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“Bet she can bench press more than you,” Carl
said to Neal. Despite being on the far side of the workout room
Danielle Sarkarov heard the comment, and she held her tongue.
Apparently hazing the rookie was a never ending source of amusement
for the male police officers. It didn’t matter that Carl was quite
possibly right, Dani still felt a pang of sympathy for Neal. A
blend of Russian and Nordic genes has dubiously blessed her with
being six feet tall in her socks and an impressive lean muscle mass
beneath some fairly decent curves. Her husband periodically
referred to her as “my wife the Valkyrie.”


Neal O’Flaherty, on the other hand, was a
rail thin twenty-five year old rookie cop. He had thick wavy black
hair, narrow features and intense blue eyes. Dani thought the man
had to be the epitome of “black Irish” genetics. He was gorgeous,
with wide shoulders, narrow hips, and lamentably always looking
like he didn’t eat enough. Maybe that was just the maternal streak
in Dani rearing its head, and it was conflicting directly with the
strong desire to jump his bones. There was about a ten year
difference in her age and Neal’s. They had talked casually a number
of times. She wondered for a moment if she was the only one in the
department that had done so. The first year was rough, but if you
were female there was a limit to how far the hazing would go with
the ever present “sexual harassment” policies. Speaking of sexual
harassment…she wondered which way he swung. For a guy that close to
beautiful…it had to make the rookie thing that much worse.

 


Judging from the expression of frustration on
Neal’s face as he plucked a different set of dumbbells off the free
weight shelf, she suspected he’d had a really shitty day. Dani was
done working out and about to head off to the locker room.

 


“Hey O’Flaherty, you got plans for the
evening?” Dani asked as she went past him.

 


“Huh? Oh, um, no,” Neal replied.

 


“Wanna swing by my place in a couple hours?
My hubby’s a good cook.”

 


“Thanks … but I wouldn’t want to impose,”
Neal made an excuse.

 


“It’s not imposing. Everybody’s gotta eat and
Finn likes to cook.” Neal ran a hand through his hair and Dani
thought he looked incredibly stressed.

 


“Are you sure? Isn’t your husband apt to be
pissed?” Neal asked.

 


“Nah. That’s what the two hours is for, to
give him a little warning. If you’re inspired, bring a bottle of
wine. Nothing expensive, ‘cause I can’t tell the difference between
a ten buck bottle of wine and a hundred buck one.”

 


“Okay.” There was a certain reluctance in his
tone.

 


Dani grabbed an ink pen off a note board by
the gym door and wrote her address on Neal’s wrist. It was a silly
thing to do but it gave her an excuse to touch him. What she really
wanted to do was give him a hug and tell him he’d get through it
all and the job would get easier. “It’s six now. Come by about
quarter to eight. ”

 


****

“I worry about him. Being a newbie is hard,
they give you all the really shit jobs. And they partnered him with
Carl. He’s a good cop, just kind of rigid,” said Dani as she pulled
plates out of the cupboard.

 


“No family? No girlfriend?” asked Finn. He
was stirring a little more wine into the sauce.

 


“Not that I’ve ever heard of.”

 


“Boyfriend?” said Finn. “You said he’s
gorgeous.”

 


Dani grinned a little. “I think he pinged my
gaydar just a little. He’s beautiful, but I don’t really know. It’s
not exactly the sort of thing I can ask him around the
precinct.”

 


“It’s been a while since we had a third…”
Finn mused as he continued his preparation of dinner. “Of course
there’s no guarantee he’d be interested. Anyway, it sounds like
some decent food and friendly ears are the bare minimum he needs.”
Finn pulled Dani close and nibbled on the side of her neck. “You
just like having more than one set of hands on you,” he teased.
“And you have soft heart for strays.” She just grinned.

 


****

Wine? Check. Decent clothes? Check. Neal took
a deep breath and knocked on the door. Dani had been subtle and
kind. Invite the rookie to dinner so you can figure out if he’s
wigging out on the stress, was basically how it read. I’m not, Neal
told himself. I’m just well…kind of floundering a bit.

 


“Hi! I was afraid you might bail on me,” said
Dani as she opened the door. “Come on in. I’ll take that.” Dani
took the bottle of wine from Neal. “Just toss your coat on the
bench.” She gestured toward one of those hallway bench and coat
rack combos. Neal took off his jacket and left it there, then he
followed Dani toward the kitchen. “This is Finn Maddox. Neal
O’Flaherty, one of the guys from work.”

 


“Nice to meet you,” said Neal. Finn was a
heavily built guy of equal height to Dani. He had red-gold hair
cropped crew-cut short. They shook hands. “I hope you’re okay with
the short notice. Dani seemed to think it’d be okay.”

 


“I can cook for one or three hundred. It’s no
biggie,” Finn replied. “Hope you like braised beef tips.”

 


“He’s one of the chefs for a restaurant
called Blue Fusion,” said Dani.

 


“I wouldn’t have taken you for a chef,” Neal
said tentatively. If someone had asked him to speculate on Finn’s
occupation, he would have guessed something really physical like
construction work or personal trainer.

 


“I spent seven years in the Navy doing things
like orchestrating the shipping of emergency aid supplies to places
that had undergone wars and natural disasters. I was good at it. I
also hated the crap out of it.”

 


“Cooking’s better?” Neal asked.

 


“Cooking is way better,” said Finn
with a smile. “The only really good thing that came out of those
years for me was meeting Dani.”

 


“Sailor meets cop?”

 


“Sailor bails bad girl out of a fist fight at
a rainbow party,” commented Finn. Neal was surprised. He tended to
think of Dani as relatively conservative. The concept of a whole
batch of young women with different shades of lipstick offering
blowjobs at an orgy style party…that changed his mental image of
his colleague a bit, even if she had been younger.

 


“I wasn’t a cop back then,” admitted
Dani.

 


****


They drank the bottle of wine that Neal had
brought and another one too. For the first time in days, Neal felt
almost normal. Good food plus easy conversation and three glasses
of wine made him feel less like he was wound way too tight. Dani
flirted with him a little. Nothing aggressive, just hints and
smiles. Neal had glanced at Finn several times in apprehension,
wondering if he was the jealous type. Finn merely seemed to be
amused.

 


At some point all three of them ended up on
the sofa, watching a really bad police flick, while Neal and Dani
pointed out glaring departures from reality. Neal was in the
middle. Dani’s hand drifted over to lie on Neal’s leg and he tried
to ignore it. It was a casual touch, but he almost wished it were
more. He slouched a little further and laid his head back. It hit
Finn’s arm, where it was stretched along the back of the couch. He
glanced at Finn, expecting either a glare or amusement. What he saw
startled him. Finn was studying him. In the soft light of the lamp
on the end table, the gaze was roaming over his face and body. Neal
could have sworn Finn was checking him out. The thought made his
cock perk up a little, and Neal desperately wished for a pillow to
put in his lap in case there was noticeable evidence of his
thoughts.

 


“Neal, Finn and I have a proposition for
you,” said Dani “We’re all adults here. We could be consenting
adults. Finn and I like to share.”

 


Neal swallowed hard. He couldn’t possibly
have heard that right, or maybe his brain was making leaps of
illogic due to stress combined with the wine. Dani’s finger traced
a little circle on his thigh, edging toward the inner side.

 


“Finn and I are …flexible. We both like men
and women. Sometimes three is a really nice number, but only if
you’re comfortable with the idea. We don’t do safe words or
anything like that, stop means stop. And neither of us is into
pain. What do you think?” asked Dani. Her expression was soft and
honest.

 


“I…um…could be interested,” he finally
replied.

 


“This doesn’t have to be intense, it can just
be messing around to see where it goes,” Finn suggested. “Are you
going to get weirded out if I touch you or kiss you?”

 


Neal let himself look at Finn. The guy was
built, far more muscular than Neal’s own thin frame. It had been a
while since he’d let another guy touch him, pre-academy days in
fact. Okay that totaled up to almost a year ago, not forever, it’d
just been awhile.

 


“No, it’s okay. I’ve …done guys,” Neal
admitted.

 


“Good,” said Finn. Dani’s hand was wandering
again, this time a little closer to Neal’s crotch. The fact that
his pants were feeling a little tight most likely wasn’t going to
be a problem. Finn’s arm draped down against Neal’s shoulders and
his fingers curled around Neal’s bicep squeezing just a little.
Dani’s hand skimmed up his stomach and toyed with the buttons at
the front of his shirt. She snuggled against his chest.

 


“I want to see the end of the movie, then
whatever happens just happens okay?” asked Dani. Neal nodded, still
slightly dazed at the concept. The movie continued and hands
wandered gently over his body. It was all soft touches and Neal
found himself relaxing into the idea.

 


“Okay I liked it but the procedural mistakes
they make always irritate the crap out of me,” Dani commented as
the end credits were rolling. Neal had to laugh a little.

 


“How many times a day do you pull your
gun?” Neal asked.

 


“Jeeezus, I think I’ve drawn exactly once
this month,” replied Dani with an eye roll. “How ‘bout you?”

 


“Does the firing range count?” Neal said.
Dani laughed and buried her face against Neal’s chest. He could
feel the warmth of her breath through his shirt. She tipped her
face up and kissed him softly up under the edge of his jaw. Finn
brushed his lips along Neal’s temple. Neal was uncertain. Was he
supposed to touch, or just enjoy the attention? Dani must have
sensed his confusion.

 


“Do whatever feels good,” she whispered. Her
head raised and she kissed him on the mouth. She tasted of the wine
they’d been drinking. Dani leaned across Neal’s lap, breasts
pressing firmly against his chest, and kissed Finn. “Mmm, I like
the contrast between familiar and new,” she whispered huskily.

 


Things escalated just a little. Finn took a
turn at kissing Neal. His kiss was just a touch more aggressive,
tongue swiping across Neal’s teeth. Dani’s hand skimmed down across
Neal’s crotch and he let out an involuntary little moan. Finn’s
teeth nipped the side of Neal’s throat while his hands slid up
under Dani’s shirt. She was busy rubbing her hands along Neal’s
chest, thumbs caressing his nipples through the fabric. Bodies
shifted. Neal was sandwiched between Finn’s broad chest and Dani’s
body while Dani straddled Neal’s hips and ground herself down on
his now profoundly evident erection. Sometimes she kissed Neal;
sometimes she leaned around his body to kiss Finn. Oh…damn, Neal
had done both men and women but never at the same time before. He
could feel Finn’s hard length pressed up against the back of his
hip. Dani took Neal’s hand and guided it to her mouth, sucking
gently on his fingertips. Hands kept wandering and stroking and
caressing. Finn’s shirt ended up on the floor as Dani left a trail
of licks and kisses down one side of Finn’s chest. Neal’s shirt was
unbuttoned by two sets of hands and deliciously soft breasts rubbed
against Neal’s chest, as he continued to be trapped between bodies.
Arms and legs shifted again, and Neal was suddenly a lot closer to
horizontal. Finn stuck a thumb inside the waistband of Neal’s
jeans.

 


“Can you touch you?” Finn whispered huskily
in Neal’s ear.

 


“Uh-huh,” was as close to words as Neal’s
brain would allow. Finn fumbled open Neal’s fly and slipped a hand
down inside. Warm strong fingers closed around Neal’s cock and
stroked him. Dani scooted back a little so that Finn’s hand had
better access, then hands changed. Huh? What? It took Neal’s
frazzled mind another minute to realize that Dani was the one with
a hand around his prick and that Finn’s hands were exploring Neal’s
chest and belly. Oh hell, talk about sensory overload. Neal came in
hard jerking spurts, coating more than just Dani’s hand.

 


He spiraled downward from ecstasy. Somewhere
along the way Dani’s slacks and underwear went AWOL, although she
was still wearing her shirt and she was guiding his fingers between
her legs. Neal glanced at Finn, still just a bit apprehensive about
reactions. Finn’s pupils were blown wide and he ground his own
hard-on up against the side of Neal’s hip. It was pretty obvious he
was getting off on what his other two partners were doing. Dani was
all hot slippery wetness around his fingers and Neal rubbed his
thumb across the swollen spot at the front. She shuddered and
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