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      Will a good cop be able to make the right choice … when it involves the forbidden love of a criminal?

      When Hank starts sweating uncontrollably and feeling tingles throughout his body after coming up against an alpha the whole police force has been hunting, he can’t deny that his omega hormones are betraying him.

      He’s a good cop, but his secret desire for the alpha is almost overwhelming. During an interrogation, he’s terrified that everyone in the room can see how he’s being affected by the man in handcuffs. That the alpha is flirting with him … and that Hank likes it.

      Jason was roughed up when the cops arrested him. What they don’t know is he was there to stop one of the crimes in a string they think he committed. But Jason’s not going to give them the satisfaction of a straight answer because he can’t stand cops.

      Until he sees Hank, that is.

      Jason starts out toying with Hank during the interrogation, but eventually, he can’t deny his feelings. He’s a cop-hater, and he’s falling in love with his enemy.

      His Hardest Choice is an enemies-to-lovers romance of 39k words. It includes a relationship between a straight-laced, vanilla, omega cop who lets a leather-jacket-wearing, alpha criminal corrupt him and control him in bed … with his own handcuffs.

      It includes some angst, a lot of feels, plenty of swearing, some incredibly hot sex, a pregnant man who gives birth to a sweet little baby, and a very HEA.
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      Hank

      

      “Hold on a sec.”

      I stopped the cruiser at the entrance of a dark alley. "What do you see?” I asked. There were multiple metal garbage cans overflowing with trash, a stained mattress, and piles of soggy cardboard boxes that had partially collapsed from the constant winter rain we were still experiencing in Portville.

      “That car—the one parked next to the dumpster in the alley. It fits the description of one that was spotted in the area of some of the clinic arson jobs. Let me call it in."

      While my partner Landon was on the radio waiting to hear back from dispatch, I looked around at the dark windows of the abandoned warehouses that surrounded us. This was one of the neighborhoods on the East side that pretty much everyone had given up on. No one was making sure these buildings were locked anymore, probably because most of the lower windows were broken and whoever wanted to could just crawl right in.

      Even though these buildings had been abandoned a long time ago, we knew lots of people still occupied them. Squatters and drug dealers used them to get off the streets and gangs used them as secret meeting places. It would take the whole police force working round the clock to clean this neighborhood up, so usually nothing happened until a job went down and my partner and I were called in. Especially since this was our beat.

      When a rash of fertility and birth clinic arsons swept Portville a few years ago, there were a lot of cops with their eyes open, coming out to the streets in this neighborhood and looking for leads to figure out who was behind the obviously organized crimes. But it had been three years now with no solid arrests. We all wondered if maybe the group behind all of the arson jobs had been charged with unrelated crimes. Or maybe most of them had been killed off in some kind of gang related war.

      But my partners Landon and Mark and I never stopped looking.

      My time on duty was split up between Detectives Landon and Mark Harris. A few months after their son Trevor was born, they decided they both wanted to experience raising their kid, so they each worked part time on the police force. I had Landon as a partner for half the month, and I had his husband, Mark, for the other half.

      They were both as committed as I was to finding who was responsible for the fires that put multiple low income clinics out of commission. And left hundreds of people across the city without any kind of health care or place to deliver their babies.

      Multiple rebuilding projects had gone into effect over the last year, but no one had ever even been arrested for the original crimes. So my partners and I spent our down time driving up and down these streets, looking for any kind of lead.

      “That might be the car. It’s registered to a Jessica McNab.”

      I glanced back at Landon. “McNab is one of the names that came up early on in the investigation.”

      “Yeah,” Landon said. “Multiple times.” He got out of the car and drew his gun, then held it down at his side as he scanned the streets.

      "Should I call for backup?"

      "Yeah,” he said, poking his head back through the open car door. “But call in a code two. No sirens and no lights. We don’t want these guys to know anyone is on the way.”

      The second car showed up in less than a minute. Landon told them to go down the alley on foot and take the back entrance while he and I went in the front. When we approached, we noticed that the chain on the double metal door in the front of the building had been cut.

      Landon pulled at one of the doors and it was unlocked, so he motioned for me to get ready. When my gun was raised he yanked the door open. I heard him yell freeze before my eyes even had a chance to adjust to the dark. But within seconds, I saw two young guys about ten feet in front of us. The first one put his hands up, but the second one took off running.

      "Daniel? What the fuck are you doing here!" Landon barked.

      I couldn’t believe he knew one of the perps and was a little confused when Landon told me to take this guy to the car to keep him safe. Clearly this Daniel wasn’t a threat, but the one who ran was another story. So, basically, the first time we had any real action on this case, I got stuck babysitting a skinny kid who look like he was about to cry.

      On our way out of the building, we both heard shots fired behind us, so I grabbed his arm and hurried him to the cruiser, making sure he got inside the car and ducked out of sight.

      Within minutes, a bloodied, cuffed wall of muscle emerged out the front door with Landon right behind him. It looked like he must have put up quite a struggle, but Landon obviously got the better of him. Landon pushed the slouching thug repeatedly as they crossed the alley, then he gave him one final shove that slammed his body into the car.

      "Hey!" I said from the other side of the cruiser.

      “What?” Landon snarled at me through gritted teeth.

      “Nothing.” I wanted to tell Landon to ease up a bit, but I was pretty sure that wasn’t going to go over all that well with an alpha who was clearly seeing red at the moment. I honestly wasn’t sure why I’d said it, but there was something about the guy. Something that made me want to bandage his wounds and take care of him … to find out why he was this way.

      Fucking ridiculous. He’s a criminal, I thought to myself. That’s why he’s this way.

      As Landon read the guy his rights he picked him up by the collar, opened the car door, then threw him in the back seat. He was still yelling something at that Daniel kid about being in big trouble when the two patrol officers came out the front entrance of the building.

      “We lost ‘em,” one of them said. He was holding his side and trying to catch his breath. “We saw them run out the back door … three guys,” he said in between gasps. “I didn’t see the first two, but I got a good look at the third guy.”

      “You think you could ID him?” Landon asked.

      “Yeah, sure. I’ll have a look through the database when we get back to the station.”

      Landon nodded, then got in the passenger seat as I slid in behind the wheel.

      When all the car doors were shut, and I started the engine I was suddenly hit with a scent that filled me with the most amazing feeling. Something that I hadn’t noticed in this cruiser before. Not earlier today … or in the two years we’d been using it.

      My entire body tingled as different smells filled my senses. Things I hadn’t even thought of in years, but that I remembered from throughout my life. My high school auto shop, the gym locker room, and my favorite barbecue restaurant filled the car. Scents that were sexy and cozy and comforting all rolled together … and they were all alpha.

      But it wasn’t just that.

      What I was inhaling brought tons of images and feelings flooding back to me. Suddenly all I could think of were the hot dudes I’d crushed on and secretly stared at throughout my life. Guy’s that I’d been too scared to approach and chose to appreciate from afar. It was almost like what I was inhaling was the scent of impossibility. The essence of what I wanted but could not have.

      Suddenly I was longing for a pair of big, strong arms around me.

      "Are you wearing cologne or something?" I asked Landon. I was confused because he sure as hell hadn’t smelled like this earlier, and in the three years I’d known him he hadn’t struck me as the type to wear cologne. But I couldn’t figure out where else the smell could have been coming from.

      Maybe there’s a taco truck around here somewhere, I thought. But didn’t even remotely explain the depth of desire and longing I was experiencing.

      Besides, I wasn’t even hungry.

      "What the hell are you talking about?” Landon didn’t even look at me. He was too busy radioing dispatch. I looked up in the rearview mirror at the two guys in the back seat. I knew there was no way what I was smelling could be coming from the skinny omega, but that other guy …

      Holy shit, that scent is coming from him?

      I was frozen for a second as I stared at the alpha’s hulking form in the small mirror. Then my eyes wandered up and locked with his. I knew in that moment that it was him that my body was reacting to. I was ashamed to admit it to myself, but I could feel a twinge in my cock that told me in no uncertain terms that my omega hormones were kicking in at the absolute worst possible moment. Luckily, I was on a heat suppressant, but my body was still having a hard time fighting off the flood of chemicals that my brain was dumping into my bloodstream.

      This was the exact reason omegas hadn’t been admitted on the police force for … well, forever. It was just in the last few years that we had been allowed to take any kind of position in public safety. I had literally been the first omega to be hired onto the force.

      Landon’s husband had gone through one of those mid-twenties changes that I’d heard about. It was something that had been happening more and more over the last few decades, young betas growing into young adulthood, then, without warning, turning into omegas. No one knew exactly how it happened, or why really. Slowly over the last fifty years women had stopped being able to have babies. And this increase in the omega population had something to do with mother nature adapting, I guess. Science was never my thing.

      Mark had been a cop for five years, then woke up one day a pregnant omega. He was afraid he’d get the boot, but they kept him on the force. They all gave us a big song and dance about being accepting of omegas, but I swear, whenever the two of us were working together we never heard the end of it from the alphas down at the station. They thought a two-omega detective team was freaking hilarious, and they made sure we knew it.

      It was just lucky that Mark had already proven himself when he was a beta. The other cops respected him and wouldn’t even imagine giving him shit when Landon was around. But man, it was like I had to work double time just to show them I was a good cop.

      So, I went out of my way to make sure there was nothing to criticize. I did everything by the book, worked overtime, dotted all my i’s and crossed all my t’s. I stayed on my heat suppressants year-round, even though I knew I was supposed to go off of them for at least one cycle. I even used a special wash to keep my scent to a minimum. And I never … ever … let my emotions get the better of me.

      My number one priority for the last three years had building up my reputation as a good cop, and I wasn’t going to let anything jeopardize that.

      "Hank. What’s going on? Let’s get out of here." Landon had thankfully been so busy on the radio that he hadn’t noticed I’d been staring at the suspect in the back seat for the last minute. I shook my head to clear it out and put the car in drive.

      But on the way to the station I couldn’t stop myself from glancing into the rearview mirror. And every time I did, that alpha was staring right back at me. I could feel my heart beating faster every time my eyes caught with his, or they wandered down to the bulging muscles in his chest and arms. His body was spectacular. Big and burly and—

      “Whoa!” Landon said as he braced himself against the dashboard with both hands. "What the hell? This is the third time you’ve had to slam on your brakes in the last five minutes."

      "Sorry, man. I don’t know where my head is at. I’m a little out of it today, I guess.” I kept my eyes on the road for as long as possible but couldn’t stop myself from sneaking another glance in the rearview mirror. When I did, I saw that alpha’s eyes burning into me again, but this time they were narrowed in an amused smirk. My face burned up when I saw a smile curling up on one side of his mouth.

      Fuck. He knows.

      "Well, try to keep your head on straight for the next ten blocks. I’d like to get back to the precinct in one piece."

      "Yeah, sorry, Landon."

      I didn’t know what the hell was going on. This guy was scum. Worse than scum. He was wanted in connection to the rash arsons that had gone on for months across the city. He was one of the guys we’d been after for years. And we finally had him.

      We had our biggest lead in months sitting in the back seat, but I couldn’t enjoy it because he wouldn’t stop staring at me. Every time I looked up in the rearview mirror his eyes were still narrowed on mine. But the fact was, I was taking part in this whole game too.

      I was staring right back.

      Every single time my eyes locked with his I got lost in his cool, blue stare. Between those eyes and the scent that was driving me wild, when we finally pulled into the precinct parking lot, I could barely think straight.
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      Jason

      

      I couldn’t fucking believe this. I had been on my way to stop my goddamn cousin. I’d had enough of his bullshit, and even though he had been there for me—the way no one else had in my entire life—I was finally going to stand up to him.

      He’d been bugging me to get in on this plan of his for over a year. He’d bragged to everyone that would listen about how awesome his messed-up arson jobs had gone. How he’d shown the man who was boss. How he’d made a statement and was now some kind of hero.

      How he could look himself in the mirror and convince himself of that was beyond me. As far as I was concerned, he hadn’t shown anyone a goddamn thing, except what a sleazy, no-good criminal he was.

      He had originally been the mastermind behind the whole clinic arson business. He’d started the first one himself, then brought in a few members of his gang. But once his little lackeys got wind of what he was doing, they went off on their own, starting fires and slashing tires and doing all kinds of crappy shit to people that didn’t fucking deserve it.

      They weren’t showing the cops anything. All they were doing was hurting the poor, innocent people who couldn’t afford to go to local hospitals.

      And it all started because of Brock’s girlfriend. Apparently, she’d gotten a back-alley abortion by someone who did a really bad, cheap-ass job. She got sick and wound up at one of those low-income clinics, but by the time they got to her it was too late. She died on the exam table and, of course, my shortsighted, dip shit cousin blamed the clinic.

      See, if he hadn’t taken his anger out on the wrong people, I’d have been on his side from the get go. If he’d targeted the cops or the rich or the people making all the laws that did nothing but grind poor people like me even further into the ground, I’d have been right there next to him, lighting fires and sticking it to the man.

      But I couldn’t back him up on this whole thing with the clinics. The only thing I could do was keep my mouth shut. I let this crap go on for months without saying a thing. Then, after I didn’t hear anything about it for a few years, I figured he had moved onto something else. But when I heard he was planning another one … something that would make them all know who Brock McNab was … I decided enough was enough. I had to stop him.

      So, not only did Daniel get mixed up in this by trying to save my ass, but I got arrested for something I didn’t do.

      But the weirdest part? What the hell was up with this other cop? With his big, brown doe-eyes and his amazing creamy caramel latte scent that was making my cock hard in the back of a fucking cop car. I mean, that was omega scent I was smelling.

      Since when did they let omegas on the police force?

      I was so fucking pissed at that big alpha cop when he threw me in the back seat I could barely see straight. But then I laid eyes on the other guy—the omega who was staring at me in the goddamned mirror—and every one of my alpha senses went into overdrive.

      Everything about him was driving me crazy. Those big eyes with the thick black lashes that were perfectly framed in the narrow rectangle of mirror and kept looking up at me every few seconds.

      I wasn’t sure if it was just me going nuts in the back seat, or if he was feeling something too. But then, when he had to slam on his brakes for, like, the third time because he was checking me out in his mirror, it was obvious to me that I was having just as big of an effect on him as he was having on me.

      From my angle I couldn’t see his whole face. Just that chiseled jawline with the slightest hint of a shadow where his five-o-clock growth would be coming in. But right now it he had a perfect, clean shave. My eyes wandered down the slope of his neck and it looked good enough to lick and suck and take a big bite out of.

      But I could see the hairs standing up on the back of his neck. And I could see him swallowing hard every time his eyes met mine. Then, when I smiled and he realized that I knew his little secret, that he couldn’t keep his eyes off the criminal in the back seat of his cop car, his breathing sped up and his scent got even stronger. I couldn’t fucking believe I was getting to this cop. Really getting to him.

      I mean, seriously, what was up with this guy? He looked like Mr. Perfect up there, with his haircut and shave. He’d probably never done anything wrong in his life. He seemed like the type that had always done things by the book—straight A’s, no speeding tickets, everything just right so he comes off looking better than everyone else.

      But something about that goody-goody vibe of his made me want him even more. I pictured myself slipping my cock in between those perfect pink lips while those big, brown eyes stared up at me, wondering how the hell it got there. I wanted to fuck the innocence right out of them—the eyes that would not stop looking at me in that goddamned mirror.

      I seriously would have started laughing out loud at the thought of corrupting an omega cop with my cock if I hadn
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