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      The party welcoming Oliver back to the Hammer was in full swing.

      Gordon couldn’t remember ever seeing this many people at The Hammer, not even for special events like the Halloween Masquerade or the Christmas Auction.

      Of course, Oliver was a founding member and his resignation had been a shock to all. Gordon wasn’t privy to the entire situation, but he’d heard that Oliver’d had a brain tumor or something like that, which had altered his personality. Had to be tough.

      Now the man was back, Jack was beaming like it was Christmas, and Gordon was pretty sure every single club member was in attendance. Well, and he had to chuckle—he’d been sure to show up, hadn’t he?

      And why not? The club was like a home away from home for him. He didn’t have a partner, or even a regular sub, but if he needed anything, he could come here and find someone who wanted to sub for him for the evening. The food was better than anything he’d ever made, and they served Guinness on draft.

      A man couldn’t really ask for more.

      “Gordon! Man, I wasn’t sure we’d see you out here tonight!” Marcus Goodfellow came up, clapped him on the shoulder. The big Dom nodded at him, smiled.

      “Hey, I wouldn’t miss Oliver’s welcome back party. The place just wasn’t The Hammer without him.”

      “I hear that. What the hell have you been up to lately?” Marcus nodded to a table, Billy and a long-haired, lean Native American boy sitting there. “Have a seat?”

      “Sure, thanks.” He shook hands with Billy before sitting. “Nice to see you, Billy. Been awhile.”

      “It has.” Billy smiled. “This is my boy, Tanny.”

      The guy smiled, nodded. “Hey.”

      “Nice to meet you, Tanny.” Gordon grinned. “You look very happy,” he told Billy. Very... settled, but not in a bad way.

      Billy nodded. “It’s been an exciting few months. It’s good to have Ollie back.”

      A deep, booming voice filled the air. “Jesus Christ, Ollie! You get enough assholes to stroke you or what?”

      Gordon felt his eyebrows go up and he turned to find the owner of the voice. A stocky, short man headed to Oliver, hugged the man roughly, and tousled Jack’s hair. If Gordon’s eyebrows could have climbed any higher, they would have. Especially when Oliver didn’t protest, and Jack just hugged the man back.

      “Ah. Frank.” Marcus chuckled, shook his head.

      Gordon waited a moment, and when Marcus didn’t go on, he nudged the man with his foot. “Go on. Ah, Frank, what?” There was clearly a story here, one he could see Marcus was dying to share, actually.

      “Oh, man. Frank used to be a cop. Met Oliver through Jack, I believe. He’s... fascinating.”

      Billy nodded. “Challenging.”

      Gordon sat back, giving Billy and Marcus a casual look. Why did he have the feeling he was being set up? “Is he?”

      “Well, I’ll be honest. Billy and I have a wager going on which man can convince Mr. I’m Not Kinky that he’s a pushy bottom.” Oh, Goodfellow was a shit.

      Frank’s booming laughter came again, the man playing and teasing and laughing.

      Gordon tried to ignore Frank, though the man was so full of life, you really couldn’t. “And which one of you is wagering on me?”

      “That would be me.” Billy smiled. “Marcus’ money is on Rick Wallace.”

      Gordon snorted. “Rick wouldn’t even get to second base.” And damn it, he’d walked right into that, let their little wager get him all cock of the block over this guy he didn’t even know yet.

      “That’s what I said.” Billy chuckled. “Hell, you might not either, but it would be fun to watch you try.”

      “You know, guys,” Billy’s boy spoke up. “Maybe Frank’s not kinky.”

      Gordon’s eyebrows were back up under his hairline, and he spent a moment watching Frank, his body language, his face. The man moved through the room—laughing loud, talking loud, never lighting.

      “That’d be a damn shame, Tanny. A damn shame.”

      He could take a man like that—that man—and ground him, help him find his center and then fly.

      Marcus nodded. “He’s a decent man, you know? But a challenge.”

      “Is that a nice way of saying headstrong?” Gordon asked with a grin.

      “Stubborn.” Billy said.

      “Loud.” Marcus added.

      Gordon laughed and shook his head. “I don’t know, guys. I have a nice, quiet life.” Very quiet. Some might say boring. He didn’t exactly miss ordering grunts around all day.

      “Frank’s not nice.” That was Billy.

      “Or quiet.” Tanny’s voice was full of laughter.

      “Then maybe I’m not your man.” His eyes followed Frank, though, watching the guy as he moved through the room.

      “Isn’t the question whether he’s your man?” Tanny’s voice wasn’t mocking, but gentle.

      He nodded slowly. “That’s always the question, isn’t it?”

      “It is, because it’s not fair, to make something like this a game.”

      He looked at Billy’s boy and he smiled. “Billy, your boy is a very smart young man. And he’s absolutely right. This isn’t a game. Oh, sure if we’re talking about a night of fun, where everyone knows the score, see who can make someone scream in pleasure first, that’s a game.” He looked back at Frank, intrigued despite everything. “People’s lives aren’t a game.”

      Marcus chuckled, squeezed his shoulder. “Absolutely right, my friend.”

      “Introduce me to this man who thinks he can hug Oliver and get away with it. That’s a man I’d like to meet.”

      Billy hopped up, headed across the floor. “Frank! You stubborn old fuck! Come meet Gordon!”

      “Fuck you, Bill. Don’t you have to beat someone?”

      Gordon chuckled. “Does he have to beat you, Tanny?”

      Tanny’s cheeks heated. “He does what I need him to.”

      Oh, he definitely liked Billy’s boy. “Good. You seem like a good match.”

      “Thank you.”

      Billy brought Frank over, giving Gordon a chance to look over the short, broad-shouldered man. Hard, thick, square-jawed—Gordon thought the man looked like a bulldog. He stood up as they came near the table, holding out his hand as Billy introduced them.

      “Pleased to meet you, man. Ollie looks better, don’t you think?” The handshake was firm, sure, confident.

      “He looks good, yeah.” Of course Gordon hadn’t seen Oliver in months, so he didn’t have the man not looking good to compare to. “I understand we owe you a debt of thanks for bringing him back to us.”

      “Eh. It’s my job.” Frank shook Marcus’ hand, Tanny’s. “Thanks for the invite, by the way, Bill. I know you freaks don’t usually let me in if there’s not work to be done.” Frank winked.

      Gordon chuckled. “You’re not one of the freaks, then?”

      “Nope. I’m just a freak finder.”

      The words made Billy’s Tanny crack up, the laughter surprised and honest. Frank winked again. Frank liked making the boys laugh; that was interesting. Frank was interesting. And, Gordon thought, not just because he’d been told so by Marcus and Billy.

      “Will you be joining us?” he asked, nodded to the spare chair at their table.

      “For one more, sure, then I’ll leave you boys to your party.” Frank sat, settled back in the chair, solid and heavy.

      “So, Marcus tells me you used to be a cop?”

      He waved at a little waiter as the kid went by and made a circular motion around the table—they needed another round. The kid nodded and smiled and headed back to the bar.

      “I did. I’m retired. Now I do PI work.”

      Billy drew Tanny into his lap, and Frank turned, not looking.

      Interesting. Gordon couldn’t help but give the couple a little of his attention—they were beautiful together. “You like being a PI better?”

      “I like helping folks. Like making my own hours.”

      “You like being in control.” He chose the word deliberately.

      “Of course. Doesn’t everyone?” Frank chuckled, thanked the lad who brought the beer.

      Marcus met his eyes, and Gordon knew—knew—that he wanted this challenge. “I think everyone thinks that they do.”

      Frank looked at him, arched an eyebrow, but didn’t say anything.

      “Have you never gotten exactly what you thought you wanted, only to discover that maybe it’s not what you really wanted deep down?”

      “Was that English?”

      “Last time I checked, yes.” Cocky little bastard. Gordon liked him already.

      “Well, good for you.” Frank’s eyes laughed at him, but there was a charge in the air, an electricity.

      “They feed you yet?” Gordon asked. They didn’t have a regular menu on tonight, but there were servers everywhere, carrying trays with all sorts of fancy little things on them. Having to hold that kind of food always made Gordon feel awkward, big, and clumsy, because invariably he’d wind up spilling something down his front as his fingers got tangled. He was more a burger man. A meat and potatoes kind of guy.

      “Nah, just this namby-pamby kinky queer shit.”

      Tanny started laughing, hard.

      “Can you be namby-pamby and kinky?” Gordon asked.

      Frank was something else. Someone he wanted to get to know better. He wanted to dig beneath the brash persona Frank showed the world.

      “Oh, yeah. Just look at Marcus here.” Now the man was just asking for a beating.

      Marcus growled, a dangerous glint in his eye.

      “Frank, would you like to ditch this joint and join me in a burger and fries at this little pub I know?” He couldn’t get to know the man if Marcus hog-tied him and left him in an alley somewhere, now could he?

      “Sure.” Frank grinned at him, winked. “Leave these boys to their games.”

      Gordon looked over at Billy and Tanny and shook his head. “I don’t think they’re playing, Frank.”

      He stood and offered Marcus, Billy, and Tanny a smile and a nod.

      “No? I’ll go hug Jack and the old man one more time.”

      “I’ll meet you at the door.”

      “Good deal.” Frank stood up and headed for Oliver, grabbing the man up in another hug.

      “Have a good evening,” Gordon told his friends. “And it was very nice to meet you,” he added to Tanny.

      “Nice to meet you, too. Have a good night.”

      “I imagine I will.” No matter how it turned out.

      He headed for the door, checking Frank out as he approached. The man was well liked, the subs flocking to him for hugs, the Doms looking on the man with an indulgent fondness.

      Gordon pushed his way through the subs. “You ready to head out?”

      “Sure thing. Call me if you need me.” Frank waved to the little pocket of subs and headed toward the door. “Where did you have in mind and I’ll meet you there?”

      “Sure thing. You know the Pony and the Pig on West and King?”

      “I do. Good onion rings. I’ll meet you there in fifteen.”

      “It’s a date.”

      He watched Frank head toward a dark-colored car, admiring the broad shoulders, the sweet little ass.

      He was looking forward to supper.
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      Frank headed over to the pub, whistling under his breath. Gordon seemed decent enough, and Frank was of the opinion that more friends meant more clients meant more work to do. Not only that, but the Hammer was going to get rowdy, he could tell.

      The Pony and Pig was not rowdy. It was a quiet little gay bar and Gordon was already there, leaning against the bar and drinking a beer.

      He nodded to the bartender, ordered a Coke, nodded at Gordon. “Hey.”

      “Hey, Frank. You wanna take a booth?”

      “Works for me, son.” He paid for his Coke, nodded to the bartender and headed to a booth in the back, away from the people.

      “Son?” Gordon gave him a look, and slid in across from him.

      “Pardon me?”

      “I’m not your son, Frank.”

      “No. No, sorry. Just habit.” He smiled, shrugged. “No offense.”

      “None taken. I’m just not interested in a familial relationship with you.” The green eyes smiled at him.

      “Okay. I’ll try to remember.” He was relatively good at remembering things.

      The waitress came by. “You guys want some food?”

      “Please. We’ll have the hamburger special.”

      Frank nodded. “That works for me, too. Mayo on the side, honey.”

      Gordon spoke as soon as the waitress had gone. “So what do you do for fun, Frank?”

      “Hmm? Like a hobby?” Frank chuckled, shrugged. “I play poker online.”

      “Isn’t that dangerous?”

      “Dangerous? How so?”

      Gordon shrugged. “You just always hear about people losing fortunes at that kind of thing.”

      “Shit. I don’t have a fortune.” He chuckled. “I spend fifteen dollars a week. Period. Some weeks I can play on that for days. Some weeks I play for ten minutes.” Self-control. That was what it was about.

      “So no gambling addiction. Any vices?”

      “I like the occasional beer. I quit smoking ten years ago. I fucking curse. A lot.” Twenty questions, huh? His turn. “How ‘bout you?”

      “I don’t curse that much.”

      He chuckled and sipped on his Coke, the bubbles tickling all the way down.

      “Though I do have a membership at the Hammer club, which is no doubt a vice.”

      “Well, you know what they say about you pervy dudes.”

      Gordon’s mouth quirked at one corner. “No, what do they say about us pervy dudes?”

      “That you beat each other bloody in the back rooms, that you have brainwashed boys in leather collars.” He was cracking himself up. “That it’s all about overcompensation.” He couldn’t hold back his laugh. He’d been friends with the guys at the Hammer for fucking years. They were a little odd, but good men, to a one.

      “Oh, yes, that’s us.” Gordon rolled his eyes. “You’d be a great advertisement for the opposite of a brainwashed boy in a leather collar.”

      “Uh-huh. Can you see me? In a collar? Shit.” He chuckled again.

      Gordon wasn’t laughing, though. In fact a speculative gleam now shone in his eyes.

      He met Gordon’s eyes head on. The worst thing about these guys was the pissing contest before they could all become friends.

      “I can, actually. Something simple and stark. Masculine. You’d look lovely.”

      “I’m not the collar type.” He was man enough to admit that Gordon sounded... damn sure. “I bitch when I have to wear a tie.”

      “There’s a world of difference between a tie and a collar. A tie makes you the man’s bitch, not a man’s boy.” Gordon winked and then smiled at their waitress as she appeared with their food.

      Frank nodded to the girl. “Thank you, honey. Can you get me one more Coke?”

      “And I’ll have another Guinness, please.” Gordon turned to him as she left. “I don’t live too far from here, so I drove home and walked. I do like not having to worry about how many I’ve had.”

      He nodded. “I hear that. I usually only indulge at home.”

      “Does that come out of your cop days?” Gordon seemed more interested in talking to him than eating.

      “Probably. You don’t want to be caught unprepared.”

      “I’ll bet. You seem rather young to be retired from the force.” Gordon salted his fries and put one in his mouth before licking the salt from his fingers.

      Frank didn’t have an answer to that. His fingers went to the spot on his belly where he’d been shot, the memory of the three men he’d killed that night right there. He was alive. Walking. Whole. He couldn’t say the same for his partner, Karen.

      “Is it pushy if I ask what happened?” Gordon ate a couple more fries.

      “Yes.” He grabbed his hamburger, took a bite.

      “I don’t have a problem with being pushy.” Gordon picked up his own burger and looked at him expectantly.

      He swallowed, wiped his mouth. “So, what is it you said you did for a living?”

      “I’m retired, actually. Former drill sergeant with the US Army.” Gordon sat just a little straighter as he said the words.

      “A DI, huh? Impressive. I was in First Cav for five years before I went to the Academy.”

      Gordon nodded. “I thought you might have some military in your background.”

      “A little, yeah, but no one holds it against me. Your burger okay?”

      Gordon looked down at the burger in his hand and chuckled. “I don’t know. I seem to have forgotten it was here.”

      Frank chuckled. “Now, you see? All that pervy stuff rots your brain, son.”

      “I’m so not having son-like thoughts about you just now, Frank.” Gordon gave him a wink and took a bite out of his burger.

      “About me?” Shit. No one had those types of thoughts about him.

      “No, about our waitress.” Gordon chuckled and shook his head. “Yes, about you, Frank. Very much about you.”

      “Huh.” He went back to eating, enjoying the burger. “You been in town long?”

      “A few years. Came out here when I finished up my twenty—wanted to be close to the ocean.”

      Frank nodded. “I grew up in Las Vegas, came here as a rookie.”

      “It’s funny, you never think of Las Vegas as someplace where people come from.” Gordon was eating now, too, big bites in between their conversation.

      “True, but it happens. Where’re you from originally?”

      “Minnesota. Though I haven’t lived there since I joined up.”

      “Cold there.” He finished his burger, sat back, wiped his mouth again.

      “Sure is. Every now and then I miss having ‘real’ seasons, and then I remember what the winters were like growing up and I head out to the beach and get over myself.”

      Now, that he understood. “There’s nothing like that beach out there. Every morning I’m on it, rain or shine.”

      He jogged from five to six-fifteen, no matter what. Every damn day.

      “I love the sunrises, so my time there varies. I’m a morning person as well. I think it comes with being in the Army. Nobody gets to sleep in once you put on the uniform.”

      He nodded. He wasn’t a late-night man, unless the job demanded it. “I understand that.”

      “We should share a sunrise some morning when it won’t interfere with your run.”

      “Sure. Sunrise, coffee. Hell, we can add in pancakes.”

      “Sounds good.” Gordon waved the burger at him. “So, we’ve had dinner, planned breakfast. Whatever are we going to do with the hours in between?”

      Frank chuckled, grinned. The man’s confidence was a turn-on, he’d give Gordon that. “Tiddlywinks?”

      “Is that the one where you bounce on me while I ‘pick up’ your... tiddlies?”

      His laugh filled the air, his entire chest shaking with it. “Now, now. You’re assuming I’m queer.”

      “I know you are.”

      “Do you now?” He never—never—slept with his friends.

      “Yes.” Gordon finished his hamburger and drank the last of his beer.

      “Huh.” Frank polished off his fries.

      Gordon pushed his plate to the side of the table and sat back. “And I’m interested.”

      “As a rule, I don’t have sex with my friends.”

      Gordon tilted his head. “Who do you have sex with?”

      Well, he tried not to indulge all that often. “I tend to head to LA or Vegas.”

      “I don’t want to be some guy you have sex with, and I don’t just want to be your friend, Frank.”

      “No offense, man, but you don’t know me yet. I mean, I think you and me, we could be damn good friends, but...” Gordon was asking him to break rules that he’d made himself years ago.

      “No, I don’t. But you’re a good-looking man and I’m attracted to you. I don’t want to just hook-up, though. What I know of you so far, I like. We could be good friends, we could be much more. I don’t want you slamming the door in the face of a physical relationship with me.”

      He wasn’t sure what to say to that. He really wasn’t. The man was a little... intense. “Well, I don’t figure we have to make any decisions right now, man. You want to go see a movie?”

      Gordon nodded. “I do. What kind of films do you like?”

      He grinned. “I like comedies, mainly. Not so much with the police dramas.”

      “No, that would be a busman’s holiday, wouldn’t it? I’m not overly fond of storm the beaches movies myself.” Gordon gave him a wink. “We could wander over to the multiplex, see what’s playing.”

      “Works for me. You buy the Junior Mints; I’ll buy the popcorn.”

      “If I can get the Junior Mints and Good & Plentys, it’s a deal.”

      “Oh, you are a man after my own heart.”

      Gordon chuckled and patted his stomach, as if there was a paunch there or something. “Gotta have a reason to work out every day.”

      “I hear you, man. I do hear you.” He put a couple of twenties on the table, stood.

      Gordon picked up his money and handed it back to him. “I asked you here. It’s my treat.”

      “You sure, man? I don’t mind.”

      “I don’t say things I don’t mean.” Gordon put two twenties on the table and gave their waitress a wave.

      He nodded, tucked his money into his pocket. He’d get the movie. “Come on, man. I’ll drive.”
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      Gordon was still laughing as they left the movie theater. The movie’d been hilarious, the company had been wonderful. Frank was a great guy. Gordon could feel the attraction simmering below the surface of their friendship.

      “After-movie drink?” he suggested, loath to let the evening end.

      “Sure. Your place or mine?”

      “Well, I know I’ve got some good brandy at my place.”

      “Okay.” The sedan was simple, plain, but Gordon had felt the power in the engine, knew it was a bit of a sleeper. Kind of like Frank himself, though the man was hardly plain. Still, the car suited him.

      Frank drove with confidence, too, and Gordon relaxed in the passenger seat.

      “Where to?” Frank had headed back toward the area of town they’d come from. The man had a good memory.

      “ Rosewood and Trinity.”

      “You got it.” The music was classic rock, the inside of the car was spotless. Spotless. It made him suddenly want to see the man’s home, see how Frank kept his personal space. He’d bet the man was fastidious, controlled, organized.

      He would love to push past that control, make Frank splutter and yell, watch the man out of his comfort zoneand working hard just to keep it together. That would be sexy as hell. He looked at the square jaw, the full lips, the way the man’s shirt hugged his muscles. Of course Frank was pretty damn sexy to begin with.

      Gordon could easily have a thing for the man.

      “It’s left on Rosewood, about halfway down the block on the right.” He grinned. “I’m the one with the purple door.”

      “Ah. Purple door. I should’ve known.” The wink was playful, the tease without any edge.

      He nodded. “Drives the neighborhood association crazy.”

      “I like it.” Frank pulled into the driveway, killed the engine.

      “Thank you. Come on in.” He climbed out and headed up the little stairs to the front door. It was a small porch out front, but he had a nice deck in the back. He unlocked the door and held it open for Frank.

      “Thanks.” Frank looked everywhere, seemed to take the whole place in. He’d noticed that before at the movie theater. The man saw everything.

      His place was simply decorated, his furniture comfortable. He had lots of books, lots of movies, a big, comfy chair, and a large TV. He wasn’t a knickknack kind of guy. Going to the bar, he grabbed a couple of glasses and poured them each some brandy.

      “Nice place, man.”

      “Thanks. It’s not fancy, but then I’m not a fancy kind of guy.”

      “I can appreciate that.” Frank leaned against the doorframe, watching him.

      He put the brandy back behind the bar and went over to Frank, handing one of the glasses to the man. “Come sit.” He nodded toward the sofa and comfortably filled one side of it.

      Frank sat on the far side, one leg crossed over the other.

      “You could sit a little closer, I won’t bite. Not on the first date, anyway.” He winked.

      “Ha ha.” Frank chuckled, relaxed. “I tell you what, I laughed so much at the movie that I got a stitch in my side.”

      “It was a good one, wasn’t it? You’ve got a great laugh, by the way. Robust.”

      “Thanks.” The compliment made Frank blush.

      Just look at that. Gordon thought he might have a new hobby.

      He’d learned a few things about this fascinating man. Frank had a family he was close to even though they lived in Las Vegas, an ageing mother, two sisters, nieces and nephews. He’d learned that Frank was incredibly tech-savvy, was a huge fan of mint, and wore contacts. The man fascinated him.

      He took a sip of his brandy, enjoying the way it warmed his throat on the way down. Frank was kind of like that brandy—the way being with the man warmed him.

      “You like fishing?” he asked suddenly. He’d done some deep-sea fishing last year and it had been a blast. It would have been better with someone he knew to go out with. They had a love of the ocean in common, maybe they had this as well.

      Frank nodded. “I used to go out with a bunch of guys a few times a year. It was fucking fun.”

      “Excellent.” He nodded happily. “We’ll have to go. I’ve only been with those tours, and while everyone was friendly enough, it’s not the same as having your buddies with you, you know?”

      “Yeah. I haven’t been since I retired. I can make a few phone calls, though.”

      “Sounds good.” Plans for later. Frank wasn’t letting the fact he’d made his physical interest known deter him. Good.

      Frank sipped the brandy, nodded. “What all do you do with your spare time?”

      “I actually garden a fair bit. I have a large yard out back. And I play baseball with a neighborhood team.”

      Frank nodded, eyes taking everything in. “You’re a reader, too, and you like cars.”

      “Not much gets past you, does it?” While he figured some of it was occupational hazard, he liked the idea of Frank checking him out.

      “No. Very little.”

      “It’s intense, being the subject of that scrutiny.”

      “I can apologize, if you’d like, but it won’t change anything.”

      “Please don’t—it wasn’t a complaint.” He met Frank’s gaze head on. “I like being in your sights.”

      There was that blush again. “Most people don’t.”

      “Like you, I’m not most people.”

      “I can believe that.”

      The air seemed to get thick between them, heavy.

      “The usual rules don’t necessarily apply to me.” God, he was going to lean in and take a kiss in a second.

      “You don’t think so?”

      “I don’t.” He put his glass down, and then reached over and took Frank’s out of his hand, put it down as well.

      “I don’t know if this is a wise idea.”

      “It’s a fine idea.” He sat next to Frank and leaned in slowly.

      “You’re very sure of yourself. What if I don’t kiss?” Frank smelled good—masculine, powerful. Sexual.

      “Then you’d have to arrest yourself, because that would be a crime.”

      Frank laughed. “That was awful.”

      He grinned and nodded. “Yeah, not my best line. Let me make it up to you.” He leaned forward and pressed his lips to Frank’s.

      There was a jolt of pure electricity between them, the sensation unlike any he’d had before. His mouth opened automatically, his tongue pressing against Frank’s lips. He wanted to feel that again. One of Frank’s hands landed on his waist, solid and sure, even as Frank’s lips opened.

      His tongue slipped into Frank’s mouth, tasting brandy and popcorn and chocolate and beneath that... Frank. Hot. Pure heat, and Gordon suddenly wanted the man, almost viciously.

      He put his hands on Frank’s chest, feeling the muscles beneath his palms, feeling the rise and fall of each of Frank’s breaths. The man was strong, muscles solid, firm under his hand. Fuck, Frank was sexy. His.

      He pushed the thought away—it was too soon.

      Frank moaned, the sound more a vibration against his lips that an actual noise. He deepened the kiss, tongue finding Frank’s, stroking it. His hand slid down Frank’s belly, and he felt the abs go tight, jerk away from his touch.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” he murmured, fingers stroking over the muscles.

      “No. It doesn’t hurt.” Frank chuckled. “It’s instinctive.”

      “So’s this,” he murmured, grabbing Frank’s hand from where it wrapped around his hip and drawing it down to his cock.

      Frank’s eyes went heavy-lidded. “You sure I’m not straight?” The heel of Frank’s hand pressed against his prick.

      “Dead sure.” His eyes dropped half-closed as he rode Frank’s hand.

      “Your instincts could be off.” Frank’s hand was sure, hard.

      “No. Not about you. Not about this.” He’d had years to hone his instincts; he trusted them implicitly.

      There was also no way a man who was straight would touch him like this. He gave up a groan and slid his own hands down toward Frank’s package. His fingers trailed over a thick, heavy scar, right above Frank’s waistband. It was clear, even through Frank’s shirt. There was a story behind this, and he’d bet Frank was lucky to be alive. His fingers stayed there a moment, exploring it through the cotton.

      Frank backed away, looked at him. “You want to see it?”

      He nodded. “I do. And I want to know how you got it.” He wasn’t going to pretend.

      Frank lifted his shirt, the single scar vicious, deep, thick, and ropy. Damn.

      He reached out, fingers tracing it. “So what happened?”

      “I had a bad night.” Stubborn man.

      “No shit.” He met Frank’s eyes. “Knife?”

      “Axe.”

      Jesus. “Fuck.” He just stared for a moment, then his fingers stroked again. “Did you get the bastard?”

      “Yeah. Not soon enough, but yeah.” There was a dead, odd fury in Frank’s eyes for a second.

      “This why you retired early?”

      Frank took his hand, pulled the shirt down, but didn’t answer. He squeezed it, and didn’t push, but let his presence tell Frank he was there. Frank didn’t back away, didn’t give in, they just stared at each other.

      He could feel the tension building between them, the air growing thick again.

      “I should go home, let you have your evening back.”

      “No, you should stay—I’m enjoying my evening just as it is, thank you very much.”

      “Are you now?” God, those little challenges were hot.

      “Yep. I am.”

      The heat flared once more and Frank’s fingers found his prick again, sliding up the shaft. His own fingers continued their journey below Frank’s waistband, finding the man’s cock nice and hard. The prick was heavy, thick, and he was curious to see it, bare and naked. How did Frank smell, how did he taste? Gordon wanted to know it all.

      Leaning in again, he traced Frank’s lips with his tongue. He wanted to feel this mouth around his cock, sucking him off, taking him in. Groaning, he deepened the kiss. Fuck, Frank was something else.

      Frank’s hand wasn’t shy at all; the heel was driving against his prick, rubbing him off.

      “We could move this to the bedroom.”

      Frank looked at him, searched his eyes. “We could. Just so that we’re clear, I’m not into the kinky stuff.”

      “It’s a bedroom, Frank, not a dungeon.”

      “Well, then. I can find my way around a bedroom.”

      “I just bet you can.” He stood, held out his hand. “Come on. Let me show you mine.”

      Frank stood, fingers sliding into his. “Lead on.”

      He squeezed Frank’s hand and led him down the hall. His house was masculine, the bedroom good-sized and meant for comfort, meant as a place to relax, spend time. Read. Fuck a hot, stocky ex-cop into the floor.

      “It’s not kinky if I want to undress you, is it?” He couldn’t help but tease.

      “So long as we don’t linger...” Frank teased right back.

      He chuckled and pulled Frank’s T-shirt up over his head. “No lingering. I’ll try to remember.” Jesus, that scar was vicious.

      Frank watched him, eyebrow raised, gauging his reaction.

      “I’m glad it didn’t do you in, man.”

      “It was a close thing.”

      He slid his palm over the scar, and then around Frank’s hip, tugging him in for more kisses. Frank was short enough that he had to bend, had to curl down for the long, heady kisses. He reached for the button on Frank’s pants, undoing it, pulling down the zipper. Boxer briefs. Yum. Flattering and practical. He liked the way they were tented out as well.

      “Nice,” he murmured, cupping Frank through the cotton.

      Frank grunted for him, body rippling as the man pushed closer. He played there for a moment before tugging the boxer briefs down, careful to draw the waistband over the tip of Frank’s cock so it didn’t get caught.

      The scent and heat intensified as he uncovered Frank’s hard prick. Short and thick and heavy, just like Frank himself, the sweet cock was cut, full, the tip swollen and red. He met Frank’s eyes as his hand went around the head, squeezing. He rubbed his thumb back and forth across the tip, teasing a drop of liquid out.

      Frank bit back a rough sound, stepped forward, then back.

      “Me now,” he suggested, letting go of Frank’s cock and tugging his shirt out of his waistband.

      Frank stepped out of the heavy-soled shoes, socks, before coming to him and making short work of his fly.

      “Right to the point. I like that.” He pulled his shirt over his head and toed off his own shoes so that when Frank finished with his pants, he could just step out of them.

      “Didn’t look like we were going to play games.”

      “Not really the game-playing type.” He was kinky, yes; a player of games, no, not when it came to sex and relationships.

      “All right, then.”

      Frank pushed his boxers down, fingers stroking his ass. Humming happily, he managed to step out of his boxers and back into Frank’s touch at the same time. It was fascinating how Frank touched him—like he was something curious, something amazing, something to learn. Those eyes watched every single response he gave.

      “You have amazing focus.” He loved that it was used here, in this, as well as in Frank’s work.

      He reached to take Frank back in his hand.

      “You’re built like a fucking brick shithouse.” He would assume that was a compliment.

      “And you’re like a bulldog.” He certainly meant his words as a compliment. He rubbed his hands over Frank’s chest, fingers teasing the little nipples.

      The tiny bits went hard, pushing through the mat of dark hair. Sensitive: he approved. He let his nail graze one. Frank hissed, that little nipple rock hard.

      “Sweet.” He brought their lips together for another kiss, then pushed Frank gently toward the bed.

      Frank settled, drawing him down alongside. He pressed in close, their cocks sliding together as his hands continued to explore Frank’s chest. Frank’s hands were solid against his back, surprisingly warm. He flicked the hard little nipples a couple more times, smiling at Frank’s reaction. Then he pushed their mouths together again, his lips moving against Frank’s.

      Frank leaned into him, tongue fucking his lips, trying to take control of the kiss. He wrapped his tongue around Frank’s and started sucking, not letting Frank get control. For good measure, he gave one of the sweet little tits a good twist. Frank grunted, pulled away a bit. He felt that fat cock throb against him, though.

      He moved in to deepen the kiss, pushing his own tongue into Frank’s mouth as his thumb soothed the skin he’d pinched. It took a few seconds, but Frank relaxed, eased against him. He fucked the man’s mouth with his tongue, hand sweeping down to grab Frank’s hip. Frank groaned and pushed forward, strong body covering his.

      He rolled them, putting Frank beneath him. Frank’s eyes went wide, shocked. He kept kissing the man like he hadn’t noticed that look. Frank groaned, and like before, it took a few heartbeats, but Frank relaxed for him. Accepted him.

      He rocked gently, sliding them together. The kiss deepened, Frank’s eyes on him every second. He watched right back, not backing down for any of it.

      One of Frank’s legs slid up along his side, cradling him. He hummed his approval. Frank rocked them together, hips rolling lazily. He pushed back against Frank, adding his rhythm to their movements.

      “Fuck.”

      Yes. Yes, that was the plan.

      The heat between them was intense, both of their cocks leaking now, making the way smooth. The kisses got toothy, Frank’s hand wrapping around the back of his skull. He nipped at Frank’s lower lip, his hips beginning to drive against Frank now. It wasn’t going to take either one of them long, not the way they were going at each other.

      That was okay. Getting off was Frank was the idea, the why they were doing this. And he wanted to see Frank’s face as the man came.

      “Fuck. Fuck, come on. So hot.” The words were almost growls.

      “Yeah. Need to smell you.”

      “Yeah.” Frank arched, heels thrumming on the mattress.

      “Come on then. Give it up for me.” He wasn’t going to come first.

      Frank grunted and pushed, their bodies slapping together as Frank shot. The smell of Frank’s come hit him as he watched the man’s face tighten up, pleasure making Frank’s eyes glaze over.

      Yes. Fuck, yes. He wanted this man. Wanted Frank to be his. Now.

      He thrust a few times, pushing along Frank’s belly, continued to watch the man’s face. Frank’s hand curled around his ass, encouraging him.

      “Sexy. Hot,” he muttered as he thrust, and then took Frank’s mouth, kissing the man as he jerked and came, spunk pouring out of him.

      Frank held him throughout, tongue moving on his.

      He let Frank’s weight hold him as he came down. “Good,” he muttered.

      “Mmmhmm.” The soft sound poured over him.

      “You’ll stay the night.” It wasn’t a question or an offer; Frank was staying.

      “For a little while.”

      He chuckled, shifted so they were side by side again, and pulled the blankets up. Frank sighed softly, eyes closing, hand on his hip. He took himself another kiss, tongue sliding through Frank’s mouth. The man opened easily, letting him inside. Luscious. He closed his own eyes, letting their lips slowly part when the kiss was over.

      He could get used to this.

      He wanted to.
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      Frank sat at the computer, writing up a report for Jeff and Harry. The boys knew someone in the corporation was stealing money, and, while Frank wasn’t the man to do the undercover work, he knew enough people that he’d subcontracted the job out.

      It had taken them four weeks to find the asshole and another two to get the proof the guys needed. It was a good job all around. Even if there was frigging paperwork to do.

      The phone rang, Gordon’s number coming up on the call display.

      He grabbed the phone, rolled his head on his shoulders. “‘Lo?”

      “Hey, Frankie. How’s tricks?”

      Gordon’s voice was low and deep; it always sounded intimate over the phone.

      “Working, same as always. How’re you?” He chuckled, sent the file, and leaned back. He and Gordon had seen each other five or six times—two movies, four dinners, one friendly blowjob.

      “Enjoying the hell out of my retirement.” Gordon laughed. “I made fucking pickles today. Pickles.”

      “No shit? That’s fucking cool. I’m finishing up paperwork and shit before I order my pizza.”

      “Oh, now, I would not be a good friend if I made you have pizza on your own. Come on over. We can have pickles on the side.”

      “You sure, man?” He could pick the pie up on the way, along with a six-pack.

      “Frank, man, I have thirty-six fucking jars of pickles. I need you.”

      “Fuck-a-doodle!” He hooted, clapped. “I
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