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Chapter One

 


“General, wait, please.”

Shivers shot down Micah’s spine in response
to that deep voice.

He could not help but do as the man behind
him requested. That voice pulled at him and made him want to record
it so he could listen to later. Stepping to the edge of the
sidewalk, so he was out of the flow of traffic leaving the Navy’s
medical center, Micah waited patiently for the man to catch up. He
approached at a slow limp while leaning heavily on a cane. His left
leg was in a heavy looking walking cast. When he was two feet away,
he stopped.

“Sergeant Tyler, isn’t it?” Micah asked,
though he already knew who the man was.

“Yes, Sir. Zach Tyler.” The man stood at
attention though Micah could tell he it was uncomfortable for him
standing on his casted leg.

“What can I do for you, Sergeant Tyler?”

Micah froze when the man took one more step
forward. He then leaned in until his nose was only an inch from the
side of Micah’s neck. He pulled in a deep breath then breathed,
“Mine.”

“Excuse me?”

Micah stepped back, not sure exactly what
was going on, but pretty damn sure it would not be good for his
military career, no matter how close to retiring he might be.
Though “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell” had been lifted regarding gays in
the military, there was still a stigma about same-sex love amongst
higher ranks. Which was why he had been married, and divorced,
twice in the past twenty years. No one knew he preferred men over
women, and he planned to keep it that way, at least until he had
taken off his uniform and was far from the political machine that
was upper echelon military service.

Sergeant Tyler leaned in and took another
deep breath before straightening again. “You’re my mate,” he
whispered, glancing around to make sure their conversation was not
overheard.

Micah looked the man up and down, unable to
look away from the man’s eyes. The shape and slant told of an Asian
heritage, though their neon blue coloring was unforgettable and not
a color he had ever seen before. The man was an inch or so shorter
than his own six feet, and though hospitalized, the man looked to
be in perfect physical condition otherwise.

Micah felt pulled toward this man like he
had never experienced before. His cock filled, causing pain as it
was trapped in an awkward position. He shifted his weight, trying
to relieve the pressure of his shorts. He had an insane urge to say
to hell with the rest of his day’s schedule just so he could go
somewhere private with this man and explore whatever might be
between them.

“Ready to go, General?” His driver broke the
spell wrapped around the two men, and Micah blinked.

“You’re mistaken, we can’t be mates.” He
spoke brusquely before he turned and marched to the sidewalk where
his car waited.

Climbing into the back seat, he forced
himself to pick up his cellphone. He stared at it, not
comprehending the message his assistant had sent regarding the
upcoming state dinner. He did not look up until they had left the
rehabilitation center’s parking lot, and the man who reached
through the armor he had placed around his heart to keep it
safe.

Pulling up the message app on his phone, he
sent his assistant a request for Sergeant Zachary Tyler’s service
record to be on his desk when he arrived back to his office. He
needed more information on this shifter who claimed they were
destined to be together.

****

“If you don’t make some changes in your
lifestyle, the stress you’re living with will kill you within six
months, General. It’s that simple,” the white-coated military
physician said as he flipped through the pages of Micah Andrews’s
medical records. “You need to quit working twenty-hour days, stop
eating like you’re a twenty-year-old midshipman on holiday, and, if
possible, get as far away from the Pentagon as you can. I know this
is not what you want to hear, but you are no longer a young man in
a young man’s profession. It’s time to move on if you want to save
your own life.”

Micah nodded reluctantly, acknowledging the
confirmation to what he had known for a while now. It was time to
quit the job he had worked toward since he was sixteen.

“And if I retire, eat better, and move
somewhere quiet and stress free?”

The doctor closed the medical file and
folded his hands over it. “If you retire, cut your stress, learn to
relax, eat a proper diet, and exercise appropriately, I would not
be surprised if you lived to be a very old general. But, as you
just admitted, your migraines are getting worse, and even with the
medications I prescribed at your last visit, your blood pressure
remains borderline high, and your cholesterol makes me nervous.
Your body is telling you it is long past time for some serious
lifestyle changes. But only you can make the choice to listen to
me, or not. In the meantime, I’ll call in a refill on your migraine
medication.”

Micah nodded again before standing. “Thank
you. I hope I won’t have to see you again any time soon.”

With that, Lieutenant General Micah Andrews
left the man’s private office. As he walked down the hall, his mind
shifted gears and began to plan how to get the hell out of the
pressure stewpot that was his current life. He waited until he was
standing outside Bethesda Naval Hospital to pull out his cellphone
and hit the speed dial that would connect him to his office.

“General Andrews’s office.” Mrs. Dalton, the
secretary who had come with his current office, answered on the
first ring, as she always did.

“Dalton, I need you to get me an appointment
with Senator Smith. Preferably last thing tomorrow afternoon.”

“Yes, sir. Can I tell his office what this
is about?”

“It’s personal.”

“Yes, sir.” He could hear Dalton typing, no
doubt rearranging his own schedule to accommodate the request.

“Then I want you to call whatever office you
need to and fast track retirement paperwork. I want them signed
before my meeting with the senator if possible.”

“Retirement paperwork, sir?” Dalton
responded, confirming she had heard his request correctly. “For
whom?”

“Yes, Dalton, retirement paperwork. For me.
Also, see how much leave time I have on the books. I’d like to
start leave the day after tomorrow with retirement effective once
I’ve used up all my leave time.”

“Yes, sir,” Dalton said, her voice sounding
nonjudgmental and efficient as always.

“Once you get that taken care of, take the
rest of the afternoon off. I won’t be returning to the office until
tomorrow morning.”

Micah disconnected before she could say
anything further. He did not need the added stress of her telling
him of any fires that needed his attention. For now, Washington
could burn the fuck down as far as he was concerned. Sliding the
phone into the pocket of his uniform, he headed to the silver sedan
waiting at the curb. The red flag with three gold stars on it
barely moved in the slight breeze.

****

“Are you sure this is what you want to do,
General?” The man behind the desk looked at him as if he were
turning purple and growing a second head.

Having had twenty-four hours to contemplate
the wisdom of his decision, no matter how it might sound to others,
Micah knew it was the right thing to do. This might not be the
right time to retire, but in the current world political climate,
there would never been a good one. Dealing with the upper echelons
of military and politics to keep the Marines under his command safe
and protected while they protected the world had never been a
comfortable role for him, no matter how good he appeared to be at
it. He played the political games, wheedled and cajoled and threw
his rank around when needed, but it had never been a role he
enjoyed, unlike some he knew. Now that he was facing the end of his
career, he was more than ready to jump ship and retire.

The doctor’s warnings just moved his own
personal timetable up a few months. He had been ready to leave
before his latest posting. But now, with the doctor’s warning fresh
in his mind, Micah knew it was time to say good-bye to the only
life he had ever known. It was time to go find the man who claimed
to be the other half of his soul. The man who had moved to the
wilds of Montana two years ago.

Taking a deep breath to keep from screaming
at the top of his lungs, he released it slowly before answering.
“Yes, sir, I’m sure. I signed my retirement paperwork this
afternoon and will be on leave once I leave this meeting. Full
retirement will go into effect in sixty days.”

Lifting the glass in his hand, Micah took a
sip of the twenty-five-year-old single malt Scotch the senator
preferred. As it burned its way down his throat and heated his
stomach, he tried not to make a face as he met Senator Smith’s
gaze. The senator had lobbied for him three years earlier when he
had received his third star, so it was only politically correct for
him to be the first to hear Micah’s news.

The senator finally dropped his gaze to the
papers on his desk, just as he had every time they battled wills.
Senator Smith might hold political sway over more than a third of
Congress, but they both knew that Micah was the true alpha in the
room. A graduate of the Naval Academy at the age of twenty, Micah
had been on the military fast track since he had joined his high
school JROTC at the age of sixteen. Now it was time to step down
and see what life without a uniform would be like.

“Will you be staying in the Washington area?
I can find you a job as a lobbyist with one of the defense
contractors, if you’re interested
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