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Chapter 1

September

The Washington DC Metro train doors
slid shut just as Brodie Harris ducked inside. Rush hour was nearly
done and only a couple dozen people were in the car. He could have
taken a seat but after six hours of sitting on his ass in meetings
at the George Bush Center for Intelligence, better known as the
CIA, standing was better. The train lurched as it started moving
and Brodie grabbed one of the overhead rails.

His phone buzzed in his pocket and he
pulled it out. It was a text from Jeff, the old Navy buddy he was
staying with for the next few days.

Got your key? Hafta go in
for work emergency.

Brodie texted back.
Yep, all good.

Jeff Warren did computer tech support
for the NSA, yet another federal intelligence group. Work emergency
could be anything from some flunky with email problems to satellite
communication issues. Brodie had known him for more than a decade.
Guess they weren’t getting Thai take-out together for dinner
tonight. Brodie put his phone back in his pocket. At the next metro
stop, he idly watched people getting on and off. One in particular
caught his eye. Tall, lean, dark hair cut corporate short, wearing
a black leather jacket and tan chinos. And in a word – hot. The man
curled an arm around one of the vertical poles and leaned against
it, facing toward one end of the car. Brodie let himself take in
the full picture from the angle of the man’s jaw, down his toned
body to the white sneakers. No harm in looking. As the man’s coat
swung slightly with the movement of the train Brodie saw a badge
clipped to his belt and the hint of a gun holster. Law enforcement
no doubt. Given that they were in DC, the man could work for any
number of alphabet labeled agencies.

The next stop involved the
exchange of a few more people. A young couple took seats about
midway down the aisle from Brodie and a decent glance at
them immediately sent warning flares
through him. The expression on the girl’s face looked like a mix of
stress and annoyance. The boy took hold of her arm and squeezed it
a bit, leaning over to say something in her ear. The girl shifted
uncomfortably in her seat. Was it just a petty argument? The
tension in the girl’s posture increased. Brodie watched.

~

Did that guy just check him
out? Zane McCarron leaned his hip against the pole as the train
swayed. A surreptitious peek at the blond made him bite back a
smile. Thick unruly blond hair, wide muscular shoulders, neatly
trimmed full beard and moustache and the Washington DC “uniform” of
dress shirt, tie, blazer and slacks made a very appealing package.
Lawyer? Programmer? Analyst? Maybe… but Zane decided that military
might be the most correct guess. The stance, the back to the wall,
and way the man’s eyes scanned the passengers made it well within
possibility. If so, he was a spec ops man, because there was no way
that haircut and facial hair was within standard military regs.
There was no noticeable underlying aggression, but a definite
watchful awareness. And… well crap… Zane realized he should be more
aware himself. There was
a thread of hard brutal aggression nibbling at the
edge of his psychic senses. Who? One by one he looked at the people
present. Ah, the young man in the green jacket. There was anger at…
the young woman who sat beside him. Anger wasn’t illegal. Anyone
was allowed to be almighty pissed, but this was simmering toward a
boil. The young man leaned over and spoke to the woman. She
radiated fear. As a magi, Zane had a deep suspicion that something
rather nasty was likely to happen. As a detective for the
Washington DC Metropolitan police, he couldn’t actually do anything
about the angry man who was sitting relatively immobile next to his
girlfriend, even if the two were having an argument. People were
allowed to be mad.

The train stopped at the next station.
The couple that Zane watched stayed where they were. The man with
the blond hair moved slightly to make way for a boarding passenger.
He met Zane’s gaze for a moment, and both their eyes flicked toward
the couple who appeared to be continuing their very quiet argument.
Mmm, obviously the blond was also aware that something dubious was
going on.

Two more station stops occurred before
the situation detonated. Suddenly the seated man hauled off and
slapped the woman across the face and then proceeded to wrap his
hands around her throat. In about four heartbeats, the blond
military guy grabbed the “boyfriend” and hauled him back off the
woman, breaking the man’s grip around her throat. He twisted the
“boyfriend’s” arm up behind him and swept the idiot’s feet out from
under him. Zane pulled the woman to a safe position and then helped
the blond pin the assailant to the floor of the train
car.

“Metro PD, you’re under arrest for
assault and battery.” Zane pulled his handcuffs from the pouch at
the back of his belt and used them on the still struggling
assailant who was pinned to the floor, with the blond guy’s knee in
his back. “Can you keep him in one place while I call for a squad
car to come pick him up?”

“No problem.”

Zane spent a couple of minutes on his
phone calling for a pick up before he turned to the woman. He had
eased her into a seat a number of steps away from her attacker.
“Are you okay? Do I need to have them send an ambulance
too?”

“I’m okay, just rattled,” she said
softly. “I knew he was an asshole, but I didn’t think he’d try to
hurt me.”

Zane nodded and completed the
information he was giving to the dispatcher. To the blond man he
said, “I’d really like you to come with me and give a witness
statement when the uniforms get here. Can you do that?”

“Yeah sure.”

~

Outside the next metro station the
assailant was loaded into a squad car. Brodie stood a few feet away
waiting. The dark-haired cop said goodbye to the uniformed officers
and came to talk to Brodie.

“Thank you for helping me deal with
that moron,” the cop said.

“I’m not into watching women get
hurt.”

The man stuck out his hand, “Zane
McCarron. I’m one of the district’s detectives. And here I thought
I was getting off work a little early today.”

“Brodie Harris.” He shook hands with
the detective. It was a good firm handshake and reinforced his
attraction to the other man.

“Military?”

“Ex-Navy… It’s CIA now.” It always felt
a little dicey saying that out loud, but here inside the beltway,
the CIA was just another government employer. It was also probably
a bad idea to lie to a cop doing his job.

“Ah, a spook. Do you live in the
area?”

“No. I’m stuck here for a couple of
days on some business at Langley.” He really didn’t want to be any
more specific.

“Ah, got it. I need your full name, an
address where I could contact you, and an email address. The
easiest way to do this is probably have you tell me what you saw.
I’ll record it on my phone, type it up, send it to you and let you
proof it and sign it.”

“Okay.” Brodie’s stomach let out an
audible growl. “Sorry.”

“Ya know, I was headed home before all
this and I had intentions of grabbing some dinner.” Zane looked
around the area near the station. “There’s a half decent burger and
beer place about a block from here. We could eat while we do
this.”

“That sounds like a plan. Point me in
the right direction.”

It took a few minutes to walk the
distance to the restaurant. Brodie took advantage of the fact he
wasn’t going to be driving anywhere to order a double of Black
Bush. “My day was spent in meetings. Excruciatingly boring
administrative type meetings.”

Zane smiled. “I’d say that you
definitely deserve a drink then.”

They ordered food. Brodie was in the
mood for meat and cheese, so he ordered a burger with cheddar
cheese, bacon and mushrooms. He’d add an extra mile to his morning
run to compensate. It took about ten minutes to give his statement
of the events to McCarron, then conversation turned to Brodie’s
current home address, Naval Air Station Fallon in
Nevada.

“When I think Navy, I don’t usually
think of middle of the Nevada desert as prime Navy territory,” Zane
said. “So, am I even allowed to ask what you’re doing there if
you’re CIA now?”

“Just intelligence work and that’s
really all I can say.”

“Understood. There’s a lot of the ‘I
can’t talk about my job’ inside the DC beltway. So how far from
Fallon to Vegas?”

“Five to six hours. I drove it once.
It’s not really my thing, the gambling part anyway. I went to a
concert.”

“I’ve been there once too… there was
blackjack involved.”

“What happens in Vegas…?” Brodie said
with a grin.

“Yeah, stays in Vegas, along with five
hundred of my hard-earned dollars.”

They both laughed. Brodie shifted in
his chair. God, what he wouldn’t give to see that smile in private,
preferably with Zane buck naked, underneath him. He hadn’t been
this drawn to another guy in ages. Food arrived and they were both
distracted for a little while.

Zane leaned back. “It’s getting kind of
loud in here. Any chance I could interest you in a beer back at my
place?”

“Is it far?”

“A couple of metro stops and about
three blocks. In the Dupont Circle area. I could get a cheaper
place outside the city, but given my crazy ass job, there’s a level
of convenience in actually living in the District.”

“Sure, sounds like a good idea.” If he
was reading Zane wrong and this was literally just low-key hang out
time, that was fine too.

~

A flight of concrete steps led down to
his basement level apartment. Zane said, “Fair warning, I’m not
much on housekeeping.” He unlocked the door and keyed in the code
to his security system when it squealed at him. Flipping on the
light, he stepped the rest of the way inside and beckoned Brodie
in.

There were books stacked haphazardly on
the coffee table in the den and a coffee cup left over from the
morning. The PS4 controller was tossed on the sofa along with a
hoodie. Several dry-cleaned work shirts hung over an upholstered
chair next to the sofa.

Before he went any further, Zane
decided maybe he should make sure that he and Brodie were on the
same page.

“So, if you actually want a beer that’s
cool, but I did have something a little different in mind. And
since you helped me take down the asshole on the train, and I’d
rather not get a fist to the face…”

Brodie grinned and grabbed Zane by the
front of his shirt and pulled him into a kiss. It was hot and
filthy and sent way more than half of Zane’s blood supply straight
to his crotch. Finally, tilting his head back a little, Brodie
said, “That what you had in mind?”

“Mmm, hell yes.”

Clothing was shed all the way down the
hallway to the bedroom. Zane fumbled with the switch of the lamp on
the nightstand. Brodie sat on the bed, pulling off his socks,
leaving him dressed in just one item of clothing, his boxer briefs.
Lord, the man was just gorgeous. All the ripped muscle and the
dusting of gold-brown hair on his chest. Zane ran a hand down over
Brodie’s pec, rubbing his thumb across the nipple there.

Brodie gave him a smile. There was a
deep measure of pure lust in his look. “Top, bottom or
neither?”

“Damn near anything you want except for
pain.” Zane replied. “Not into the S and M thing.”

“Good to know. It’s not my cup of tea
either. I would, however, really like to fuck you.”

Zane reached under the bed and pulled
out a bottle of lube and a box of condoms, dropping them within
Brodie’s reach. “I am totally into that idea.” He had gotten as far
as shirt off and slacks unzipped. He completed the last step and
shoved both slacks and briefs down and kicked them off.

Brodie put his hands on Zane’s hips and
pulled Zane to stand between his knees. He rubbed his face along
Zane’s belly then curled his fingers around Zane’s already stiff
cock and stroked him a couple of times, before pulling Zane down on
top of him. Brodie rolled them over, pinning Zane to the
bed.

At first Zane thought this was just a
moment of wind up before a quick hard fuck, but Brodie apparently
had patience. He explored Zane’s body, petting, nibbling, rubbing
his face against Zane like a cat. Everyplace he touched tingled and
fed into Zane’s arousal but also provided a feeling of connection
between them. He licked Zane’s nipples and then moved slowly down
his body to tease his cock. Zane squirmed and groaned. This was
awesome and torture and really good. “Damn … dude… put me out of my
misery.”

Brodie chuckled, a low throaty laugh.
He picked up the lube. “Hands and knees?”

“Sure, why not.” Zane positioned
himself on the bed and slick fingers breached him slowly. It had
been a few weeks and the sensation made him moan with pleasure.
There were a few moments of absence then the slight burning stretch
of Brodie pushing into him. It resolved into glorious fullness
pressing on all the right places. Zings of ecstasy sparked all the
way out to fingers and toes as Brodie drew back and thrust in
again. Zane clenched his fingers in the blankets. On top of all the
fabulous physical feelings, Brodie’s presence was like warm
electricity everywhere they touched.

Brodie’s rhythm built a crescendo of
pleasure that exploded into the pulsing blaze of an orgasm. He
heard a growl and gasp from Brodie as his psychic senses picked up
the second hand echoes of his partner’s climax moments
later.

~

Brodie’s arm muscles shook slightly as
he lowered himself to the bed beside Zane.

“Trashcan’s on that side of the bed,”
Zane made a vague gesture.

Condom disposed of, Brodie lay beside
Zane, one arm draped over Zane’s chest. God… talk about amazing
sex. He still felt like his blood was fizzing. It must be the
endorphin rush, and this was better than anything in his memory. He
nuzzled against Zane’s shoulder.

Zane twined his fingers in Brodie’s
hair and brushed his mouth along Brodie’s beard. “So, I bet you
stick out on the base in Nevada, no high and tight
haircut.”

“Kind of. But I really can’t afford to
cut it, even if I was in the mood. I’m going overseas, and I need
to look casual, specifically not obviously military.”

“Such is the life of a
spook.”

Brodie laughed.

“Are you leaving soon?” Zane
asked.

“I’m not sure. It’s … pending.” Brodie
knew he’d already probably said more than he should but his gut
said this DC cop could be trusted with the vague tidbits of his
life he’d commented on. Was that just his dick trying to convince
his brain? He trailed his hand down Zane’s arm. God, he could just
touch this man forever. He couldn’t think of anyone he’d ever felt
this level of attraction and comfort with. Yes, comfort. Where the
hell was his brain going with this? He had roughly two more days in
DC then he was heading back to Nevada for maybe two more weeks,
then… eastern Europe if everything lined up.

“And if you told me you’d have to kill
me anyway,” Zane teased.

“Mmm, and that would make me very
unhappy.” Brodie hauled Zane tighter against his body. “I have to
go soon. It would ruffle too many feathers if I showed up for
tomorrow’s meeting in the same clothes.”

“Can’t have that.” Zane looped his arms
around Brodie’s neck. “This was good. This was incredibly good. Are
you leaving DC tomorrow night then?”

“The next morning.”

“Any chance of getting
together tomorrow night then? I mean, this implies I won’t get
snagged into a case, of course. And seeing how I was originally
supposed to be headed home for a low-key evening in, when the thing
on the metro happened, there are no sure bets my evening will be free
tomorrow.”

Brodie smiled. “We could try.” Damn, he
could spend an entire week in bed with this man. Everywhere their
bodies touched felt warm, and right. How the hell could he feel
like this about a guy he’d known for mere hours? “It’s past
midnight. I really need to go.” He sat up slowly and convinced
himself that he needed to find all his clothes and get
going.

As Brodie dressed, Zane went so far as
to drag his own slacks back on. He walked Brodie back to the front
door. “Let’s shoot for seven tomorrow. Hypothetically I get off
work at 5:30 and that will give us some leeway if I’m in the middle
of something.”

“Give me your number, so I’ll know
who’s texting me if you get delayed.”

They spent a moment swapping phone
numbers. Brodie curved his hand on the side of Zane’s neck and
pulled him in for one last kiss. It was tempting to say something
that would imply he’d like to pursue this further but his future
was too uncertain. Best to wait and see if tomorrow night happens
at all.

~

After Zane shut the door, he leaned
back against it. He was moderately sure Brodie was Magi. He also
suspected the CIA man had no clue what that meant. Chances are that
Brodie wrote it off as having good instincts and situational
awareness.

Zane had been raised in a family where
magic talent was just one more facet of growing up. It had been a
private item, only to be discussed with family or other members of
the coven, but as real as learning to read or ride a bike. His aunt
Jill had been the one who did most of his training. She had become
part of a Fire temple when he was in his late teens. It was
essentially a Zoroastrian based variant on a coven. He wasn’t sure
if she was still practicing with them or had changed “flavors”
again. Her personal views were such a mixture of philosophies she
had said finding a group she felt comfortable with was a challenge.
Maybe that came with the territory of being a
psychiatrist.

His mind circled back to the amazing
sex and the intense connection he felt to Brodie. He wasn’t sure
he’d ever felt that way before. And it was all freaking
complicated. The guy didn’t live anywhere close. Brodie had hinted
that he’d be deployed or sent on some kind of mission soon. He had
said the word, “overseas” which could translate into just about
anywhere. Okay, one step at a time, see what happens tomorrow
evening.

~

A repeat of Wednesday night didn’t
happen. Brodie had to admit he was caught between disappointed and
annoyed. Zane had texted him to say he was mired in a double
homicide and there was no way he was getting free before midnight.
Leaning his head against the plane window, Brodie stared out onto
the cloud bank below the plane. He’d be back in Nevada in a few
more hours. So, had Zane truly gotten stuck in work related
problems, or had he decided a one-night hookup was sufficient?
Brodie was undecided. He could see both sides of the situation. The
sex had been awesome. Maybe that was sufficient and all there
needed to have been.







Chapter 2

Early December

Five and a half weeks of surveillance
in Zagreb, Croatia and Brodie was looking forward to going home to
the states. It wasn’t that he disliked the city. His Croatian
language skills were good and navigating the city wasn’t all that
difficult. He and the team he was assigned to had spent days upon
days monitoring a group of radicals that were dealing arms. Because
of the number of location changes within the city, it couldn’t be
done remotely, hence the reason he wasn’t parked in front of a
computer in Nevada watching the video feeds.

All of the information would eventually
be collated and a decision made on whether a special ops group
would attempt capture and elimination of the weapons dealers. That
end of the mission was not his problem. He had one more day before
catching a flight back to Washington DC. Some final shopping for
Christmas presents for friends and family seemed like a good idea,
because he really ought to take advantage of being able to shop in
a different country. And the whole “not wait until two days before
Christmas” would be good. Specifically, he wanted something unique
for his mother. She wasn’t likely to be around for that much
longer… and God, he didn’t want to think about that. ALS,
amyotrophic lateral sclerosis, was death sentence more certain than
cancer. She had maybe a year left, if she was lucky. He tried to
get
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