her with
sex on their minds and sometimes undressed her with their eyes.
These men looked at her as if they would lick and taste every inch of
her then eat her alive. The thought brought on another wave of heat.
Damn, it was getting hotter in here by the second.

Then there was the other negative thought about the capabilities of
wolves.

She had witnessed what one wolf did to a human woman who
refused his sexual advances. Sam had been seventeen, and she
remembered it clearly. She also knew that the men were way more
experienced than her and a lot older. They planned on leaving the
department to retire soon. But she had so much more she wanted to
do. Even though days like this scared her and made her question why
she would expose herself to such danger, she couldn’t quit. Plus she
had nothing to go back to in Dallas or in the state of Texas for that
matter. Then there were memories of Alex. She swallowed hard. Just
thinking his name still affected her. He was long gone. He was dead
because she hadn’t been there when he needed her most.

“Sam, honey, what’s wrong?” Kyle asked. He caressed her cheek
with his fingers, and she nearly forgot where she was and who was
touching her. She jumped from the contact, simultaneously pushing
his hand away. His light touch caused a reaction in her body that she
was trying to ignore.

“I’'m good. I’ll take a slice.” Slowly, she sat up straighter. She
closed her eyes, willed away the memories of Alex and the ache in
her heart. Embracing her current state, she felt the tiny bit of dizziness
and focused on that. She willed the aches and pains away as best she
could. Her eye felt more swollen, as if that were even possible. Even
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her neck and ear hurt. Weird. Once she calmed her breathing and
cleared her mind of Alex, she felt ready to face the men.

When she opened her eyes, all five of them were watching her.

Dustin looked like he wanted to hit something. His expression was
one of concern, anger, and something else. She just wasn’t certain
what. As she caught each of their gazes, she realized that they all held
the same expression. She swallowed hard and felt the tears reach her
eyes. Then the anger hit her gut.

“What? Why are you staring at me like that?” she snapped at
them, and instantly they each looked away, except for Dustin.

He licked his lips. Obviously, he was prepared to say something,
but she wouldn’t have listened to a word he spoke because her focus
was on his lips. They looked firm and muscular just like the rest of
him. He held her gaze.

“I should get you some ice. It will help with the swelling.” With
that he left the room.

She looked around her, and the others were eating their pizza or
drinking a beer.

“Here, have this, then take the ibuprofen,” Trey told her as he
passed her a slice of pizza on a plate. She inhaled the aroma and
suddenly felt incredibly hungry. That’s when she remembered that
she hadn’t eaten all day.

She released an exasperated sigh.

“What? Do you suddenly not like pizza?” Adam questioned her,
and he sounded kind of snappy. She didn’t like his tone one bit. What
was he upset about? She was the one with the black eye and swollen
cheekbone. She had shared a pizza with him a time or two in the past.
They knew she liked to make her own pizza when she had the time.
His dark brown eyes held hers, and her insides fluttered. It seemed
that the more and more she hung out with the guys, the harder it was
getting to resist them. Just a smile sent her libido into overdrive and
her breasts began to ache. She moved her arm, casually trying to ease
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the ache in her breasts. The move did not go unnoticed. She cleared
her throat.

“Of course not. | just remembered that | haven’t eaten anything
since breakfast.”

“Shit, Sam,” Trey reprimanded her.

“I know. But I’m eating now,” she replied then took her first bite
of pizza. Ten minutes later she finished the second slice at Donny’s
demand and now sipped on a cold beer. She didn’t dare show any
signs of the pain that chewing was causing. Myers had given her a
hell of a shot to her face.

* k%

The men talked about how they had some friends in the
department patrolling Brandy’s neighborhood and that Charles was
recovering and released from the hospital after being grazed by a
bullet. Thank God he hadn’t been killed. They eased her mind about
the protection the family would remain under while Myers waited to
face charges. Unfortunately he would only be charged with assault
and breaking and entering. The other gang members who were with
him had disappeared once the cops showed up. It had been one of
them that had the gun that shot Charles.

The men continued to talk about football and the prospects of their
favorite team, the Dallas Cowboys. She had always been a Giants fan,
and they always teased her about it. A while had passed and she was
beginning to feel especially tired. All the excitement, adrenaline rush,
and trauma to her body was beginning to weigh its toll on her. That’s
when she noticed that Dustin still hadn’t returned from the kitchen
yet.

* k%
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Donny took a seat on the couch next to her. She was certain they
could hear the pounding of her heart. Wolves had impeccable hearing.
She looked at him in his tank top and military shorts. He was a total
chick magnet. All five of them were.

She sat with her one leg crossed over the other and clutched the
pillow to her chest. It had been uncomfortable eating that way, but she
wasn’t wearing any bra, and she didn’t want to be advertising it. Plus,
she hoped it kept her arousal hidden from them. It was torture being
in a room filled with macho military soldiers. These five men would
give G.I. Joe and his buddies a run for their money. The five of them
weren’t quite identical. They had such expressive eyes that sparkled
and changed whenever they let their emotions get the better of them.
They had dark black hair, crew cuts, and tan complexions. Trey and
Adam had even darker brown hair. When they smiled, showing off
their bright white teeth, their eyes sparkled like chocolate diamonds.
Then, of course, were their bodies. They were made of pure muscle,
with Dustin and Donny being the bulkiest of the five. They were all
martial artists, although they didn’t need it because of their wolf
abilities. She had witnessed them practicing in their dojo and
grappling. That had created a month’s worth of interesting fantasies
for her. She realized they caught her daydreaming again, and
instinctively she tried to hide it.

She reached up to push a strand of hair behind her ear and
accidentally hit her cheek.

She made a soft moan, and the others added their mumbled
comments.

“Hey, | didn’t get to say thank you for today.”

No one responded. They just sat there staring at her.

Feeling a bit insecure facing four of the five, she swallowed hard
and focused on the pillowcase before she spoke.

“What you do is pretty awesome. | didn’t know you could fly,”
she added then chuckled, but it came out sounding more like a choke
than a laugh.
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“What the hell were you thinking, Sam?” Dustin’s voice
penetrated the room and caused Sam to jump, knocking the pillow
onto the floor. She looked at him and knew she was about to get an
earful.

She decided to play dumb and tried to change the subject.

“What happened? Did you get lost in my kitchen? Oh, wait...I
know. | forgot to fill the ice trays. | can fix that, don’t worry about the
ice.” Sam rose from the couch and attempted to leave the room, but a
quick movement by Dustin and she was trapped.

* Kk k%

Dustin held her tiny wrist in his hand, and his body came alive
from the contact. He held her there, looked down into her green eyes
and saw the fear, the worry, and also the sadness there. He wanted to
know everything about Sam, but she wasn’t willing to share. He heard
her racing heart, saw the fear and apprehension in her eyes, and it
almost made him release her.

“You know that I’m not talking about the fucking ice.”

She wrapped her free arm over her stomach and shuddered.
Obviously his angry tone scared her.

“What were you thinking, heading into that apartment with those
people and risking your life?”

She glared at him, and his cock stirred in reaction. It pressed
against the zipper of his shorts, demanding release. Samantha tried to
pull away, but his hold remained firm.

She looked down toward where he held her then back up to glare
at him. Every time he saw the fucking bruise and welt on her cheek,
his anger increased. She was gorgeous and sexy. No woman deserved
to have such a mark on her.

“I’m not doing this with you, Dustin. Release me,” she demanded
and raised her dainty little chin up toward him.
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He took a step closer, and she retreated. That continued until she
hit the back of the couch, and her free hand landed on Donny’s
forearm as she reached back.

The second she touched his brother’s skin, she pulled away. Her
breasts bounced from the abrupt movement. The moment he entered
the house he knew she wasn’t wearing a bra. He stared at her chest,
absorbed the cleavage and the blotchy redness that covered her flesh.
She was embarrassed, but he hoped turned on as well.

His mind imagined lifting the tank top and tasting her skin as he
suckled her breast and her nipple. She had a perfect set of breasts.

“Dustin, please,” she whispered, her voice bringing him back to
the present.

Kyle and Adam now stood beside him while Donny and Trey sat
on the couch behind her.

Dustin held her wrist against his chest then reached slowly toward
her cheek and chin with his other hand, being sure not to get too close
to the bruising.

“You have no idea what went through our minds when we heard
you were in there. When we heard the perp’s words and the way he
was talking to you.”

She held his gaze then glanced at his brothers.

“I had no choice,” she whispered.

“Bullshit!” Kyle yelled, this time making her jump then tremble.

He touched her hair. Twirled a wavy strand between his fingers.
He was inches from her.

The tears welled up in her eyes as Dustin caressed her chin.

* k%

She was in complete panic mode. Being this close to them made
her want things she had no right to want. She couldn’t give in to the
desire she felt for them. They were intimidating, demanding, bossy,
and chauvinistic the majority of the time. That was fine when she
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wasn’t on the receiving end, but now, as they touched her, she knew
this was getting serious.

“Don’t yell at me, Kyle. | did what | had to do, and | would do it
again.”

“You could have been killed,” Donny stated from behind her. His
deep, masculine voice vibrated against her spine.

“And like any of you couldn’t get killed in your line of work?”
she challenged.

“There’s no comparison, and you know it,” Adam replied.

“Double standards, huh?” She tried the feminist approach then
remembered that she was dealing with a bunch of Alpha males filled
to the gill with testosterone.

“Don’t even go there, Sam. You shouldn’t have been in that
fucking neighborhood alone. You should have stepped aside, called
the police, and let them deal with it,” Trey added, and she
immediately became angry. Trey was always pushing people away,
trying to remain separated and what he claimed to be “objective,”
especially during intense situations. She had a feeling he was afraid to
get close to anyone. He was afraid to fail and afraid to disappoint. She
had a lot in common with him and plenty of time to think about him
over the last year.

“Well I’'m not as coldhearted as you, Trey. When | make a
promise, | keep it.”

Well at least now I do. | failed Alex.

She knew she insulted him, but she was annoyed at them and she
needed space from them all. Quickly she pulled away from Dustin
and began heading toward the kitchen.

It was Trey who stopped her by grabbing her around the waist. He
pulled her to him, and she panicked.

“Why did you do it?”

She tried to control her breathing, but now that Trey was holding
her against his body, she couldn’t. How could she explain that she
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failed her best friend? She vowed to never make the same mistake
again. They would hate her for her selfishness.

The tears threatened to fall at any second. She had to pull away.

“Why, Sam?” Dustin asked as he placed his hands on her
shoulders and pressed his body against her back.

It was too much for her to handle. She was exhausted, achy, and
completely aroused by their close proximity.

“I made a promise,” she whispered as she looked into Trey’s eyes.
His dark brown eyes held hers as she felt the connection as well as the
trust.

“Promise or not, you risked your life, and we could have lost
you,” Trey added then gently caressed his thumb against her lower
lip.

“I don’t break promises, Trey. | did that once. Never again.” Her
voice cracked, and she began to cry. Trey pulled her against his chest
while Dustin caressed her hair. Her arms remained by her sides. She
wouldn’t hug him back. She wouldn’t give in to the need to be held
and receive compassion.

* Kk k%

Trey held her against his chest and released a sigh for the small
triumph. He was finally able to experience a hug from Sam. He
waited for this moment just as his brothers had for over a year. He
wanted to feel her arms around him, as well, yet she remained stiff
and unwilling to give in return. Her words lingered in his mind. She
failed to come through on a promise. What was she talking about, and
how intense of a promise was it that she was willing to risk her life for
strangers?

He locked gazes with his brother Dustin and they shared their
thoughts through their telepathic link.

““She’s scared of something,” Trey stated.
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“l know, but what is it? What happened to her, and who hurt
her?”” Dustin responded.

““She’s never opened up about her life in Dallas. All we know is
that her family is there. Then there’s the fact that her name is on the
watch list. Maybe that has something to do with it.”

Trey didn’t want to think about that. Two years ago, Sam had just
been a name and someone living in New York City that may need
their protection. That was all they knew about her.

Their conversation was cut short as Sam began to push away from
him.

She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.

“I’m sorry. I’m just really tired. I think I should head to bed.”

“Wait. Don’t be sorry for letting out your emotions. We care
about you, Sam.” Trey spoke then gave her a knockout smile. Her
belly warmed at his compassion.

“We worry about you, honey,” Dustin replied.

“l don’t need you to. I’m fine, and I’ll be fine on my own. It’s the
way it has to be.”

With that she headed toward her staircase that led to the bedroom.

“Can you lock up for me please? | just don’t have the energy.”

They all watched her walk away from them.

* Kk k%

“What the fuck?” Adam remarked.

Dustin began to give orders.

“We should lock up the windows and the doors. Make sure
everything is secure.”

“I think one of us should stay here in case she needs anything,”
Trey added.

They looked at one another. She was their mate. Their wolf
needed to be near her and ready to protect. It was becoming more and
more difficult to not mark her and then claim her as their mate. She
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had to come around soon or they would begin fighting again. The last
time that happened they took a leave of absence from the department
and went on a mission in Afghanistan. Maybe they would need
another one of those.

“I’ll stay, and the rest of you start looking into that other mission
the government called us on this morning,” Dustin stated.

“What? You seriously want to leave her right now when she was
nearly killed?” Adam replied, sounding angry.

“Yeah, what the fuck, Dustin? And why is it that you get to stay
here with her?” Trey added.

“lI don’t think she’s ready, and I’m staying because I’'m lead
Alpha,” he replied then fixed the cushions on the couch and imagined
the way Sam had looked as she sat there eating pizza with them. He
could get used to more nights like this, minus the bruises and near
death experience.

“Bullshit, she’s not. I know you all sensed her arousal and heard
her heart race the closer one of us would get to her,” Donny added.

“Shit, yeah. Even a pup could have sensed that.” Trey chuckled.

“l don’t know about the rest of you, but I’'m not leaving on
another fucking mission. | want to work on getting Sam to trust us
and take her place where she belongs. By our side as our mate.”

They all looked at Trey after his statement.

“Well?” Dustin asked, wondering if they all felt the same way and
whether or not a decision to seduce their mate was shared.

A series of in echoed through the living room.

“You mark her, Dustin. It’s how it is done,” Donny whispered
then released a sigh. Dustin knew they didn’t want there to be one
Alpha more important than the rest. His title and position as
commander was for the SWAT team, n