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Chapter 1

"Hey Shaft! I heard you found out your
dick works!" called a voice across the hangar.

Lieutenant Cameron Bradshaw flinched a
little. Since he'd stopped actively hiding his relationship with
Dr. Mason Flynn, he felt like he was waiting for the anvil to fall
and his testosterone-driven colleagues to go bat-shit. Even with
DADT dead and gone, he knew there were some that wouldn't be very
accepting of his choices. Cam glanced back over his shoulder and
saw Lt. Commander Joe Martinez jogging across the concrete toward
him. Cam stopped walking. Joe was a pilot he'd known back on the
west coast, a man who was usually pretty open-minded. Cam hoped Joe
was still that way.

"So it is a boy or girl?" Martinez
asked.

Cam's brain slowly realized that the
comment yelled across the hangar had been about his new baby and
not about his sexual preference.

"A girl," said Cam. "Her name's
Jocelyn."

"So what gives?" Martinez stopped and
faced Cam. "I didn't even know you had a steady girlfriend, and
then suddenly the grapevine said you had a baby. When did you get
married?"

"I didn’t. I had a few dates with a
woman named Stephanie Pender last year and then she left the area.
She didn't even tell me she was pregnant. Next thing I know
Stephanie's died in a car accident and I have a six week old
baby."

"Wow. Are you sure she's yours? I mean,
I know that's kind of an evil thing to ask and all,
but..."

Cam smiled. "Yeah, she's mine. I'm
sure." He didn't want to go into the complicated reasons why he
knew.

"So... pictures? Come on, you have to
have pictures."

Cam pulled out his phone and found the
last few photos. "She's four months old now."

"She's gonna be a heart breaker,
Bradshaw. You're gonna have the women lining up to coo and cuddle
her, and you'll have to pick one you think can be a mother," said
Joe.

Oh hell, how was he going to explain,
just how unlikely that was? "Um, I... I have already have a
partner."

"What's her name?"

Cam swallowed before he answered. "He.
His name's Mason Flynn. He's an orthopedic surgeon."

Joe raised an eyebrow. "Really, Shaft?
Uh, I assumed... I mean you got a girl pregnant and
all."

"I'm bi. I've always been bi. The
person I fell in love with happens to be a guy." Cam tried to keep
his tone as even as possible, but it still came out a little
tense.

"Hey, it's okay. I'm not creeped out or
anything. I'm just surprised. If you're happy, everything's
good."

Cam felt relieved. "Thanks."

"You look kind of ragged. Any chance
she's sleeping through the night?" Joe asked.

"Oh hell no. If she sleeps for two and
half hours in a row, it's a miracle. She's high maintenance, and
now I think she's started to get teeth."

"Buy lots of bibs. The drool thing is
just epic," Joe said with a chuckle

Cam remembered belatedly that Joe had
two kids of his own. "Are you transferring to Oceana?"

"In two months. This is just a
fly-through to get the paperwork going and look at houses. I may be
picking your brain for good neighborhood
recommendations."

Joe gestured at the flight helmet
tucked under Cam's arm. "Good flight?"

"No, I was doing a functional flight
check. The port side flaps are still sluggish."

"Thrilling, guess it's back to the shop
for that one. Hey, I'll try to catch up to you tomorrow about the
house thing, okay?" Joe asked.

"Yeah, that's fine."

A mile of paperwork and a conversation
with one of the flight mechanics later, Cam went to the locker room
to change back into his uniform . He was heading back to his desk
when he saw the XO, Commander Rochester, gesturing for Cam to come
into his office.

Cam leaned in the doorway.
"Sir?"

"You are going to the Navy Ball right?"
asked Commander Rochester.

"Yes." It was always good politics to
show up at those sorts of things.

"Bringing a date?"

Cam hesitated before he replied.
Quizzed on his relationship status twice in one day? Had Joe
dropped a bug in someone's ear? It wasn't like Cam could go back
and ask Joe to be discrete about the information. On the other
hand, with the ball less than two weeks away, it was a frequent
conversation topic. "Yes, probably." Cam figured he'd better hedge
his bet a little about committing to the ball, since he hadn't even
talked to Mason about it yet.

"Navy or civilian?" asked
Rochester.

"Civilian."

"Some of the wives are getting together
to work on the theme for the after-party, the sunken treasure ship
idea. Let her know if she'd like to put in her two cents, they're
all getting together at the Panera down at Hilltop on Saturday. I
don't know what time, but I can find out if she's
interested."

"Him," said Cam quietly.

"Excuse me?"

Cam took a breath before repeating
himself. "Him. My partner. Dr. Mason Flynn."

The XO blinked, and Cam had to give him
credit: there wasn't any sputtering or mouth gaping. "Uh, okay.
Noted."

"Was there anything else, sir?" Cam
asked.

"No, that was it."

Cam bolted for the door.






***

Stripping off his tie as he walked into
the front hallway, Mason could hear small sounds from elsewhere in
the house. He kicked off his shoes, left them in the hallway, and
went into the den. The stereo was turned on low and Cam was
standing in front of the sofa, folding clothes.

"Hey, you're running late," said
Cam.

"Stupidity in the OR, and it wasn't
mine."

"Anybody die?"

"No, it's fine. The anesthesia nurse is
a twit and my patient practically stopped breathing because she
gave the woman too much propofol." Mason sank into the recliner and
rubbed his hands down over his face. "I ended up lingering for
quite a while afterward making sure the woman was fully conscious
and stable."

"I'm glad it's okay in the end. We're
gonna have problems tomorrow."

"Oh?"

"As Sierra was heading out the door,
she told me she has a commitment to take her grandmother to the
doctor tomorrow morning and can't be here until after
eleven."

"Damn, that's short notice." Mason was
less than thrilled by the college-student childcare provider. The
young woman was flaky and unreliable; Sierra's only saving grace
was that baby Josie didn't scream for hours on end like she had
with the couple of others Cam and Mason had tried. Mason gazed at
the baby sleeping peacefully in the electric swing. He was halfway
tempted to scoop her up and hold her, but decided he'd better enjoy
the moment of quiet. "We need a better nanny."

"Yeah, that was my thought. That'll
make three times she's bailed on us this month." Cam dug through
the half-folded pile of clothes, obviously looking for something.
"Great, we have five pink socks. Where the hell is the other
one?"

"On the floor." Mason
pointed.

Cam picked it up. "If someone had told
me last year I'd be trying to match four-inch-long pink socks in
the laundry, I'd have thought they had lost their mind."

Mason stood up and crossed to Cam. He
clenched his hand in the front of Cam's khaki uniform shirt and
pulled Cam into a kiss. "You're a great father," he
whispered.

"So are you. What the hell are we going
to do about tomorrow? Do I take a personal day?" Cam rested his
forehead on Mason's shoulder.

"I have office hours tomorrow, which
means I don't have to leave here until seven. I can probably get
Tyra and a couple of the other nurses to help me keep an eye on her
if we're only talking four hours. I took a day last time Sierra
bailed on us. Or we could see if Trevor is available," Mason
suggested. Trevor Phillips, one of the other healers out at
Division P, had pinch-hit as a babysitter for a week right after
Cam had found out he had a baby daughter and that she was seriously
ill in a Richmond hospital. Standing there with his arm around Cam,
Mason could sense an underlying tension in Cam. It seemed like it
was about more than their childcare problem.

Mason cupped his hand along the base of
Cam's skull, kneading his fingers into the tight muscles there.
"Did your workday suck too?" His healing talent would have let him
know without any effort if there was something physically wrong.
This wasn't physical.

Cam lifted his head and looked at
Mason. "I ended up getting cornered into talking about our
relationship twice today. There weren't any explosions, but it was
awkward. I've spent so many years basically in the closet about
being bisexual that my knee-jerk response is still to avoid the
truth. It shouldn't be that way, but the world has too many fucking
narrow-minded people, and I've spent so many years wondering if I'd
have to sacrifice my career."

Mason wrapped both arms around Cam.
"One step at a time, hon."

"And it gets worse, sort of. Will you
go to the Navy Ball with me? I really ought to go. It's a political
thing when you're an officer. I don't know how nasty people will
be, but most of the squadron brings their spouses or their
girlfriends. I'm trying to be upfront about us,” Cam
babbled.

Mason pressed a finger against Cam's
lips to quiet him. "I would love to go with you. Do I need to rent
a tux?"

After more than a decade of Navy
habits, Cam hadn't even thought about that particular issue. "I
don't know. I think a suit is sufficient, but I'll double check
with one of the female officers and see what their husbands are
wearing."

"And you'd be in a dress
uniform?"

"Yeah, I need to get it cleaned and
pressed before the seventh. That's the night of the Ball, and we'll
need to get a sitter for Josie. Enh, that might be more complicated
than I'd thought if we want to go to the after-party."

"After-party?" Mason asked.

"The initial part is a sit-down dinner
and then some speeches and awards. Then usually most everybody
changes into civvies and parties their way through the hotel.
Listen, we don't have to do that..."

Mason took Cam's hand in his own,
rubbing his thumb across the palm. "Relax hon, it's a dinner and a
party. We'll figure out the details. The first problem is tomorrow,
the next problem will be the Ball. It'll work." Mason lifted Cam's
hand and sucked on Cam's fingertips. "Obviously your work day was
at least as bad as mine, I think we should do something about
it."

Maybe it was a symptom of his own
frustration, or maybe it was just the availability of a few quiet
minutes, Mason ran his free hand down Cam's hip and along the taut
muscular curve of Cam's glute. Cam made a sigh of pleasure. "Lots
of times you're out of that uniform by the time I get home. Do you
mind if I help you get out of it?" There had been a period earlier
in their relationship when Cam had been reluctant to share so much
as a kiss while he was in uniform, trying to create a mental
separation between his Navy career and his relationship with Mason.
Lately, the lines had blurred.

"Do you have a thing for my uniform?"
teased Cam.

"Mmm, maybe. I think mostly I have a
thing for the guy inside it." Mason palmed Cam's crotch, sensing
the little zing of arousal that ran through Cam's body. He began to
unbuckle Cam's belt and he could see Cam's pupils dilate in
anticipation of an intimate touch or something more. Mason unzipped
the fly and cupped his hand against the front of Cam's
boxer-briefs, kneading carefully. Even if Mason hadn't sensed the
building need in his lover, he would have noticed the rapidly
stiffening cock beneath his fingers.

"Maybe we should take this elsewhere.
If she wakes up, we're in full view," whispered Cam.

"She's four months old."

"Yeah, I know, but ten years from now I
don't want her remembering seeing something ...traumatic
."

Mason chuckled. "You know it's
inevitable she'll walk in on us at some point. I can't think of
anyone with kids who hasn't been caught in the middle of something
eventually." He slipped his hand inside of Cam's underwear and
fondled Cam's balls.

"Somewhere else, please." Cam's voice
sounded strained and Mason relented enough to guide him into the
hallway.

Cam leaned against the wall, slacks
sagging around his hips because the fly was unzipped. Mason stood
in front of him, one leg pushed between Cam's, rubbing his hand
along Cam's hardening cock as he kissed his partner. Here in the
near-silent privacy of their front hall, Mason felt like someone
had lit a match between them. He let his psi shielding fade to near
nothing, wanting the intensity that having no psychic defenses
allowed. He also wanted to wallow in the pleasure of feeling Cam
come undone.

Dropping to his knees, Mason pushed
Cam's boxer-briefs down to his thighs and wrapped his fingers
around the stiff, hot length of Cam's prick. Mason licked the tip,
tasting the salty-sweet tang of Cam's pre-come. Cam moaned and
clenched his hand on Mason's shoulder. Mason opened his mouth and
began sucking, taking Cam's cock deeper and deeper into his mouth.
When Mason glanced up, Cam's face was a grimace. Mason could sense
Cam fighting a losing battle for control, that spiraling tension
that precedes climax. God, that was just the hottest expression.
Mason kept going, one hand holding Cam's hip, the other petting
Cam's balls and the narrow stretch of skin behind them.

The sharp gasp from Cam immediately
became a spurting flood into Mason's mouth. He swallowed hard and
wiped his mouth on the edge of Cam's T-shirt.

"Oh God..." muttered Cam, breathing
hard.

Mason pushed Cam's uniform shirt and
T-shirt up a few inches and nuzzled his face against Cam's lower
belly. "I take it you enjoyed that."

"Yes, hell yes." Cam pulled Mason to
his feet and kissed him. "What can I do for..." His question was
cut off by a fussing wail from Josie.

"Hold the thought for later. Somebody's
upset 'cause she thinks she's alone."

"What timing," said Cam, pulling up his
underwear and reaching for the waistband of his slacks.

Mason gave him a grin and headed into
the den where Josie was protesting.

***

Solving the baby sitter problem was
going to involve phone calls and possibly bribery. Mason dialed the
clinic number for Division P.

"Infirmary," answered a male
voice.

"Trevor?" Mason asked.

"Yup."

"This is Mason."

"Hey! What's up with you and Cam?"
Trevor asked.

"I'm in a bind."

"You two okay?"

"Yeah, it's a scheduling problem. Our
nanny has left us high and dry for tomorrow morning. I know having
you watch Josie was supposed to be a one week thing, but is there
any chance you're available? It'd only be for about four hours."
Mason felt like he was pleading.

Trevor chuckled. "Things have been
quiet around here for the past few days. If you can bring her by,
it shouldn't be a problem. How's she doing?"

"Thank you! And she's growing. Drooling
like a St. Bernard, too. Can you ask around out there and see if
anyone knows somebody that'd be interested in a long-term nanny
position? You know the drill: we don't need a live-in, but we have
to have someone reliable. Flexibility is a big plus,
too."

"If you bring her here, I'll pinch hit
for the whole day."

"Absolutely. This really helps me out,"
said Mason with relief.


Chapter 2

At the end of the day, Cam drove out to
Suffolk to pick up his daughter from Division P. He didn’t have to
speculate on where in the complex his daughter might be, as a
psychic Finder he could follow his extra senses. Trevor was in the
infirmary. The heavily-built medic had Josie cradled in one arm,
feeding her a bottle while he typed something on the computer with
the other hand.

"Any problems?" asked Cam.

"Nah, she's a sweetie. Eat, sleep,
poop. And everybody wants to hold her. Oh, you need to go swing by
Stephen's office before you leave. He said he had an idea about a
nanny."

"That would be great." Cam held out his
hands and Trevor passed over Josie. "Now if only we could get the
sleep part to work at home."

"She's cutting teeth, but then I guess
Mason probably figured that out."

"He's been holding her a lot at night,
trying to deal with the pain," Cam said.

"Don't let him be a martyr. Baby Orajel
is a God-send."

"Uh, okay, I'll look for some. I'm
going to go find Stephen, then I'll be back to grab Josie's diaper
bag," said Cam.

"No hurry."

Cam walked down the medical wing of the
huge Division P main building. The door was hanging open to the
office of Dr. Stephen Benford, the staff psychologist, when Cam got
there. Cam knocked lightly on the door frame.

Stephen looked up from the files he had
scattered across his desk. "Hello. I see Josie's day out seemed to
work just fine."

"Yes, thanks to Trevor and everyone
else out here."

"Support of our people is a big part of
making P run smoothly. I suspect someday we'll likely have an
on-site daycare," said Stephen.

"Trevor said you had an idea about
somebody for a nanny? Lord knows the one we have currently is
making us crazy. She's got just enough low-level psi Talent that
Josie tolerates her, but reliability is not her strong
suit."

"I have a potential solution to your
problem then," said Stephen. "Jane Deveraux."

"And who exactly is Jane Deveraux?" Cam
asked.

"Jane's a retired Division P agent. She
started working for P back in the sixties when this was a seat of
the pants, deep dark secret of the DoD. She's also a gifted empath
who was one of the early proponents that P should manage their
personnel more carefully."

"What makes you think she'd be
interested in babysitting?"

"Last time I talked to her she was
bored out of her skull and working part time at the Heritage store
just to have something to do. No guarantees, but playing nanny for
the psi baby of two psi parents might be a good fit." Stephen
handed Cam a sheet of paper. "That's her name and number. You can
tell her exactly who you are, both the Navy and the P part, she's
fully and completely vetted."

"I guess it can't hurt."

***

A brief phone call to the woman Stephen
recommended went smoothly enough that Cam asked her to come by the
house later that evening to meet him and Mason, and, perhaps most
importantly, Josie. If his daughter didn't like Jane, it would
never work.

There was a knock on the door at six
and Cam opened it.

Jane was a sturdy woman of medium
height with iron-gray hair. She wore a T-shirt with the logo
"Stonehenge Rocks" and a pair of jeans.

Cam offered his hand. "Come in." Josie
was balanced in the crook of his arm. "I'm Cam Bradshaw. This is my
daughter, Josie."

Jane came into the house and followed
Cam into the den. "She's adorable. How old is she?"

"Four months." Cam took hold of the bib
Josie was wearing and wiped her chin. "As you can see, she's
drooling up a storm. She's cutting teeth and been a bit on the
cranky side at times."

"You said you're looking for someone to
take care of her full-time while you're working."

"Yeah, we have a nanny currently but,
things are... She's a college student and not the most reliable. I
mean she takes care of Josie just fine, but there have been a few
too many times when she can't make it."

"I can see that would be hard," said
Jane.

"And then there are the inevitable
minor emergencies, when I have duty on a weird shift or my
partner's on call. Between my Navy responsibilities and Division
























cover.jpg





