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Chapter One

 


Rick “Babe” Shepherd huffed with boredom,
staring down at a map of their next mission. For weeks, life had
been mundane on the base, slow and uneventful, and the news of
their pointless incursion hadn’t soothed his agitation. Babe needed
chaos; he needed danger. He needed blood, not the blood of the
enemy, but the blood of his teammates while he patched them up for
another round.

It was a disturbing thing to wish for, Babe
knew it was, but couldn’t help it. He was a fearless doctor in the
field and lived for the moments he was saving someone’s life. He
didn’t wish for others to be hurt, only to be useful and perform
the job he was trained to do, the job he was good at. It was one
huge paradox that filled him with unease. He wanted to save
someone, which meant he wanted someone to get hurt. The thought
made him shudder.

“It’ll be fine, Babe. The
position’s been abandoned. Intelligence said the rebel fighters
left months ago.”

Gibbs patted Babe’s shoulder,
and he pretended to be eased by his words. He wasn’t worried about
possible hostiles; he was disappointed there weren’t any. A
draining march through the desert, followed by a draining march
back. All he had to look forward to was treating heat-stroke and
sore feet the evening after. He didn’t think Afghanistan could be
boring, but the past few weeks said otherwise.

Jared sighed and flapped the map. “It’s a
pointless mission anyway.”

“Don’t let the
Commander overhear
you,” Babe muttered.

“But it is. They destroyed
the aircraft gun
before they went.”

Gibbs pursed his lips. “Well, they want us to
be certain.”

“It’s a waste of time. We’ve got to go in
full kit, march for hours, all to stare at a bent-up gun, then blow
it up again for good measure.”

“Beats sitting
around here
all day,” Gibbs said.

“You’re kidding right? We got
food, showers, movies, games consoles, books—”

Babe groaned. “It’s dull… Do you know what
I did yesterday?”

Gibbs eyed him. “No, what?”

“I popped a new
recruit’s
blisters, I advised about heat rash, and spent far too long trying
to find a grain of sand in an eye.”

Jared huffed.
“Well, you
failed that; it’s still hurting.”

“There’s nothing in your
eye. You keep rubbing it, that’s why it hurts.”

“I rub it because there
is sand in
it.”

“No, there’s not.” Babe bowed his head and
released a suffering sigh. “And the day before yesterday, I removed
an ingrown hair from a testicle, that’s how exciting my life has
become.”

Gibbs widened his eyes. “Whose
testicle?”

“Not telling
you.”

Jared scanned the nearby
soldiers. “Owen,
Mark?”

“Not saying.”

The Commander came into view, flashed them a
look, then proceeded to the front gate. He was older, gaunt, with
long skinny fingers, and small piercing eyes.

Gibbs pressed his hands in a
prayer pose. “Please say it was the Commander.”

Jared pretended to retch. “Come on, as brave
as Babe is, he wouldn’t go there…”

Babe averted his gaze. “It
wasn’t the Commander.”

Gibbs jabbed at Babe’s arm.
“Hey—”

“I’m not telling
you.”

“No, not that … look.”

Babe glanced at the gate
to the base,
then widened his eyes. Three men had just strolled onto the base,
and Babe was struck dumb by the sight of them.

They were the soldiers of dirty
magazines and even dirtier fantasies. Their tight shirts stretched over
their muscular chests, and their melon-sized arms bulged. They
looked almost like they were walking in slow motion, the heroes of
a war movie making a dramatic final stroll while a heat wave
rippled in front of them. All that was missing was aviator
sunglasses, a cigarette poking out from between their lips, and a
backing track of classical music.

Babe swiped his hand over his mouth to
check for drool, but he only brushed away flecks of sand. He
thought the sight might have been a mirage, but Gibbs and Jared
were transfixed, too.

“Not bored anymore,” Gibbs
muttered.

The three soldiers stopped next to the
Commander. They shared a muted conversation among themselves, and
Babe tilted his head slightly to speak to Gibbs.

“What do you think?”

Gibbs scratched the top of his
shaved head
and flicked his brown eyes over to the newcomers. “I dunno.
Strippers.”

“I wish,” Jared whispered.

He flapped the map in his hand,
trying to reestablish focus, but no sooner had the three of them
glanced at the map than their eyes began to be drawn to the three
mystery soldiers.

“I’m waiting for the punchy base line,” Jared
said.

Babe would’ve smiled, but
one of the men’s
intense gaze had zeroed in on him, and he was afraid, too. He
stared back, and he added to the heat of the desert with his own
embarrassed blush. The man looked hungry, and under Babe’s gaze, he
pushed out his chest and lifted his chin.

Gibbs snorted, then started beat-boxing
under his breath.

“No, slower, raunchy…”

Gibbs raised his eyebrows
and slowed down the
tempo.

“Now the kit comes off…”

Gibbs paused.
“I hope
you’re not including the Commander in that.”

Jared screwed up his face. “Course
not. Who’d go there?”

The heat in Babe’s face turned
up a notch, but fortunately the other two didn’t notice his odd reaction.
He stopped his mind replaying that night and willed the fire to leave his
cheeks.

“What comes off first?”
Gibbs said.

Jared pursed his lips.
“T-shirts. They yank
them over their heads and swing them in the air cowboy
style.”

“Or they could rip them
off.”

“Or I could tear them off
with my teeth.”

Gibbs and Jared laughed, but no amusement
rumbled in Babe’s throat. The man was still staring at him with
interest, and the look put him on edge.

“Then the pants, they pop the top
button, then wiggle them down their legs,” Jared said.

Gibbs hissed. “They can’t
do the pants
next.”

“Why not?”

“They’d get stuck on their boots,
trip them up.
Ruin the moment.”

“Fine, after their
t-shirts they’d
spend ten minutes struggling out of their tight as fuck boots,
happy?”

“I’m being realistic.”

“I don’t want realism. I
want to
fantasize about hot guys stripping.”

Gibbs smirked. “Three of them, three
of us. I’m after the one on the left.”

Babe dragged
his attention
away from the man staring at him and looked at the platinum blond
haired man. Slighter in build than the other two, but still huge.
He played with his dog tags around his neck, sliding the metal tag
along the chain while he listened to the Commander.

“I’d take the one on the
right,” Jared
said.

Buzz cut, dark beard, tattooed arms, and a
stony expression. He was listening intently, his eyes narrowed in
concentration. The only one not focused on the Commander was the
man eyeballing Babe.

“That leaves you with the one in
the middle,”
Gibbs said, nudging Babe’s arm. “The one looking at you like a
juicy steak.”

The man’s combats were tight around his
thighs, and his t-shirt was even tighter around his chest. Light
brown hair, the shadow of stubble, and unblinking eyes. He was
huge, wide, a powerhouse of muscle, a modern-day gladiator standing
strong after a fire-fight.

He was seriously hot.

Babe dropped his gaze. “He’s not looking
at me.”

“He definitely
is,” Jared
said. “And by the pink of your cheeks, and the size of your pupils,
I’d say you like the way he’s looking at you.”

Babe narrowed his eyes. “Size of
my pupils?”

“I spent an hour staring into your eyes
yesterday. Your pupils have without a doubt got bigger.”

“Whatever.”

The Commander turned, and they all looked
down to the map they were supposed to be studying. Jared tapped his
finger at a random point, Gibbs hummed, and Babe nodded
along.

“Attention, 1st Platoon.”

The three of
them looked
up, and the other soldiers dotted about stopped pretending they
were busy. There was no fooling the newcomers. They all knew the
whole unit was stealing glances, and in Gibbs’s case, openly
gawping.

The Commander gestured to the men behind
him. “They’re special forces, mission classified, and will be
staying here for a brief respite.”

“I didn’t know the
vocation of
stripper came under special forces,” Gibbs whispered.

The Commander’s eyebrows perked up. “What
was that?”

“I said I’d be happy to show them
around, sir.”

“That’s good to know, but
you’ll be too busy cleaning your boots this afternoon.”

Gibbs looked down at his boots, then
frowned when they sparkled in the sun. “They’re clean,
sir.”

“No, they’re not.”

“They are, sir.”

The Commander stepped closer. “No,
they’re not.”

Gibbs cleared his throat. “Right
you are, sir,
I’ll get right on it.”

“You do that.” The Commander
shifted his gaze to Babe. “Sergeant Beckton needs to be looked
over.”

Babe nodded, but inwardly prayed Sergeant
Beckton wasn’t the man still watching him. His hopes were dashed
when he stepped forward from the lineup of hunks. His lips twitched
into a smile, and his eyes crinkled. He nodded at the Commander,
then resumed his slow, powerful walk across the base. Babe’s heart
quickened, and he broke their intense eye-contact by turning fast
and rushing away.

He walked towards the building he and Gibbs
were sharing and tried to calm himself down. He knew the Sergeant
was following, could sense him closing in on. His flesh tightened,
and a rush of sensitivity ran through him. He shivered, and the
Sergeant smirked.

“Surely you
can’t be
cold.”

Amusement laced his tone, and
Babe didn’t grace him with a reply. He marched through the buildings, and
tents, leading the Sergeant through the maze of their base. The
buildings were all painted white, and the tents were beige. The
dulled colors only added to the boredom. Babe desired a splash of
red across the bland canvas. A splash of blood red.

“What’s your name?”

Babe opened his mouth, prepped
to tell the Sergeant his nickname, but it seemed stupid, and he gave up
his real name instead. “Shepherd.”

“A shepherd that’s a
doctor?”

“Yep. And you
are?”

“I’m specialized.”

“In what?”

“Many things…”

Babe rolled his eyes. “Right.”

“The guys call me
Becket.”

“And you’re telling me
because?”

“I want you to call me
Becket,
too.”

“Okay, Becket it is.” He led Becket into his
room, then gestured to his made bed. The sheets were the only color
in the room, military green, with sand specks permanently infused
in the material. Every morning they woke up itchy, and Babe looked
at the rashes on the soldiers, the combination of sand and
heat.

“You wanna get on my
bed?”

“Definitely.”

“I mean sit and tell me what the problem
is.”

Becket walked right up behind Babe, almost a
foot taller, and two feet wider. He towered over Babe, and another
shiver rattled his spine. Babe rocked forward, over balancing with
the force of the man behind him. They didn’t touch, but his body
felt magnetized, and he fought off the desire to press back into
him.

“I’m aching, throbbing, and
it’s only getting worse.”

Babe licked his
lips.
“Wh—where’s the pain?”

“My head, my very
sensitive,
swollen head…”

Babe couldn’t
breathe. He
was pretty sure he was suffocating on the smoke pouring from his
face. His skin prickled with fire, and his trousers felt tight,
embarrassingly tight. Becket reached around him and snagged his
wrist.

“I need you to relieve the
pressure, fix
me…”

Babe didn’t fight Becket’s hold on him. He
turned, and his fingers twitched with eagerness. Becket pressed
Babe’s hand to his chest, to his impressive pectoral that was wider
than Babe’s splayed hand. Becket’s muscle was solid, heaving with
power underneath Babe’s palm. He found himself transfixed, and his
gaze feasted on Becket’s body. Wide, firm, and Babe spied chest
hair poking from the neck of his t-shirt. Babe swallowed the saliva
drowning his tongue and pointedly ignored the twitching mass in his
pants.

Becket chuckled, then slid Babe’s hand up
his body at a slow pace, then forced Babe’s fingers into his hair.
Babe imagined curling his fingers in the hair, gripping it as he
ground his hips into Becket’s lap.

“I got a knock to the
head.”

Babe blinked himself
from his lustful
trance. He narrowed his eyes, curled his lip, ready to spit venom,
but then his probing fingers met stickiness, and the anger and
arousal dissipated.

“Show me.”

Becket tipped his head forward, and Babe
locked eyes on the color he’d been missing for weeks. It was a
small cut in the center of Becket’s head, badly patched up. Hair
had stuck into the wound. Finally, Babe could be of use.

“Get on the bed.”

“Yes, Doc…”

 



Chapter Two

 


Becket couldn’t believe his luck. After the
mission had spiraled out of control, and they’d been evacuated,
he’d thought his bad mood would fester, but they were allowed a few
days’ rest. That meant hot coffee, shower gel, and a mattress to
sleep on. Luxuries they’d gone without for the past few weeks.
Luxuries that lessened the intense feeling of failure, and
loss.

As soon as he’d stepped inside
the base, his attention had snapped to the three soldiers studying a map.
There was one in particular that had his blood flowing south and
his hands unconsciously flexing at his sides. There was something
else Becket had missed in his weeks away.

Sex. Sex was a luxury, and he’d
locked on the man he wanted to engage in that luxury with. After a brief chat
with the Commander of 1st Platoon, the soldier of his desires had
led him to his room and demanded he sit down on the bed. Things
were moving faster than he’d hoped.

Becket sank down on the mattress and watched
as Shepherd organized his kit. He’d completely forgotten about his
head until he was standing outside, and his blood ran south at the
sight of a certain soldier; then it started to prickle. He hadn’t
even mentioned the cut at HQ, not wanting to make a fuss, and he
was so glad he hadn’t.

“What was it?”
Shepherd
asked.

“Shrapnel, or a piece of a wall
exploding, or it could’ve been when I was headbutted. I don’t know. Everything
happened so fast.”

The botched operation hadn’t
been fast. It
had taken a few hours, but a few hours under heavy fire with
adrenaline coursing, it gave the illusion it had all gone down in
the blink of an eye. He was torn from his memories by Shepherd’s
presence. He stood in between Becket’s spread legs and held his
head steady.

“What were you
doing?”

“That’s
classified.”

Shepherd snorted, then parted the matted
strands of Becket’s hair. The skin prickled, but it was nothing
Becket couldn’t handle.

“How did you end up
here?”

“HQ wanted to get rid of
us. We had a
quick debrief, and then got sent here. They want us to blow off
some steam away from base. They do it every time. Sometimes they
send us to fancy hotels, sometimes home, and sometimes other bases,
but I’m very happy they’ve sent us here.”

“Why?”

Becket lifted his eyebrow, and
he knew Shepherd got the message when he retreated a step.

“I’m here to sort out your
head.”

“And I’m sure you
will…”

“Are the other two okay?”

Becket frowned. “Oslo got a slice to his
arm, but he hasn’t mentioned it.”

“I’ll look at it later.”

“He won’t let
you. He’s
stubborn, likes to do everything himself.”

Shepherd was exactly the kind of
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