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	SWAT officer Cole thought he could handle anything—until he handles Brett.

	 

	As lead sniper of the Las Vegas Police Department's SWAT team, Cole has faced plenty of danger but has never risked love. He lives hard and plays harder, so settling down isn’t on his radar. Then, a deadly hostage situation arises, and Cole is stunned by his attraction to the brave and beautiful man he saves from a bullet. 

	 

	Brett has been burned before, most recently by Officer Parker of the LVMPD. He's hoping to forge a new life in Vegas and perhaps find love. However, the last thing Brett's looking for is another man in uniform—which makes fighting his desire for the hunk who rescues him from death that much tougher. 

	 

	What begins as nothing more than two people sharing a sizzling night together spirals into something deeper. Can Brett handle the stress that comes with having a partner whose life is in constant jeopardy? And can Cole risk his heart on an everyday hero, or will work remain his top priority?

	 

	A lethal SWAT call might make the decision for them…

	




	
Chapter One

	SWAT team entry specialist Cole Silva peered through his binoculars at a young man, maybe early twenties, who stood on the roof of over forty floors worth of Dark Fantasy Resort Casino. Cole lowered the glasses, taking in the scene of chaos surrounding him. The sun was beginning to set behind the hills to his right, and he hoped they could get through to the man before it got dark. He raised the binoculars again. A gust of wind plastered a gray T-shirt tight against the suicidal man’s torso. 

	If Steve doesn’t get him away from the edge soon, the force of the wind alone will send him over.

	Cole watched as the would-be jumper brushed a lock of dark hair out of his eyes then teetered, dangerously close to ending his own life. Cole waited for orders as he viewed the scene from the ground. The man appeared small, helpless.

	Jesus, Steve. Hurry.

	A call came in on his radio.

	“Z8 at the roof now.” 

	The commander’s voice followed, “Copy that, Z8. Do the best you can.”

	When the call came in, Cole and the rest of the team had been skeptical that anyone could’ve made it onto the roof. Safety precautions were in place. It wasn’t as if the general public could go traipsing up to the top of the tower whenever they felt like it. Once they were informed that the plea for help had come from one of the maintenance men who’d been held at gunpoint by the troubled man, they’d realized it wasn’t a hoax after all. 

	Cole knew Steve and the rest of the team were in position, so all he could do was hang tight. Raising the binoculars once more, he willed the man on the roof to step back as if he could somehow change the outcome. 

	Death for someone so young was difficult for him to handle. He’d witnessed enough of that horror in Kabul. 

	Less than two minutes after the radio fell silent, the boy on the edge glanced behind him then extended his arms at his sides. Although they were too far away to hear, Cole felt sure the suicidal young man was screaming at Steve. This wasn’t his first rodeo.

	Come on, kid. Listen to reason.

	LVMPD had set barriers around the area in order to keep the rapidly forming crowd at bay. The tourists always loved a good show, but he doubted they understood that whatever they witnessed—should the jumper follow through on his intentions—would scar them for life. A sea of uniforms moved in quickly to control the situation, their primary goal being to prevent the need for a coroner. 

	Steve has to be successful.

	The man on the roof lowered his arms a few moments later, moving a little farther back from the edge—though not far enough for comfort. He was still a threat to himself, but it appeared to Cole that Steve had made some progress. Within another couple of minutes, he was no longer within visual range from the ground and Cole assumed Steve had broken through the poor guy’s tortured mind. However, it was imperative that the commander not interrupt Steve during the delicate negotiations. 

	Another half-hour ticked by before Cole’s radio went off again and Steve’s voice cut through. “We’re coming down.”

	“Copy that.”

	Cole sighed, relief coursing through him. Whenever an operation went south, it would fuck with his head for days. Those around him wouldn’t know his inner battle, no one except Steve. His emotional armor was a carefully constructed wall, a leftover gift from his Army Ranger days. If he wasn’t so passionate about his line of work, he wouldn’t wish the stress on anyone. But his career with Las Vegas SWAT was what he did, it was what he knew.

	The young man exited the building with Steve’s arm wrapped around his shoulders. Steve led him to an ambulance waiting at the scene so paramedics could check him out. When it seemed as if the near-suicide victim was safe and had been transported, Steve strolled toward Cole, fist bumping a number of fellow SWAT team members as he made his way past the people standing between them.

	Cole locked eyes with his. Once Steve got closer, Cole was able to whisper to him, “Same bat time, same bat place?” 

	Steve gave him a flirty wink. “Provided there aren’t any more emergencies, I get off as soon as I’m done typing up my report.”

	“Try not to take too long.” Cole playfully whacked Steve on the ass, mindful that no one was glancing their way. “And let me handle the getting off part.” 

	Steve smiled, biting his lip as he walked away.

	The man’s a constant tease. 

	Cole couldn’t wait to bite even more of him.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Cole parked his car in front of Steve’s apartment building, anxious to de-stress with his best friend and fuck buddy. He still wore his uniform, the green-gray fabric stretched tight across his chest. He checked his hair in the rear-view mirror, smoothing the short-cropped strands back before exiting the vehicle.

	Cole took the elevator from the lobby to the fourth floor before using his copy of the key to Steve’s apartment. He was greeted by the vision of Steve lying on the couch, his feet propped up on the armrest facing the entrance. He wore a silky robe with a pattern of red roses and deep green vines. 

	Cole chuckled at the dichotomy of the beefy hunk and the floral garment. The robe was open, the majority of the fabric draping along his sides. His smooth, toned body was bare and Cole’s cock firmed right up in response. Damn, but he was ready to release some tension with Steve, to throw him on the bed then drill him through the mattress. 

	Steve grinned. “Had to get out of those pants the second I got home.” 

	“I have no objections.” Cole unbuckled his belt. “It’s been a pretty long day, though. I’m thinking a shower’s in order.” It was Cole’s turn to grin. 

	Steve rose from the sofa. “Need company?” 

	Cole removed his shirt, letting it drop to the floor in a crumpled heap before kicking off his shoes. Steve led the way to the bathroom, swaying his ass from side to side a bit too obviously. Cole continued to strip, allowing his clothes to litter the hallway as he strolled behind him, enjoying the show. By the time Steve opened the door to the large primary bathroom, he was wearing more than Cole. 

	Steve headed to the shower as Cole moved up behind him, close, anxious. He pressed his rock-hard cock against the crack of Steve’s ass as Steve bent forward to turn on the water. After wrapping his hand around Steve’s hip, he dug in with strong fingers. The fabric of the silk robe felt cool at first, warming with the friction of Cole’s firm, slow motion.

	After checking the temperature of the water, Steve straightened his body. “At least let me get naked first.”

	Cole stopped humping him then grabbed hold of Steve’s honey-brown hair, which was barely long enough for him to gain purchase. He yanked Steve’s head back as he leaned into his ear. “I’ll do that.” With his other hand, he grasped the collar of Steve’s robe, tearing it from his body, tossing it aside before letting go of Steve’s head. He loved the contrast between Steve’s lighter skin tone against his own bronze shade.

	“You owe me a new robe.” 

	Steve had growled it out, but Cole knew he loved it. He whipped Steve around so that he faced him. Cole gently pushed Steve into the shower, warm, steamy water spraying on them as Cole pressed his partner against the tile wall. He brought both of Steve’s hands up over his head, locking them firmly into place with one of his own large hands. 

	Before Steve could utter more than a pleasured moan, Cole crushed their mouths together, their tongues tangling in an aggressive kiss. Cole bit Steve’s lower lip as he pulled away. Water streamed into his eyes as he opened them.

	“More?”

	“Prick tease.” Steve chuckled, his eyes still shut. 

	The wet tile squeaked as he shifted anxiously. The corner of Cole’s mouth curled upward. He used his free hand to stroke Steve’s cheek. Keeping Steve’s hands pinned above his head, Cole pressed his mouth to Steve’s in one quick motion. Their bodies almost flush, Steve’s heated cock pressed into Cole’s abdomen as their dicks rubbed against each other. Cole moved his hand down Steve’s six-pack, gripping Steve’s hardened length just firmly enough to illicit another pleasure-filled moan.

	Cole released Steve’s arms. He moved out of the spray of water, allowing the stream to ricochet off Steve’s back as he pushed Steve onto his knees. The head of Cole’s cock brushed over Steve’s lips as he eagerly opened his mouth. Steve lapped at the sticky dew on the tip before engulfing as much of Cole’s dick as he could. 

	Cole let his head fall back as he thrust his hips forward, gasping out a satisfied grunt as he pressed into the back of Steve’s throat. Steve used his now-free hands to hold on to Cole’s hips, moving his head up and down the rigid column of flesh.

	He rubbed his hand across Steve’s head, then down the side of his face, caressing the late-day stubble with his thumb. They weren’t a couple, weren’t exclusive. But they’d had each other’s backs since their days in Afghanistan and were the only two men in their unit who’d batted for the same team. He cared about the guy, loved him as a friend.

	“That’s it. Such a good little cocksucker.” 

	Cole was getting close—too close. He needed Steve’s tight heat wrapped around his dick, needed him on all fours taking it up the ass, bucking against him the way only Steve knew how. If he hadn’t been so exhausted from the day’s insanity, he would’ve tied him down and used a dildo on him first.

	“Enough.” 

	He pulled Steve off his now-throbbing erection then encouraged him to stand, grasping one of Steve’s muscled arms as he rose. Cole embraced him roughly, grinding against him, sliding his index finger along the seam of Steve’s crack, searching out the wrinkled hole. Steve whimpered, a sound Cole loved to hear tumbling from the man’s lips. He knew how to force many sounds from his lover.

	“Like that?” 

	Cole pressed past the tight rim, Steve hissing at what Cole knew would be a harsh intrusion. Cole liked giving it rough, and Steve loved taking it. He pushed down the twinge of discomfort at the thought that Steve would want to move on with a permanent partner one day. Steve wanted love and forever and sharing his life, but Cole didn’t. Steve didn’t necessarily want that with Cole, but Cole knew the guy was looking. 

	It wasn’t that Cole didn’t want that sort of happiness too. But he couldn’t bring himself to condemn someone he cared about to the uncertainty of whether or not he would return home every time he went out on a dangerous mission. It wasn’t fair.

	“You okay?”

	Cole brought himself back to the present. His musings had softened him a bit. He bumped his pelvis into Steve’s hard length. 

	“More than okay. Get on the bed right now. Hands and knees.”

	Steve moved quickly to comply. 

	God, I’d fucking miss that.

	Gorgeous Steve, eagerly doing Cole’s bidding, his toy to control. But he was also a man Cole respected, who he liked. It wasn’t an easy combination to find.

	Cole moved behind Steve, viewing the display before him. Steve’s nicely rounded ass spread wide would make any man’s knees tremble. His full sac hung low, and Cole had an occasional peek of Steve’s thick cock as it bobbed and twitched. Cole kept his gaze trained on Steve’s muscled form as he moved to the nightstand where Steve kept the supplies. The lube and one of the warming condoms Steve favored were already out on the table.

	Cole let out a low chuckle. “Anxious, are we?” He picked up both items, tossing the slick onto the bed near Steve’s hand. “Then I suggest you get yourself ready for me.”

	Steve’s breath hitched as he obeyed Cole’s command, grabbing the lube. Cole watched him squeeze some liquid onto his fingers, then reach around to prep his entrance as Cole had ordered him to do. Cole got into place behind Steve, resisting the urge to stroke himself as he watched Steve shove two fingers into his own hole. He wouldn’t last if he did, and he’d rather enjoy a punishing fuck than come too soon.

	Steve rode his own fingers, undulating and groaning as he did. He fell to one elbow as he stabbed into his own hole repeatedly. Cole could’ve watched him all day, but he was leaking like crazy, and his balls ached. It was time to give Steve what he was begging for.

	Cole quickly tore open the condom wrapper then rolled it on. He snatched up the tube of slick, adding some to his length. He wouldn’t be holding back, so he needed to make sure Steve was more than ready to take him.

	“Get back up on both elbows like a good boy. You know what to do. Spread your knees wider—offer up that hot ass to me.”

	Steve did as he was told, Cole no longer willing to wait a second longer to penetrate him. He fisted the base of his own cock, lining it up with Steve’s twitching hole. He grabbed Steve’s hip with his other hand then punched into his channel in one hard thrust. Steve let out a garbled cry, yet he still pushed back, still begged with his ass for more.

	Cole smacked him hard on one cheek, Steve clenching around his cock as he did. God, he fucking loved that. He smacked him again. And again. Each time he spanked him, Steve’s passage would clamp down. Soon his palm was heated, and Steve’s cheeks were an enticing shade of rose. He smiled at the thought of Steve’s tattered floral robe.

	But it was time for him to get what he needed. Cole leaned over Steve, placing one hand near Steve’s shoulder then yanking his body flush to him with the other. He fucked him hard, driving as deep as he could each time he plunged into Steve’s gripping heat. 

	Soon his thrusts shortened to rapid movements, his orgasm building low in his core, waiting to burst out of him. He bit down on Steve’s shoulder right as he reached for his friend’s cock. Cole yanked it roughly until hot seed spilled over his fingers. The flutters of Steve’s ass around his cock set him off, and he froze. Curling his body around Steve’s back, he shot into the condom until he was dizzy.

	Their frantic breathing gradually slowed until Cole softened enough to slip from Steve’s body. He winced as Steve’s rim closed around his still-sensitive tip. After taking care of the rubber, he rolled onto his side to face Steve. His buddy had already collapsed, his eyes closed. Cole knew how he felt. The release of pent-up energy had been great.

	“Wanna get a steak later?” Steve mumbled.

	“Yeah. Sounds good.” Cole yawned.

	“After a nap.”

	Cole smiled. Steve appeared so peaceful. Content. It was a good look on him. He sincerely hoped Steve would find the happiness he sought. 

	Even if it meant Steve would leave him behind.

	 

	 

	
Chapter Two

	“Excuse me.” 

	Brett clutched the fabric headrest of the airplane seat to keep from being pitched forward as a large man shoved past him. If Brett hadn’t caught himself, he would’ve likely ended up in the lap of the middle-aged woman seated on the aisle across from him. She’d snored loudly for almost the entire flight from Denver. He had to assume that the rude passenger who’d pushed past him—the second the seatbelt light had turned off—was desperate to lose his life savings at one of the Las Vegas gaming tables as soon as possible. 

	Brett banged his head on the overhead bin as he attempted once again to retrieve his bag so he could also exit the plane. More people poured into the aisle, grabbing their belongings, rushing to their own destinations. 

	Brett crouched back into his row. He wasn’t in any particular hurry. His new life would be there waiting for him regardless of whether he exited the plane quickly or slowly. It was a bit late for additional rumination over his decision to transfer to Sin City. His belongings had been shipped ahead. An apartment leased. His job transfer in place.

	Welcome to Las Vegas.

	For one amazing year of his life, the neon red, white and gold sign in the McCarran International Airport terminal had made his heart beat faster when it would greet him on his monthly business trips. Then for the subsequent year, it had simply mocked him. Reminded him that he once believed he’d found his happily-ever-after in the arms of a Las Vegas patrol officer.

	Parker McLean was the handsome, good-hearted man he’d fallen in love with during those business trips. What had started off as a casual thing, a chance meeting at a club one night, had become a regular encounter whenever he was in town. Early on in their relationship they’d taken a moment to have an actual conversation about what it was they were doing. At the time, they’d both agreed to keep it light, not place any expectations on themselves as a couple. See where it led.

	For Brett, it had led to love.

	Sadly, Parker hadn’t been on the same page. As a matter of fact, he’d been on a completely different chapter. Brett had been ready to transfer to Vegas the night he found out that Parker didn’t feel the same way about them as a couple. So, he’d hastily stopped the wheels already set in motion that would’ve moved him to Vegas a lot sooner. If it hadn’t been for some unexpected changes that inspired a new friendship between him and Parker, he would’ve likely stayed in Denver indefinitely. 

	Initially, Brett had been too upset and angry to have anything to do with Parker again. But once he had some distance from the emotional pain of losing the man he’d fallen in love with, he realized he was being unfair.

	Parker hadn’t promised him a thing. And for his part, he hadn’t said a word to Parker when his feelings deepened. He’d assumed Parker’s affection and thoughtful actions meant more than they had. It had been a classic case of miscommunication. 

	“Can I help you with that? It seems as if the stampede has subsided.”

	Brett angled his body toward the smooth sound of a man’s voice behind him. He locked eyes with the attractive guy who was eyeing him rather openly. If Brett had to guess, he’d say he was about six or seven years older than Brett’s thirty-three years. They were a similar height, his fellow passenger sporting what Brett could tell was a trim, fit figure based on how he filled out the designer polo shirt he had tucked into a pair of slim khakis. His friendly smile was disarmingly like Parker’s.

	“My name’s Kevin, by the way.” 

	He extended a strong hand, his nails trimmed, buffed. Like Brett, he took good care of himself. Brett accepted the greeting, Kevin’s fingers closing around his own. Nothing. No spark. Brett lifted his gaze to meet Kevin’s eyes.

	“Nice to meet you, Kevin.” Brett let go. “But I’ve got this.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Brett sat in the back room of the Jon Martin and Company men’s clothing store going through a mess of paperwork. The brand was a solid mid-level retail store with locations all across the US, Canada and Europe. Up until the week before, he’d been the district manager for the southwest locations. Once a month he would travel from Denver to meet with the store managers at both mall locations—the Fashion Mall and the North Vegas Premium Outlets. When it became clear to him that constantly being on the road would forever doom him to a life of solitude, he’d approached his area manager about stepping down to the position of store manager so he could remain in one place. 

	She’d tried to talk him out of it, but he’d been adamant. Once he’d found out that Parker had not only found love, but gotten engaged, it had made his decision that much clearer.

	When the man finally fell in love, he really went for it.

	Brett didn’t begrudge Parker happiness, and as much as he’d wanted to resent him, he genuinely liked his ex’s fiancé. The young man Parker fell in love with had been instrumental in getting Brett involved in an LGBTQ center and shelter in Vegas as a grant writer. Brett had to admit that Lonnie was a sweet guy with a good heart. Even if it had hurt at first, he was glad they could all be friends. 

	It had worked out even better when the opportunity arose to manage the Fashion Show Mall location. He would be settling in a town where he already knew people and would be involved in something outside of work. Even if his nights were lonely for now, he could still put in time at the shelter.

	“Terrific,” He mumbled to himself. 

	Judging by the amount of screwed up paperwork the incompetent former manager had left behind, he’d probably be driven crazy to the point where he’d end up talking to himself all the time. The initial focus of his new job was to turn the store around and get the numbers back up. Soon, the DM who’d replaced him would make an appearance, and he’d have to answer to whoever that was. He had to smile at the irony.

	A tentative knock sounded at the combination stock room and office door. 

	“Yeah?”

	The door creaked open, at which time his floor supervisor peeked in. Only her head showed as if it were floating free of her body.

	“I’m sorry, Mr. Langevin. But that guy I told you about is here again.”

	Brett had only been at the store for a week, and he’d already dealt with a myriad of weird customer and employee issues. That was in addition to the disaster area that comprised the back room. Las Vegas certainly wasn’t Denver. He’d determined that the collection of freaks in Vegas was at a much higher ratio than the average city.

	“I’m sorry, Kelly, you’ll have to be more specific. There’s been a lot of ‘guys’.”

	“You know.” She jerked her head, rolling her eyes in the same direction. “The one with the job applications?”

	Brett resisted the urge to groan. As the team leader, he needed to remain positive to keep his associates upbeat. 

	“Okay, Kelly. Tell him I’ll be out in a moment.”

	She nodded then scrunched up her nose. “Sorry to interrupt you, Mr. Langevin. I know you have a lot to deal with right now. It’s just… I dunno… He sorta creeps me out.”

	Brett rose from the swivel chair and found himself bizarrely grateful for the opportunity to deal with the less than stable would-be employee. “Don’t apologize, Kelly, that’s what I’m here for. I never expect you to have to deal with a situation in which you’re uncomfortable. But can I ask you something?”

	She’d finally stepped back to allow him space to get through the door. “Sure.”

	“Could you please just call me Brett?” 

	He gave her a warm smile. The whole staff was still very nervous around him. The fact that he’d once been their district manager seemed to have set them on edge. On top of everything else, the barely twenty-year-old Kelly was about six months pregnant. He didn’t want to upset her. She was a hard worker who was reliable and took her job seriously. 

	Throughout his time overseeing several stores in the southwest territory, he’d witnessed many of them go through staff like water, most of the employees passing through on their way to something else. He was sure she’d eventually move up in the ranks and no doubt be ready for her own store one day.

	She responded with a sincere smile. “Sure, Brett.”

	He made his way past her to where the man she’d been referring to stood by the checkout counter that was located on one side of the long, rectangular-shaped store. The store was divided between casual and dress wear for men. Suits, ties, dress shirts and slacks lined one wall with accompanying floor fixtures. On the opposite side was a variety of khakis, microfiber pants, polos and casual cotton shirts along with fixtures of their own. Spots from track lighting in the ceiling were carefully directed at mannequins and other displays. Large posters and other marketing signs were placed on the walls or hung from the ceiling by monkey hooks attached to magnets.

	The job applicant glanced up at him from where he’d been scratching something either real or imaginary on the counter surface with his thumbnail. As they had appeared both times before when Brett had dealt with him, the man’s eyes were rounded as if in perpetual surprise. If Brett had to guess, he would gauge him to be early to mid-twenties, with dark curly hair that was in dire need of a trim. He was a bit fluffy around the middle, although it was hard to tell by how much due to the loose clothing he
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