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Chapter One

“Fucking hell, that’s Richard’s brother?” Sully
whistled under his breath as he and Zander watched Richard greeting
a muscle-mountain with closely cropped blond hair. The airport was
crowded but Richard was as tall as him and Zander, standing out
from the rest. The brother’s head rose a few inches higher; his
harsh military haircut and squared shoulders screamed Marine.

“He’d snap you like a twig,” Zander chuckled. “I
thought you were looking for someone smaller to scratch an itch.
I’m sure Terry’s friend Charlie would be interested if you smiled
in his direction.”

“He’s looking for a relationship,” Sully
muttered, watching as Richard and his brother came closer. “I
wouldn’t be good for him with my hours. Besides, he’s built like
Terry; it’d be me snapping him in half.”

“Don’t mess
with a marine,” Zander warned as he plastered a professional smile
on his face and stepped forward. “Gunnery Sergeant Thorne?
A pleasure to meet you. I’m Detective Zander Samuels.” He
held out his hand and the bigger man took it. Sully could pick up a
weird vibe coming from the two men; the handshake taking longer
than necessary. Damn it. Just my luck the marine prefers brunettes,
although Terry won’t be pleased.

“You can call me Q.” The marine said roughly
giving Zander’s hand a final squeeze before dropping it.

“And this is Sully Roberts,” Richard said, with
an edge to his voice. “He’s a detective too. He and Zander used to
work together, but he’s currently assigned to the SWAT team.”

No need to remind me, asshole, Sully’s smile was forced as he held out his hand
to the marine who seemed reluctant to take it. Feeling decidedly
snubbed, Sully went to drop his, but at the last-minute Q took it,
the work-hardened fingers sending a tingle of electricity through
his arm. My
gods, I want this man; Sully’s eyes widened at the thought and he hurriedly
dropped Q’s hand. “I’ll go get the car. Were you coming out with
us…er…Q, or shall we drop you somewhere first?”

“Oh, I’m coming,” Q’s eyes were darker than
Richard’s brilliant blue ones but they looked as though they could
see into his very soul. “I’m definitely coming along.”

“Yeah…er…right…I’ll just go….” Sully’s usual
confidence deserted him and he fled the airport terminal, eager for
some fresh air. There was a definite bite in the air although Sully
knew his cheeks were still heated when he reached the car. Checking
he was alone, he quickly thumped his cock. “Looking is one thing,”
he muttered to the lump in his pants, “but don’t go getting any
ideas.”

Yes, Q was a
magnificent muscle-bound hunk, but Sully knew the chances of both
brothers being gay were slim to none, especially with Q being a
marine. Sully worked out at the gym every day and his job kept him
in peak condition, but Zander was right, Q could crush him like a
bug. But oh,
what a way to go, he
thought shaking his head as he got into the car.
What a way to
go.

/~/~/~/~/

“What the hell are you doing?” Richard hissed at
his brother as they waited for Sully to collect the car. “First you
try to crush Zander’s hand to dust and then you’re looking at Sully
like you want to eat him. He’s barely out of the closet.”

“Mate,” Q said bluntly his eyes scanning the
exits and everyone milling around. “Mine,” he added for emphasis.
“And Zander’s hand is fine.”

“You mean you and Sully?” Zander bent over,
laughing like a loon, his crushed hand apparently forgotten.

Damn it, Richard should’ve warned me he was bringing
another shifter along. Q
refused to feel sorry for trying to establish his dominance in a
human way. But Zander’s reaction to what was a life-changing
decision annoyed him.

“You have one, I can smell him. An omega, if I’m
not mistaken.”

“Don’t you touch my m…Terry,” Zander amended
quickly although no one was paying attention to them. The joys of
being in an airport; everyone always had somewhere else to be.

“We don’t
fight among ourselves, Q,” Richard warned quietly. “We’re
all loners here and have learned to get along. Hold
your temper. Zander’s Terry is very good friends with the man I’m
seeing and neither one of them deserves any grief from
you.”

Q bit his
tongue. Seeing Richard friendly with another Alpha who
wasn’t pack or mate was his first shock of the evening.
Meeting a human mate was the second. Now Q’s wolf, who put up with
a lot during his time in the Marines was edgy and anxious. It was
night; danger lurked around every corner and their mate was out
there alone.

“Sully’s a detective,” Zander said, watching the
crowds and doing some fidgeting of his own. “He knows how to handle
himself.”

“Does Sully know about us?”

“In a way. He just recently learned about it,
but he thinks it’s only me and Terry. He doesn’t know about
Richard.”

Damn, that would’ve made things a lot easier. But fuck,
what am I thinking? I can’t take a mate. Especially not male. What
about my team, my work? I won’t be able to re-enlist.
Q thought back to the
conversation he’d had with his lieutenant the previous day. He was
due for re-enlistment; his second four-year term coming to an end
in another month. His CO indicated promotion would be available to
him if he chose to sign up for another four years, but something at
the time held Q back. That was why he was on a month’s leave; to
think about his future at his CO’s suggestion.

Was it only this morning I thought I didn’t have anything
to mull over? He had a
good platoon, decent sergeants under him and while his wolf
pined for the touch of others, the action they’d seen and the
comradeship made up for a lot over eight years. He knew they’d be
deployed soon and he planned on going. But now…Q looked up to see
Richard watching him anxiously.

“I’ll go slow,” he promised, unsure how he’d
keep that promise but vowing he would. “I’m on a month’s
leave.”

Richard
looked as if he wanted to say more; Q knew since his brother-in-law
died, Richard was all for mates, mating and spending as much time
with mates as possible. But a car pulled up, Sully at the wheel and
Q’s lust rendered him speechless; clearly whatever Richard was
going to say wasn’t suitable for human ears. He threw his bag in
the trunk and squeezed his frame into the seat
behind Sully. In the confines of the car, Sully’s scent, a sweet
mix of citrus and brandy singed his nostrils and he hid his claws
under his legs. It’s going to be a freaking long evening.



Chapter Two

He’s looking at me again. Sully surreptitiously wiped across his chin,
worried he might have food stuck to it. Dinner was
lovely, or at least he assumed it was. Sully ate on
autopilot. He could feel Q’s eyes on him, but every time he looked
up the man seemed to be watching the crowds. His cock was screaming
at him to make a move; his head and guts were warning him that was
a bad idea.

“Your phone’s ringing,” Charlie smiled as he
poked Sully in the ribs. Charlie was the only one of Terry’s
friends still single; well, apart from Q who looked big enough to
terrify anyone and Sully didn’t mind chatting to him, even if he
had no plans of taking anything any further. Small, like all of
Terry’s friends, Charlie’s hopeful look bordered on desperate a
couple of times throughout the meal; something Sully tried to
ignore.

“Thanks.”
Sully didn’t offer any explanation of why he hadn’t heard his
phone. What could he say? I can’t tell if the man across from me wants to
lick me all over or throttle me and it’s bugging me?
Yeah. That wouldn’t go over
well. He slid from the booth, answering his phone as he went,
heading outside where things were a lot quieter.

“Detective Roberts, what’s up?” He asked,
recognizing the number as the dispatch office.

“Detective
Roberts, we have a domestic situation; firearms on the
scene. Backup has been requested by local officers,” the
calm voice sounded as though she was talking about the weather, but
Sully’s adrenalin surged. “Please proceed to the address I will
text you and report to Commander Latham.”

“Shit,” Sully looked down at his jeans and
shirt. “Affirmative, Dispatch. Will be there in fifteen
minutes.”

The dispatch officer clicked off without comment
and Sully hurried inside. He was going to need to borrow Zander’s
car; the keys were still snug in his pocket. Conscious of Q
following his every move, he pulled Zander aside and quickly
explained the situation. Zander looked torn, as though wanting to
come along, but they didn’t work together anymore and with a slap
on his shoulder and a “keep your head down” Zander went back to his
friends and Sully ran back to the car. Gunning the motor as he sped
past the club, he swore he saw Q standing at the door; ignoring
what could only be a flight of fancy, Sully focused on the road and
the evening ahead. Richard’s brother wasn’t going to distract him,
at least until the domestic situation was resolved.

/~/~/~/~/

“Q, for the love of all that’s holy, what’s got
into you?” Q wasn’t used to being manhandled into a bathroom,
especially in a club, but he could see Richard was pissed and went
quietly. Maybe charging out of the club after a work-focused mate
was a bit
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