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    Chapter One


    Michael’s wanted to roll his eyes and sigh so bad that his temples throbbed as the sweat ran down his flushed skin. So instead of disrespecting his father he stabbed at his eggs before shoving fork full into his mouth.


    “You listening to me son. Don’t think I don’t see you fuming over there. Do you forget I’m a detective too?”


    How the hell can I forget? You remind me every moment you can.


    “You ain’t been a detective but for five damn minutes so don’t start acting like you so high and mighty just because you work for a man named God.”


    Michael’s sat up straighter in the plastic booth at the mention of one of his Lieutenants. No one talked bad about them to him, he wouldn’t allow it. Lieutenant Godfrey – known as God – and his partner Lieutenant Day, ran the best narcotics task force in Atlanta, Georgia. Working for them had been a goal of his since he’d graduated college. Michaels’ came from a long line of law enforcement. When he didn’t join the police academy straight out of high school like most of the Michaels’ in his family, instead opting to go to college first, everyone thought he was rebelling against their tradition. His master’s in psychology helped him make detective ten years faster than his father and grandfather had. He was only thirty-two and was a detective on the most decorated and highly regarded task force on the East Coast. Although, he’d gotten his Lieutenant’s attention by charging head first into one of their battles and putting his life on the line to save one of God’s men, he still had aced that detective’s exam because of his education, and his father hated that.


    “Besides. Why the hell is he hiring on so many gay detectives. Everyone’s calling them the fairy squad.” His dad scoffed.


    “Oh yeah. Who’s calling us that?” Michaels’ snapped, dropping his fork on his plate.


    “A few of the guys.”


    “Well tell them to say it to our face.”


    Michaels’ dad smirked at him from behind his coffee mug and he immediately felt like an ass. He let his father bait him again. There was no fucking way that anyone was saying that about his team and meaning it. They were the ones that made the big arrest. They were the ones cleaning up the streets, they were the ones that were called when someone needed back up. They’d saved many asses on many forces across the district. God and Day were owed so many favors that they couldn’t keep up.


    “Dad, I gotta’ go. I have a strategy meeting at nine.”


    “What are you working on?”


    Michaels ran his hand through his short dirty blonde hair. He hadn’t put any gel in it today so it just fell where it wanted. He hated when his dad asked for details. He’d been on God and Day’s task force for three years now, and his dad still asked him questions he wasn’t permitted to answer. “You know I can’t tell you that, dad.”


    His father’s face turned an unsettling shade of rose. He was the Major of Zone One, certainly not used to being told he wasn’t privy to certain information. But regardless. Michaels had orders, and under no circumstance was he to disclose information on their cases to anyone that was granted specific permission by his Lieutenants. Departments had leaks, informants, undercover agents that weren’t afraid to use classified information to advance their own agenda or their own cases.


    Michaels’ father’s zone had the best homicide department and God would have Michaels’ head on a stake if he found out he was sharing information with another zone. One wrong word or one slip of pertinent information could result in one of their cases going cold because word had leaked out.


    “You can’t! What the hell you mean you can’t?” His father yanked his wallet out and slammed a couple twenties on the table. “You ever heard of professional courtesy, Austin. Not to mention I’m your goddamn father. But I guess that doesn’t matter.” The young waitress quickly picked up the half empty plates and scurried off not making eye contact since his father’s voice had risen to an embarrassing level.


    “Dad. A lot of the information regarding our cases are classified. Very few people know who we’re targeting and when we’ll strike. God and Day do that on purpose. To eliminate our suspects getting tipped off.” Michaels’ voice was calm, hopping his dad would follow suit.


    “Do you think I’d tip off your goddamn suspect? Austin. Jacob. Michaels. You are on thin ice, boy.” His father growled, standing to leave. His starch black uniform with gold enhancements was pressed to perfection and hung majestically on his fit frame. Michaels was built just like all the men in their family. Duty fit. Good height, just enough to tower over the average man. Broad, defined back and thick arms. Thighs that were muscular but lean enough to chase and catch a suspect.


    Michaels hurried to catch up to his distinguished father. When he did, his dad looked him up and down, shaking his head, his lip turned up in disgust. “Four years at Duke, graduated in the top ten percent of your class. You had some of the highest scores in your police academy class.” His father stopped in front of his shiny black Cadillac and faced him head on. “Not to mention you’re a goddamn Michaels, and look at yourself.”


    Michaels didn’t dare drop his head, he wasn’t ashamed. He was in his jeans, had a black and white graphics t-shirt showing under his open Atlanta Braves jersey. His backwards ball cap said that he was most likely on his way to watch a game rather than to an elite task force team meeting. “Dad, I’m going out in the field later. I’m undercover. Have you forgot what you used to look like when you were the most respected homicide detective before you got stuck behind a desk and forced to kiss bureaucratic ass?”


    His father’s glare was enough to make him back off. “How dare you insult me or my position?”


    Michaels looked his father in the eye. “I apologize, sir. That was disrespectful and completely out of line.”


    “You’re damn right it was.”


    Michaels sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “I just don’t know what the hell I have to do to make you proud.”


    His dad looked at him with sad eyes before placing his strong hands on both of his shoulders, turning him to face him. “I am proud of you, son. Everyday. I just -” A soft sigh escaped his father before he continued. “I just don’t want you limiting yourself. You have the potential to lead, son. It’s in your blood. Following God and Day is not going to put you in that position. You’re the leader, not the follower.”


    “I can make sergeant, lieutenant and any other rank as long as I continue to be a good cop. Working with them, I’m able to finally show what I’m capable of. So many departments have stuck up lieutenants that are so afraid of rules and regulations that they’re barely able to let their detectives make the arrest. I just want to be able to show what I can do and God and Day let me do that.”


    “Like dropkicking a man through a window.” He saw the amusing glint in his father’s eye.


    “Yeah. Like that.” Michaels laughed. The story of their last bust when he’d taking down three men, one of them he’d kicked through a window had circulated pretty fast. His father laughed with him, patting his cheek.


    “I damn proud of you, son. I’m just being a father I guess.”


    “I’m good dad. Really. I’m happy with what I do. The guys are great, I trust them and they trust me. We do good work together.”


    “You do, son. I can’t dispute that. I didn’t mean to insult you either.”


    “I know.”


    His father turned to get in his car. “I’ll see you at the house tomorrow night, right?”


    “Tomorrow?”


    “Yes, for poker. I told you last week, son. I’m having a few of the guys over. Umm. Aaron will be there too. He’s joined us now.”


    Great. “I remember now. Sure I’ll be there.” Don’t have anything else to fucking do on a Friday night.


    “Good to hear.” His father started his car and let the window down. “Be safe out there today. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


    Michaels nodded and tapped the hood of the car as his father eased his luxury vehicle from the curb.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Two


    Michaels was leaning back in one of the large chairs in their meeting room. Although their large department was inside the Zone 3 precinct they almost felt like a separate entity. Michaels looked out the large glass partitions at the hustle and bustle of the precinct’s bullpen while God and Day’s Sergeant went over their plan to take down a marijuana and small arms dealer named The Kid and his entire organization.


    “This is the last time this bastard slips through the cracks.” Syn said. His voice was calm as usual but the intensity of his dark eyes said that he was fired up just like the rest of them. “We’ve had Jones and Marrietty on the inside for six months, it’s time. The next deal will go down on Monday at the old shoe factory in Mechanicsville. God wants to do a simulated run through on Sunday.”


    “Why?” Detective Green asked.


    Michaels smirked. Detective Green and his partner/boyfriend Detective Ruxsberg were both at their desk looking through some of the surveillance photos while simultaneously listening to Syn. They’re the enforcers. They carried out God and Day’s orders on the streets. Bad asses in their own right. But they were big ass trouble-makers too. Always in the hot seat because they were one hundred percent, shoot-first-questions-later-balls-of-steel-batshit-crazy. They worked together as one psycho team because no one else wanted to get caught up in their ridiculousness. Including Michaels.


    “Why? Because I said so.” God said entering the room with his partner close behind him. His voice was deep enough to make a man’s chest rumble. When he yelled it was like thunder rolling through you. He was their commander and his rules were to be followed or else the consequences were dire. He came and stood beside Syn. His 6 foot 4 height, stern jaw, and piercing green eyes wasn’t what made him scary. It was the power he harnessed behind his gold Lieutenant badge. Twenty brilliant, strong men at his ready at all times. A mayor and captain that backed him with anything he needed. And the best part of God was his partner that made them both unstoppable.


    Day stood next to him. “We want this to go smoothly, Green. No mistakes, no room for error. The DEA has went after The Kid before, remember, and the bastard got off on a technicality, because someone fucked up in collecting the evidence. Well now we’ve been assigned to take them down, and we don’t fuck up.”


    Several ‘fuck yeahs’ and fist-bumping was made before the large group settled down enough for Day to continue. “Now. Marietty and Jones are still inside. We got a message that some guns are going to be delivered to the drop off tomorrow but the drugs won’t be in until Monday. We want it all, not just the drugs.”


    God nodded his head agreeing with Day. “So we’re gonna send out the enforcers to play it up around town that we’re interested in the new activity going on on the East Side so hopefully The Kid feels comfortable that God isn’t on his tail and doesn’t feel the need to switch up anything at the last minute.” With those words God and Day left leaving their Sergeant to handle the details.


    Syn quickly issued the orders for surveillance and the other men got busy with their specialty. They had demolitions experts, weapons, tactical, intelligence, IT and more. All the men on their team the best in their field. Michaels had accreditations in marksmanship so he was a sniper but God often had him doing surveillance and field work with the enforcers since his degree was in psychology he had a knack for getting guys to talk.


    “Michaels you’ll be with Green and Ruxs today. Shake a few guys down for information on what’s been coming in on the East side. Make sure it’s enough that word gets back to The Kid that God’s not sniffing around him.”


    “You got it.” Michaels went to his desk and unlocked his bottom drawer. He pulled out his two 9mm weapons and tucked them in the small of his back, switching out the 22. He gathered a few more weapons and locked his station back up.


    “Alright lets go pretty boy, we ain’t got all day.” Ruxs joked. Michaels flicked him off, as he jogged to catch up to Green. He didn’t know why he was being called pretty when Ruxs looked like a goddamn model. His look was always trendy. Some type of rock band t-shirt and denim jeans. His pale green eyes and dark stubble on his face, made an erotic combination. Green had a sexy look as well with that neatly trimmed goatee and dangerous tribal art tattoos up his neck. It was no wonder those guys were all over each other. They made one hell of a hot couple.


    On their way past the break room, Michaels peered in and saw God standing extremely close to Day whispering something to him while Day fixed one of his numerous cups of coffee he’d have throughout the day. They were the epitome of professional but the love they had for each other couldn’t always be concealed. It was no secret that several of the guys on their team was gay, including their Sergeant. Syn was partnered with Furi, a mechanic that had his own garage. He also did most of their work on their police vehicles. He was definitely one of the coolest guys Michaels had ever met. He sometimes found himself wondering if he’d find someone that could handle what he did for a living. Could stomach the dangerous raids, the long nights, the grueling hours.


    When day welcomed Michaels onto the task force, he’d promised them that he could do the job, he could handle it and he meant it. But damn if he wasn’t lonely. Obviously since Ruxs and Green were a couple, his Lieutenants didn’t mind them pairing up with each other, as long as they did their jobs, but there was only a couple other guys in their unit that was gay and single but Michaels wasn’t interested in them. He couldn’t imagine dating someone he worked with every single day. Michaels liked his space too. He tucked all that wishing shit to the back of his mind and focused on his job.


    As they walked through the bullpen, he gave a head nod to a few of the other officers. Some looked on them with admiration, and some with disgust. Pfft. Whatever. He hopped in the back seat of Green’s truck settling in for the ride. He wished he hadn’t seen Ruxs brush his hand along Green’s thigh but he had. Damnit. Maybe he’d go to Burks’ this weekend and quench some of the fire that’s been burning in him. Hell if he didn’t hate ‘one-offs’ but a man had needs.


    Michaels adjusted his cock before climbing out the backseat. They were at a typical hangout for a few of the players that ran the East Side. Although they weren’t there to get these guys this time, it was only a matter of time before God really did tire of them and want them off his streets.


    Michaels ran his hand through his chestnut hair before placing his cap back on. He made sure the safety was off on his weapons before turning to an already grinning Ruxs. Damn these guys lived for this crazy shit. “Alright guys. Try not to get me shot at this time.”


    “I make no promises.” Ruxs smirked.


    They walked into the dim pool hall several head turning to look at them. There were rows of pool tables in the center of the room and multiple arcade and pinball machines on the outer walls. A long dark bar was almost as long as the building was flush up against the far side. There was a DJ stand right next to the door but no one was up there, the music blasting through the surround sound speakers was coming from a jukebox on the other side of the door.


    Green shoved the large contraption to the side and yanked the power cord out of the socket. The music died abruptly gathering everyone else’s attention. The bartender put his hand on hip glairing over at them. A huge sonofabitch that had to be one of the bouncers walked over to them, his bald head glistening in certain areas as it caught the light of the few windows. His fist balled at his side. Just their fucking luck. This guy looked new. The regular bouncers knew who they were.


    He advanced faster, his steps more determined. He definitely wasn’t coming to talk to them. He was coming to prove something. The bartender yelled at him to wait but he simply threw up a meaty hand and kept approaching. Michaels pinched the bridge of his nose, knowing this wasn’t going to be pretty.


    “That’s a big dude, babe.” Green chuckled.


    “Ya’ don’t say.” Ruxs smirked back.


    Good lord.


    When the man was just a little more than an arm’s length away Ruxs brought his heavy boot up with a quick snap and caught the man dead center in his balls. The sound he made was a mix of a startled grunt and a harpies’ cry. It was sad is what it was. He clamped his knees together and dropped down to the floor eyes watering from the pain. Ruxs definitely hit him hard enough that he wasn’t getting up for the duration they’d be there.


    “Excuse us, will ya’.” Green chuckled. Pushing the guy over with barely a flick of his wrist as they walked by. They were almost to the middle of the room, when Green yelled out. “Alright, God wants to know what the fuck is going on on the East -”


    Before Green could finish his sentence, three guys that were playing pool in the corner, dropped their pool sticks and ran towards the back doors. Michaels spun and ran to the front door while Ruxs and Green chased the guys out the back. Michaels ran up the sidewalk, dodging pedestrians hoping to get to the end of the strip before the other guys did. He cut the corner and turned just in time to slam into one of the guys, knocking them both to the ground with a hard thud. He heard the other guys fly past him but all they needed was one. The guys in the pool hall would surely pass the word around that God was asking about the East side which should be enough.


    Michaels rolled with the guy he’d taken down, making sure he didn’t end up on the bottom. He gave the man a hard knee in his ribs making him fold in on his left. The guy was reaching behind his back but Ruxs was there, stopping him from getting to whatever weapon he had and yanked the man to his feet. Green extended his hand and Michaels gripped his big forearm letting him pull him up. He winced at the pain in his back and flicked Green off again when he snickered at him.


    “Don’t get mad at us because you always end up on your back.”


    “Fuck you.”


    Ruxs threw the guy against the brick wall and patted him down. He yanked a Glock from the guy’s waistband handing it back to Green. “Is that a registered weapon? I bet if I check it, it won’t be.”


    The man huffed hard trying to catch his breath. He had a Bankhead tattoo on his hand which meant he wasn’t even East side. Didn’t mean he didn’t have connections there. He ran his scrubbed his hand over his buzz cut blond hair, dropping his hand to his face. “That ain’t even mine, Ruxs.”


    “So you know who I am. I’m flattered… really.” Ruxs said drily, crossing his arms over his thick chest staring the young guy down. Unfortunately, most dealers did know them. “I don’t give a damn if it’s your pastor’s gun, it’s in your possession, which makes it yours. That’s an automatic five years, dude.”


    The guy groaned. “Come on man.”


    “Talk.” Ruxs growled.


    “Fuck.” The kid hissed, looking up and down the street as if he was contemplating running.


    “Don’t you even fucking think about it. Talk.” Ruxs slapped the guy on his cheek. It wasn’t hard but it was enough to show that he didn’t want to stand out here much longer. The guy only looked to be in his late twenties, too young to want to spend five years in prison.


    Michaels watched the streets while the Enforcers pumped the young thug for information. Regardless it wasn’t relevant to their pertinent case, it would definitely be documented and stored away for later. Ruxs and Green played off each other masterfully and Michaels found himself wishing and hoping again. He didn’t have a life or work partner. He was alone… all the time.


    When they were finished Green gave the thug a harsh warning before they turned to leave.


    The guy threw a few curses at their backs before asking. “Can I at least have my piece back, man?”


    Ruxs shook his head not bothering to turn around. “These motherfuckers get stupider every day.”


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Three


    “Good work today, Michaels.” Syn clapped him on his back on his way out of the locker room. He yelled over his shoulder. “You coming out tonight?”


    “Yeah. I’ll be there for a little bit.” He yelled back.


    “Cool.”


    Michaels loved his team, they were the most loyal and dedicated men he’d ever worked with. After only being with them for three years, he knew they’d have his back no matter any situation and vice versa but lately he’d been a little anti-social and of course the all-knowing Day had picked right up on it. So unless he wanted the guy prodding him, he figured he’d go out for a while.


    Michaels threw his duffle bag in the bag of his jeep. He’d left the top off, loving the coolness of Atlanta in the late Fall. He started his ignition and stalled before putting his car in gear. He really wasn’t in the mood to go out, he wasn’t in the mood to stay home and bored, and he wasn’t in the mood to pick up some random fuck. Goddamnit. He hated feeling like this. The feeling of wanting to do something… anything… except what’s available.


    The rumble of a loud motorcycle had him turning his head in the direction of the parking lot entrance. He heard the tricked-out Hog before it came into view. When the rider finally turned into the lot Michaels knew immediately who the sexy rider was. He made a circle in the parking lot, his long tattooed arms stretched out, his leather-gloved hands griping the handles. Michaels squirmed uncomfortably.


    His Sergeant, Syn, came out right on cue. Michaels knew it was Syn’s lover before the man removed his sleek black helmet because of the long gold ponytail braided down his back. Syn rarely smiled or laughed during the course of the day, but when he was looking at Furi, it was like looking at a completely different man.


    Michaels watched Furi slowly remove his helmet as Syn made his way to him. He didn’t see Syn’s mouth move to speak, only a slight quirk of his lips before he gripped the back of Furious’ neck and pulled him in for a deep kiss. Furi’s head was titled back while he let his Sergeant ravage him right there in front of the precinct, not giving a damn if anyone saw them. Letting their forehead rest together, Michaels noticed they were saying something into each other’s mouths when Syn reared back and laughed hard. Wow.


    Michaels cursed and threw his jeep in drive. This was why he didn’t want to go out. He felt like a voyeur. The guys would be all over their significant others, finally able to rub and feel like they’d been dying to do all day and he’d be sitting there nursing drinks trying not to get caught staring longingly. Yes, there were single guys on their team, some bi or gay, a few of them not, but they were happy playing the field and using their titles to give their many lovers the fantasy of fucking some bad boys. Been there, done that.


    Michaels navigated through Atlanta’s rush hour traffic almost glad there was a slight delay to his inevitable. He figured while he had the time he’d think of his excuse he’d use to leave early. He stopped by his apartment Edgewood to wash up and change into something that hadn’t been in contact with the grim of a dirty alley. He splashed on some cologne and couldn’t help laughing to himself. What’s the point? A person had to get close enough to him to smell it. In a comfortable pair of jeans and a blue and white stripped Polo shirt he threw on his beige leather jacket and left. An hour, then I’m out.


    It was a quarter to nine and Michaels was at the bar alone with a watered down vodka and cranberry when a heavy arm draped over his shoulders almost knocking him off his stool. “Damnit God. Your fuckin’ arm weighs thirty pounds.”


    “Lightweight.” Day laughed coming up on his other side.


    Michaels shrugged Gods’ arm off him.


    “Why are you being so anti-social tonight?” God’s voice was rough and slightly slurred.


    “I’m sorry if I don’t feel like sitting over there and watching you guys molest each other in between pool shots.” Michaels regretted the statement before he finished the last word.


    Day rubbed annoying circles on his back while he laid his cheek on Michaels’ shoulder. “Awww. Are you feeling alone? Are you feeling left out?” he crooned in a mock sad voice.


    “You’re gonna be feeling a punch to your face if you don’t shut up.” Michaels sneered.


    “Whoa. Okay ease up, man.” Day sat up, looking at him more seriously. “Austin, you been a part of this family for three years, why won’t you date anyone?”


    “I’m not having this conversation with you Day.”


    “Oh yes you are.”


    “No I’m not.”


    “I’ve lost interest.” God said, taking his beer and walking away.


    One down. One to go.


    “Follow suit, Day.”


    “Come on, man. We’re brothers. You can tell me. Are you insecure? Are you lacking in the lovemaking department? Do you need some pointers? First, what are you packing down there, huh? People say size doesn’t matter but that’s bullshit. So are you six…seven inches. Don’t be shy.”


    “For fuck’s sake.” Michaels groaned. Throwing back the last of his drink. “Check please.”


    “Oh don’t be like that, Michaels. Come on.” Day whined. He was clearly drunk and Michaels wasn’t in the mood to entertain them.


    The bartender came back with his check. “You sure you ready to go, handsome? How about the next ones on me.”


    “Yes. I’m sure, but thank you.” Michaels refrained from rolling his eyes, hating that Day was there to hear that. The bartender had been throwing hints at him for the past three hours but he’d pretended not to notice. Instead keeping his eyes on the pre-season football game playing on the flat screen behind the bar. The cute thing pouring the drinks was too fucking small and too fucking pretty. Michaels would’ve bent his petite ass in two. Besides the tiny stature, he also didn’t do lip gloss and guy liner.


    “Oh, aren’t you a sexy little thing.” Day said seductively. Looking back and forth between Michaels and the bartender as if seeing if they made a good fit. He titled his head at Michaels as if telling him to go for it.


    “I’m outta here.”


    “I’ll walk you out.”


    “I’m fine.”


    “I know. Just thought you’d like some company”


    “I’m good. Really.”


    Michaels didn’t bother going over and saying by to the guys that were still throwing back drinks and talking shit. They’d only try to convince him to stay. Michaels was moving fast up the busy sidewalk to the parking lot at the end of the block, not bothering to look at Day. As soon as he got to his jeep he hoped inside and started the ignition. Day propped himself against his driver’s side mirror preventing him from driving off. Michaels dropped his head with a sigh.


    “Look bro. I know what’s it like to be lonely and -”


    “I’m not fuckin’ lonely. How can I be when I’m surrounded by you motherfuckers all day and night? I’m cool alright.”


    “I don’t believe you. I’ve noticed some changes in your demeanor when you’re around us now. Like something’s different. It’s almost like you don’t want to be around us unless its work.”


    “I’ve just been tired. That’s all.”


    “Do you need some time off?”


    “No!” Michaels yelled before calming himself again. “No. Of course not. I can handle this. I just don’t need my nosy Lieutenants thinking they need to step in and manage my personal life.”


    “Ouch. That stung.”


    Michaels shook his head as if trying to organize his thoughts. He didn’t want to be an ass. But he honestly just wanted to go home. “Sorry. I’m not trying to be a dick.”


    “Well you failed.”


    Michaels huffed a weary laugh.


    “You know were all hear for you, man. If you need to talk some of this out then my door is -”


    “Oh my god. Day come on, dude. Let’s not do this weird Oprah shit okay.”


    “Hey!” Day snapped. “Now I draw the fuckin’ line when you start talking about Oprah!”


    Michaels paused for a minute before he busted out laughing right along with Day. Damn this guy. “I hear you, Leo. Okay. If I need to talk. I know where to find you.”


    “Good man.” Day stepped back and let Michaels drive off.


    Surprisingly he felt a little lighter on his way home. Day just had a way about him. If he couldn’t get you to open up right away, he could definitely make you laugh.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Four


    “Ah fuuuuck.” Michaels groaned pulling on his cock a couple more times, his eyes heavy still glued to his laptop as he watched his favorite bear fuck a huge leather daddy. Damn. His covers had been tossed to the floor sometime during the night so he used his tank top to clean up the mess on his stomach. He was so fed up with teasing himself, massaging himself until he got off. He was way too familiar with his own erogenous zones, having not had a lover in over a year. But, honestly it was getting harder and harder to bring himself off.


    He wasn’t saving himself or no shit like that, it was just that he’d worked so hard to get on God’s task force that he couldn’t allow himself to slack off in the beginning so he hadn’t worried about chasing ass. Then it came to a point where he would be fucking exhausted most of the time, so he’d barely noticed. When he did have free time he tried to appease his parents with frequent visits since he was the only son, and also spending time with the fellas. It had become rather tedious over the year. But each night, he’d go home to his empty apartment… alone.


    Since it was a Saturday, God usually gave his field officers the weekend off before they did a bust. He showered quickly and packed a gym bag. A good workout should help ease some of the tension. Maybe he’d find a rookie to spar with, he needed to stay on his toes since he wasn’t getting any younger.


    He did some weights to get his muscles loose before working on the heavy bag for half hour. He got on the treadmill to wait out his turn in the ring. The precinct had a nice facility for them to work out in for free but he’d been coming to Charlie’s Gym since he’d been in Atlanta. He’d left college in Virginia and immediately came here to work with his father, but after hearing about God and Day, he knew where he belonged.


    He’d been running for forty-five minutes when Charlie held his hand up and told him it was his turn. He slowed down to a brisk walk to lower his heart rate and went to corner to put on his protective gear. He knew the guy that he was sparring with, had seen him around enough times. He was extremely fit and he believed that the guy did some amateur fighting or was in an underground ring, he wasn’t sure. But, the man looked serious as he tightened his gloves and tossed his thick brown hair back before tugging on his head gear. The guy was a couple inches taller than Michaels 6’1 and his arms looked like they could reach him even if he was on the other side of the ring. Well, he wanted a work out. He was damn sure about to get one.


    Michaels popped in his mouth guard and met his opponent in the center of the ring. The man’s eyes were a startling green as he narrowed them in intimidation. Michaels pfftd’ at him. He was not easily intimidated. He’d went up against men on the street, way scarier than this fucker. With a snort and a slight lift of his brow the man receded back to his corner and waited for the bell. Charlie yelled in his smoker’s gruff voice at them from the side. “We’ll go to eight fellas. No dirty shit. Keep it above the waist. Give me a clean bout. When I hit that bell, you hit those corners. Got it?”


    Both men nodded, bouncing lightly on their toes. When Charlie was satisfied that they understood, he signaled his man to ring the bell. Michaels could already see a few guys crowding around but he stayed focused on the man in front of him. With his eyes on the center of the man’s chest, they made their way to the center of the ring, dancing around each other for a bit, throwing out quick jab combinations to feel each other out, then it started.


    Michaels had to admit his opponent’s footwork was effortless and fucking poetic. He flowed gracefully, his power and speed perfectly balanced. Imagine the power of a battleship combined with the precision of a figure skater. By the eighth and final round Michaels was completely winded. His ribs ached terribly and he was sure to have a headache the rest of the night from that goddamn right hook. He knew how to keep his guard high and protect his body. It was that technique that kept him from hitting the mat a few times.


    After getting caught in chin, Michaels threw a sloppy right, his opponent half dodging it and they fell against each other. Head gear bumping together, harsh gasp of breath mingling with each other. The guys arm was heavy as hell on his left shoulder. “If you keep your eyes off my chest you might can block my right faster.” He huffed quietly, looking Michaels in his eyes.


    “We all have our own techniques.”


    “Or maybe you just like my chest.”


    Michaels didn’t have a chance to respond before Charlie stepped in and pushed them away from each other.


    


    He’d gotten in enough of his own shots as well. On the fifth bout he’d sent a strong forward jab straight to handsome’s nose, causing him to stumble back and curse. The trickle of blood that started very soon after had Charlie calling them to their corners, but of course the guy was way too proud to even consider stopping.


    Michaels knew they had less than sixty seconds left, that’s when men usually gave it their all. A series of expert combinations were thrown, both of them breathing heavily before thank god that damn bell rang.


    There was a multitude of clapping and encouragement from around the ring as Michaels met his opponent in the center of the mat. His head gear had been removed and when he hugged the big man he could’ve sworn he felt lips graze his neck while the guy whispered harshly in his ear. “Not bad, detective.”


    Apparently his opponent knew him too. He’d left from the gym in his work gear enough. “Yeah. Good fight, man. Is just what I needed.”


    “Nothing more?” The amusement in the man’s eyes was easy to read. It was a question… an invitation… not a statement.


    Michaels didn’t respond. He eyed the guy for a second before turning to leave the ring so it could get cleaned up for the next guys in line. He got his gloves off and his wrist unwrapped and made his way to the locker room. He winced, pulling off his shorts and jock. Fuck. That hurts. Michaels loved it, loved every ache. His body was in great shape and he was proud of it. He’d worked damn hard to get to where he is.


    He had his head bowed in the shower, letting the water beat against his shoulders. He felt he could probably fall asleep like this, it felt so good. After washing once more he went to get dressed. Turning the corner to his locker he saw mister boxing extraordinaire a few lockers down from his, shirtless and in a pair of jeans swiping on his deodorant. When he dropped it in his bag that’s when he saw Michaels watching him. Great. Michaels turned to open his locker deciding to ignore the smirk he got.


    “Go ahead and look. I don’t mind.”


    Still ignoring that deep voice, Michaels rolled his eyes and went about getting dressed. The guy was a cocky prick… not his type either. He was actually starting to wonder what his type was. It seemed that any guy that crossed his path, or opened his mouth to speak wasn’t his type. Shit. At this rate I’ll be alone for the rest of my damn life.


    He was just about dressed when he felt an incredible warmth behind him. “You got a lot of skills, detective. I usually don’t have to work that hard, and I definitely don’t get to round eight.”


    Michaels didn’t bother turning around. He continued to shove his personals back in his bag. “Am I supposed to be flattered?”


    “Actually, yeah.”


    “We’re you trained by Frazier himself or something?” Michaels slammed his locker and turned around to face the warmth. The guy was stunningly handsome. His green eyes were beautiful against his tanned skin. Although Michaels could tell it was an artificial tan and he wondered if the guy was all about his looks and bragging. Superficial and shallow. Crowding in closer to him Michaels got a strong whiff of the man’s cologne as he was backed into the locker.


    “Nope. Trained well though. It was a compliment, man.”


    “Mmhmm. What’s your name?” Michaels went for nonchalant.


    “Jake. Jake Anderson.” He said looking up and down the empty row of lockers before turning back to face him.


    “Well, it was nice sparing with you, Jake. But I gotta’ get going.”


    Jake didn’t move, instead inching in closer. “You gotta’ go right now? I was gonna grab a drink thought maybe you could use one too.”


    “Naw. I’m good.”


    “Is that a no? You’re saying no?” Jake said, looking confused.


    Michaels wanted to laugh. He guessed Jake didn’t get turned down too often with his overly muscular body and his immaculately groomed appearance. He just wasn’t Michaels’ type. Of course. But Michaels wasn’t an ass so he didn’t laugh at Jake instead he brushed the back of his hand down his arm and whispered, “I really got to get to work. Crime doesn’t take a day off.” He flashed his own smirk. “Maybe I’ll take you up on that offer some other time, hmm.” Seeming to appease Jake’s obviously sensitive ego, Michaels wedged by him and left the locker room.


    Sitting in his jeep, his hair still damp from the shower, the coolness of fall making him reconsider leaving his top off, he contemplated why he’d lied to Jake. The guy wasn’t proposing to him. Well… actually he was proposing. Proposing an evening of more vigorous sweating and exercise. The best damn exercise. Maybe after seeing what God and Day had, Ruxs and Green, Syn and Furi, shit even young Curtis was in a relationship. If a young man like him could keep a three point eight GPA and still hold on to a man that will be the number five draft pick in the NFL this year than surely he could manage to find someone.


    On his way to his favorite sports bar the Jaws suspense theme blasted from his cell phone. It was God. Fuck. Activating his blue tooth he answered on the second ring. “Michaels.”


    “Need you to get over to Mechanicsville. Marrietty said there was some activity at the factory. If it looks safe, peek around in there, if not just sit on it for a while.”


    “Got it.”


    “Markson and Rivers will come relieve you at six… you still got that thing?” God’s deep, commanding voice had him considering the right answer.


    “Uh. Yeah, but I can pass.”


    “Markson and Rivers will relieve you at six.”


    The click was the end of that conversation. A peek at his dashboard shown it was only one. Goddamnit. “Looks like drive thru it is.” He mumbled. He’d really been looking forward to some wings, beer and about fifteen shots of whisky before he had to go and schmooze with his father’s stuck-up poker-police club.


    Sitting across the street from the condemned factory on Glenn Street, Michaels tossed the wrapper to his last chicken tortilla wrap in his gym bag and slurped down the rest of his water. He’d been sitting for an hour and hadn’t seen a soul. Not even a car drive into the parking lot and turn around. The many windows to the warehouse were filthy and covered in months’ worth of grime but it wasn’t so obscured that he wouldn’t be able to see movement inside. What the fuck was Marrietty talkin’ about? What activity? He figured he’d wait a few hours and then take a closer look inside. It was already overcast, so the lack of light would help. Tilting his head back against the head rest he sighed at his situation. As if feeling his mood his cell phone notified him of a text message.


    ‘How’s it going???’


    Great. Day.


    ‘Nothing yet. Alls quiet’


    ‘No. I mean did you get any ass yet??’


    Michaels cursed at all the winking emojis behind the question marks. Damn he hated that Day knew this about him. He’s the last person you wanted in your head.


    ‘Fuck off’


    ‘Sorry already taken. No jacking off while on the job….ttyl’


    “Ugh. Bastard.” Like he couldn’t get laid. If he wasn’t so picky he’d be balls deep in a hot, artificially tanned, overly muscular ass right now. But that was his choice. Shaking his head not wanting to think about this anymore, he pocketed his cell, released the safety on his 9mm, tucked it in his back, and got out of his jeep. He walked down the sidewalk went in a couple shops and circled back around the other side of the street. He had a partial view of the back of the gutted out building and tried to look as thoroughly as he could without being obvious. I don’t see a damn thing.


    It was still too early to go inside so he went back to his car. The hours trickled by at a snail’s pace before finally Markson and Rivers pulled up in their all black Dodge Charger. They didn’t come over and acknowledge him and after a few minutes they both got out and began walking up the street. They looked like complete opposites but complimented the hell out of each other. Markson was their weapons specialist, wasn’t even six feet but he was thick and packed a lot of muscle, and could handle any weapon from a 22 handgun to a rocket launcher, strong as an ox. Dressed in all denim except for his buttoned-up white collar shirt. Rivers was at least 6’5, had played basketball for Georgetown but injured his knee his senior and lost his chance at the NBA. After working for the DEA for eleven years he was now God’s strategist’s specialist recruited personally by him. A mastermind if he’d ever met one.


    Michaels waited for any type of signal that they wanted his assistance, when they were about to disappear out of sight Rivers reached in his back pocket and pulled out his pack of cigarette, leaning against the wall of a closed hardware store he propped one foot up and causally leaned against it to smoke.


    Great. Everything’s cool.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Five


    Michaels pulled up to the all brick colonial style home. He saw several cars in the curved driveway and sighed a frustrated breath. He really was not in the mood for this tonight. He wasn’t in a complete rut because he had the greatest job in the world but there was a huge void in his life right now and being stuck in his father’s house with these pompous, brass-kissing bastards wasn’t the best thing for him.


    He looked down at his khaki shorts and open shirt over a gray wife beater and wished he’d gone home to change first but he was already late as is. He rang the doorbell, walking in at the same time. Going straight for the library, he peeked his head in and whistled making his mom look up from her book. She smiled a broad, genuine grin. “Come here, beautiful. How are you?” she said sliding off her chaise.


    “Hello mother. I’m fine. You look beautiful and casually comfortable this evening.” He leaned down and kissed her on her smooth, ivory cheek. Her hair was pushed behind her ears and laying softly on her back. She was ten years younger than his father but she was more mature than him, in his eyes.


    “How’s work going, honey. You’re not doing anything dangerous are you? You promised.”


    He reared back looking at her like she was crazy. “Dangerous. Of course not.” He gave her his charming smile. “I’m in shorts and Jordans… how much dangerous stuff can I do dressed like I’m going to a barbeque.”


    She swatted him on his arm, laughing with him when he heard his father’s throat clearing behind him. Kissing his mom once again he turned and held his hand out for his father. His dad looked him up and down before finally clasped his hand.


    “I guess it was laundry day.” His dad said drily.


    “It’s poker dad, not a dinner party.”


    “Honey, don’t pester him.” his mom said from behind him. Always on his side. His dad ignored his wife continuing to assess him.


    “And you’re late. We started two hours ago.”


    “I had work, dad.”


    “I had work, dad.” His father said perfectly in synch with him, shaking his head at him. Turning and leaving the room, he followed behind his father’s tailored slacks and button down Polo shirt. Entering his father’s study there were two tables set up both full with older men in sets of fives playing what looked like Texas Hold’em. A few lingered by the wet bar talking quietly. His father’s voice spoke over the chatter. “Well look what I rustled up.”


    Michaels threw his hand up, putting on his best fake smile, nodding at the men as he made his way through the large room. “You gonna play a round with us, Detective? Lose some of that hard-earned money you’re making now.” Michaels laughed, shaking Captain Lewis’ hand. He was one of the few friends of his father that he actually did like. He was sort of a mentor to him when he was in his first few years as a rookie. Now he was a Captain in Zone 3. He knew of their bust tomorrow in his zone but he’d never mention it here and in the open.


    “I might play a couple hands, I can’t compete with the big dogs.” Michaels schmoozed.


    His father seemed to like his respectful answer and took his seat back at one of the tables.


    I need a drink. Unfortunately to get one he had to get over to the bar which was currently surrounded by his father’s best friend Lieutenant Reed and his kiss-up son, Justin. With a stoic face he approached and reached his hand out. “Mr. Reed how are you this evening?”


    With a firm grip on his hand, Mr. Reed wasn’t the best at hiding his disdain. “Austin, interesting you were able to make it. I was just talking to Justin about you the other day. He said he hadn’t seen you in months.”


    Not since I’d fucked his brains out and he left my apartment almost wearing a goddamn disguise. Fuckin’31 year old closet case. Michaels and Justin fucked all through high school but when Michaels wanted to call him his boyfriend, Justin freaked. Even through college they had sporadic dates on their holiday visits home but Michaels was not afraid of being gay. His family knew he was, and his work knew he was. If someone didn’t like it, than they were on his ‘fuck off’ list. Easy. So now Justin was officially on that list. “Yes, sir. Work is crazy but it’s always good to step out into the open.” Michaels glanced at Justin, making sure he caught his dig.


    Justin shook Michaels’ hand, the pulse in his neck throbbing beneath his flushed skin. The man had always been handsome. His years on the force had been good for his body too, Michaels wasn’t going to act like he hadn’t noticed. “It’s good to see you Austin.”


    Clearing his throat he motioned to the bar. “You men mind if I get a drink?”


    Both of them stepped aside and let him get to the glasses. Choosing Patron as his spirit for the evening he poured a double and added a couple limes. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Justin watching him.


    “So how’s it going on that task force?” Captain Reed asked him.


    “Busy.”


    “You must be so proud of the work you guys do. I heard that two of the guys shot up a neighborhood a few months ago. Left no survivors.” He sneered.


    “When a raid turns into a hostage situation it can get messy, just thank goodness we stopped at nothing to save those little girls. I think that was another merit award given to my Lieutenants by the Mayor.” Michaels waved his hand as if he was confused. “I can’t keep up with all those awards.” He smirked walking off with his drink.


    He was out on the balcony enjoying the cigar free air when he heard the patio door slide open. He didn’t bother turning around, hoping whoever it was would take the hint that he was done fake-smiling, kowtowing, and socializing, he’d appeased his father enough tonight.


    “Hey.” The somber voice asked from beside him.


    Not bothering to answer he continued to look out into the darkness. Justin came up next to him setting his bottle of beer on the deck rail and turned to side to face him. “You look really good, Austin.” He whispered, looking to the side to see if anyone was approaching. “How come you haven’t returned my calls?”


    “Seriously?” Michaels turned to look at him. Hell. He remembered when he’d lose himself in those bright blue eyes. But the nervousness Justin displayed now was a huge turnoff for him. “That right there is why. You’re so damn scared. I can’t deal with that shit Just. I’m not gonna hide with you, man.”


    Justin narrowed his eyes. “Look we all don’t work for the goddamn gay police spokesman.”


    “Watch it.” Michaels growled.


    “Yes. You’re precious Lieutenants. How dare I?” Justin moved in closer. “You used to defend me, Aussie.”


    Michaels closed his eyes at the sound of his nickname on Justin’s tongue. “There’s nothing left to defend. You’re a scared daddy’s boy who’ll rather date countless debutants and picture me when you fuck them, rather than tell your dad you want me to be your guy.”


    “Don’t do this. I know you want to be with me. I know -”


    “Wrong. The word is ‘did’ and it was a long time ago. We’re not in college anymore. I’ve grown up… it’s too bad you didn’t.”


    “Fine.” Justin pushed off the rail. “Maybe if those fairies you work with were taken down a peg or two, you wouldn’t be on this high horse.”


    Michaels moved faster than Justin could anticipate. He gripped one hand around his throat and used his heel to kick the back of his left knee, making him fall down on it. Justin’s eyes went wide as he grasped at Michaels’ thick forearm. “Get the fu-”


    Squeezing harder he silenced him and grabbed a handful of Justin’s hair, yanking his head up to look at him. His body was burning with anger. He held his breath as the feeling of hot coals dragged down his spine the madder he got. It was escalating out of control. Michaels leaned down almost placing his mouth on Justins’ and ground out between gritted teeth. “Don’t you ever fuckin’ threaten me or my team, you closet bitch. Or I’ll bury you so far under your own goddamn skeletons you’ll be presumed dead.” He yanked harder and a gasp escaped Justin. “Do you got it?”


    Moisture built up in the corners of Justin’s eyes and Michaels backed-off. Surprised at his own rage. Fuck. I gotta get out of here.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Six


    “Alright men. Lets make this clean and simple. Everyone knows where there supposed to be and what they’re supposed to do. Stay focused and don’t fuck up.”


    “Helluva pep talk, God.” Day mumbled, tighten the clamps on his vest.


    The guys laughed, all of them standing around looking bad ass in their tactical gear.


    “You want a pep talk, join a cheerleading squad.” God raised his voice, frowning at them, a look of seriousness etched into the hard lines of his face. As he went around with his hand up, all of them giving him a hard high-five or a hard forearm bump, “but if you want to be a fuckin’ king, than you roll with me.”


    “We’re with you, God.” They yelled in unison, turning and giving each other hard hits on the back, yanking at their vest, anything to amp each other up.


    They took SWAT vehicle to the location. It was in an open area so there was no way to sneak in. They had a hawk in the sky that told them the deal was going down now. Michaels would take up his position on the roof of the building across the street to provide cover fire with three other snipers. They had the assistance of their precinct’s SWAT team on this raid since they anticipated a minimum of twenty men, but there was never a way to be sure how many would be there and armed. His Lieutenants were always about safety first.


    Michaels rode with the sniper team and were in position when he heard Day give the command. Five SWAT trucks pulled in from each side of the warehouse. All of them jumping out and swarming the building. God and his men were in the second vehicle facing the front side and Michaels slowed his breathing and watched throw his scope. The SWAT team moved in precision behind them. An announcement was made through the bullhorn that the building was surrounded at the same time that the door was bashed in. He had a good view on his men through the dirty window. God and Day were back to back, arms extended, weapons drawn they moved like they’d been partners all their lives. Each step in perfect synchrony with the others. Became the dynamic duo that everyone talked about. God barked out orders that was loud in Michael’s ear but he didn’t dare wince. He kept his eyes wide open, watching his team’s back through his scope. Men quickly went down in front of them.


    Taken by surprise several of the men were surrendering, going down to their knees with arms raised high before they were restrained by the other SWAT members and pulled out of the building. Michaels saw movement further inside. “You got boogies towards the back.” He murmured.


    “Copy.” Day answered quickly. He saw him throw up some hand signals to Ruxs and Green and they charged forward like the reckless bastards they were. Michaels had a clear view from his vantage point. Ruxs came from up top, leaping up on a set of crates, while Green attacked from below. A powerhouse move if he’d ever seen one. Green hit a man in his jaw with the butt of his shotgun, taking him down and driving a knee into his back. Ruxs’ guy didn’t even get fifteen feet before he was tackled and manhandled until his arms were secured behind his back. Looking further back three men were running towards the back doors with weapons in hand. “Men coming out the back, weapons drawn.”


    “Don’t sit up there looking pretty Michaels.” God growled.


    Michaels took in a breath, held it and squeezed the trigger of his M24 sniper riffle. A single shot pierced throw the window over his teams head and hit his target in the thigh sending him crashing to the ground. Michaels slowly released the breath. He saw the man’s buddy look back horrified and turned and aimed his weapon back inside the warehouse. Again. His eye precisely three inches from the scope, his on his target, he inhaled and hit the slick man in his shoulder, opting not to take the kill shot. Green was on him. Throwing him to the ground and zip tying his hands.


    “Head’s up, Ruxs. Twelve o’clock.” Michaels hurried and Ruxs and Green both dove behind a concrete posts right as shots fired towards them. The man was firing an automatic from behind another crate that had to be weapons inside it.


    “I don’t have the shot.” That was all Michaels had to say right before the SWAT sniper on the far end took the man out with a shot to his neck. Michaels never tried to take a kill shot if he didn’t have to, he took perps’ down enough to protect his team. With SWAT you gambled at your own risk.


    He heard the weapons beside him but didn’t turn to look. Eye always in his scope he saw the SWAT snipers were sending warning shots to the ground at the west side as men scurried out of the one door on that end. They stopped immediately and raised their hands to the air. After watching a few more seconds and not noticing any further threats he heard Day call out the ‘clear.’


    “Nine o’clock.” The man to his left called after Michaels had moved back from his rifle. Looking to his left he didn’t see anything.


    What the fuck?


    “About a hundred and fifty meters.” The man said into his mic, looking up the block.


    “Goddamnit” Michaels growled when he looked and saw a man with a large duffle bag on his shoulder running away.


    “Go get him, Michaels. If you lose him you’ll be sorry.” God growled. He saw his Lieutenants running back through the warehouse right before he made it to the door on the roof. Barreling down the stairwell he took the steps seven at a time, using the rail to keep himself from face-planting on each landing. The building was only eight stories and by the time he busted through the door he could see the helicopter hovering over the street a couple blocks up. Fuck me.


    Taking off at a sprint, he ran as fast as all his gear would allow him. Looking up he saw the chopper moving further up street. Pumping his legs faster, he heard sirens in the distance but knew he couldn’t solely rely on them to catch their perp’. This was their bust, they were responsible. Please don’t have the drugs, please don’t have the drugs. He chanted as he turned the corner, praying he’d see a cruiser soon. He couldn’t for the life of him figure out how that guy got past them. Not only the men outside but all four snipers as well. Unless there was something underground. Augh. He still had a half a block to go and a turn to make on McDaniel Street.


    He heard shots fired and saw the chopper had to bail out. Oh no. His chances of catching this guy had decreased exponentially. There were stores, buildings, apartments, a pizza joint, a bar, back alleys, a shit load of hiding places on this street. Fuck. With his weapon aimed at the ground he jogged up the street, peering through store windows, noting if anything had been disturbed. A few people stood outside a store and he quickly approached, out of breath, and asked had they seen a man run through here. Hurrying back inside they shook their heads, not wanting to be a part of anything. The chopper made a wide circle and came back around, hovered for a few seconds over him and moved forward. Nothing.


    “Shit.” He yelled. Knowing he’d fucked up. He was their eyes he was supposed to see everything.


    Sweat pouring down his face, he turned and saw the cruisers speeding up the street but he had nothing to tell them. He had no clue where the guy had run. How the fuck did a man escape that kind of bust with a big ass duffle bag and not get noticed? Unless he had help. He ran up the steps to apartment building and quickly looked under the stairwell…nothing. Huffing a tired sigh he went back out the door and saw his team’s SWAT vehicle pull up to the curb. God stepped out, looking like he was ready to choke him. Not saying another word he turned and got back inside leaving the door open for him. He would rather be anywhere than in that vehicle right now. He almost felt like walking all the way back to headquarters.


    He was hoisted inside by Ruxs and Green slammed the door behind him. Cruisers still ripped up and down the alleyways but that asshole was gone. He was goddamn Houdini, disappearing into thin air. They were all silent. God’s anger was palpable in the confined space and it was stifling him. Michaels reached for his collar and tugged at it, needing air. God watched him, his green eyes boring into him, telling him he was pissed and disappointed. They didn’t lose men. They damn sure didn’t lose evidence. He’d made both his Lieutenants and his team look bad and that was the worse feeling in the world to him.


    “Did he get the money or the drugs?” Rivers finally asked after they got onto the interstate.


    “The drugs!” God roared.


    Oh hell. Not the drugs. Months worth of work, surveillance, inside informants, recon, all that manpower and hours put into this case… and the drugs were still on the street.


    If the ride back wasn’t hard enough, sitting in their department waiting for the Lieutenants to come out of the Captain’s office after getting their asses chewed out was ten times harder. They had a tiny window to track down this guy and get those drugs back before they were lost for good.


    


    

  


  
    

    Chapter Seven


    Why run? It’s just gonna piss me off. Judge hit the brake hard in his jet black RAM1500 and skidded to a stop at the end of the sidewalk, glaring at his terrified bounty. Determined green eyes stared right back at him and Judge immediately recognized the look. The convict was going to give it everything he had because he wasn’t going back to jail without a fight. The man took off up the sidewalk like a base runner aiming for home plate.


    Motherfucker. Judge hit the gas hard, his large back tires spinning on the hot asphalt, burning the rubber down, leaving a cloud of white smoke behind him. He kept his eyes on his prize barreling up the nearly empty street. Thank goodness it was a quiet town, Judge could get in, do his damage and get the hell out. He was almost to end of the road when he cut the wheel hard and turned his back end to face the sidewalk. He hit the button on his dash and dropped the back gate of his truck. “Get’em, Book” he hissed and that was all it took for his one hundred and fifty pound Great Dane to leap out the back and take off towards his guy. Bookem was the only partner Judge needed. The two of them together were flawless. Although his best friend was getting up in age he was still strong and fast.


    When his bounty saw Bookem jump down out the truck it was almost comical. The man looked like he’d shit himself. Spinning and cutting between two parked cars, the desperate man ran into a backyard, getting hung up in a close line first before diving underneath the raised trailer. Judge followed his dog’s bark and growls, walking around the back of the doublewide trailer. He shook his head at the absurdity of the ridiculous attempt at hiding. He squatted and ruffled Bookem’s scruff. “Good boy, good boy.” His dog immediately calmed down, his bark easing to a warning growl, sensing that Judge had it under control. “Where the hell is he going under there, huh?” Judge smirked still petting his dog. He bent and looked under house. It was raised a good thirty inches off the ground and Judge had a clear view of the man inching his way into the corner.


    “If I have to send Book under there to get you, it’s not going to be pretty what part of your body he uses to drag you out of there. He hates going under houses.” Judge said in a calm voice.


    “Figures they’d send you, Judge. Well fuck you! I’m not going back to jail!” The man yelled angrily.


    “You kinda are.” As if Bookem agreed the dog let out a sharp bark, pacing anxiously behind his master. It was pretty quiet out and he knew the man could hear him. After a few seconds his hope that no one was home in the trailer was squashed when the back door was abruptly opened and a woman in a thin pink robe stuck her head out and yelled, “What the hell are you doing in my yard?”


    Judge could see here hair was shaved close on one side and the other side had long red locks hanging from dark roots. The woman was brave to yell at him especially looking the way he did. His big tattooed arms were on full display since he’d shed his foot length leather coat. The black, sleeveless, skulls t-shirt was well worn as were his all black leather pants. His black riding boots were more for kicking ass than riding his bike, which he rarely got to do anymore. His almost black hair was messy and out of control on top of his head, in fact the only thing groomed about him was his beard. Which had grown long under his chin in the last couple months.


    If his appearance wasn’t enough to deter people from staring at him too long, or pissing him off period, his hardware surely did the trick. His black felt-handled ten inch, serrated blade was sheathed and strapped to his right thigh. With his coat off you could see two black handles of his identical Sig Sauers tucked in his waistband at the small of his back. Bounty hunting was a very dangerous job.


    Although he had it suspended around his neck, Judge reached in his back pocket for his official identification, flipping it open, he held it up, revealing his license on one side and his gold finish marshal-style bounty hunter badge on the other. “I won’t be but a minute as soon as I get the rodent from under your home.”


    “What the -. Vermin.” She said disbelievingly, stepping out onto the porch.


    Judge tucked his ID away and held both hands up. “Please don’t come out here miss. This man is a convict and I don’t what you to get hurt.”


    As if Judge’s words lit a fire under her, she scurried back inside the door. “Oh my goodness. Should I call the police?”


    “Nope. I got him.” Judge said and squatted back down when Bookem started growling, never taking his eyes off their man. It looked like he was moving back towards them.


    “You come out quietly and don’t do anything stupid, Tony. I’m really not in the mood.” Judge said, stepping back. “You try to run again and I might just choose to put some rock salt in your ass instead of chase you.” He heard the man curse a few times but wasn’t concerned. He and Tony had did this dance before, having caught the guy six different times for skipping bail. Tracking him this time had been rather easy, having known all the man’s hideouts. Tony knew he was going back to jail and he’d have no choice but to show up for court this time. Judge waited another thirty seconds before growling himself. “Get the fuck from under there right now. I don’t have the time or patience for this bullshit, Tony.”


    Bookem began to growl again once Tony got closer. Judge saw a dirty hand appear first before Tony’s head. The guy was a nasty mess from crawling under there and Judge wrinkled his nose in disgust. “Dumbass.” He hissed before reaching down and angrily yanking Tony all the way out. He pulled the man to his feet, like a ragdoll. Tony wasn’t scrawny, Judge was just big and strong as fuck. He zip tied Tony’s hands in front of him and used his collar to drag him alongside him. He heard the woman call out a thank you. For what? Judge wasn’t quite sure – as he made it back to his truck.


    The back was still down and he nodded his head at Tony to climb inside. He stopped helping his catch up into the large hooded cab when he was kicked in the groin by a woman he’d caught eight years ago. Now he stood back and waited. He had a foot stool for the shorter people in the backseat but Tony was tall enough to climb up in there. He waited for Tony to scoot to the back before he lifted the gate, closed and locked it. The long cab of his truck had a specially made elevated hood. He could transport his bounty back to whatever jurisdiction they belonged in semi-comfortably. The bedding was padded and he had some blankets back there as well. There was an anchored cooler attached to one side of the truck, for them to hydrate along with protein bars and fruit. A bounty hunter’s license could be suspended and possibly revoked for unjust treatment of their prisoners. The outside of the hood had a piece on either side that could slide back, leaving a small screened portion for sunlight and fresh air. But of course there was vents inside for climate control.


    Judge reached inside his center console and popped his thin sugar cane stick back in his mouth. He was trying to quit smoking and found chewing the natural cane sugar stalk distracting and the sweetness nestled between the fibers, enticing. He got his bottle of water and took a few gulps, squinting up at the warm Orlando sky. He put on his dark shades, cursing the humidity. He hated coming to Florida for a bounty. But he was an independent, licensed bail agent, unlike a lot of other runners who were unlicensed, he was able to enter into Florida and arrest. He pulled back the side panel and spoke through the screen. “There’s water in the cooler Tony.”


    “Fuck off, Judge.”


    Judge huffed a laugh. “Are you hurt? Do you need medical attention? Blah, blah, blah.”


    “Fuck off.” Tony snapped.


    “If I wasn’t pleased at how fast I caught you, I’d put my fist in your fucking throat, but the mark wouldn’t fade quickly enough before I had to turn you in.” Judge growled.


    “You’re a sadistic bastard. You know that?”


    “So I’ve heard.”


    Judge’s traveling companions were rarely jovial, considering where they were going. He still had to ask if they wanted medical attention. He had a basic medical kit but it was the law to make sure his prisoner could medically survive the trip. He had to get Tony back to Summerville, SC. It was a six hour trip. Thank goodness he’d rested up yesterday, and wouldn’t need to stop overnight. Still, he wouldn’t be getting back to the Dorchester County jail until at least eight o’clock tonight.


    “Alright Tony. You know the rules. This ain’t your first rodeo, man. I’ll stop in two hours in Jacksonville. You can use the bathroom, eat… or not. I don’t really care, and then it’s nonstop back to Dukes.”


    “Duke can kiss my -”


    Judge slammed the side panel back and locked it, not interested in the rest of Tony’s rant. Judge was Duke’s Bail Bonds number one go-to hunter. The big bail bondsman had several other fugitive recovery agents under his employ but Judge was by far the fastest. He’d done fifteen years in the Army, five of those as a Ranger. Tracking was in his blood. It was all he knew. He sent a text to Duke that he had his jumper and was heading back.


    He waited for Bookem to finish his business before opening a bottle of water for him and setting a bowl down on the ground, filling it for him. Judge’s four door RAM only had two front seats, the back seats had been removed to give Bookem a comfortable living space since they were on the road ninety percent of their lives. “Ready to go boy?”


    Bookem drank down the last bottle of water thirstily before hopping up into the backseat and making himself comfortable on the massive cushion.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Eight


    Everyone had gotten out of their tactical gear, cleaned up and was waiting on God, Day and Syn to finish whatever plan they were coming up with. Michaels wanted to go somewhere and hide. This was all his fault. The bust would be done and successful if it wasn’t for him. Everyone would be out celebrating or home celebrating the way men loved to. He felt Ruxs slap him on his back on his way back to his chair with a steaming cup of coffee.


    “We can see you beating yourself to death, man. Let it rest bud. We’ve all had fuckups, Michaels.” Green said quietly.


    “Yeah, man. We’re in this together. We’ll get that bastard.” Powers said. He was their schematics specialist. Not a technical term, but he was responsible for all layouts of buildings and homes they entered. Sitting there at his computer he had to be assessing if he’d missed some kind of underground tunnel or escape route that wasn’t visible in his prints.


    Michaels noticed the stress and disappointment the men were trying so desperately to hide. He nodded his head instead of voicing how he really felt.


    “No freaking way! Are you insane?” Day yelled, making all the men turn in their direction. His lieutenants and sergeant had been having a stern hushed conversation but it had just turned from stern to serious.


    “I need that asshole in custody within the week, Day. How are you going to guarantee me that, huh? If he’s not, then the Chief and the media will have a field day.” God urged, running his hand through his wavy brown hair in frustration.


    “I just don’t trust that guy babe. He’s flighty, unpredictable, not to mention, reckless. Not the cool reckless like we are, the kind of reckless that gets people killed. He’d no sooner shot our guy in the back rather than bring him to us.” Day rebutted.


    “You guys want to let us know what’s going on, now?” Ronowski asked, pushing his chair out from his desk to stand with his large forearms crossed over his simple white t-shirt. All clean cut and showered now their first officer looked like a preacher’s son, with his boy-next-door looks, perfectly cut, blonde hair and shining blue eyes. Those sexy pink porn star lips that could curve into a sensual smirk were the death of his boyfriend, Detective Johnson. Though Ronowski looked like a prep school alum, he was deadly when provoked. Michaels took his eyes off Ro and focused on what Syn was saying.


    “God wants to use one of his favors and bring in someone on the outside to get back our traitorous informant.” Syn dropped down in his seat like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders.


    A few of the guys looked around at each other before Green asked, “Outside like who…feds?”


    “No.” Day mumbled.


    God looked up at them, his green eyes glowing with ferocity. His voice was raspy and on the hint of scary when he spoke. “A bounty hunter. The best tracker I’ve ever encountered.”


    Syn shrugged, walking over to the IT guys. “Give me everything you’ve got on our lost informant. I want to know every damn thing. Jobs, schools, residences. I need the name and information on every relative, every girlfriend, lover, all acquaintances and business contacts, deceased and living. Nothing is too small or insignificant. I even want to know what this guy’s dog name was when he was in the second grade. … got it?”


    The two geniuses nodded and turned around to their six monitors and got to work. All of the screens flashing files and pictures across them faster than Michaels could keep up. It was only a few seconds before the printer starting spitting out pages of intel.


    “I can forward the information to Judge.” God sat down, rearing backwards. “He’ll find him. I guarantee you.”


    “We need this done right, God. What if Judge does something crazy…like he usually does and our informant walks? I need a clean arrest or we’re still fucked.” Day urged.


    “Then let me go with him.” Michaels blurted out before he could think better of it.


    Everyone turned and looked in Michaels direction. He straightened and squared his shoulders stepping in front of his Lieutenants. “I’m the one that lost this guy, let me get him back.”


    God stared him down for a few moments before barking a stern, “No.” God turned and picked up his water bottle as if that was the end of the conversation, but Michaels wasn’t giving up. He wanted to redeem himself, needed to redeem himself. Michaels looked at Day to see if he was in agreement with his partner and it looked like he was. The solemn faces were driving him crazy.


    “If I’m with him then I’ll make sure the arrest is clean. Basically you just need this bounty hunter to find him. Well when he does, I’ll be there to arrest him properly.” Michaels argued. He looked at Syn trying to get him on his side. The sergeant had a way of getting the Lieutenants to understand reason.


    “That doesn’t sound like a bad idea, God.” Syn said.


    Yes.


    “If a cop is with him, he might be on his best behavior.”


    “That’s not exactly how he works. Everything is on his own terms.” God sighed.


    Apparently God knew way more about this guy than he was saying and Michaels wondered what it was.


    “He most likely won’t agree to Michaels tagging along anyway. He doesn’t work like that either.”


    Michaels huffed annoyingly. “Well how the hell does he work then?”


    “He works the same way you make love, Michaels… alone.” Day said, winking at him.


    A few of the guys tried to hide their laughter but Michaels just rolled his eyes and flicked Day off. God smiled and shook his head at his partner. Although Michaels wasn’t in the joking mood, the humor did lighten things up a bit, so he played along.


    “Hey, what I do in the dark in my car when I’m looking through you guys bedroom window is my damn business.”


    God’s head snapped up, and the disgusted look creasing his handsome face, had the room erupting in laughter again. Syn tried to hide his own laugh but it was loud and very contagious. They were high fiving Michaels at getting one-up on Day, which rarely happens. Day blushed, raising his hands in defeat. “Good one, asshole.” He laughed, popping Michaels lightly on his cheek. That was all it took for them to get back to how they usually were. The somber moods had dissipated, now they were just in bad-ass go mode.


    After settling down, God looked through a few of the papers that the IT guys dropped on his desk. Michaels and everyone else still stood around them, waiting on the final decision.


    “Bounty hunters are all about the payday, as well. The chase and catch is sport for them but the pay is always a great bonus. Maybe if you offer this guy an incentive to his regular fee, maybe he’ll let our guy go too.” Syn chimed in after a while.


    God rubbed his face. “I don’t know. Maybe.”


    “I can do this, God.” Michaels added for good measure.


    “Alright. Let me call him.”


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Nine


    Judge flashed his badge to the guard at the door. Once his credentials was thoroughly checked he eased his truck into the underground parking garage for transporting convicts. A guard came out the side door and Judge gave him the paperwork for Antonio Cordeno. The guard went to his desk and typed in the revoked bond information while Judge irritably leaned against his truck. “Come on, man. I ain’t got all fuckin’ night. The paperwork is right there. Take this asshole out my truck so I can go.”


    The officer’s lip curled up at him. “You are the most impatient fucker.”


    “Yeah. So is your wife.” Judge flicked the sugar cane to the other side of his mouth, his posturing daring the man to react badly.


    The young corrections officer face turned a bright shade of red and Judge pushed off his truck ready to square off. Bookem was growling in the back seat, sensing Judge’s ire. Judge could tell the officer wanted to say something, anything, but chose wiser. He yanked his cuffs off his utility belt and met Judge at the back of the truck’s bed. With his key fob, Judge unlocked the back gate and told Tony to come out. The guy took his time scooting to the end of the bed. Judge growled, reached in and grabbed the guy by his ankle and yanked him hard enough that he shoot out the back of the truck and hit the ground with a hard thud.


    The officer looked up at Judge like he’d lost his mind but he only shrugged. “He must’ve slipped.”


    “Go on. Get out of here.” The officer said, helping Tony to his feet.


    Judge heard Tony complaining to the officer about Judge’s treatment but he wasn’t worried about it nor did Judge care to explain anything. He’d head over to Dukes and pick up his paycheck and move on. He might even get a chance to go home for a couple days if he doesn’t get any calls. Like that always happens.


    Duke’s Bail Bonds was only a forty minute drive from Summerville to Charleston. The converted three-story brownstone sat right on the outskirts of the city. The top floor was Dukes living are while the bottom two floors was office space. As always Judge walked in without knocking.


    “What’s up Judge?” Charlie asked as soon as he looked up from his computer. “Damn, man. You got Tony already.”


    Judge took off his leather coat and threw it over the back of one of the desk chairs. “Yep.” He groaned, reaching up and cracking his neck on each side. Bookem left his side and went to get some affection from the other big hunter while Judge made himself a cup of coffee.


    Charlie patted Bookem hard on his flank while telling Judge a story about a female jumper that he’d had to pepper spray after she continued to kick and bite him. Judge barely listened while he checked his emails on one of Dukes computers. He had a billion stories of his own, he didn’t need to hear anyone elses.


    “Is that Judge down there?” he heard Duke’s husky voice yell down from the top floor.


    “No.” Judge yelled back.


    “Well then I don’t have to write this check then.”


    Judge smirked and kept typing an email to his father. He liked to check in at least every few days and let him know he was still alive since he was the only living relative he had. Once he was finished he saw that Bookem had made himself comfortable on the couch in the corner. “Hey, Charlie give Book his food and some water while I talk to Duke.” Judge dropped the bag of dog food by Charlie’s desk and went for the stairs, hefting his own duffle bag over his shoulder.


    “You got it.” Charlie whistled for Bookem to follow him.


    “Well that was fast.” Duke said when Judge rounded the corner. He walked into Dukes home and made himself comfortable on the tan leather sectional. He suppressed his tired groan. His body was getting tired, he’d never admit that to anyone and probably not out loud to himself, but each chase waned on him a little more than the last. At forty-four, he wasn’t getting any younger. He heard ice clinking in a glass and opened his eyes to see Duke holding out a glass of scotch. Judge sat up, tucked his sugar cane to the side and took the drink, tossing back the strong liquid. He grimaced, setting the glass on the wooden coffee table in front of him. He noticed his check was on the table too. Another fifteen grand to add to his retirement fund. Tony’s bond was only seventy grand but Judge’s fee was more than the standard ten percent most hunters got paid. He usually was employed to go after the more dangerous criminals anyway, so rightfully he should get more.


    “You gonna hang out a bit, or you getting back on the road?” Duke sat down in his recliner and turned his news channel back up.


    “I was hoping to use your facilities before I headed back home.” Judge was already digging around in his bag for his toiletries kit.


    “You know I don’t mind.” Duke turned to look back at him.


    Judge held his gaze for a moment before getting up and going to the bathroom. The high-pressure showerhead felt amazing. If Judge had to stay in a hotel, the water pressure usually sucked because he just didn’t agree with paying three hundred dollars in some fancy room for one damn night. Truck stops were the worst but they did the trick in a pinch. He groomed a little of his beard, clipping the stray strands on the bottom and edging the sides. He’d wiped off his leathers and hung them over the shower stall to dry so he opted for a pair of sweat pants and a tank top. When he came out Duke had a plate of food waiting for him on the table.


    “It’s just left overs, figured you hadn’t eaten in God knows when.”


    “Well, damn. I didn’t know you cared.” Judge drawled, quickly grabbing a beer from the fridge and digging into the plate of spaghetti. It tasted delicious and he was glad to get the hot meal. When he was finished he watched Duke as he focused on his news program. Duke was a handsome man. Broad and manly, like Judge liked them. He was stable and honest, one of the few men Judge trusted. Duke turned, feeling Judge’s intense gaze on him. Without a word or comment, Duke reached for his remote and turned off his television.


    When he stood, Judge’s eyes immediately went to the bulge protruding from his jeans. Duke took the hem of his shirt in both hands and pulled it over his head, dropping it at his feet. His chest was toned and covered with dark curly hairs. His taut brown nipples made Judge’s mouth water. Trailing back up, Duke’s dark eyes were hooded with his desire as he came and stood in front of him. He kicked Judge’s bare feet wider and dropped down to his knees in front of him.


    “You gotta leave soon?” Duke murmured, leaning in closer.


    “No.” Judge’s voice had gone darker.


    “Good.”


    That was all Duke said when he leaned in going for Judge’s neck. He’d grown used to Judge not kissing. He never kissed anyone. It was too personal, too intimate, and he didn’t do either. He leaned his head back, moaning at Duke’s rough treatment of his throat. His day old stubble scratched him deliciously, and it had him digging his hands into Dukes black and grey streaked hair to hold him there longer. Duke moaned close to his ear, licking out his tongue and flicking his earlobe. “Want you in my bed, Judge.”


    Judge shoved Duke back and stood up, putting his cock against his chin. “This what you want?” Judge’s voice was deep and husky. He did need to get off and Duke was always so willing.


    “Yes.” Duke moaned, pulling down the front of Judge’s sweats and rubbing his scratchy cheek all over his hard dick.


    Judge hissed, accepting the pleasure and pain. When Duke opened to take the head in his mouth, Judge grabbed him by his arms and yanked him up to his chest. Duke was a head shorter than him and the way he gazed up at Judge made him question if bedding Duke again was a good idea. The guy was kind and considerate, always wanting to please him but that just wasn’t his thing. He didn’t need an overly pleasing lover.


    “Whatever you want. I’ll do it.” Duke groaned, pulling Judge closer to him.


    “I know you will.” Judge caressed the side of Duke’s cheek and leaned down to kiss him on his temple. Duke eat up the contact, nuzzling and kissing Judge’s Adam’s apple.


    Judge turned them towards the king-sized bed that sat caddy-corner in the large room. He pushed Duke down on the bed and stood in front of him. Duke knew what he wanted first. There was nothing like a warm, inviting mouth to set Judge ablaze. And damn, Duke knew all his hot spots. Knew exactly how Judge liked.


    Lifting his heavy cock to Duke’s mouth, he teased him with his precome, giving him just a taste, making him anxious for it before he slid the head past Duke’s firm lips. “Ahhh. Yes.” Judge didn’t pump his hips. He didn’t want this to be over too fast. Needed to savor this.


    “Does that feel good, baby.” Duke said seductively, licking around Judge’s balls.


    He didn’t answer just groaned his appreciation. It did feel wonderful but he hated be called baby or daddy. It was just weird to him. He inhaled sharply when Duke opened wide and fit his entire sack inside his mouth. “Fuck.” He hissed, his hips rocking on their own.


    When Duke released his wet sack and went back for his cock, Judge knew he’d better get going or else Duke would be waiting for him to recover before he got fucked.


    “Get your ass up there.”


    Duke hurried out of jeans and climbed up on the bed, eagerly presenting his ass to him. Sometimes, Duke just made it too easy. Judge climbed up on the bed and settled in behind Duke’s furry ass. That was a very big turn on for him but he didn’t mind a lover to give him a challenge. He rubbed his cock between Duke’s crease, taking a few deep breaths to calm himself. He reached over and got the slick and condoms from the nightstand.


    “I’m already ready for you, Judge.”


    Of course you are. “Awfully presumptuous of you.”


    Duke chuckled, taking the lube and pushing some inside himself, working himself on his own fingers. “Just need it is all.”


    Judge picked up the condom and made quick work rolling it on. Duke rubbed his wet hand over Judge’s dick and he had to slap it away when that telltale feeling started again. He gave Duke a warning tap with the head of his cock first, before he pushed past that first ring of muscles. Duke hissed then moaned as Judge sank all the way inside.


    “Jesus fuck, Duke. I thought you were ready.” Judge squeezed his eyes closed at the obscenely tight hold Duke’s ass had on his cock. He felt like a damn virgin.


    “Mmmmm. I am. Fuck me, baby.” Duke urged.


    Judge rolled his eyes again at the annoying term, pulled back and slammed himself deeper inside his friend. I’ll show you who ain’t a baby. He setup a good punishing rhythm for Duke, making him cry out like he loved to. Damn it felt fucking wonderful. It seemed to relieve all the pent-up frustration he’d been experiencing on the road for the last few days. He saw Duke working his cock, and knew he was getting there just as fast as he was. His ass squeezed him even tighter, if that was possible while Duke’s climax rushed to the surface. Shit, shit, shit. He was close too.


    Duke stopped working his dick. “Let me turn over and face you.”


    Judge didn’t want to be an ass. But facing front was too intimate, and it made people want to kiss too. He didn’t need anyone gazing into his eyes. They were just fucking not making love. He pumped a couple more times. “Fuck. I’m already there, man.”


    Duke went back to working his own cock. “Damnit. Don’t stop, Judge. Don’t fuckin’ stop, please baby.” Judge hadn’t told a complete lie, he was real close. He gave Duke what he needed. Felt him come hard around his dick, his ass spasming around him. Judge hammered him some more but his orgasm wasn’t building to the point of going over the edge. He conjured up his favorite porno in his mind. Thought about big sexy Rocco Steele fucking another alpha and sure enough, that did it. Judge slammed deep inside and grunted through his release. It wasn’t a good nut. Nonemotional nuts were never that good. But he came. He rubbed Duke’s ass and back as he came down, trying to show his appreciation. “Fuck.” He moaned as his dick slipped out.


    Duke turned over and Judge fell down beside him. He pulled off the condom and dropped it in the wastebasket by the night stand “Damn, dude.” Judge half laughed, half groaned.


    “Yeah. That was good.” Duke grinned his charming smile. “As usual.”


    “Mmhmm.”


    “Sit tight. I’ll get a rag.”


    Duke walked over to the bathroom and Judge took the time to contemplate if he wanted something more with Duke. The man had made his intentions known on more than one occasion. Ugh. He wouldn’t be settling. Duke was freaking awesome. Fun to be around, generous, handsome, honorable. His employees loved him. But there was just something missing.


    While Judge looked at the time on his phone, Duke wiped off his cock for him with the warm rag. He tossed it on the stand and nestled up beside Judge. It was quiet and peaceful. The bed felt a helluva’ lot more comfortable than the front seat of his truck. He was just getting into that good realm of sleep when he felt Duke playing with his chest hairs.


    “Are you asleep, Judge?”


    “I’m not anymore.”


    Duke chuckled. “Sorry. But I have to know if you’ve given some more thought to coming to work with me?”


    “Yes.”


    “And.”


    “No.”


    Duke sat up on his elbow, looking down at him, a frown creasing his forehead. “Why not? We make a good team. You’d be a partner, we’d split it all fifty/fifty. I could partner with you, we’d go on the road together.” Duke smiled. “Catching the bad guys.”


    Oh hell no. Judge didn’t want no partner. He didn’t need anyone dragging or slowing him down. He’d been doing this for a long time, just fine, without a partner. Partners died on you and left you to pick up the pieces of your shattered existence. Never again.


    “Come on, Judge.” Duke’s hand snaked its way down to his cock and the traitorous appendage quickly rose to the occasion.


    “You think the way to a partnership is through my cock.” Judge said drily. Stretching his arms high before linking them behind his head.


    “No, but it’s a start.” Duke whispered, placing soft kisses across Judge’s chest.


    Judge closed his eyes, letting himself get lost in the sensation when his cell phone chimed nosily beside him.


    “Damnit.” Duke grumbled. “Don’t answer it.”


    Judge looked at him like he had horns. “A bounty hunter that doesn’t answer his phone.”


    Duke stopped and dropped back down on his side of the bed. Judge picked up the phone, not recognizing the out of state number. But of course that wasn’t uncommon. He pressed the illuminated green receiver and grumbled a lazy, “Talk.”


    The deep voice on the other end of the line had Judge’s eyes opening wide and him bolting straight up in the bed. “I don’t believe it.” Judge listened some more. Fucking Cashel Godfrey. Last he’d heard he’d settled down with that asshole Day and was heading up a pretty big task force in Atlanta. Now from what he understood, God needed him to come to Atlanta and take a job. Hell, this must be big.


    “I’m in Charleston, give me until tomorrow… okay… yep.” Judge hung up. Godfrey was a man of few words, just like him. But if it wasn’t for the big guy, Judge wouldn’t even be there today. God had saved his ass a couple times on the battlefield in their enlisted days, he owed the man, and Judge was a man of his word if nothing else.


    “You leaving.” Duke swung his legs over the side of the bed, letting the covers pool in between his thighs covering his deflated erection.


    Judge was already pulling on his still damp leathers. “Yeah. I gotta’ job. You know how it goes. If you’d got a call from the jail right now, you’d be leaving to go bail someone out.”


    Duke nodded his head in understanding but he still looked disappointed before schooling his expression. That right there is exactly why Judge didn’t get further involved. He didn’t stay in one place long enough to make anyone happy. He put on a fresh black v-neck t-shirt and went for his boots. When he was ready, he hefted up his duffle bag and went for the door. He looked back to say bye and noticed Duke was still sitting there looking down at the floor.


    He walked over to him and gripped his chin between his thumb and pointer finger. “Hey.” He whispered. “Thanks for tonight.” He swiped his thumb down Duke’s cheek, his version of a kiss, and walked out the door. There was no need to linger.


    The downstairs was empty, all the employees gone home for the night. He grabbed Bookem’s food and whistled for him to come. Shit, even the dog looked like he wasn’t ready to get back on the road. Book was up there in the years too, for a dog anyway. Surely his bones was starting to feel the effects of jumping in and out of that big truck. “Sorry boy. We’re almost to quitting time. Few more jobs.”


    As they settled in for the drive. He’d had enough of a power nap to make it to Atlanta. He’d probably find a place to park and nap, then he’d go to the police station and see how he could help his long-time friend.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Ten


    Michaels had slept like shit. After he’d packed a bag last night, pulling things in and out, trying to determine what was needed and what wasn’t. He was clueless how to pack for a few days on the road with a bounty hunter. He didn’t want to over pack and weigh the guy down and he didn’t want to be without something that was needed. Finally, he’d packed like he was going to his family’s cabin. Plus his weapons.


    When he felt ready, he’d tried to sleep but his mind raced with crazy scenarios. The meeting before he left work hadn’t helped. The informant Greg Myers– named Switch on the streets - was a dealer who’d been popped and flipped by God and Day. He’d agreed for lighter sentence if he cooperated in taking down The Kid since Switch was high up in Kid’s organization.


    He’d been arrested for murder, but when he agreed to turn over evidence on one of the biggest drug lords in Atlanta, they had to make a deal. The DA wasn’t the happiest with the plea but had signed off on it. Now not only had they lost their convicted murderer, they’d lost the drugs along with him. The Kid was arrested but all they had was weapons and money… they needed the drugs.


    Michaels dressed in black cargo pants and a plain grey t-shirt. He tucked his small 38 automatic in is boot and secured his 9mm at his back. With his loose fitting jean jacket, you wouldn’t be able to see anything. Last but not least, he put his brass knuckles in each pocket so he could reach in and slide them on if needed. Fighting was ingrained deep inside him and he was good at it, but on the streets the rules were changed… as in there were none. So fighting dirty was imperative.


    He parked his truck in the lot and met up with Ruxs and Green at the same time.


    “What’s up Michaels? You cool, man?” Green asked, patting him in the center of his back.


    “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?” Michaels replied casually. He hoped his lie wasn’t that transparent. He was beyond cool, into scared, and past terrified. The way God and Day talked about this bounty hunter, it made Ruxs and Green seem like a Mormon men. I think Day even mentioned some fatalities too. Michaels tried to shrug that off. Criminals didn’t want to go to prison. It was no different than the arrest they had to make and how they had to shoot their way out of bust sometimes. Surely the guy was defending himself if he had to kill.


    “I’ll see you guys in there.” Michaels veered off to the break room, wanting some time to himself. His hands were sweaty and his back had annoying little droplets of sweat dripping down the center. He fidgeted in his jacket and turned the corner to find Day in their fixing his probably fifth cup of coffee, regardless that it was only eight in the morning. The gorgeous man, perked up and smiled happily at him.


    Michaels sighed not really in the mood for Day’s shenanigans. “Morning, Lieutenant.”


    Day’s eyebrow rose up. “Morning, Detective. Why so serious and formal this fine morning? ” He mocked Michaels voice, puffing up his chest before laughing that annoying chuckle.


    “Ugh, geez. Do you ever stop joking?”


    Day feigned ignorance. “I wasn’t joking you. I was saying lighten up.”


    “I’m fine.”


    “Mmmhmmm.” Day hummed with his mug to his lips.


    “I’m just trying to stay focused. I’m gonna get Switch back.”


    “You’re not going with Judge, Austin. Forget about it.” Day’s voice had gone serious.


    Michaels slammed his own cup down on the counter. He thought this was all settled.


    “What? Why can’t I?”


    “For the same reason you can’t have a wife and 1.5 kids… because God said so.”


    “Which God?”


    “Pick one.”


    Michaels was getting pissed. Day was fucking with him and it was getting on his nerves. “God said I was going, last I heard.”


    “Well what God says doesn’t matter around here he knows that.” Day sipped again as if he didn’t have a worry in the world.


    “Don’t listen to, Day.” Syn said coming into the break room with God and Ro. “You’re going with Judge, like we all decided.” Syn’s voice rose as he stared at Day with defiance. Day shrugged, looking innocent.


    God was propped on one of the break room tables, watching him before he finally spoke, “But we do still have some concerns. With none of us there to watch -”


    Michaels huffed and cursed cutting off what God was saying, making a show of yanking the cream out of one of the cabinets and slamming the door back. “You guys have already voiced your concerns. I said I can handle this. Damnit! You’re treating me like I’m a fucking kid!”


    “Well you are acting like you missed your little nap.” Day murmured.


    Michaels dropped his hands on the counter and took a couple deep breaths.


    “You have to stop acting like this is all on your shoulders alone, Michaels. Your screw-up.” Syn said, standing next to him. “That’s what’s got us concerned. Because when you’re in that mind frame, you’ll get yourself killed doing any and everything to fix it. We work and operate as a team. If there was a fuck up, it’s on all of us. Not just you, man. And not just on Powers, either. He didn’t know an underground tunnel was built… it’s not his fault either. We are the ones.” Syn motioned between him, God and Day. “That cut him the deal and got him, a killer, back out on the streets. Switch got away from all of us. So stop feeling like it’s all on you to make this right. And the sooner you show us that, the better we’ll feel about you going out with Judge to get Switch back.”


    Michaels nodded his head, knowing Syn was right. “I apologize. You’re right. I’m going to get him back, because he doesn’t belong on the streets… not because he bested me… us.”


    “Atta’boy.” Day smiled. He gripped him by his neck and pulled him out of the break room.


    He sat talking with his team while they waited on Judge. God said he’d be there in the next few minutes. It was after one and Michaels was getting restless. They had all the intel they could possible get. Judge had told God he’d piece it together himself. Michaels wasn’t completely sure how tracking worked, but Syn said its ten percent science and math and ninety percent instincts. Some people had and some didn’t. So Michaels had determined he would follow Judge’s lead, backing him up if need be and then when they encountered Switch, he’d get in there and make the clean arrest. Plan determined.


    Michaels head was down in the one of the files when he heard Ruxs deep voice murmur. “Oh. My. Fucking. God.”


    Chairs squeaked and groaned as everyone turned to see what or who Ruxs was referring to. Michaels however, didn’t turn around but his heart had begun to race a mile a minute. Everyone was looking out the large glass wall that separated their teams department from the rest of the precinct. The look of confusion, shock and horror that most of their team wore on their faces had him not wanting to see. Obviously it had to be Judge but damn what the fuck did the guy look like? Shrek.


    It wasn’t until Vikki stood and straightened her skirt with a seductive, “yum,” escaping her red lips that Michaels decided to turn and look.


    Holy hell. All Michaels saw was a tall, walking Adonis. Decked out in all leather accept for the tight black shirt hugging his thick chest. As he got closer his eyes were dark and mysterious as he seemed to keep his eyes on target but took in everything around him too. People watched him but didn’t engage him. It was obvious he wasn’t a criminal because of the gold star hanging around his neck but damn he looked like he was on his way to kick someone’s ass. Moving through the precinct like he was the Captain. Confident and sure. He wasn’t frowning but he damn sure wasn’t smiling or saying ‘I’m open to approach.’ Michaels stood and swallowed hard. Jesus. The man had to be six foot three, maybe four. Taller than his own six one. It was all the hair. Oh my damn. That beard that looked course but possibly soft to touch. Damn, he hoped so. Trimmed neatly with a spattering of grays, at least five to six inches of hair beneath his chin. Enough to pull. Shit.


    “We all thought you loved yourself, Michaels.” Day said out of nowhere, watching along with everyone else as the bounty hunter approached.


    Michaels frowned at his Lieutenant. Now really was not the fuckin’ time.


    Day’s eyes bugged and Michaels turned back just in time to see what everyone else did as Judge reached for the door.


    Day leaned toward God and hissed. “Why the fuck is he bringing a horse into our office.”


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Eleven


    Judge saw that everyone was watching him as he entered the Atlanta precinct but he could care less. Stares were nothing new to him. If they weren’t looking at him then they were gawking at the full grown, almost four foot tall beast at his side. He kept his eyes on Godfrey the entire time. Damn the man was still sex on a stick. Even bigger than him now. His thick arms crossed over his massive chest. When Judge was inside he saw the two gold Desert Eagles holstered at his sides. The man always did yield a big gun. Judge almost smirked at his double innuendo but kept his face stoic.


    Ignoring all the other so-called badasses that made up God’s team he approached his old friend and stared him down as they stood eye-to-eye. You could hear a pin drop in the room. No one moved, no one broke their stare-off. It was like a cheesy scene out of a Wild West showdown. After a couple more seconds, Judge shifted the sugarcane, quirking one side of his mouth up. God did the same and the next thing he knew he was pulled into a bone crushing hug. He slapped God roughly on the back before pulling back and looking at him.


    “You look good old friend.” God said with a huge smile. “Look like you’re ready to work.”


    “Always.” Judge gave a slight laugh. “It must be some real shit you got yourself into that you’d need to call me.”


    “You could say that. But I knew you’d come.”


    “Of course I came.” Judge said seriously. He’d help God anytime he called. He’d never met a more loyal and trustworthy man. A man that believed in brotherhood. Who’d lay down his own life for anothers’. There was no reason Judge would deny a man like that.


    “You sure that thing doesn’t need a muzzle.” Day blurted out pointing at Bookem.


    Judge kept his arms folded glancing over at God’s partner. “You’re the only thing that needs a muzzle, Day. Godfrey, I see you’re still with this asshole.


    “And I see you’re still buying your clothes in the Matrix.” Day quipped back. “What’s with all the fucking leather, Morpheus? It’s Atlanta in fall for shit’s sake.”


    God looked like he wanted to strangle Day but Judge just waved him off. “When you’re grappling with convicts, it’s nice to have something to protect your skin from the concrete, but you wouldn’t know anything about getting your hands dirty, would’ya’, pretty man.”


    “Hey, if you think what I go through every night in bed with God doesn’t require protective gear and dirty hands, than your wrong.” Day said with mock seriousness.


    “Ugh. Shut up, Leo.” God groaned.


    Day laughed and reached out shaking Judge’s hand. “As usual, it’s not a pleasure to see you, Judge.”


    “Likewise, Day.” Judge laughed along with everyone else. “You’re still with the big guy, huh?” Judge pointed at God.


    Day sighed. “Yeah, well I’m trying to get into heaven. They say God is the way.”


    God rolled his eyes while Judge sat down in one of the chairs in front of his desk, Bookem dropping down and sitting next to him. “Now tell me what’s going on.”


    God and his team started with just a small briefing, giving him the quick facts of the case. After an hour, a pretty woman named Vikki took everyone’s lunch order while they piled into the large meeting room to really get down to business. Judge carefully scanned each document that was relevant to tracking someone. He could care less about what laws the man had broken, it wasn’t his job to determine if he needed arresting or if he as guilty. His job was to bring him in. “I take it you want this guy alive.” That comment got him a lot of stares.


    “If you don’t mind.” Day said between clinched teeth.


    Judge looked around. “You do understand this guy is a murderer. You think he’s gonna roll out a welcome mat for me.”


    He watched God rear back in his seat and run his hands through his long hair. “I know that, Judge. Just try. I’m not telling you to get yourself killed. But if you don’t have to take a kill shot, I’d appreciate it.”


    “I make no promises.”


    “Of course not.” Day said drily. “you just make sure to bring my sniper back alive and you won’t have any beef out of me.”


    Judge snapped back up, pulling his cane out of his mouth. “Excuse me.”


    God grimaced and glared at Day. “I hadn’t exactly told him yet.” He whispered but Judge heard him loud and clear.


    “Told me what, God?” Judge stood. “And it better not be what I think it is.”


    “Judge. I need this guy in custody and I need it done quietly. So I want one of my guys to go with -”


    “Hell no.” Judge backed up. “I don’t need any help you know that.”


    “He’s not gonna be there to help you, he’s there to keep things quiet.”


    “You think I need a goddamn do-gooder-baby-sitter, telling me how to do my fuckin’ job?”


    “You know damn well I’m not saying that. I need assurance that this will keep kept quiet and I also know you wouldn’t be bothered with giving me updates.


    Judge scoffed. “Quiet. You think I haven’t heard of these two.” He pointed to the two men that were introduced as Ruxs and Green. Now that he had a face to go with the names he knew who to point to. “These guys are the epitome of loud noise and ruckus.”


    “Because that’s their job.”


    “Fuck no.” Judge growled.


    “You owe me, goddamnit!” God stood and came around the table to square off with him. Bookem stood and growled but didn’t attack. He’d never do that without command. God ignored the warning and stood directly in front of him. “Now, I’m asking for my favor. Are you going to refuse me, Judge?”


    Son of a -. Judge gritted his teeth. God knew he’d never go back on his word. God gave him a few minutes to stew in his anger. All eyes were on him, waiting. Reluctantly he asked, “Who is he?”


    “Detective Austin Michaels.” God replied. His voice and demeanor looked as if he was proud to present this guy.


    Judge rolled his eyes when he saw Detective Michaels stand up. Of course it had to be him. The sexiest one of them all. Shit. When the man came over to glare at him, Judge had to be sure not to show his surprise or amusement. The little fucker. Actually he wasn’t so little. He was tall and built. Compact muscles over smooth ivory skin. No doubt he was as macho and straight as an arrow, those kinds usually were. Judge was eager to see how the man handled himself.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twelve


    Michaels didn’t dare offer the guy his hand to shake in introduction. The man was glaring like he wanted to kill him, not meet him, and damn sure not team up with him. Michaels had been quiet most of the time. Watching Judge carefully, playing close attention to every page of data he lingered on and then reading it himself trying to decipher what the man was putting together. Fact of the matter was is he had great instincts and he was positive he knew the way Judge was going. So maybe he had what Syn was talking about. He’d be damn if he’d let this big leather daddy intimidate him, he’d worked too hard for his title to have it diminished by a glorified chaser.


    He stood in front of Judge¸ their chest only inches apart. He could smell Judge’s sweet breath from that fucking sugar cane stick but he held his breath and said his piece. “I’m not here to slow you down. I just want to get this asshole back in prison where he belongs. I’m not concerned about your ethics, your routine, your schedule, your pace, or your goddamn feelings. I’ll do my job and get the fuck out of your way. You’ll never see me again… if I’m lucky.” Michaels yanked his coat of the back of the chair. “I’m gonna step outside.”


    Judge was staring, his mouth tight.


    Michaels turned and made a sharp whistle. The dog’s ears pointed up higher turning in his direction. Michaels voice was deep and commanding when he spoke to it. “Come go outside with me, big boy.” With his hand lowered, fingertips curved under, Michaels waited while the large Dane sniffed his hand, familiarizing himself with his scent. When he was satisfied that Michaels wasn’t a threat, he happily followed him outside. That a show him. He’d walked off with the asshole’s dog.


    He strolled at a casual pace with all the confidence that he could fake. When he got outside he looked around before leaning against one of the concrete barriers and heaved in a few large gulps of fresh air. Fuck. How he’d pulled off all that bravado, he had no freaking clue. But he thought he was convincing. Judge didn’t look like the type of man that accepted weakness. He squatted and the dog came over to him. His head was over his now. “Think I pulled it off, boy?” Michaels stood. He couldn’t stay down on the dog’s level too long. These types of dogs respected masters. Anyone else, they ran over.


    “You are one big fella. Jesus.” Michaels rumpled the dog’s scruff after scratching him behind his tall ears. Great Dane’s were always one of his favorite breed of dogs. He lived in an apartment so having a large breed was out of the question. Working the types of hours that he did, eliminated him having even a small breed.


    After twenty minutes or so, Day came outside to join him. “That was badass back there dude.” He clapped Michaels on his shoulder and the dog gave a low growl. Michaels smirked.


    “Look mutant dog. I got a nine millimeter with nine rounds, think that’ll shut your big ass up.” Day said looking the dog in the eye.


    “Jesus, Day.” Michaels scoffed, patting the dog hard on his flank. “He’s all talk, boy. No bite.”


    “Yeah okay, believe that if you want.” Day crossed his arms. “Come on back in. We’re ready to wrap up.”


    “Okay.” Michaels walked back inside with the dog right at his side. It was nice. Now he knew why the K9 team loved it so much. Dogs were fiercely loyal, it was like a partner.


    ********


    Judge was tucking a few papers that he felt were the most useful into a pocket folder. They’d head back South. He had a feeling the guy – Switch – might layup with a girlfriend he’d been off and on with in Miami and lay low until he could get out of the country. It would take time to unload those drugs, it was pretty safe to say he wouldn’t try to transport them out of the country. It’d been two days since the bust. Surely he had those drugs on a truck by now. Putting up road blocks out of state with trigger the feds getting involved, he understood why there were reluctant to go there just yet.


    It was a gut feeling that this guy wouldn’t use any of his contacts he’d had when he was with The Kid, especially since he’d turned state’s evidence. He’d have to go with his own personal ones. He had parents in Mississippi but they were churchgoers, so a no-go there, he had a brother in upstate New York, but he was into the petty drug life, and had been in and out of jail for the last ten years, no way he’d trust that amount of drugs with him. The sister in Atlanta wasn’t likely since she had a career and small kids. A cousin in Florida that had a juvie’ record only… could be worth looking into, then that left acquaintances. Best bet would be the girlfriend.


    “Why not the brother, he may have some connections Switch can use since he’s already in the game.” Syn said.


    Judge liked that guy. It was something about his drive and determination. He was in non-stop mode the entire six hours they were around that table. He listened intently before making a comment. His suggestions made sense and were worth debating. He didn’t cower to Judge’s decisions, he respected them… there was a difference.


    “Women aren’t as greedy as men.” Judge said. “If he hooks up with the brother, he’ll know he’s on the run, he’ll want to be cut a good deal for his help. A woman usually just wants food, compliments, and dick.”


    That got Judge a big round of laughs, but he was actually being serious. You’d be amazed how many women harbored fugitives if the man was fucking them good. “Alright, God. That’s my plan, like it or not.”


    “It’s fine. I’m not trying to tell how to do your job. I wouldn’t have called you if I had to micromanage. I got other shit to do.” God said. “I got a friend in the Miami PD, I think I get a tail on the girlfriend, see if she has company or is making preparations for it.”


    Judge had to admit, God’s team was making his job way easier with all these additional resources, and guys that could put data in his hands in an instance. His IT guys were sheer brilliance and his men were competent. Working together like a well-oiled machine. Judge almost wanted to ask how the guy got away from them in the first place. But that wasn’t his job.


    “Can you trust the cop in Miami to be discreet?” Syn chimed in.


    “Yes.” God said with no delay.


    “Green and I can fly down there and watch her for you.” Ruxs added.


    “Hell no!” Everyone said at once, including Judge.


    Ruxs and Green tried to look offended. But Judge had a feeling those guys knew how much trouble they got themselves into… accidently.


    Judge eyed the gorgeous detective walking back in with his dog next to him like it had a new master. Bookem sauntered up to him, nuzzling his palm. “Judas.” He whispered. Bookem was faithful to him, but if you dangled fresh air in his face, he’d walk off with the devil himself.


    Judge put his long coat back on and faced his new traveling partner. “If you gotta go, go. I don’t stop very much on the road.”


    Michaels hefted a dark blue, ATL PD bag on his shoulder and scoffed a look of disgust at him. “I don’t need a fuckin’ potty break, lets go.”


    Judge hid his smile when he leaned down to pick up some more papers. Standing with the feisty detective in front of his Lieutenants he boldly listened to their exchange. There would be no secrets from here on.


    “Alright, guys. I’ll be back with our man.”


    “I know you will.” God said, shaking Michaels’ hand.


    Day’s silly ass leaned in with a solemn face and gave Michaels a warm hug, like you’d give someone in funeral line. Michaels shouldered him off with a light-hearted laugh.


    “Make us proud, Michaels.” Day said softly, holding one hand over his heart. “It’ll be an adventure. You, Morpheus, and that noble steed.” He flicked his hand at the dog. “I’m so excited… and terrified for you… wait… scratch excited.”


    Judge and Michaels both cursed in annoyance and walked out on Day’s ridiculousness. Outside he gestured at Michaels to throw his bag in the covered bed. He was secretly glad he’d straightened his truck up before he got there, he wouldn’t want Michaels to think he was a slob. Why do I care? Michaels climbed up in his truck and quickly got adjusted for the long ride. Judge let Bookem do his business. After he cleaned up behind him, he let the dog in and got behind the wheel. After a couple seconds his eyelids fluttered at the scent that was wafting off Detective Michaels. Damn’em all to hell. He smelled like something he wanted to rut against and come hard on. Fuck. Judge rolled his window down all the way. He’d rather smell the trash on the street rather than get a hard on for this good-smelling, eager-to-prove-himself, straight asshole.


    He chanced a look at Michaels and was shocked to see him slouched and confident riding with him. He had a dark pair of aviator shades on, staring out the window with one hand propped on the door. It was almost as if he didn’t know he was hot. And damnit if that wasn’t sexy in itself.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirteen


    Michaels watched as the city view from interstate seventy five changed to nothing but trees. Because of how much paperwork they had to sort through in the office, they hadn’t got on the road until after seven. It was almost a ten hour drive to Miami, not including stops, not including there were a few other places they’d check along the way, just in case Switch was taking his time getting there. He checked his cell phone for any updates or messages but there were none.


    “There’ll be no secrets.” Judges deep voice burst through the silence like a Mack truck. Michaels startled a bit, just refraining from yelling at him not to do that again. “If you get any messages, text, emails, fuckin’ tweets, any update whatsoever, I want to know about it.”


    Michaels chuckled slightly and shook his head in disbelief. “You do know where after the same person, don’t you? Why the fuck would I not tell you something?”


    Judge didn’t respond, unless you counted the grunt. Another couple hours of darkness and silence Michaels asked, “How long you been a bounty hunter?”


    “Nope.”


    Michaels was confused by the answer. “Excuse me.”


    “Nope. We’re not doing this. We don’t need to get to know each other. You don’t care about my life story and I don’t care about yours.”


    “Good lord.” Michaels mumbled turning his eyes back to the darkness. This was going to be the partnership from hell. It was clear that Judge was used to riding alone, he wasn’t interested in small talk or making the miles go by faster using entertainment. It was dark now and Michaels couldn’t pull out his novel so he steeled himself to keep his mouth shut unless spoken to.


    Since he hadn’t slept the night before he leaned back and closed his eyes saying he was just going to rest them a bit. He must have been more tired than he thought because the next thing he heard was the truck door slamming shut. He jolted awake, instinctually reaching his hand behind his back for his weapon. Fuck. Looking up he saw they were in the parking lot of a pretty shitty motel. Shit, where are we? He hated that he’d fell into that deep of a sleep. Pulling out his phone he saw it was after midnight. Son of a bitch, he’d been slept for over two hours. He got out and stretched his back. His neck and knees cracking and popping from being cramped up so long. Judge came back a few minutes later, not bothering to say where they are or what the plan is. “Our room is around the back,” he said and hopped back in the truck.


    “You want me to let your dog out first?”


    “No. I don’t let him out until we get out of sight of the office. Even if they allow pets, they don’t allow them that big.”


    Judge drove around to the rooms on the back side. It was only a two level motel and a few of the rooms were occupied while some looked like they were condemned. “This place looks like a crime scene itself.”


    “You scared?” Judge said almost seductively.


    Michaels looked over at him, hating the way his cock responded when the man talked. “Do I look scared?”


    Judge gave him a good once over before getting out the truck. Michaels lingered against the bed while he waited on him to let his dog out. He went ahead and fell in beside them whether his company was wanted or not.


    ********


    Judge walked Bookem, thinking his best buddy was getting up in age. He wouldn’t be able to keep doing this for long. He was seven years old, so in actuality he was fifty-four in our years. His vet was one of the best and had diagnosed Bookem with a slight case of arthritis, so either Judge would have to stop taking him on the road with him or find another line of work. He’d had a lot to consider lately. He couldn’t leave Bookem in his home in South Carolina, under the care of some random dog sitter or kennel.


    Judge was shocked to see Michaels was quietly walking along beside him, hadn’t noticed him until he spoke in his deep, silky voice.


    “What’s his name?”


    Judge waited a few seconds before he answered. “Bookem.”


    The laugh was quiet and masculine. “Interesting. He’s a good boy.” Michaels let Book sniff his hand again before petting his large head. He stood up to their hip and although he was huge, he was extremely gentle. It was clear Michaels knew how to interact with dogs. He supposed that was somewhat of a turn on as well.


    “Have you had since he was a pup?”


    “Yeah. I knew he’d be easy to train.”


    “He’s a working breed. I bet it was easy.”


    They walked in silence and stood off to the side while Bookem did his business in an area littered with unkempt bushes. He noticed how close he was in height to the handsome detective. He had a strong aura about him and found he did want to know just a little more than the guy’s name and title. “How long you been working with God.”


    Michaels slowly turned and faced him. “Nope.” There was a real satisfied smirk on his face right before he walked off.


    Ass.


    Judge used the key to open the door. Yep, that’s how old this motel was off of seventy five in Lake City, Florida. It was ten classifications worse than seedy. Judge could’ve drove a few more miles to a Comfort Inn but he wanted to see just how gritty his new riding companion was. If he was pampered princess.


    The room’s interior was not only beyond his expectations but so was the smell. It was dank and musty. There was two full size beds, a night stand with a dusty lamp in the middle. A nineteen inch television that didn’t look like it was cable ready, and one dresser with a mirror that had what could be a coffee pot sitting on top, but he wasn’t sure. Judge grimaced himself when he looked in the tiny bathroom and saw the tub was filthy as was the toilet and sink. Okay. Maybe I overshot this a bit. When he came back out Michaels had shed his boots and jacket and was sprawled across the bed on his back with his forearm thrown over his eyes.


    “Too grimy for you?” Judge laughed.


    “I don’t give a damn. I could sleep in a doghouse with Bookem right about now, as long as I’m not interrupted for at least four hours.”


    This guy was actually starting to ease of Judge’s ‘shit list’ to his ‘smart ass’ list. “Never know in this place. Usually there’s some kind of mayhem in the middle of the night.”


    “Well if my hand goes under my pillow, they’d wished they stayed quiet.”


    So he also sleeps with his gun under his head. Interesting.


    Judge removed his leathers, they were never comfortable to sleep in and pulled out a pair of track pants from his bag. Bookem sniffed around a bit before he took up his usual spot, directly in front of the door. Not bothering to turn on any lights or try the television, Judge tucked one of his guns under his head and put the other underneath the bed closest to the wall. He leaned back on top of the thin comforter and closed his eyes. His dreams immediately ventured to hot, naked sex with a head-strong detective.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirteen


    Michaels was so glad he’d brought his shower shoes, anticipating that they might be using a truck or camp stop to clean up. The shower in this motel was just as dirty as those. He stepped out to dress trying to keep his eyes from venturing to the deliciously large male specimen still sound asleep in the other bed. Even without all the leather, he was a sight to see. On his back with one hand under his pillow, very close to his own sleeping position. It was the thick, silky-straight black hair the spanned across that broad chest that had Michaels’ mouth watering. Turn and look away, turn and look away. There’s no way a guy like Judge was gay. If those dark eyes popped open and caught him gawking then he was going to have a whole other set of problems.


    It was a little after five am, they’d need to get on the road soon. They were only a few miles away from the cousin’s house. Showing up early was the best element of surprise. The cousin didn’t work, got disability from a previous warehouse job injury, three years ago. He could be persuaded to help out a guy on the run for the right fee. Worth a peek in. Michaels remembered a quaint dinner off the interstate before the motel, he figured Bookem could use a little walk and he could damn sure use some fresh coffee.


    The walk was quiet and refreshing. The temperature was still warm in Florida in the early Fall. But it was a cool breeze this early, so him and Book enjoyed it. He walked inside, not trusting Bookem out there without a leash. The place was small but thank the heavens it was clean. The older man behind the corner, balked before easing back towards a set of double doors that led to the kitchen. His wide eyes focused on the large beast at his side. Michaels pulled out his badge, “relax, he’s a police dog.”


    The guy gripped his chest and stepped back up to the counter. “What the hell happened to regular old German Shepards?”


    “Hell if I know.” Michaels shrugged looking up at the chalk board above the counter. “Let me get two large coffees and -” He paused wondering what Judge liked to eat. The man probably wasn’t picky, living on the road most of his life. “Let me get two bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches.”


    “Wanna make it a combo? You’ll get hash browns and a cup of fruit. I just got some fresh cantaloupe in this morning.”


    “Sounds good, thanks.” Michaels said. He tossed his thumb over his shoulder, “I’ll be right in front.”


    Leaning against the side of the building, his head down, thinking what the best approach would be when they got to Switch’s cousin’s house, he hadn’t noticed the tricked out Cadilliac that turned down their street heading towards their hotel until Bookem growled. Obviously this dog had a great criminal instinct and Michaels knew not to ignore it. “Alright buddy, calm down.” He darted back inside and his order was already in a bag waiting for him.


    “I was just getting ready to come out and ask if you needed cream and sugar.” The guy smiled up at him.


    “Uh. Just two of each. Thanks.” Michaels let him drop in his condiments and was out the door, throwing a ‘have a good day’ behind him. Bookem looked anxious but he didn’t leave him. Michaels hurried his pace back up the street, he could see the hotel parking lot was still mostly empty and he didn’t see the Cadillac. There was only one way in and one way out. So it had to be in the back. Bookem growled again and Michaels wondered what he sensed or heard. They walked past the first set of rooms on the side and that’s when he heard the loud voices. A man and woman. Arguing, cursing. Well, he was cursing and she was crying and pleading. He didn’t turn the corner just yet and Bookem waited quietly by his side. He figured there was no danger so he came into view just in time to see this guy cock his fist back and level the woman like she was a man.


    Yelling about his money Bookem barked when the guy kicked the woman in her stomach. Great, a hooker and her pimp. The guy spun around, gasping at him. “Yo man. You need to put that dog on a leash.”


    “Why? You’re not on one.” Michaels said angrily, setting his bag down, making his way over to the woman to help her.


    “You don’t want none of this, man.” The guy snarled right back, his eyes bouncing from him to Bookem.


    Michaels squatted and tried to help the girl up. Her white, low-cut crop top had blood splatter on it and her pantyhose were torn from the concrete. Her lip was busted and swelling fast. Michaels pulled a napkin from his bag and dabbed at her mouth. She snatched it from his hand, frowning up at him. “I’m fine. Just go. He’s my husband, so don’t go calling the damn police or nothing.”


    “You heard her. She’s fine. Now get the fuck out of here, white knight.”


    Michaels stood. He’d seen plenty of situations like this. Unfortunately not every damsel was in distress, or wanted help if they were. To free a whore a whore had to first admit that she was a whore. He shook his head, stood and went to pick up his bag, when the dirtbag stupidly opened his mouth again.


    “You got money man? She’s good. Fifty dollars and she’ll make all your dreams come true.” He grinned a fake gold smile and it made Michaels want to puke. He calmly set his bag back on the ground. “That’s more like it.” The pimp said, rubbing his slimly hands together.


    Michaels walked up to the smug ass and caught him twice in his jaw and lip before he could even blink. “You piece of shit.” Michaels spat.


    The man put his hand to his mouth in shock, looking at the blood on his fingertips. His jaw was already turning a dark shade of red.


    “Now you and her look just alike.”


    “Motherfucker.” The pimp reached in his back pocket and Bookem leaped into action but Michaels barked at him to ‘stay’ before he could get to the man. Last thing Michaels wanted was for Judge’s dog to get hurt from a fight he’d picked. Pimp pulled out a switchblade and Michaels laughed. When the man brought his hand up, Michaels punched him hard enough in the rib to at least fracture a couple. When he doubled over, Michaels brought his knee up fast and precise, his kneecap connecting the pimp’s nose. The crunch was sickening and disturbingly satisfying to hear. That should put prohibit him from throwing any more punches and kicks for a while. Michaels ignored the cursing from the pimp and his wife as she inched over to wrap her arms around her husband.


    He showed his badge. “You better be gone before I come back.” He calmly picked up his bag and headed back around to the front of the motel, ducking into the stairwell. He climbed the stairs two at a time and waited to see if they were going to come looking for him. The sound of tires retreating over gravel met his ears and that’s when he went to his room. Opening the door, he wasn’t surprised to find Judge standing at the window with his arms crossed, shaking his head.


    Michaels ignored the condescending look and placed their breakfast on the table. “Hungry?” he asked, not even out of breath. He went about mixing his coffee like nothing had happened.


    Judge snorted, while patting Bookem on his head. A bowl of food had been made and set next to the bathroom door, Bookem quickly found his way to it.


    Michaels was just setting his cup down from a large sip when Judge placed one massive hand on the back of his chair and the other on the table, caging him in. he leaned down over him and Michaels got a smell of Judge’s deodorant or aftershave, whichever one, it smelled fucking delicious. Keeping an even face, he let Judge tower over him, leaning in close to his face. Neither one of them said anything, just stared. After a few seconds, Judge’s sexy mouth, quirked into a smile. “So you’re a fighter, huh.”


    It wasn’t a question so Michaels didn’t respond. Instead he focused on keeping his body from combusting at the close proximity of this sinful man.


    “Why didn’t you let Bookem attack him?” Judge’s deep, raspy voice was doing a number on Michaels cock. It was too early for this shit. Still keeping up is composed façade, Michaels shrugged.


    “I didn’t need him to.”


    Judge’s gaze dropped as he ran a thick, calloused thumb over Michaels’ swollen knuckles. “No I guess you didn’t.” he whispered, those bedroom eyes, staring down at his hands.


    Michaels breathing was accelerating and he tried hard not to groan when that hand suddenly disappeared as if Judge realized what he was doing. The big man dropped down heavily in the other chair and inhaled his sandwich in three bites. It looked like he’d hardly chewed it all, when he gulped the warm coffee to wash it all down. Crumpling the cup and wrapper, Judge tossed it in the trash and stood to finish getting dressed. Michaels’ had his bag by the door and waiting while Judge placed his weapons on him. Instead of him eye-fucking Judge, he focused his attention on his emails.


    “Anything word from God yet?”


    “No.”


    “Oh yeah.” Judge closed the distance in a couple strides and yanked Michaels’ phone out of his hand.


    Michaels growled angrily and stood up, nosily knocking his chair over. He reached for his phone but his wrist was gripped tight as Judge pushed him back to the wall with his chest. He brought his other hand up fast and Judge just dodged it before he secured both of Michaels’ fist above his head. The vibration emanating from Judge’s chest was having an effect on Michaels’ groin that he didn’t want to have, especially since Judge was using his body to keep him pinned to the wall. They were face to face, but Michaels’ had to tilt his chin just a bit to look into Judge’s eyes. He was pissed to see amusement in them. “Let. Me. Go.” Michaels hissed.


    “Ohhh. I forgot I got a fighter on my hands.” Judge purred. With his meaty hand still holding Michaels’ over him and against the wall, he pulled Michaels’ phone from his pocket and looked at the message he’d been reading.


    “Fuck you.” Michaels snapped. “Don’t read my personal emails, that’s none of your goddamn business. I told you if I had information I’d share it with you.” Michaels’ argument was falling on deaf ears as Judge continued reading his email from Justin. He’d emailed and texted him a few times since Michaels had choked him a few days ago on his parent’s deck. Why he still wanted to fuck was beyond what Michaels could comprehend. Obviously Justin still itched but was too scared to get someone else to scratch it. He immediately saw when Judge read the one sentence that would confirm that it was a man begging for Michaels’ cock.


    Judge turned back towards him, his face completely unreadable. If this man turned out to be a homophobic jackass then -. Michaels turned off that train of thought. There is no way this man could be such good friends with God and Day and hate gay men. So what was this look he was getting? Did he not want him in the same room with him when he slept… what?


    “You finished?” Michaels snarled. “You want to answer it for me too. Reply back. ‘No thanks, been there… hit that… I’m done.”


    Judge still hadn’t released him and if Michaels really wanted to, he could’ve been out of that hold a while ago. Maybe a part of him didn’t want to. Maybe it was best if Judge knew, and there wouldn’t be any surprises.


    “You’re a real one-hitter-quitter, huh, sweetheart.” Judge’s voice was rough and irritated when he finally spoke. He tucked Michaels’ phone in his pocket for him before finally releasing his wrist. Michaels rubbed at bruised and red skin, his frown deepening when he brought both hands up and shoved hard. Judge didn’t go flying back against the table but it was enough to get him out of his space. Judge smirked and licked his lips.


    “Keep your fucking hands off me, Judge, and we’ll get along just fine.”


    “Whatever you say, sweetheart.”


    “Don’t call me -” Michaels huffed. “You know what. Nevermind. Let’s just go. And by the way, you’re welcome for breakfast, ya’ ungrateful bastard.”


    Michaels waited by the door, peeking out the window first to be sure it was clear. He felt Judge come up behind him, pressing way closer than he needed to. Now he’s just fucking with me, since he knows I’m gay? Michaels didn’t take the bait, he didn’t overact trying to shove Judge away or scurry out the door. He steeled his back and calmed his breathing.


    “You want gratification sweetheart?” Judge leaned against his back, pressing him into the door. The whisper was erotic but harsh. His mouth so close, his beard tickled his neck. “Stop picking fights drawing attention, and stop walking off with my fuckin’ dog.”


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Fourteen


    Judge drove down I75 careful not to keep glancing over at his passenger that he now saw in a whole new light. This sexy motherfucker is gay. According to that email he’d rudely snagged and read, Michaels must be the fuck of the millennium, the way that spineless man was begging for the dick. Was he a fuck buddy gone bad, or a one night stand? Didn’t sound like it. The guy said ‘they’d had a good thing once’. Maybe he was an ex. Why do I fucking care? Judge was driving himself crazy with these useless questions. This is not what he did. He got ass when he felt like it, then he moved on. But now that he knew for sure Michaels’ orientation, he wanted to fuck the cocky sonofabitch sitting next to him so bad that his stomach cramped. How did Judge find himself in this situation? If he could reverse time, he’d go back and tell God ‘hell no’ to this partnership.


    When he’d finished getting dressed at the hotel, he’d heard the commotion downstairs with the whore. But Judge didn’t draw attention to himself. He moved through life with a purpose, and anything that wasn’t directly related to that purpose, didn’t receive his time or energy. Imagine his surprise when Michaels appeared out of nowhere and started kicking ass like it was a hobby. Now, all Judge could think about was reprimanding Michaels for being such a bad boy. Judge groaned trying not to squirm in his seat at the thought of holding the feisty man down and fucking the fight right out of him. Shit.


    “You alright over there? Making a lot of noise.” Michaels said drily. “Need to stop and use the bathroom?”


    Judge looked over, his jaw clenched tight. I can’t wait to fuck you until that sarcasm turns into begging. Decision made. Detective Michaels would be sent back to his office with his suspect but also thoroughly fucked.


    “Look, you don’t have to keep eyeing me like that. Being gay ain’t contagious, so unscrew your face.”


    “Damn you don’t know shit.” Judge scoffed. “Shut up and listen. We’re gonna park up the street from the cousin’s house and watch it today. If nothing is going on, we’ll call it a night around midnight and then sit on him tomorrow. If we still don’t see nothing, then your perp isn’t there and ain’t coming there.”


    “Well I want to talk to the cousin.”


    “No.”


    “No?”


    “You heard me.” Judge said roughly. “The cousin could tip him off. We want him to think he’s almost home free.”


    “Whatever.”


    “Fucking detectives. Always wanting to detect shit.” Judge said under his breath.


    “Excuse me. If you got something to say, be man enough to say it and not whisper it like a bitch.”


    “Careful.” Judge growled. “My patience has a very short limit.”


    “So does mine.”


    “I said.” Judge drawled out. “You’re not here as a detective. You can’t ask anyone, anything. You’re hunting, pure and simple. You don’t reveal yourself until you’re ready to pounce. He can’t see you coming or next thing you know, we’ll be the fuckin’ hunted. You’ll make my job ten times harder if you start raising eyebrows. Walking around flashing your shiny badge is only going to make your perp double his efforts.”


    At least Michaels was man enough to shut his big mouth when he was realized he might be wrong. They got to the cousin’s house in Gainsville, Florida in a little over three hours because of an overturned tractor trailer on the highway. It would’ve only taken one, ordinarily so Judge was pissed that he’d missed so much surveillance time. He pulled into a Walmart that was sitting in a large open field. He put a leash on Bookem so he could let him out to exercise a little before the grueling day ahead of them.


    “We’ll be sitting for about twelve hours. Get some stuff.” He ordered without looking at Michaels not bothering to respond to the man’s curses as he walked away. He thought it was pretty entertaining that Michaels felt Judge was treating him a certain way only because he was gay. It was actually downright hilarious. Hopefully God or Day didn’t tip the man off before he really got to have some fun with him.


    “Your dog doesn’t ever give you away when you’re doing surveillance or creeping up on someone?” Michaels asked out of the blue. They’d been sitting there for almost four hours now. Judge was drinking one of his five hour energys he kept under his seat while he stared motionlessly at the house seven doors down.


    “No.”


    “He never barks or anything?”


    “Have you heard him bark?” Judge said annoyingly. “He knows more about what he’s doing than you do.”


    Michaels didn’t rise to the dig, and kept talking. “He’s still a large animal. It doesn’t hurt him to stay coped up back there for hours at a time?” Michaels looked back at Bookem, lying there asleep on his large pillow.


    “He’s fine. I know how to take care of my dog. There’s plenty of room back there for him. He’s used to it.”


    Michaels shrugged nonchalantly, popping another chip into his mouth. “Not enough room to live. It can cause bone deformities and arthriti - ”


    “Can you shut the fuck up, please?” Judge cut him off. He hated thinking about Bookem being sick. He knew they wouldn’t be doing this job much longer, either. But he’d be damn if he needed ‘Mr. Know-it-all’ to tell him so. “Are you a veterinarian too? Book is as healthy as an ox.”


    “Mmhmm.”


    That was all the smug bastard said. Michaels’ phone buzzed loudly in the cab and Judge looked over, immediately seeing it was God. He reached for the phone but it was yanked out of his reach before he could get to it.


    “Put him on speaker phone!” He barked.


    “I was going to if you give me a damn chance! I told you leave my phone alone!”


    “Then stop trying to hide shit!”


    “How am I hiding? You didn’t even give me a chance!”


    “Just answer already!” Judge growled.


    “Ahhh. I see the two of you are getting along.” Day’s chipper tone broke through their argument. Judge saw that Michaels was stunned and looking a little embarrassed at getting caught arguing like a fifth grader.


    “Sorry. I didn’t know I’d hit the button.” Michaels said uneasily.


    “Obviously.” God’s gruff tone clearly revealed his disappointment.


    Judge didn’t like the chastised look on Michaels’ gorgeous face. It irritated him that he was concerned about it in the first place, but he ignored it and decided to get to the point.


    “Do you have something for me, God?” Judge asked first. Michaels glared at him and Judge gave Michaels a good once over before licking his lips seductively, catching the pissed man completely off guard.


    “Yes. I do. My contact in the Pensacola PD told me the girlfriend went to the post office to apply for a Passport. She’s never had one before so… bam… I think we know why she’s trying to get one now.”


    “Yep.” Michaels and Judge both said at the same time.


    Michaels rolled his eyes. “Any sighting on Swtich?”


    “No. but I’m sure he’ll get there soon. We’ll wait it out until he does. How long before you get to Miami?” God asked no one in particular so Judge answered.


    “We were sitting on the cousin today. I’ll head that way tomorrow.”


    “Sounds good.” Day chimed in. “There’s a Pink Flamingo hotel up the block from the girlfriends condo. Park it there. You should be able to watch things from a room facing the street.”


    “What if he doesn’t come in the next few days? What are you going to do about the Chief?” Michaels asked.


    “Let me handle the suits.” God said forcibly. “You stay focused on what you’re doing, Michaels.”


    “Okay.” Michaels said and disconnected the call.


    He couldn’t read the expressions on Michaels’ face but the nervousness and anxiety was radiating off him in waves. He’d heard in their briefing that Michaels was the one that had chased their suspect and lost him, so the guy had to be beating himself up. He seemed like a damn perfectionist anyway.


    “We’ll head out tomorrow. He’ll be in your custody before you know it. This guy isn’t gonna stall. He’ll be anxious to get out of the country, not only from you but from everyone else he’s pissed off because of this dick move he made.” Judge tried to reason.


    “Hope you’re right, Judge.” Michaels said softly as Judge pulled away from the curb.


    “I’m always right.” Judge was surprised at the slight smile playing across that beautiful face. Damn. I’m so fucked.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Fifteen


    Michaels didn’t question why Judge had pulled into a rundown dive an hour outside of Gainsville. It wasn’t late, they could’ve stayed on the road and gotten that much closer to Miami. He was beyond anxious at this point. He wanted Switch in custody, along with the drugs. He was getting pissed at Judge too, the guy had been acting weird. He couldn’t pick up on if Judge was trying to get a rise out of him or if the guy was actually checking him out now. No. He can’t be gay.


    “Get your stuff. We’re staying here.” Judge confirmed. He slid his back seat up and Bookem bounded out of the car and ran straight through the open bar door.


    “Um.”


    “Don’t worry about him.” Judge cut in.


    Okay. Michaels pulled his own duffle bag from out of the back and followed Judge inside. It took a minute for his eyes to adjust from the bright Florida sun to the dark, murky inside of the old-style bar. Maybe Judge knew something about this place that he couldn’t see. There was only a few old timers in there nursing beers, all of their eyes on the bass-fishing show playing quietly on the forty-two inch television mounted on the far wall over a pool table.


    “Give me a shot of whisky old man, and none of that cheap shit you pour out to these guys.” Judge yelled when he came in.


    Michaels looked around, more than a little stunned at Judge’s rudeness but even more so at the way the guys laughed it off. An older man that looked exactly like Judge except for the long gray ponytail braided down his back, shuffled from behind the bar. He was big, and surely intimidating at a time in his life, but now it looked like age had set in. His eyes were still hard and calculating just like Judges’. But he was slightly hunched over and had a hard time shuffling over to the end of the bar. Michaels came closer and watched the exchange as Judge hugged the man close to him, patting him gently on his back.


    “Hey, Pop. How you feeling?” Judge’s entire demeanor was different. Caring, affectionate. It was attractive.


    “I’m good, son. How’s the hunting game?”


    “Same hunt, just a different jungle.” Judge said quietly. He waited while his father slowly reached behind the register, sliding a cabinet up and pulling out a half empty bottle of dark liquor. He set two shot glasses down on the bar and Michaels took that as his que to sit down.


    “You still chewing that sugarcane, huh?” His father chuckled.


    “It works, Pop. I haven’t had a single cigarette in four months. I think the craving is under control, now it’s just the habit.” Judge pulled the chewed stick from his mouth and tossed in the trash behind the bar.


    “Who’s your young squire here? Did you finally let Duke talk you into using a partner?” His dad smiled genuinely, shakily filling up the glasses in front of him.


    “He wishes I’d be his partner.” Michaels interjected swiftly. He reached out his hand. “I’m Detective Austin Michaels with the Atlanta PD Narcotics Task Force. Judge was contracted by my boss.”


    “He didn’t ask all that.” Judge grumbled, shooting back his shot and slamming it down hard on the worn-wooden bar.


    “I know, but I thought I’d volunteer it anyway.” Michaels retorted and slung his own drink back and slammed his glass down just as hard if not harder.


    “Jesus. You are a pain in the ass.”


    “I’m Judge Josephson, Sr., you may have to excuse JJ sometimes. His manners have left him, seeing that he’s alone all the time.” A look was exchanged between Judge and Judge, Sr. that Michaels was sure to be an inside thing.


    “I’m actually growing quite fond of it, sir.” Michaels chuckled. “It’s nice to meet you though.”


    “Likewise.” The older man laughed with him, pouring two more shots, splashing some of the liquid on the bar. He wiped it up, shaking his head and pulled out a glass for himself, pouring again.


    “You sure you should be doing that, Pop? Where’s Linda?”


    “Oh hush. You always were a tattletale.” Judge, Sr. winked at Michaels. “I’m gonna go anyway, I might as well go happy, right?”


    “That’s stupid.” Judge growled at his father.


    “Son. You gonna have to make your peace with this and soon.”


    Michaels suddenly felt like he was witnessing something very personal and private. They’d brought in their bags so there must be some rooms on the upper levels but he didn’t’ want to ask and cut into the sad but intense stare off Judge and his father was having. He watched Judge Sr. tilt his glass back with a shaky left hand and slowly savor the smoothness of the aged whisky.


    “I leave to the store for fifteen minutes and look ahere’.” A woman giggled from the front door.


    Judge stopped staring down his father long enough to plaster on a smile before turning towards the lady. She dropped her two grocery bags and lunged herself into Judge’s arms, letting him spin her around like a school girl. When he finally set her petite frame down on the floor, she slapped at him playfully. “JJ, you know I’m too old to be swinging around like that.”


    “You’re as old as you look. And you look beautiful Linda. This old geezer treating you right?” Judge picked up the bags and set them on the end of the bar while Linda ducked underneath it walking up to Judge Sr. and giving him a mock scowl.


    “He treats me just fine, JJ. When he’s not sneaking.” Linda picked up Judge Sr.’s empty glass and put in the sink. “No more treats for you, if you want to try that new medication this week.”


    Medication. Michaels wondered just how sick Judge’s father was. From the look on Linda and young Judge’s face, it must be serious. The detective in him immediately wanted to probe and ask questions, but this was none of his business.


    “I can’t drink, I can’t smoke. You barely let me tend bar anymore, woman. I’m not in the mood for you and JJ to scold me today. I only get to see my boy once every couple months. Is it too much to have one celebratory drink with him?” Judge, Sr. grumbled walking away from both of them, heading up a set of stairs. He took them slowly, one at time.


    “Pop.” Judge called out but Judge Sr. didn’t turn around.


    “Oh, I’m sorry JJ. I shouldn’t have done that. He’s right.” Linda sighed sadly while unpacking the lemons and oranges she had in her bag. She laid them on a fresh cutting board and started cutting them up. “I have been hard on him lately. He’s getting restless, not being able to work shifts anymore. He wanted to hunt a couple weeks ago with the guys but the doctor forbade it. It’s getting real, JJ. His last test showed another clot in his -”


    Judge came around the bar and pulled the sad woman to his chest when she couldn’t finish her sentence. It was heartbreaking and he’d only met Judge Sr. a few minutes ago.


    “I’m gonna go up and talk to him. He’ll be fine, Linda. I promise.” Judge kissed the top of her head and she sighed a breath of relief.


    “You couldn’t have come at better time sweetheart.” Linda eyes were watery but she held her tears in check. “Here. Take this.” She picked up two more glasses, winked, and handed the whisky to him.


    It appeared Judge got the message. He kissed the short woman on her cheek and left Michaels sitting there alone with her. He turned and looked at the few patrons, wondering how this place stayed in the business. The bar’s mortgage was probably paid off, since Judge’s father was so old, but there was still some overhead.


    “There’s a pretty good dinner crowd in the evenings and we’re packed on the weekends. It’s the locals, but it’s enough of them. Also since we’re right off the interstate and a quarter mile from a truck stop, we get quite a few haulers in here too. That’s why we have that big paved lot behind us. That’s all Judge Sr’s land.” She nodded proudly. “It’ll be full of tractor trailers on Saturday night.”


    “That sounds cool.” Michaels said lamely. Ugh. He was still a little out of sorts from the conversation he’d heard.


    She laughed at him, wiping her wrinkled hands on her apron. “I wonder what JJ will do with this place when -” She looked off at nothing as if in deep thought.


    “It’s a real nice place. How’s the food?” Michaels cut in.


    “Good if I may say so myself. I’m the cook.” She boasted, tossing the last of the fruit garnish into small containers. “We’ve hired quite a bit of help over the last year, but it’s still all my recipes. What can I get you?”


    Michaels yanked the simple two page menu off one of the tables behind him and browsed through it quickly. Linda went and took a couple orders from the other men watching television. Michaels was not surprised to see seafood platters. Of course…Florida. There was burgers, wings, and other typical bar food. When she came back he told her, “I’ll have the crab cake sandwich and fries.”


    “That’s JJ’s favorite.” She said. Her eyes twinkling. “Interesting you chose that one.”


    “Coincidence, mam.” Michaels blushed.


    “Mmmhmm.” She coed, walking into the back.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Fifteen


    Judge had left his father’s and Linda’s one bedroom apartment on the third floor after his dad began to feel the effects of the two drinks and nodded off. Judge knew he needed the rest. He was in the basement now, working on the busted water heater that Linda had secretly called him about. His father was too stubborn to hire a handyman, instead trying to tinker with it himself. Before the old man could gripe about it, Judge had ordered a new one and had it shipped to them, now all he had to do was install it.


    Judge had watched two different YouTube videos on soldering the pipes back together, now he was on the final stretch. He was bent over reading the manual when he heard someone walking down the stairs. He recognized the jean-clad muscular thighs before Michaels head finally came into view. Judge went back to reading, ignoring how Michaels was looking over his finished work.


    “You need to put the Teflon tape on these pipes or else they could leak.” Michaels said, running his hand along the copper pipes.


    Judge rolled his eyes scanning the manual again. What the hell was he talking about. “What the fuck are you talking about?”


    “Never mind.”


    “Good.”


    Judge was just about finished. Last thing would be to fill it with water. He went back to the access panel and adjusted the temperature on the guage when Michaels spoke up again. “Is the water in there yet?”


    “No. I’ll do that last.”


    “Don’t turn on the heating element until the tank is full.”


    “Augh. I’m following the directions Michaels.”


    Michaels stepped in and closed his hand over Judges when he went to flick on the heater. His face was close to his and he got another whiff of the sweet, syrupy smell of his breath from that damn sugarcane. He tried to stop himself from wondering what that honeyed mouth tasted like. Heat could easily be felt through Judge’s thin black tank top and Michaels had to take a deep breath before he remembered what he was disputing… oh yeah, “You may think I’m being annoying, but I’m telling you the truth, my granddad did the same thing. The element fried because the water wasn’t in it first.”


    Judge snatched his hand away. “Fine.”


    “Why do you have to be such an ass? I was just trying to help.” Michaels put his palms up.


    “I didn’t ask for any help.”


    “No, but I could see you getting ready to make a big mistake so I just wanted -”


    “I was not.” Judge growled. “Damnit, you really get off on your ‘I-must-be-right-at-all-times-superiority’ complex that you have, don’t you?”


    Judge was standing chest to chest with the smug detective, not even sure how they’d gotten that close. His nostrils flared with anger, he didn’t know whether to smack the guy or fold his ass over and fuck him until he admitted he was wrong about anything. He saw Michaels jaw tick, like he wanted to keep arguing but had decided against it. But the fighter in him just couldn’t let it go.


    He leaned in like he was going to kiss Judge but turned at the last minute, his two day old stubble, grazing roughly against his own beard. Judge inhaled a sharp breath not liking how Michaels was getting to him, into his psyche. Would he have let Michaels kiss him? All he knew is the man was too close, too hot, too sexy, too fucking annoying.


    “For the record.” Michaels said against his jaw. “No. That’s not how I get off.”


    Judge’s cock was hard at the dark sexiness dripping from Michaels tone. He watched that thick ass walk away and back up the stairs. He dropped his wrench to the ground and palmed his himself against his leathers. Damn him. He looked at his watch, it was almost eight.


    “Stay Bookem.” Judge threw on his leather coat and got in his truck. He was going into the next town to get some fucking Teflon tape from Lowes.


    ********


    Fuck! Fuck! Fuck, was I thinking! Was I about to kiss him? Shit! Michaels cursed himself back up the steps and into the bar. Did he want to get punched in the mouth? Can’t just go around seducing straight men. He posted back up at the counter and ordered another beer. There was two men behind it taking orders and two cooks in the back with Linda. They all came in at six and it seemed like an hour later, twenty plus hungry, overworked townspeople came in an hour later. There were two men playing pool, and a young couple dancing to a slow record that was playing on a jukebox in the other corner. Most of the people looked content with their dinners and the college football game playing on the television.


    “Want another shot?” The taller of the two bartenders asked. Shit. Maybe that was why he was acting the way he was. He’d had four shots and three beers so far. Definitely getting close to his limit. What the hell? “Sure.”


    “Looks like you’re trying to drown some problems.” Linda said, dropping off a plate of chili fries to the man sitting two seats down from him.


    “No mam. Just relaxing.” Michaels lied.


    “Mmmhmmm.”


    Michaels watched her leave again on that same note. He rubbed his forehead, while the guys behind him cheered at the football game. It was getting close to nine. Maybe he’d just call it a night, he had a pretty good buzz going that he could probably sleep as soon as he showered and hit the bed. He went behind the bar ignoring the strange looks from the two bartenders. Pushing open the swinging door, Linda was cleaning up while two other woman filled the last of the orders before the kitchen closed at nine.


    “Michaels, what are you doing back here? Did you want something else to eat, honey?”


    “Um. No, mam. And you can call me Austin. Only the guys I work with call me by my last name.” He smiled. Linda was sweet. She reminded him of his late grandmother, just as loving and kind as his mom. It was clear she wasn’t Judge’s mother but he could see the adoration in his eyes for her.


    She wiped her hands on her apron and gently patted his cheek. “I’d like that. Austin it is. Now, are you hungry?”


    “No. I think I’m gonna go on and go to sleep. I think Judge said we were staying here. Do you guys have enough room?”


    “Oh, of course. Judge’s room is on the second floor on the right and there’s a guest room on the left, bathroom is at the end of the hall, there’s fresh linen. You’ll have to ignore the mess in Judge’s room, he’s not the neatest and he forbade me to go in there and clean.”


    Michaels frowned. Why would he be staying in Judge’s room? “If it’s okay, I’ll just stay in the guest room.”


    She looked like that was an absurd suggestion.


    Is she saying that Judge is… “Linda, is Ju -” before he could finish there was a loud crash and angry voices penetrating his hazy mind. Michaels quickly dropped what he was about to say and rushed into the main room. Two men were squaring off, while others scrambled to get out of their way. The shoving started up before Michaels could get around the bar. One of the guys fell over a chair, hitting the hard wood floor with angry crash. His face was beet red as he worked his way up to retaliate. Michaels jumped in between the two men. “Alright, knock it off, or take it outside!” He barked in his commanding voice.


    The one that had fallen pushed his chest into Michaels’ hand, still seething. “You piece of shit it’s a football game. We’re just having some fun.”


    “Real fucking funny asshole!” the other guy yelled back.


    Michaels didn’t know what the fight was about, he didn’t care. But he wasn’t going to let these drunk fools trash Judge Sr’s place.


    “Hey! I don’t care. Just shut up and sit down. Or leave.” Michaels looked them both in the eye.


    “Who the hell are you? You can’t throw me out.” The shorter one argued.


    “No. But I can.” Judge Sr. said with a weary voice. He looked tired, like the ruckus had woke him. He was leaning heavily on a cane as he peered down at them from the upstairs railing.


    “Go on back in your room old man, I’m not about to -”


    Before the guy could utter another word Michaels reared back and drove his right fist into that disrespectful bastard’s mouth. It hurt like a sonofabitch, since his knuckles were still swollen from earlier. But the adrenaline and liquor coursing through his veins allowed him to block it out. The guy staggered back into the wall, bending over to spit out the blood pooling in his mouth. There were loud gasp and curses from the onlookers as Michaels shook out his fist. “Have some respect.” He hissed at the man.


    The guy looked him up and down like he was debating on if should do more and Michaels quickly made his mind up for him. “Outside.” Michaels growled.


    The guy yanked his jacket and keys off a table and headed out the door with Michaels hot on his heels. He heard Linda before he got to the door. “Austin, please don’t.”


    He smiled curtly, trying to show he had everything under control. “It’s okay, Linda. I’m just gonna make sure he leaves. Stay inside, please.” He added politely and left out the door.


    The guy had rolled up the sleeves of his flannel shirt like he was getting ready to do some damage to him. Michaels wanted to laugh. This was going to be cathartic. Work, Justin, his dad, his bosses, and Judge had been slowly driving him insane this week. He needed to release all this pent up anger, disappointment… and loneliness. He wouldn’t put the guy in the hospital, he’d just teach him a quick lesson is all. Three hits max… and maybe a kick or two. Several of the bystanders had already driven away not wanting to witness anything, but a few of the guys who enjoyed a good blood sport stayed back for the main event.


    “You don’t want none of me.” The guy snarled cracking his knuckles.


    “Oh but I do.” Michaels grinned back.


    The two men met in the middle and Michaels played around with him first to feel him out. This guy wasn’t a lightweight either. He must’ve been a trucker because he had thick thighs and strong forearms. Michaels dodged a sloppy right but the left uppercut caught him in the corner of his chin. He blamed that on the alcohol or else he would’ve dodged that blow too. Michaels threw a backhand with his right and drew his left back ready to clean this guy’s clock when his arm was hooked by a thick forearm. He looked back to curse whoever the muscle was that intervened and came eye to eye with Judge’s angry charcoal glare.


    Michaels tried to pull his arm away but Judge had a vice grip on it and he used it to yank Michaels into him, his sweet breath ghosting across his face. “I said no fighting. I said no attention.” Judge snarled against his ear before pulling Michaels towards the front doors and pushing him hard in his back until he was fully inside.


    Judge turned back towards the rowdy crowd and barked an angry, “We’re closed!” before slamming the door shut. When Michaels saw Judge’s father still at the top of the stairs, looking tired and stressed, he could barely form his words to even apologize. He plopped down in one of the chairs feeling like the world’s biggest jackass. Then to make matters worse, Linda quickly hustled over with a warm rag and a bag of ice, carefully placing it on his battered hand.


    “Linda. I’m so sorry. I’m fine, really.” He frowned, feeling shittier. “I can do it. Don’t let me take you away from what you were doing. Please.”


    “Are you okay, Austin?” She said softly. Her eyes looked full of worry and concern. Michaels thought of his own mother. God, how horrified would it be for her to see him get into some crazy bar fight that could’ve been avoided? Should’ve been avoided.


    “Yes. I promise. I’m fine.” Michaels tried to assure her.


    “The hell he is!” Judge yelled.


    “Son, calm down, he was actually sticking up for -”


    “Pop, what are you doing out of bed? Please go back and lie down and rest, I’ll handle this?” Judge lowered his voice talking to his dad, but the daggers he shot with his eyes at Michaels revealed his true manner.


    “JJ it’s not what -”


    “Dad. I understand. Go back and rest, please.” Judge again cut his father off and didn’t stop watching him until his father finally walked off slowly. He gently grasped Linda’s elbow and helped her up from her chair. “Linda, why don’t you go up and make sure he gets back to sleep okay?”


    “Okay, JJ.” She said nervously, looking back at Michaels. “You boys be good. I’ll see you in the morning.”


    “Goodnight.” Michaels said, his head still down.


    “Austin, thank you for not letting them trash the place.” She added before she went upstairs.


    Michaels was glad she tried to hurry up and throw that tidbit in for good measure, but he didn’t think Judge cared one way or the other how everything started, only that Michaels didn’t end it quickly.


    He picked up his icepack and rag and headed upstairs deciding to ignore the storm standing and brewing directly over his head. By the time he got upstairs to the guestroom door Judge was right there, pushing in behind him and slamming the door shut. Closing them tight into the semi-dark room.


    “Hey, Shhh. Don’t slam the door.” Michaels frowned.


    Judge’s huge arm was around his neck and over his throat in the blink of an eye. He dropped his icepack and wrestled with Judge’s strong forearm that was just barely constricting his airway. Judge spun him, pushing him chest first into the wall. Michaels could feel Judge’s heartbeat thundering against his back. He understood the guy was mad but they didn’t have to go to this. “Let me go.” Michaels croaked.


    “What’s with you, huh?” Judge’s hot breath panted against his ear. “Cops are supposed to keep the peace.”


    “Fuck you.”


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Sixteen


    Judge pushed until there wasn’t an inch of space between their bodies. Michael’s cheek was pressed against the unyielding wall, his bloody hand splayed out against the dull white surface, trying unsuccessfully to push Judge off of him but he wasn’t budging.


    “Leave it to God to send me out here with a fuckin’ loose cannon.”


    Michaels’ chest heaved pressed against the wall. His breathing was ragged and erratic. “You gonna run tell him you can’t handle me. From what I’d heard your methods are a little unorthodox too.”


    “Difference between me and you sweetheart is that I know when I need to fight.” Judge kept his arm around Michaels’ sweaty chest and reached down with his other hand and gripped the large bulge pressing against those hard jeans. “And I know when I need to fuck.”


    “Ahhh, shit. Stop.” Michaels damn near begged.


    “No.” Judge rubbed that rigid length harder, keeping it slow, letting it build. He knew the wild man needed it whether he wanted to admit it or not. His own eyes fluttered when he got a good feel of what Michaels was packing in those sexy jeans. A cock just as thick and long as his own. Fuck. He needed to feel it. Shit. This was supposed to be about Michaels… not him. Michaels let loose a seductive moan that had Judge growling, popping open those pants button and yanking the zipper down. He roughly dug inside the tight boxer briefs and freed Michaels’ scorching cock, suppressing his urge to spin the man around and drop to his knees for a better view. Silky smooth skin that burned in his large fist. Why was he so fucking hot… literally?


    “Damn you.” Michaels hissed, pushing his hips forward.


    Judge pushed more of his weight against Michaels’ strong back, driving his own erection against that firm ass. “Damn you too… now come.” Judge said through clenched teeth. He spit in his palm and rubbed the moisture over Michaels’ dick head and stroked him with purpose. Setting an aggressive, abusive rhythm.


    “No.” Michaels half moaned half growled back.


    “Do you think I can’t make you, wild one. I promise I can.” Judge licked behind Michaels’ ear, drawing a strangled breath from him. He took his sugarcane out and tossed in the trash. “Cuz if not, I’d love the challenge.”


    “Get off me. Is this a joke?” Michaels snarled.


    “Does it sound like I’m laughing?” Judge ground himself against Michaels’ ass again, content with taking a little for himself too. “Does it feel like a joke?” His dick was hard and aching behind his own zipper. It was torturous and dangerous. Honestly this shit was getting exciting. He was pissed at first about the fight, but now things were getting interesting. The fiery detective had many layers to him that Judge was going to enjoy unveiling little by little. Judge slowed his stroke. Relished the length and girth Michaels was blessed with. No wonder that punk bastard was begging in that email. Goddamn. It’d been a long damn time since he’d enjoyed a thick cock up - …. No. Fuck no!


    Michaels bucked in his arms, jolting Judge out of his thoughts. Squeezing tighter, Judge worked him from base to tip, twisting the cap before going back down and repeating. Michaels shuddered and cursed in his arms, letting his head fall back on Judge’s shoulder. If he turned his head, he could kiss that course cheek, rub his mouth and nose all the way down that alluring smell of testosterone, sweat and bitterness that clung to Michaels, and bite him hard on that stubborn jaw that he liked to jut out in defiance.


    He could feel how close Michaels was, like he’d accepted defeat of this round. His hands were still braced against the wall, those swollen, bruised knuckles a testament that he’d put up a good fight, but he was no longer pushing. His taut body had gone lax and his jaw slack, panting in rhythm with Judge’s stroking. Oh god, the expression on his face… frowning in deep concentration to take what he needed.


    He’s fuckin’ beautiful. Jesus.


    “Judge. Make me come.” Michaels whispered so painfully that it made Judge turn his head to witness the bliss he was getting ready to give this bruised man in his arms. He increased the speed of his fist, the slicking sound obscene in the small dark room. Michaels was leaking for him, aching, pleading for him. For him to do what he promised. Judge buried his nose at the base of Michaels’ throat and squeezed his eyes shut, damn he couldn’t watch. He ground his hips forward at the same time he pulled Michaels back into him. “Fuuuuck.” Did that come from him? He wasn’t even sure, his own head was probably spinning as hard as the man he held.


    He hadn’t noticed Michaels had taken his hands off the wall until he felt them pulling at his belt, quickly unbuckling it and pulling at the button on his leathers. He should stop him but something beyond his comprehension held him back from doing so. Michaels may be drunk and doped up on rage but he was focused on what he wanted and by the way those fingers were working, he wanted Judge’s dick… now. With one hand he worked to free Judge and with his other hand he pulled the back of his jeans and briefs down, revealing a pale, round, furry ass to Judge’s already hazy vision. Oh my god. With his forehead on Michaels shoulder he watched his zipper get pulled down and his cock yanked free. Damn if the warmth from Michaels calloused palm didn’t make him stagger. They both moaned in ecstasy while he fought to regain control, pushing forward again, flushing them back against the wall. Michaels didn’t stroke Judge’s cock for long but what he did to him next made his eyes cross. Michaels arched his back and nestled Judge’s hard pulsing length in the crack of his ass and rocked back and forth, aggressively grinding him extremely close to orgasm while he alternated thrusting his cock into Judge’s palm. Strong arms snaked behind his head, clasping around his neck using him as leverage.


    How had he lost the upper hand so quickly? His dick jerked and wept like it had found the happiest place on earth. He was gonna come but he’d be damned if he did it before Michaels. He dropped his arm from around Michaels’ chest and gripped him on his hip, using it to slam that sexy ass back into him while he jerked him fast with the other. He felt Michaels’ dick jump in his fist and knew it was time. Good because he was past time. “Fuckin’ come.” He hissed, snapping his hips forward at the same time he squeezed the head of Michaels’ dick. He went down on that length one more time, squeezed hard, twisted his palm and shot his fist back up, wrenching the first spurt of hot come from it. Yesssss. Michaels grunted with the next spurt and worked his ass hard against Judge’s aching dick. The sounds he made were delicious and wicked. Sounds he’d never heard a man make. Still masculine but erotic as hell. Not ashamed to show Judge that he’d pleased him.


    It wasn’t supposed to happen but Judge lost it. He lost his load all over that sweet, taut ass. His orgasm dancing to Michaels’ sexy song he sang for him. Damn it was good, one of the best he’d had and he didn’t even penetrate him. Judge was shaky on his feet. He held Michaels close to his body while they rode out their orgasms, both of them drunk off each other. Dropping his hands down, Michaels slumped back against the wall, dead on his feet, like he could sleep right there. Judge groaned and rotated his neck. He’d done his job. Michaels was calm and completely satisfied… for now.


    He couldn’t imagine the marks they’d have on their bodies by morning because Michaels’ was squeezing the hell out of his neck as he writhed shamelessly against Judge’s dick and he’d gripped and pulled on Michaels in every way his damp skin would allow.


    He looked down at his come dripping down Michaels’ ass, slicking the fine light-colored hairs to that hot skin. The power that flooded his mind made him dizzy. He thought to get a towel to clean him up but quickly changed his mind. Let him wear his essence all night. With one arm still wrapped around Michaels’ chest, he walked him over to the neatly made full-sized bed and dropped him down, face first on it. He pulled off his boots for him and pushed his legs up on the bed. He was asleep, already. He watched the serenity glaze across his handsome face as he drifted into a peaceful sleep. He’d put that look there. Why did he want to climb into bed next to him? Lay with him… hold him. Judge didn’t do romance. He shook his head and tucked his cock back into his pants. Light snores reached him as he turned out the tiny lamp on the side of the bed.


    “Until tomorrow wild one.” He whispered, closing the door behind him.


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Seventeen


    Michaels groaned and stretched as his eyes slowly opened and adjusted to his strange surroundings. The window was covered with a sheer white panel and the sunlight that was currently blinding him reminded him that he was in Florida. In Florida with - ” Oh no. Last night’s memories flooded him like a tsunami. He’d been tipsy, but not drunk. He remembered it all, every single mind-blowing-intense-erotic-second of it. Well if he wasn’t sure before the crusty substance on his back was a clear indication. Asshole. Could’ve got a rag.


    Michaels stood and cracked his neck and back. He felt wrung dry. What was the deal with Judge? Talk about your mixed signals. Straight men didn’t jerk off other men no mattered how wired up they were so it was obvious he was gay or bi. But who cares. If Judge wanted the job of relieving his stress than he was hired. Fuck it. Judge would be out of his life in a matter of days, a week tops. What’s the harm in mixing a little business with pleasure?


    He checked his cell phone and saw it was just after eight. Damnit. What time was Judge getting on the road? They should be halfway to Miami by now. Surely the man wasn’t considerate enough to let him sleep in. Michaels saw his bag had been placed just inside the door. He got out his toiletries and quietly made his way to the bathroom at the end of the hall.


    Showering and dressing quickly, he made sure to strip the linen, fold them neatly and place them at the foot of the bed. He also made sure he had everything before making his way downstairs to find Judge. When he got to the landing he heard Linda’s voice. She was crying.


    “He has good and bad days, JJ. This is going to be a bad one.” She sniffled again before continuing. “I fear they are going to be a lot more frequent.”


    “I could come back here. Help you and pop.” Judge’s deep voice was laden with sadness.


    Michaels felt like he was eavesdropping but he didn’t move.


    “No JJ. Absolutely not.” Linda said sternly. “That’s not your job.”


    “Yes it is.”


    “No.” She scolded. “Your job is getting the scum off the streets. That’s what you love. Not bartending in a rowdy run-down bar.” The sigh he heard was sad and tired. “It’s high time we think of closing, honey. You’re father doesn’t like the idea but we don’t have a choice. We need to sell while we can.”


    “I’m sorry, Linda.” Judge said softly.


    “Oh honey. It’s God’s plan. You’re father ran this place for over fifty years. Successfully. There’s nothing to be sorry for. You’ve been a good son, JJ. A beautiful son to me when I couldn’t have my own. I’m thankful every -”


    Michaels came around the corner and cleared his throat. He had no right to continue to listen. Judge looked shocked at first but his lip quirked up a little in the corner before he narrowed his eyes at him. “Um, good morning, Linda.”


    “Austin. Did you sleep well? How’s your hand.” She shuffled around Judge’s large frame to get to him. She lifted his hand and lightly traced her petite fingertips overtop of the bruises. “Did you put some antibacterial ointment on them?”


    Michaels gently extracted his hand, patting hers. “I just showered so I’m sure they’re clean. It’s fine, I promise.”


    She smiled sweetly. “Oh okay. I hope Judge Jr. wasn’t too hard on you last night.”


    Michaels looked up at Judge over Linda’s head. His eyes twinkling with amusement. “Oh yes mam. He was very hard.”


    Judge’s jaw clamped down on that sweet stick in his mouth. He swallowed stiffly, his large Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat. His eyes were dark and fierce, looking like he promised retribution for the double innuendo Michaels threw at him.


    Linda turned and swatted Judge on his arm. “JJ. I told you to be nice.” She admonished heading back downstairs. “You boys come on, you can eat before you get on the road.”


    Judge stood tall and gestured for Michaels to walk ahead of him. “You didn’t get a good enough view of my ass last night?” He whispered on his way by.


    Judge grabbed his arm and pulled him back to him. “No. But I will.”


    They ate a hearty breakfast of Pecan French toast, hash brown casserole, fried ham slices, and scrambled eggs. Michaels was so full he wanted to go back to sleep. “Jesus, Linda. I hope I don’t have to chase anyone today. I’m so full. Everything was delicious. Haven’t had a breakfast like that in years. Thank you.” He said wiping his mouth after another gulp of orange juice.


    Linda blushed at the compliment. “You’re welcome anytime, sweetie.”


    Judge was finished eating and doing the breakfast dishes even though Linda tried to push him away from the sink. She was no match for him and Judge clearly enjoyed teasing her. It was a nice side of him to see. He was glad Judge brought him here. It didn’t mean anything significant because it was obvious Judge had stopped in because he had a job Linda needed him to do. The water heater was fixed, now they had to get moving.


    They had a cup of coffee with Linda, talking with her about nothing in particular. She mostly asked Michaels questioned about his life in Atlanta. “You and Judge are so similar.”


    “Linda.” Judge groaned.


    “What?” She shrugged innocently.


    Judge gave her a look and Michaels couldn’t help but laugh. “Linda. Is it okay if I say goodbye to Judge Sr.?”


    Linda smiled sadly. “Sure. He should be finished with his breakfast by now. Let me check.”


    Michaels put his cup in the sink and stood there staring out the window at Bookem walking around sniffing random things. He heard Judge’s chair scrape against the worn linoleum. He could feel his heat behind but he didn’t turn around. Were things going to be awkward now? He hoped not. He didn’t do awkward.


    “You don’t have to say bye to him.” Judge mumbled.


    Michaels spun around, his face frowned with confusion. “Why the hell wouldn’t I? I enjoyed meeting him and he and Linda were more than hospitable. You don’t want me to say ‘it was a pleasure meeting you, sir. Take care.’ What the fuck?”


    Judge looked chastised. “No. I didn’t mean it like that. Never mind.”


    Linda came back in the room. “Okay. You can go on up.”


    He cut his eyes at Judge before he left. Taking the stairs to the third level, he tapped lightly on the open door, announcing himself. “Good morning, sir.”


    Judge Sr. was still in his pajamas with a long checkered robe cinched tight over top of them. He was sitting in a recliner in front of a regular sized television watching Good Morning America. He looked tired but the smile he gave Michaels stretched across his face and radiated through his eyes. “Hey there, slugger.”


    Michaels laughed coming to sit across from him in the matching love seat. It was a cozy apartment. Clean and well-lived in. It was very clear Linda took good care of him. He wondered briefly what it’d be like to grow old with someone, to be there with you in your final days. They should all be so lucky. But that kind of thing… that kind of love was rare. He wasn’t sure if he’d have or if he even deserved it.


    “Judge and I are going to be getting on the road soon. I wanted to make sure to tell you that it was a pleasure meeting you and your wife.”


    Judge Sr. smirked before he responded, “Linda’s not my wife. We’ve been together twenty-one years but I never remarried after I lost JJ’s mother.”


    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to assume.” Michaels clarified.


    He waved a shaky hand dismissively. “That’s alright. I was a fool. It’s too late now though. My days are numbered. But, I know she’ll be right there till the end.”


    Michaels was uncomfortable now. “That’s what’s most important right?”


    Eyes exactly like Judge’s stared long and hard at him like he was seeing right through him. Michaels squirmed in his seat diverting his eyes away to something on the television.


    “Yeah. That’s important. It’s important to JJ too, even though he won’t admit it to himself. He doesn’t want to be alone. No one does. He’s not going to be easy to catch, Austin.”


    “Sir, um. I’m not sure -” Michaels rubbed the back of his neck, not sure what to say. How’d he even know Michaels was gay? Nevertheless. He didn’t want to go there with Judge’s father. They weren’t a couple. Hell, they weren’t even a thing. Busting one nut on his ass didn’t give Judge claim to a damn thing. Besides they’d never work. Both of them had shitty attitudes and we’re pretty stuck in their ways.


    “It’s alright.” Judge Sr. smiled in that way old people did when they knew they were right and couldn’t wait to prove the young fool wrong. “I’ll let you boys figure it out.”


    “Figure what out.” Judge’s bass timbre slid up Michaels’ spine and vibrated his chest. He turned and saw him leaning in the doorway looking commanding and in control lazily chewing on that sugarcane. Looking as commanding as he did last night. Fuck. He couldn’t think about that right now. Couldn’t think of the seared hand print that had been left on his hip, or look too hard and see the red marks he’d left on Judge’s thick neck. He couldn’t think about last night at all because his soft well-worn jeans wouldn’t conceal his hard cock.


    Michaels noticed Judge had ditched the leathers for all black fatigue pants and a jet black t-shirt. His gold bounty hunters star was back around his neck. Gone was the loving son, back was the cold, stubborn, heartless Judge that he’d come to know. “Nothing.” Michaels answered Judge. He turned back to Judge Sr. “Again, thank you for the hospitality.”


    Judge Sr. held out his hand and it shook so bad he could barely hold it up. He saw the sadness in the old man’s eyes. “Parkinsons.” Michaels said softly, grasping Judge Sr.’s hands in both of his, holding it tight.


    Judge Sr. solemnly nodded his head but he didn’t talk, maybe he couldn’t right now.


    Michaels squeezed a little tighter and the man looked up at him in surprise. Like he appreciated Michaels not treating him like a fragile piece of China. “Take care, Sir.” He let his hand go slowly and turned to leave.


    “Be safe out there, son.”


    Michaels looked up at Judge as he was leaving. “I was talking to you, Austin.”


    Michaels and Judge both turned to look at his father. “Yes, sir,” was all he could get out. His throat was tight. Judge Sr. had called him ‘son.’ In front of his son. It may have been nothing but the look Judge gave him… it was something.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Eighteen


    Judge watched Michaels hold his dad’s hand like he was special. Saw him look him in his eyes and wish him well. It was probably safe to say that Michaels wouldn’t see his father alive again. Judge had a feeling Michaels knew it too, the way he quietly spoke his father’s disease into the air. Somehow Michaels had said goodbye to his father without making it sound hurtful or morbid and he appreciated it more than he could voice.


    Judge was still standing in the door when Michaels walked up to him. He needed to move, should move, but he didn’t. He could smell him, smell the clean, handsome scent that was so attractive to him. Michaels had several scents. He’d also liked the way he’d smelled last night after his fight. The heady scent of his anger and bitterness, the tangy taste of his rage when he’d licked his neck. He had a different scent when he’d surrendered himself to him last night. Oh god. It smelled alluring and addictive. Judge just wished he could’ve been in that room this morning when Michaels woke up smelling just like him.


    Michaels stepped in closer, tilting his head just slightly to look in Judge’s eyes. They watched each other for a few seconds but Judge didn’t know what was exchanging between them. When Michaels put his palm on the flat of Judge’s hard stomach, he gasped at the heat. His cheek grazed the side of his beard when he leaned and spoke in a soothing tone, “Take your time. I’ll be out front.”


    Judge nodded once. That sure hand slipped away and Judge closed his eyes. What the hell was getting himself into? He knew the rules. Just follow the fuckin’ rules, Judge. Don’t get suckered back -


    “Son.”


    Judge startled opening his eyes. He tried to sound upbeat when he responded, “Hey, pop. How are you feeling now?”


    “Son.” His father looked at him with watery eyes. “Don’t push this one away, son. He’s good for you. Strong and confident… just like you.”


    “Dad. I’m not doing that again.” Judge shook his head, no. He wouldn’t, couldn’t. This time, it’d kill him.


    His dad gripped his hand tightly, tighter than he had in months. “He’s not like Brent, JJ.”


    “Don’t.” Judge growled. Don’t mention that name. No one mentions that name. The name of the one man that held his heart and then died and took it to the grave with him.


    “You don’t. Don’t give up, JJ. Austin is here. Here now, with you. I know if you touch his heart, there’s nothing he won’t do for you.”


    “Will he live forever?” Judge whispered, standing to go to the window. He couldn’t breathe. Why was his father doing this? After all this time. They should be talking about things that mattered right now. As much as Judge hated to admit it, they didn’t have much time left. He wouldn’t waste their precious moments talking about a ten year old ghost or useless attempts at new love.


    “He’s a fighter, son.”


    “Who you telling? He’s a tomcat.” Judge pfftd.


    “Yes, I do like him.” Judge Sr. smiled fondly.


    Judge shook his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe you, Pop. This guy comes in here for twenty-four hours and you try to convince me he’s my goddamn soul mate. I probably could’ve brought RuPaul in here and you’d tell me to go for it.”


    “Don’t be a wiseass.” His dad snapped.


    Judge put his hands up in placation. “I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. You want to see me settled down before you… before…”


    “Say it, son. Before I die.”


    Judge braced his hands on the windowsill, his knuckles turning white from the pressure. “It’s not gonna happen. I’m not gonna fall in love with him.” Was he trying to convince his father or himself?


    “He’s a warrior, JJ. But no one can live forever, son. But I know that Austin won’t go early and he won’t go without a serious fight.”


    Judge huffed. This was going nowhere. “I gotta get on the road, Pop. I’ll finish this job up in a few days and then I’ll be back okay.”


    His dad watched him for a few moments before sighing a weary, “Okay, JJ.”


    Judge kissed Linda one more time and promised he’d be back very soon. Outside he saw Michaels throw a tattered tennis ball out into the field and waited for Bookem to run and get it. He ran back to him and dropped the ball in his hand. Michaels rumpled his scruff and then threw it out again. Bookem was really enjoying the playtime and he hated to interrupt it but they were on a schedule.


    ********


    Judge looked he was truly warring with his nicotine addiction if the way he was chewing the hell out of that sugarcane was any indication. Michaels could see the stress and tension flowing like waves off of Judge. Like the mirage of wavy lines when heat rose off the searing asphalt. It was choking both of them. He wanted to talk about last night, he wanted to talk about Judge Sr., was his disease genetic or onset by some toxin, he just wanted to talk to Judge.


    “Hey. You want to talk about it?” Michaels said after a half hour of riding in silence.


    The snarl that curled up Judge’s lip, warned Michaels of the tongue lashing he was about to get in three, two, -


    “No, I don’t want to fuckin’ talk about it. Talk about what? If I did want to talk why the hell do you think I’d want to talk to you? Oh I forgot, because you think you know every goddamn thing!” Judge’s voice rose an octave with every sentence. He glared at him before angrily yanking his sugarcane out of his mouth and threw it out the window.


    Damn. He knew when to take his cue to shut the fuck up. Any other time Michaels would’ve checked a man in his mouth for talking to him like that but he somewhat understood Judge. His father was dying. Maybe Judge was losing his best friend. Michaels had no clue what that was like. He had a healthy father and mother. He had friends. His team was like a band of brothers, no matter how annoying they could be, he trusted them. Judge had very little. But it wasn’t his problem and Judge clearly didn’t want Michaels to make it his either. Few more days and they were done.


    Michaels hoped his face didn’t reveal how much Judge’s words stung. He turned away and went back to watching the landscape fly by at seventy miles per hour. They had about another four hours to go before they got to Miami. Vikki had made them reservations under her name at the Pink Flamingo with a room that had a perfect angle to watch their prime targets house. He prayed Switch was there or either very close because Michaels was ready to go back home.


    He heard Judge sigh about another thirty minutes later. “Look. I didn’t mean -”


    “Save it.” Michaels snapped quickly cutting off whatever Judge felt he needed to say. It was foolish of him to think he and Judge could be cordial. “You don’t need to say anything. It’s your life, your problems. It was stupid of me to try to talk to you… don’t worry… it won’t happen again.”


     When Judge pulled into a truck stop off the Florida Turnpike twenty miles before their exit, Michaels grunted in annoyance. He’d been reading his book the last few hours and it was just enough to keep him from snapping. He wanted out of this truck. He wanted away from this bipolar motherfucker. Michaels still reeled from how Judge had talked to him. Especially after last night. No, they hadn’t made love, but Judge definitely did something... made him feel something he hadn’t felt in a long time. He felt challenged. Judge probably liked cute little hairless, submissive twinks, with their waxed, pink assholes and their shaved balls. Ugh. Gross.


    Michaels powerwalked away from Judge, ignoring him calling out to him. He tore past the visitor’s center, the small deli and straight to the bathroom. That whole line of thinking was making him reel. This assignment could not have been more of a clusterfuck. Why-oh-why didn’t he listen to Day and not do this? Because no one listens to Day. Fuck. His skin was feeling like tight, like his insides were expanding. His chest inhaled and exhaled rapidly as he paced back and forth by the shower stalls. He wanted… no needed to punch something. He snapped out and swung his right hand as if he had a formidable opponent in front of him. He wondered for a second, if he beat the shit out of Judge, would Bookem bite him.


    He clenched his fist in and out trying unsuccessfully to calm down. Who was he even mad at? Shit. Judge wasn’t his boyfriend or lover, what did it matter how he treated him? There was a nerve or this tangible thing inside him battling with his sanity. He’d never been so full of anger than he had in the last couple months and it was driving him crazy. People were starting to notice too. He had to get himself in order. He drew a breath in and walked over to the sink to splash some water on his face. It was cold and refreshing to his heated skin but as soon as he stopped pouring water over him, he was burning up again. Oh this wasn’t good. This was not good at all. If he didn’t figure this out, ‘loose cannon’ was going to be the gross understatement of the year to describe him.


    Michaels ran water over his hair too, shaking the short strands, making them appear spiky and wild all over his head. As soon as he turned around Judge was walking in. Great. He pulled a few paper towels off the roll and wiped at his wet face. His heart was still beating rapidly but he tried to tamp down his excitement. Conceal it.


    “You done with your temper tantrum?” Judge grinned.


    This so wasn’t a good time to tease him. Michaels bared his teeth, his anger pouring off of him like monoxide gas. He glared back at Judge, his chin tucked against his panting chest. His fist unconsciously balled up at his sides. Judge stroked his beard watching him as maybe a bear would watch a lion. Both dominant and territorial. Not natural enemies but damn sure not friends.


    “I see.” Judge said coolly, one hundred percent composed, and damn if that didn’t piss Michaels off even more. “You want to fight again.”


    “Leave.” Michaels snarled.


    Judge slowly closed the distance between them. “It’s me you want to fight? You sure about that? Think long and hard before you come to that conclusion.”


    Michaels turned back towards the sink. He gripped the cool surface feeling like he could rip it out of the wall. He heard Judge’s footsteps, he didn’t try to sneak up on him. He was bold and daring. As soon as that thick palm gripped his neck, Michaels pivoted and threw his elbow up but Judge blocked it easily like he was prepared for it. He hooked his arm in the crook of Michaels elbow taking that hand out of the fight. Blinding red and white lights flashed in front of his eyes. Fury. He didn’t have a chance to do anything else before Judge’s other hand gripped his bicep and squeezed, preventing him from taking a swing with his right. Now with both of his arms under control, Judge flung them backwards into the large handicap stall and barricaded him up against the wall with his bulk. Michaels struggled in the tight hold and Judge bit him hard on his neck.


    “Ow! You motherfucker! Don’t do that again, if you know what’s good for you!” Michaels yelled.


    Judge did him the same as last night. He used his brawn to pin him down, that thick beard scrubbed across Michaels cheek while Judge growled and nuzzled him angrily, barking against the side of his face, “Calm the fuck down!”


    Judge slowed his breathing. His hands began to loosen but he didn’t let Michaels’ go. He felt Judge’s hot breath on his neck and it made his temperature spike to sweltering. “I’m going to let your hands go now. Don’t you even fuckin’ think about hitting me.”


    Judge carefully released Michaels’ hands but he didn’t get out of his space. He kept them chest to chest, cheek to cheek, groin to groin. Michaels dropped his arms to his sides not trusting to put his hands anywhere on Judge. But it appeared the big man didn’t have that problem. Judge slowly massaged his hands up Michaels’ arms until he got to his shoulders. Those thick hands kneaded his muscles there until he got to the tight skin around his throat. Judge’s hands clamped around him and Michaels’ eyes went wide. Automatically he clasped his hands around Judge’s forearms. Judge pulled back and looked him in the eye before he dipped his knees and leaned in to his throat licking a slow, slick path up to his chin, stopping just before he got to his lips. “Your rage taste so fuckin’ good to me.” Judge jerked Michaels’ belt open and shoved his pants down until they were at his knees.


    The first touch to his cock was like a jolt of lightning. He wanted to fight this, fight Judge, fight what he was doing to him but with every stroke from the tip of his cock to the base, a little more of the fight fled from him.


    “You fuckin’ bastard.” Michaels hissed. He trembled against that hard body pressed against him. He didn’t know if it was the extreme way the cortisol from the fight that had flooded his system was now replaced with chemicals that were released during orgasm that had him feeling high, but he closed his eyes and shuddered hard as his release got closer. He berated his traitorous cock. How had Judge overtaken him so quickly? He couldn’t let him have this control over him. His anger was his and his alone. His orgasm was building fast and he shoved and pushed at Judge’s chest.


    “Stop it.” Judge snarled. He had to take his hand off Michaels cock in order to hold him. Those soft lips were pressed against the shell of his ear. “Michaels are you just mad at the world? Or are you mad at me?”


    “Get off me. You hate me, right? You don’t want to talk, you don’t want shit to do with me. So get the fuck off me.” Michaels jerked out of Judge’s hold but he didn’t try to get past him to the door. Judge’s mouth was right there. So close to his. He wanted to kiss him hard. Punish him. Hated how much he did.


    Judge didn’t back up. Instead he used the back of his hand and drug it across Michaels’ cock. “I don’t hate you.” He whispered. “I killing me how much I don’t hate you.”


    The door to the bathroom slammed open. Michaels heard a couple men come in talking to each other about the traffic. Judge quietly closed and locked their stall while Michaels put his deflating cock back in his pants. The men were only a few stalls down, hopefully they didn’t bother looking around. He was pretty sure if those guys found two men in a stall together it wasn’t going to be fun.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Nineteen


    Michaels was going to be the death of him. This dude had some serious anger management problems. Judge knew all about those problems. Angry with everything, everyone. He knew he hadn’t helped with blowing up at Michaels like that for no reason, especially after he’d been so nice to his family. But Michaels had retreated into his rage before he could even apologize. He knew the wild detective was pissed but he hadn’t been prepared for what he’d seen when he came into the men’s room. Barely controlled madness. Michaels’ nerves were frayed paper thin. But Judge knew exactly what to do. His cock was pulsing with excitement at what he needed to do.


    He had Michaels where he wanted him. Relaxed and compliant against that wall until those idiots busted in. Now they were standing there face to face, waiting on two men to take the longest piss in history. Michaels licked his lips, drawing Judge’s attention down to his mouth. He seriously had him reconsidering his firm no kissing rule. He ran the pad of thumb along that plump bottom lip, feeling it quiver against his touch. Michaels’ eyes closed briefly before focusing back on him. That’s right. Eyes on me, gorgeous. He wanted to kiss him. Damnit. Follow the rules. Judge leaned in closer, their breaths mingling with each other. Kissing meant something, a lot could be said with a kiss. Kissing was intimate and personal. He veered to the side and sucked lightly on Michaels’ neck. It was beautiful how he arched to give him more room. He stayed there, licking and tasting until he heard the door close behind those men. Michaels groaned using Judge’s belt loops to pull them closer together.


    “I didn’t mean to snap at you.” Judge licked beneath Michaels’ ear. “I understand your urges. I truly do. I know the feeling of wanting to hit, to fight that anger out of you.” Judge scrubbed his beard against Michaels’ jaw, nuzzling and basking in that scent of furiousness before he ended with, “I just don’t want you to fight me.”


    “I don’t want to fight you.” Michaels confessed. “I don’t want to be angry.”


    “I know.”


    “I can’t fix it.”


    “I can.” Judge winked.


    “How?”


    “When we get to the hotel I’m going to show you.” Judge unlocked the stall and led them out of the bathroom. He couldn’t get to that damn hotel quick enough.


    When they were back in the truck Judge couldn’t help but notice how stiff Michaels was next to him. Surely his back was bunched up into a hundred knots and his neck was red, like if Judge reached over and touched him, he’d get burned. Although the cool air conditioning was on high and the interior was cool, Michaels had bead of sweat slowly licking down his temples into the course hairs on his chin. He was on the edge, ready to snap. Michaels fidgeted in his seat and gripped the door handle, his knuckles turning white as he squeezed the leather. Bookem wined sensing Michaels’ stress, rising up on his hunches, to stick his head in between the seats. Michaels exhaled shakily, reaching over to pat Book on his head.


    Judge drove at a moderate speed past Switch’s girlfriend’s house. A small one-story ranch style home with blue shutters. It was after six and there was only one light on in the front of the house. A red Toyota Corolla was parked in the driveway along with a broke down Chevy Impala. They’d already been notified that the woman drove and the Impala was registered to her but hadn’t been operational in months. They couldn’t stop in front of the house so they continued to their hotel which was sure enough just a small ways up the block. There was enough businesses and homes on the street for them to blend in. Judge took note of the black town car that was parked in a McDonald’s parking lot across from their hotel. There was a man inside that gave them a quick head nod while they waited in their turning lane.


    “That must be God’s Miami PD contact.” Michaels said. His voice was hoarse and gravelly.


    “Yeah. Text God and tell him to call him off.” Judge popped another sugar cane in his mouth. He didn’t feel the urge for a cigarette but he felt the need to have something to do with his mouth… his hands.


    Michaels pulled out his phone and quickly punched in a simple text. After Judge pulled around to the side, he told Michaels to go and check them in while he walked Bookem. Michaels looked a little calmer than he had back at the truck stop but still clearly wired. There wasn’t much around the side of the motel but there was a few bushes on the backside of the parking lot for Bookem to do his business. He saw Michaels walking along the open hallway, checking the numbers on each door. He used a keycard to open up room 325, three levels up. Judge locked eyes with him right before he went inside. Turning to look from the door, up the street to the girlfriends, it looked to be a good vantage point to do their surveillance. He stood outside a while longer trying to let Bookem get in some exercise before they got closed up in the room. His phone buzzed with a text notification. He had a quick fantasy that it was Michaels texting him to tell him to hurry up and come upstairs, that he was naked and waiting on him to fuck him right. But, when he pulled out his phone he saw it was a message from Duke. Shaking his head at his foolishness, he opened up the message.


    ‘you coming back anytime soon… got a job… a big one’


    Judge wasn’t sure why he didn’t respond right away, like he usually did. A big job, of course he wanted it. But the past couple days he’d been wanting something a little more than the next big job. He sighed and tucked his phone back in his pocket. What is up with me? Judge whistled for Bookem to come-on. They took the stairs to their floor and Judge saw that Michaels had left the door cracked for him. Well at least the room was a helluva lot more comfortable than that rat hole they’d been in the night before. The two queen sized beds looked comfortable with starch white sheets and a grey and white comforter folded in half. The television was nestled inside of huge armoire along with a several take out menus. There was also a small kitchenette equipped with a two-burner stove, dorm-style fridge and microwave. Too bad he couldn’t boil water. He scanned the rest of the minor amenities. It was nice. He wished he had an efficient assistant like God did, to take care of the little things when he was on the road.


    Judge dropped his bag on the side of the bed closet to the window. Bookem did his regular tour while Judge peeked out the window. The black town car was gone so now it was up to them to do the watching. The house was quiet, the Corolla still in the driveway. Later he’d walk Bookem up the street to get a better look at how many entrances there were to the home. See if Switch could slip into a back entrance or window without them noticing.


    The sound of the shower running quickly brought Judge out of his current thoughts. Michaels in the next room, naked and wet took precedence over anything else. He dug in his bag and retrieved some necessities before removing his shirt and his pants. He stood there in the door of the bathroom, watching the beautiful specimen behind the glass shower doors. He wasn’t washing anymore, he had both toned arms braced against the tile wall, with his head hanging low so the water could beat on his neck. If the steamy room was any indication, he had the water on as hot as he could stand it. Judge stripped out of his boxers, his heart beating wildly in his chest. What if Michaels fought him, didn’t want the kind of therapy his dick could provide? Well then, I’ll leave him alone. He pulled back one side of the doors but Michaels didn’t turn around which he took as a good sign. The shower was big enough for the both of them but Judge sealed himself to Michaels’ slick back, nestling his throbbing cock against his hot ass. He slammed the condom and lube on the soap holder directly in front of Michaels’ face. Symbolically telling him this was about to happen.


    Judge groaned his approval when Michaels spread his legs further apart. He began a lazy thrust against him, letting the steaming water run against his own back for a few seconds. He drug his hands up Michaels’ tight muscles in his arms until he got to the tips of his fingers. He linked their hands together keeping them against the wall. Michaels felt so good against him, his skin hot and flushed from the heat.


    “Tell me to go.” He whispered against Michaels’ neck before licking the water droplets off him.


    Michaels grunted when Judge thrust his stiff cock harder. The head of his dick was nudging Michaels’ tight balls, this time he ground his pelvis against him drawing a low moan from the man beneath him.


    “Tell me to go.” He said again, this time reaching down and grabbing a fist full of those aching balls in his palm. Judge rolled them around in his big hand. Michaels pushed his sweet ass back to meet his thrust and that was all the permission he needed. Right here. Right now.


    Judge licked and bit at the knots that had formed on the back of Michaels’ neck. He took his hand off the wall and began to knead him there with his knuckles. Relentlessly massaging him to the point of pain. He rubbed and worked those kinks until they began to loosen. Michaels rolled his head back and forth all while pushing his ass back against him. Jesus. He started to make those erotic sounds again the more Judge pushed against him. Michaels turned his head, leaning back in search of Judge’s mouth but he retreated behind him and kissed and licked at the base of his spine instead. He hoped it wasn’t obvious but Judge was already on edge when it came to the spirited detective. Kissing him would only cause more confusion. He didn’t’ want feelings getting into this.


    Judge got the lube from the holder and pumped a few dollops onto two fingers.


    “I don’t bottom.” Michaels said still clutching to the tiles for dear life, sounding winded and overwhelmed.


    “You do now.” Judge retorted his voice deep and dominant. He circled Michaels’ shy hole with both fingers. Not applying any pressure yet, just relaxing him. He looked down their bodies, loving the visual. Michaels pale ass was hot and red from the heat. His light colored hair was slick down against him, the hair in his seam was darker and so much of a turn on to him. He wanted to drop to his knees and taste him there, push his nose into him to see what he truly smelled like. Fuck. Maybe later. Judge used his middle finger first, nudging just slightly. Wanting… no needing… to make this satisfying for Michaels. As soon as he breached him, Michaels hissed and released a gust of breath.


    “Easy.” Judge murmured in his ear. Where was all the sentiments and crooning coming from? He slowly worked his middle finger in to the first knuckle, watching Michaels’ gorgeous face for any negative reactions. This was a first for Judge – in a very long time – that he’d taking his time, been more considerate of his partner than himself. Wanted it to be good, no great for him.


    “I’m not a goddamn doll. Fuck me.” Michaels snapped, pushing his ass back, taking in all of Judge’s finger.


    Oh yes. His guy was really getting restless now. All that energy bottled up inside with no outlet. Judge pressed in deep and rotated his finger loving the tightness and heat he encountered the furtherer he got inside him. He wanted nothing more than to bury his cock inside and lose himself in all that warmth but he wasn’t going to hurt him either. If the detective wasn’t used to bottoming, Judge would have to use some self-control.


    Michaels was angrily slamming his ass back on his palm and Judge took his other hand and slapped him hard on his ass cheek, the water making the hit sound even louder than it was. Michaels jerked from the blow, snapping his head around to glare at him with electric blue eyes. Judge used Michaels’ shoulder to push him back around to face the wall. With two slick fingers he pressed inside, until he met resistance. Right after his knuckles. Michaels’ legs tensed and his ass clenched around his two digits.


    “You sure you’re ready for my cock?” Judge chuckled against him. “I didn’t think so.”


    Michaels growled and gripped Judge on his hip. His strong fingers leaving a deep imprint on him. Judge bared his teeth and yanked Michaels’ hand off him, putting it back against the wall. “Don’t move it again.”


    “Fuck you.” Michaels barked back at him.


    Judge latched his mouth on to Michaels’ neck and sucked hard, hard enough to leave a dark, raised welt of skin. While he devoured Michaels’ throat he pushed in a third finger, pumping his hips in tandem with his fingers. As soon as he nudged that hot spot inside of him, Michaels yelled out into the steamy room. He bucked and cursed in Judge’s hold, going wild against him. Damn this was fun. Taming this wild man was going to be a challenge he’d never forget.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty


    Well he damn sure didn’t have to be a detective to piece together the clues that Judge didn’t kiss. Otherwise they would’ve slobbed each other down by now. The dark, neatly trimmed mustached that framed those plump light-colored lips called to him. Michaels loved to kiss, though he didn’t get the opportunity very often. When he saw his teammates kissing their men, he always found himself daydreaming, wishing. Damn, to make out like a teenager again. To kiss so heavily in a car until the windows fogged up. To rent a movie on a Friday night and before they get half way through it, he’s ravaged with a thick, hot tongue until the credits start to roll. What was so bad about it? It didn’t have to mean undying love, it was a form of foreplay, plain and simple. Judge was going to kiss him, one way or another.


    Judge dug in deep, hitting his prostrate again and Michaels thought his legs were going to give out. It’d been a while since he’s had a good prostrate massage, even longer since he’d bottomed. He didn’t mind it, he knew it felt amazing if done right, but the guys he’d screwed around with, never would’ve got it right. Justin had got it right a few times while they were in the academy, he was a natural at it. Michaels thought they really could’ve had something if Justin’s internal closet wasn’t so fucking small.


    He closed his eyes and breathed deep, sucking in the steam that whirled dramatically around them like dry ice. He was sweating like crazy. Judge’s hot hairy chest plastered to his back, his thick cock stabbing him in his ass cheek, his balls, all while he stretched him expertly with those thick fingers. Hands the size of a linebackers’ were easily able to control his erratic hips. Damn he was in need but he didn’t want to whine and he absolutely refused to beg. Just fuckin’ do it already.


    As if Judge picked up on his thoughts he reached in front of him and got the gold foil package from out of the soap container. Michaels’ pulse amped up and his chest rose and fell with every anxious breath. Jesus. He was going to let this big fucker pound his ass until he wasn’t… what… angry anymore? What was I thinking? Hell if he knew. Something about Judge called to him like no other man he’d encountered. Powerful, strong, controlling, a big ass bear of a man that eyes were as dark as charcoal when he was aroused. The type of man that was in his fantasy and now… was right here with him.


    The sound of latex on skin was scary and exhilarating. The thought of being penetrated again had him sweating profusely while a nervous chill racked his body. Judge’s sweetend breath was ghosting across his cheek, so close to his own lips that they twitched to turn and take what else he wanted. One thing at a time he guessed.


    “Take a deep breath.” Judge said quietly.


    “Shut up and just do it already.”


    Judge’s meaty hand was on his throat fast squeezing hard enough for him to get pissed… and hard as fucking sheet rock. He took one hand off the tile and grabbed at Judge’s thick forearm.


    “Put your hand back on the goddamn wall like I said.” Judge growled, harshly nipping the shell of his ear. It was almost embarrassing the way Michaels’ dick jerked and leaked from the commanding tone. Oh so slowly he slid his hand back up there with the other one. Judge waited completely still until he’d complied with the order. Michaels wanted to tuck his chin to his chest and growl himself but the fist around his throat was preventing it, the cock nudging against his tight hole was startling enough to change his mind.


    Judge’s hand opened a little and Michaels took in a deep breath, barely realizing it had been restricted. Damn his dick was so hard it was sore. He exhaled and then drew in another lungful and as soon as his chest was fully expanded, Judge snapped his strong hips forward, pushing the head of that cannon just past his ring of muscle. Michaels’ eyes slammed shut and he threw his head back against Judge’s wet shoulder stunned by the burn.


    “You were so angry at me earlier.” Judge grunted against his back. “You wanted to fight me, didn’t you?”


    Michaels didn’t know if he was supposed to answer that or not. He’d actually felt bad about it now. He was grown man not some adolescent bully.


    “Why fight, sweetheart, when we can do this instead.” Judge pushed in deeper, spreading his ass nice and wide.


    “Holy shit.” Michaels hissed. It wasn’t the pain so much as the burn. But hell if it didn’t set him on fire in a much better way than he’d felt in that truck stop bathroom. That type of heat coursing through him didn’t make him feel like this, didn’t make him feel alive. He knew the fire would soon extinguish in his channel but Judge was still pushing forward, inch by agonizing inch. “Fuckin’ bear dick.”


    Judge actually chuckled hoarsely against the side of his neck. “Yes. Just what you needed.” Judge kept one hand loose on his throat and his other gripped his hip and pulled him back onto the last couple of inches. “Ahhh. So damn deep, Michaels.”


    Hell fucking yeah it was deep. He felt impaled, like Judge could lift him off his feet and hang him on that thick pole. His eyes were still closed tight as he willed his body to try to relax, this wasn’t going to feel good otherwise.


    “Breathe.”


    Judge’s raspy voice sounded like he was struggling a little too. Michaels felt him pull out a few inches and slide back in just as slowly. He felt his eyes rolling behind his closed lids, the friction and the heat making him ache for something more. Judge inched out about half way and drove back in again. The burn was fading and the pleasure was spiking. He couldn’t stop the trembling, the adrenaline racing through his body of having this thick pipe inside him, one of the most intimidating men he’d ever met, behind him, losing himself along with him. “Damn.”


    “Mmmm. Take it all.” Judge spread one side of Michaels’ cheeks apart and drove ass deep as could, growling his approval when Michaels went up on his toes. He stood there on shaky legs, braced against flexed arms, being a passive lover. He was not a goddamn submissive, by no means. Judge’s cock was about to get a helluva ride. If this was supposed to be healing for him then he was going to get real proactive in his curing. Michaels reached over and turned off the taps, the water was getting colder and he was done with Judge’s hips slapping the water against his ass.


    Michaels wiped his eyes and turned to look down at Judge’s cock half way in his ass. Hell it was big, bigger than he’d taken, just a bit bigger than him. He reached between his legs and stroked his own meat, his fist tight and punishing. With the other he tugged on his balls. Judge pushed in again and his fist flew fast over his cockhead, bringing his orgasm front and center, chasing hit to the finish the line, until Judge grabbed both of his wrist and pulled them behind his back.


    “The hell?”


    “Don’t touch your cock until I say so.”


    “The fuck?” Michaels was baffled. If he thought he was giving Judge that much damn power than he was grossly mistaking. Yeah, he’d bottomed for him, but he was one bossy ass bottom.


    With his hands still behind his back, Michaels pivoted on one foot turning and pushing them until Judge’s back was against the tiles and Michaels was against his front sandwiching him. Before Judge could object to the new position, Michaels slammed his ass back against Judge’s pelvis, burying him deeper than before. Judge gasped and clamped his arm around Michaels’’ chest holding him close to him. “Ahhh, fuck!”


    Michaels inched forward just barely halfway before he slammed back again. The force was powerful, the sound of his ass slapping against Judge was hypnotic. So he chose a fast, heart-throbbing rhythm and got to work on his therapy. He used Judge’s dick like he owned. It was a head rush. Judge behind him, tall and brooding probably wondering when he’d lost the reigns. But, oh how good it felt. Like nothing ever. That hot, pulsing rod turning him fucking inside out. There was no anger, no feuding, no one he could think of that he had a score to settle with. There was only pleasure. Immense fucking mind-blowing pleasure.


    ********


    You little arrogant bastard. Mouth slack and dark eyes hooded, Judge’s head spiraled into an ecstasy he wasn’t used to. All he did was hold on while he got his dick waxed by the most aggressive bottom he’d ever encountered. That tight ass held him and any rational thought he may have had, completely captive. Just a few seconds ago he’d had a hand around Michaels’ throat and was guiding his hip with the other to a pace he’d set. Now he’d dropped Michaels’ hands and lay pushed against the wall taking what Michaels threw at him, and fuck was he throwing it. Brutal. Each backwards thrust was emphasized with a hard grunt, like he was fighting with him in a whole other way. He’d definitely underestimated the detective’s strength.


    Shit. His balls were drawing up, clenching up close to him. This was not what he’d had in mind. I’m about to fuckin’ come so hard. Judge’s face was frowned up, his brow sweaty, his eyes closed tight while he concentrating on holding off. Both his hands were on those narrow hips, lightly holding, no longer guiding, while Michaels rode him vertically. “Motherfucker.” He moaned on one long glide of Michaels’ searing hole down his cock before he slammed himself on him. He looked down and saw Michaels beating his own dick with one goal in mind. Hadn’t he told him not to touch it? He wanted to punish him but… but… “ohhhh, fuck.”


    He leaned in and sucked on that rapidly beating pulse, his lips seeking out as much flesh as he could reach. He had a mind to reach for something else. To grab that scruffy jaw and turn Michaels to face him, to claim that mouth and taste those obscene moans. Loud, guttural moans, echoing off the hot shower walls, mixing with his own.


    “I’m gonna come, Judge. Make me come, make me come, fuck, make me come.” Michaels’ voice was merely a carnal whisper. Lewd, but the way he said Judge’s name was… romantic. Michaels’ shoulders, back, legs, whole body was tense while his orgasm flooded him. Judge took hold of Michaels’ hand and pulled it off his cock, replacing it with his own. Another first in a very long time. He wanted to feel that hard, heavy cock pulse in his own hand, feel his warm come run over his palm.


    Judge worked his fist, pumping in time with Michaels’ pounding on his pelvis. He was still going, riding hard, bucking like a cowboy on a bull for his last few seconds. The thought of Michaels’ in assless chaps, and a black Stetson riding the hell out Judge’s cock while he lay beneath him completely raptured … Judge’s vision blurred. The visual had him coughing and grunting at how fast his load shot from his dick. “Oh fuck!” His rhythm faltered while jerking Michaels off. His orgasm was raping the fuck out of him. Another jolt that made his toes curl against the cooling surface of the shower stall, his come quickly filling the small cap of the condom.


    “Yes, yes. I feel all of that. Come inside me.”


    Judge finally got his hips to move. He’d do anything to breed that stubborn ass right now. Fill it with his seed, make him wear it all night. These thoughts were so far beyond his usual. His gritty detective and that insatiable nasty mouth had him upside down. But, he needed to feel him come, needed to pleasure him. He squeezed his fist around Michaels’ cock and surged forward, burying himself, squeezing the last reserves from his own shaft. That tight ass clutched him before he could catch his breath. Michaels’ hand was clasped over top of his, pulling fast on his cock. Taking his orgasm before Judge got too sensitive to fuck him any longer.


    “Don’t stop. I’m coming, babe.”


    Babe?


    “Judge.” Michaels moaned so sweetly.


    Babe? He liked it. Liked it coming from him. He kept thrusting, his cock still a erect bundle of over-sensitive nerves. Judge gritted his teeth, “Come.”


    Michaels stiffened all over him, his back going ramrod straight and pressing into his chest. Judge’s hand was squeezed tight and he felt every vein, every beat, felt that beautiful cock pump Michaels’ come all over their joined hands. It was so sensual. “Ohhhh fuuuuck.” Michaels sang for him over and over while he came. His throaty moan was the most delicious thing he’d ever heard. He dropped his forehead to rest on Michaels’ broad shoulder, casually licking and rubbing his wet beard across that tanned skin while he pulled himself together and waited for Michaels’ ass to release his cock. Never in his damn life.


    It was over. Both of them breathing heavy and hard against each other. Michaels’ slowly turned his face towards him and this time Judge didn’t move. Michaels’ breath panted against his cheek, his lips grazing so lightly across his beard. He wanted to turn into it but… but. Michaels pressed a tender kiss to his cheek causing his dick to twitch happily still buried inside its heaven. Judge saw the satisfied smirk on Michaels’ face before he turned his head away and eased his body from joined with his.


    Michaels didn’t look back as he stepped out of the shower and wrapped one of the bright white towels around his lean hips and left the bathroom without even a glance in his direction. Judge put his fist against his closed eyes and pushed against the tension. Questions that he hadn’t bothered to ask himself in years swirled around in his chest, landing with an uncomfortable thud in his gut. Had he made it good for him? Did Michaels’ like him? He sounded like a love sick little girl. Judge didn’t do love, he didn’t do romance. He was over forty for shit’s sake. That ship had sailed and gone. Michaels was in his early thirties, in his prime. A strong viral stallion. What the hell would he want with Judge and his old grouchy ways? Right? He was more than ten years his senior. Judge’s eyes widened at that reality. Augh.


    Shaking his head annoyingly he pulled the condom off and flushed it down the toilet. He wet one of the wash rags and carefully cleaned himself up. He put the lube in the drawer under the sink. He looked at himself in the mirror, thinking it was time to clip his beard. Judge sighed. What the hell was he doing? He didn’t know if he was delaying going back in the room and facing Michaels’ sexy stare, or maybe it would be a disappointed stare. It was more like he was taking the time to convince himself that there had been no feelings mixed in with what they’d just done. They’d fucked, that’s it. That’s what he did and with whomever he liked. The hot detective was just another one. In a few days, he wouldn’t see him again. Judge frowned. He didn’t like it. Oh hell.


    


    


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-One


    Michaels had put on a pair of jeans and was sipping on his warm bottle of water he’d had for the last three hours when he heard Judge finally drag his embarrassed ass out of hiding in the bathroom. Michaels was glad his back was to him as he gazed out the window so the big man didn’t see his grin.


    Judge didn’t have a reason in hell to be embarrassed. That cock of his was everything he’d hoped it would be since Judge had mentioned using it on him. It wasn’t his fault that Michaels had lost it and rode that lead pipe like a starving whore. He should be the one embarrassed, at the least, embarrassed about that sappy kiss. Why had he done that? He knew Judge didn’t kiss, why was he forcing it? It was a kiss you’d give a lover. Judge wasn’t his lover. Definitely not.


    He heard Judge rummaging in his bag and getting dressed before he finally spoke. It was a simple comment but the sound of that voice brought chills down his spine.


    “I’m gonna take Bookem for a walk and see if I can get a better look at the girlfriend’s place.”


    “I’m going with you.” Michaels quickly plucked out a clean t-shirt and threw it over his head.


    “No you’re not.”


    “Yes, I am.”


    Judge stepped closer to him. “We can’t look obvious.”


    “What the hell is obvious about a happy gay couple walking their big ass dog in the evening?”


    Judge’s head jerked back in surprise. “Where not a couple.”


    “And I damn sure ain’t happy, but I can act like it. So can you.” Michaels brushed past Judge to get to his boots. When his arm was hooked in a tight grasp he turned slowly, his muscles burning to restrain himself. “Let go.”


    “I don’t need you to go.” Judge ground out through clenched teeth.


    “We’re in this together. Besides you might need help. Switch and the company he kept were very dangerous.”


    “So am I.” Judge hissed.


    Those words were like lava running down Michaels’ spine. Hot and scalding. And Michaels couldn’t resist playing right back into him. They were inches apart, practically the same height, Judge just slightly taller but Michaels wouldn’t lift his head, only his eyes, glaring up into those dark orbs. His voice was low and threatening but the words he choose weren’t, “Yeah, you’re dangerous alright.” Michaels made a show of licking his lips. “But I’m going with you… unless you wanna’ try to make me stay.”


    Michaels let Judge stare achingly at his wet lips before he walked casually over to his bag and picked up one of his 9mm. He cocked it once and checked the safety before he tucked it in the small of his back. His eyes told Judge that was the end of that conversation.


    Judge looked at him like he wanted to put him over his knee. He should be so lucky.


    Though Michaels’ ass still throbbed, Judge was welcome to teach him a lesson in manners later.


    They walked like a couple, just short of holding hands. There were neighborhoods all around them, it wasn’t farfetched to be walking a dog along this road. They slowed down when they got a few houses down from the girlfriends. Michaels could see that the porch light was now on and so were a couple lights downstairs. There was large bay window right above the driveway that must be the kitchen. The curtains were cracked and Michaels saw a petite woman with bright auburn hair stirring a pot while talking on the phone. He didn’t stare but he checked periodically to see if anyone else was there. She looked to be alone.


    They circled around the block and came back up a few minutes later. Michaels didn’t look back up at the house, his eye was on the jet black Navigator in the parking lot of a little convenience store across the street. He could make out figures inside it. They were parked on the side of the store not in front. They couldn’t be customers.


    Michaels slid his arm around Judge’s waist and nestled in close to him. Judge looked down at him, his face impassive. A brand new sweet sugar cane cushioned between his firm lips. “What is it?”


    “Black SUV, eleven o’clock. It’s just sitting there.” He smiled longingly like he and Judge were talking about wedding plans.


    Judge held Bookem’s chain with one hand and brought his big arm up and rested it on his shoulder. He leaned down and kissed the top of Michaels’ head and spoke into his hair. “Keep walking. We’ll watch them from the room. If they’re there for him, then they ain’t going anywhere.” Judge said squeezing him closer.


    Michaels closed his eyes and sighed. He played like he was acting but it sure felt good to be underneath that muscled bicep. They stayed that way until they got back to their hotel. It was interesting how easily their steps coordinated when they walked and how Michaels fit so comfortably in the cave of Judge’s armpit. They circled around the block and approached from the back entrance. Michaels opened their door and Bookem slowly trotted over to a couple pillows Judge had thrown on the floor in the corner for him. Michaels noticed that Bookem was favoring his front legs, like his back ones were aching. He had no doubt they were. He’d find a way to mention it to Judge later. The guy was way too sensitive about his dog. But Michaels had grown to like the big beast in the short amount of time he’d been with him.


    “I’ll take the first watch.” Michaels said, pulling one of the comfortable chairs up to the window. He turned and looked at Judge. “Besides, you must be ravaged… exhausted.”


    “What the hell does that mean?” Judge frowned.


    Michaels just barely suppressed his laugh. “From driving I mean.” He turned and plopped down in the chair loving the irritated grunt Judge threw his way.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-One


    Judge pulled his shirt from over his head and tossed it on the bed. So the little bastard thinks he one-up’d’ me with his little erotic-nympho shower performance. I’ll show him, and soon. Judge was tired, he couldn’t argue that. It was just before dusk and they hadn’t eaten any solid food since early that morning. He looked at the take-out menus next to the television. Chinese, Thai, Pizza, Mexican. “What do you want to eat?”


    “You going out to get something?” Michaels said not even looking up from the book he was reading. He’d shed his boots and socks before he propped them up on the small dinette table. His feet actually looked hot.


    Judge huffed. “No. I’m gonna order. You know what, never mind, you’ll eat what I order you.” The slight chuckle Michaels gave him instead of bothering to even look in his direction pissed him off even more.


    Judge decided on Chinese and ordered a lot of different things. Michaels had to like something in there. The leftovers they could put in the fridge. Judge stretched out on the bed and turned on football game that he wasn’t the least bit interested in. He stroked his beard as he fell into a deep thought. Thoughts about a man that was taking up too much of his thoughts. He glanced over at him. Took in his strong physique, that coarse square jaw, and those eyes, eyes blue like Montana sky. Michaels was reading, and smiling at whatever was in those pages. His smile was charming, not a full-on teeth and gums smile, just a slight crook of his mouth. Judge was very curious now. “What are you reading?”


    Michaels looked up, startled out of the fiction world he’d retreated to. “Nothing you know.”


    Judge sat up straight. “You think I don’t fuckin’ read.” He grumbled.


    “No.” Michaels said slowly. “I think you don’t know what I’m reading, since it’s a cheesy romance novel. Damn, man. Why are you so defensive? I thought I was the high-strung one.”


    Judge felt stupid for real. Why was he snapping at him? Because Michaels had reversed the game on him and fucked him good… that’s why. “You read romance novels… like Danielle Steele type shit.”


    Michaels looked at him for a while before he finally answered. “Not that mainstream, but yeah, I read romance novels. I don’t want to read no fuckin’ mystery, action, or some dramatic crime story.” Michaels huffed an indignant laugh, tossing the book on the table. He steepled his hands together, despondently staring out the window. “I live those types of novels every day.”


    But you don’t live romance. Michaels didn’t have to say that, it was implied and hung out there in the open like a bright sign. Judge watched him for a minute, not quite knowing what to say. So he didn’t say anything for a while. He absently watched the game and thought of what life would be like with a partner. Like his friend lived. God and Day shared every aspect of their lives together, and they actually looked happy. Judge didn’t think he was built that way… not anymore.


    “So what’s your partner like? Is he straight?” He figured it a safe question to ask. God had quite a few gay officers on his squad. He couldn’t imagine anyone working that closely with Michaels every day and not trying to get into his pants. He hadn’t been able to resist.


    “I don’t have a partner. I’m a sniper. But if I have to do surveillance, I do it alone.”


    He and Judge watched each other. Way more alike than they ever thought. When Michaels narrowed his eyes and rose up in his chair, Judge jumped up and went over to the window. “What? What is it?”


    “She’s getting something out of the car is all.” Michaels answered, the binoculars up to his eyes. “A grocery bag maybe.”


    Judge stood with his arms crossed, watching Michaels as he watched their target.


    “Now she’s fawning over a dog.”


    “A dog.”


    “Yeah, someone walking by with a Golden Retriever. She’s petting it.”


    “Does it look suspicious?”


    “No.” Michaels put the binoculars down. “Looks like she likes dogs though. She’s headed back inside now.”


    The knock on the door startled them both. Bookem sat up but didn’t bark, he was alert as he accompanied him to the door. It was a lot of food. He put it all on the small counter top and rambled off to Michaels what he had.


    “I’ll have the chicken teriyaki and the shrimp with broccoli.”


    Judge brought the containers over and set it on the table along with his sweet and sour chicken. He placed two sodas in front of Michaels and sat down across from him. Those bright blue eyes bored into him before traveling down his bare chest to linger there. Michaels unconsciously licked his lips and Judge wanted to go over there and pull that juicy bottom lip between his teeth and bite until Michaels growled at him. His dick plumped in his jeans at the thought and he was glad he’d ditched the leathers for now. Jeans gave him more growing room. Besides, it was a sweltering ninety in Miami, he didn’t want to pass out from heat exhaustion. Michaels was back in his plain white wife beater, a simple gold cross hung around his neck now that wasn’t there before. It was beautiful against his tan skin. Judge shifted in his seat and Michaels eyes snapped back up to his face before focusing back on his food. Judge thought it sexy how the detective ate with chopsticks while Judge opted to shovel as much food as he could on his fork. They ate in silence, not an uncomfortable silence but it was clear that both of them had things they wanted to say but thought it was best left unsaid.


    Judge was full and getting more and more tired as darkness settled in. He should’ve walked Bookem one more time but it looked like his legs were bothering him from the walk he’d took earlier. He’d slipped his good buddy a pain pill along with his multi-vitamin while Mr. Wannabe-veterinarian was in the bathroom. He didn’t need him asking questions or offering up more of his unsolicited advice.


    Judge washed up a little and then turned out most of the lights in the room. Michaels was watching outside like a hawk, his eyes narrowed in concentration. Judge figured he was one helluva detective. He’d picked up on that Navigator so fast, Judge was impressed.


    “Is the Navigator still there?”


    “Unfortunately.” Michaels grumbled. “I already sent the license plate number to God.”


    Now he was seriously impressed. He wasn’t really concerned about Michaels doing that without telling him, he felt now that Michaels really was on his side, or willing to do everything he could to help him get Switch. “May the best man win.” Judge said back and closed his eyes. He wouldn’t worry about the thugs right now. His plan was to sneak in and grab Switch and get the hell out of dodge before anyone knew what happened. He was good at that, hopefully his temporary partner was good too.


    Judge felt like he’d just closed his eyes good when he felt something touching his chest. He twisted not wanting to lose the hot dream he was having but that insistent hand was on his shoulder, gently shaking him awake. When he finally conceded that his dream was lost he opened his eyes. Michaels had one knee on his bed, leaning over him to look him in his face.


    “Hey. You were grunting in your sleep. Thought maybe you were having a nightmare.” Michaels said, his forehead bunched with concern.


    Judge eyes feasted on the delicious man half on his bed, leaning over him smelling like soap and anxiousness. The longer Michaels stared down at him the faster his chest pumped and the shallower his breathing became. It didn’t take long for Judge’s to follow suit. “It wasn’t a bad dream.” Judge clarified, his voice rough with sleep.


    “Sorry to disturb it.”


    “Well now that you did…” Judge grabbed Michaels around his waist and yanked him on the bed with him, quickly pinning him under him. “I’ll have to finish what you interrupted.”


    “Do it.” Michaels challenged.


    Judge smiled. He smiled. Detective Austin Michaels was something else. The lights were still off, only the light from the television flickered around the room. Illuminating and then darkening his view of the man under him. When the brightness flashed again he saw Michaels’ eyes were alert and glassy, not appearing like he’d been up all night.


    “What time is it?”


    Michaels pushed up into Judge’s groin, seeking out his harness. “It’s a little after four,” he rasped.


    Judge gave Michaels what he sought. Both of them moaning at the contact of their erections grinding together. He needed to get up and take watch. Michaels gripped his waist and pulled on him harder. What the hell, they had a little time. No one was doing anything at four in the morning. Judge leaned in and went for Michaels’ neck with his mouth, still not able to kiss those luscious lips. He licked across that lump in the center of his throat with the flat of his tongue tasting the cleanness. “You taste so fuckin’ good.” he moaned, pushing his erection into the hard thigh he was straddling.


    “Then take a real taste.” Michaels dared.


    Did Michaels really want to kiss him? Judge was seriously considering it. He hadn’t kissed in years, maybe he wasn’t even good at it anymore. He braced himself on his forearms, hovering over Michaels’s face, his lips so close. Michaels grinned at him and brought a hand up to press down on his shoulder. Pressing and pressing until Judge finally got the hint.


    “A real taste.” Michaels smirked.


    Asshole. He wasn’t talking about a kiss at all. He wanted Judge’s mouth further down. Judge quirked his eyebrow at the ballsy request.


    “Suck it, Judge. It taste good. I promise you.” Michaels flirted tucking one arm behind his head while the other grazed back and forth over his own nipples.


    Sexy fucker. Judge wanted to refuse but he would only be cheating himself. He wanted that hard, heavy shaft ramming down his throat more than anything right now. Spreading his mouth wide to take it all, leaking down his throat while he gagged on the length. Oh my god. Wanted Michaels to come down his throat. Shit. Judge’s own cock pulsed behind his jeans, loving every word and visual he’d just thought.


    Michaels was already shimmying out of his briefs and sweats. His full cock springing free and slapping his abdomen. Judge took it in his hand and jerked it a few times, listening to Michaels curse and arch up into his fist. So damn sexy. Judge licked all around the shaft, light teasing strokes with the tip of his tongue that wasn’t near enough satisfaction for his impetuous detective. When Michaels put his hand on his head, silently begging for more, he himself didn’t have the power to keep resisting.


    He opened his mouth wide enough to take in the swollen head, hollowing his cheeks and sucking him hard.


    “Yes.” Michaels groaned, his head turning to the side, burying into the plush down pillow. He was inhaling deeply. Is he smelling where I slept? That had Judge turning up the enthusiasm. He went down half way, his fist closed tight over the bottom half as he sucked and jerked in tandem, every few seconds going down as far as he could, his nose just brushing those prickly pubes.


    “Judge.” A whimper.


    Damn that sounded sexy as shit. Judge slurped and sucked until Michaels had a steady chant going that consisted of several curse words, a threat, a promise and of course, Judge’s name. Judge’s eyes had been closed, enjoying the act just as much as the recipient when he felt a light caress start at the top of his brow and traveled soothingly down his temple to the corner of his mouth. With his lips stretched wide, he looked up Michaels’ rippled torso and saw that he was watching him intently. His mouth was parted slightly, his lips pinker than they usually were as if he’d been biting on them. Those gun-toting, calloused fingers danced around on his beard before the touch became more aggressive. Michaels was touching him just the way he loved. Stroking and digging his blunt nails into his beard. Those gorgeous, keen eyes looked at Judge like he’d hung the moon tonight just for him. Judge had to watch, couldn’t take his eyes away as he kept sucking and pulling on that wide shaft. Damn if Michaels wasn’t lying because he damn sure tasted delicious.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-Two


    Michaels dug and pulled on Judge’s beard because it was hot to do and it really got the big man fired up. He was sucking the fuck out of his cock while jerking his own with his other hand. He was letting himself loose and Michaels wanted that. Judge went down and buried his nose in Michaels’ thick bush, his throat working the head. Michaels grunted hard, his lower back rising up off the bed at the amount of desire flooding him. Judge gagged and pulled off, looking pleased at Michaels’ spit-slicked cock. Few more seconds of this and he was going to come… explosively.


    Judge moaned around the blushed head working hard at getting both of them off. Michaels didn’t want to come like this, he wanted more. His ass was just starting to feel relief and now he wanted to beat it up again. Oh hell yes. He pulled on Judge’s hair. “Enough.” He groaned.


    “I want you to come.” Judge answered his voice just as sexy and husky.


    “I will.” Michaels opened his legs wide, he reached his hand down and skimmed over his balls gathering some of the spit there before reaching lower. Judge gasped when Michaels pushed two fingers inside him.


    The burn was immediate but welcomed. He rode his own fingers, getting lost in the friction, his eyes sliding closed. The bed shifted and Judge was gone but Michaels didn’t stop, couldn’t stop. Judge was back with the lube, hurrying out of his jeans and spreading the slick liquid on his fingers before he even got back on the bed. Someone else was just as restless as him. Michaels pulled his t-shirt all the way off, spreading his legs wider in obvious invitation.


    “Fuck.” Judge whispered his eyes on Michaels’ stretched hole. He rolled a condom down his long shaft and slicked himself up good.


    When he climbed back on the bed, Michaels was abruptly flipped over onto his stomach. “Yes!” He yelled. He was so used to doing the handling himself, he didn’t mind Judge taking over for a while. He heard Judge spit against his hole and aggressively rub it in, pushing his thick middle finger in working his walls. He spit again and Michaels’ dick jerked at the vulgar sound and then the way Judge rubbed his saliva into his skin. He had the lube… why was he spitting on him? Oh my god. Now this was new. Judge was into spit, huh? Oh very nice. Michaels wasn’t against that in the least. He imagined Judge fucking him face to face, Michaels opening his mouth begging for his spit…


    “I’m ready. I’m fuckin’ ready.” Michaels hurried. His cock was about to bust and he wasn’t even touching it. He reached his hand behind him and rubbed the warm moisture against his hole, spreading it onto his ass, and showing Judge that he liked this, liked bathing in his spit, liked it a lot. He heard Judge groan and swear behind him.


    Michaels’ thoughts spiraled out of control. Judge was everything he’d wanted in a man… in a partner. His big, hairy, kinky ass. Damnit. He’d only have him for a short time though. Trying not to even think about the inevitable right now. He went down on his forearms, his face pressed into Judge’s pillow, breathing in his strong masculine scent. His ass poised and ready for the taking.


    Judge thighs was pressed against the backs of his. Those wiry hairs tickling against his own. He shamelessly rubbed his ass along Judge’s shaft, the spit and lube steamily running down his crack. Judge gripped Michaels’ hip and nudged his aching hole first, warning him he was coming in. He was patient and let Judge go at his pace and he was glad he did the right thing.


    He heard Judge spit against his ass one more time and then he was pressing inside of him, those stout hips, unrelenting. He drove forward slowly, still mindful of his size, but pushed in non-stop.


    “Holy fuck.” Michaels gasped. He couldn’t even yell. He was too full. Was it like this earlier? Damn. Maybe he’d been so wired and worried to prove himself that he’d not been overly conscious of Judge’s size… but he was now.


    Judge came down over him, pressing that hard hairy chest against his smooth back. His mouth was pressed against his ear, that thick tongue licking out and driving him crazy. Judge’s gravelly voice was straight out of porno film. “Mmmm. Take it, Michaels. I know you can. Take all of it.”


    Judge stilled and gripped Michaels’ hips in those firm hands and pulled him back onto the last few inches. Michaels arched and moaned in pleasure and anguish.


    “Ahhh, yes. Tight fuckin’ hole.” Judge didn’t give Michaels time to adjust, he pulled out to the tip and bounded back in swift and solid.


    “Fuck!”


    Michaels felt his walls being lusciously scraped while Judge withdrew all those inches. Knowing Judge was about to power-drive back in, Michaels’ clamped up. His legs shook, and sweat broke out all over him as he resisted against Judge.


    “You still fighting me sweetheart.” Judge whispered. His big hands were all over him, rubbing him, caressing him… relaxing him. Judge rocked his cock back and forth, only pushing in the couple inches that Michaels let him. “I’m coming in Michaels, so open up. Open up sweetheart, you need this… trust me.”


    Michaels writhed and twisted underneath Judge’s weight. He let him soothe him a few more moments before he unclenched his ass and breathed in deep. This time Judge didn’t fire back in, he took his time and eased back through his channel, and Michaels felt every ridge and vein in his cock. “Is that better, sweetheart?” Judged breathed. “Was that too much dick for you before?”


    Oh man. The terms of endearment the sweet, nasty talk. What was going on? This felt intimate as hell. Loving even. Judge’s pace was slow and sensual now. They were connected all over, so close he could feel Judge’s powerful heartbeat.


    “S’good, s’good.” Judge murmured in his ear. One big arm around his chest, his thumb tenderly stroking Michaels’ nipple.


    “Yeah, babe. It’s good.” Michaels turned and whispered against Judge’s cheek. Loving the way he turned into the touch, just a little. It wasn’t a kiss but they were getting closer and closer.


    Neither one of them said anymore. Only moans, and whimpers could be heard as they gave each other what they both needed. Judge immediately sensed that his body wasn’t wanting fast and punishing. He needed relaxing and reassuring, and that’s exactly what Judge gave him until the sun came up and reminded them they were there to do a job and split… not fall in love.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-three


    Judge picked up the binoculars and watched the Navigator do a slow U-turn in the street before pulling back in to the convenience store parking lot. Michaels was right beside him spelling like their sex from this morning. It was still heady and pungent in the modest sized room.


    Judge had taken up watch for a few hours while Michaels took a power nap. When he woke, he pulled on a pair of jeans instead of washing Judge’s essence of him. He felt that was purposely done and Judge didn’t know how he felt about that. He wanted to turn and bury his nose in the crook of Michaels’ neck and sleep there for a day or so until he had no more worries. Worries of his age, worries of Michaels’ temper, of his father’s health, of being a partner, of telling Michaels what he might want, worries about how he wanted to live out the rest of his days. They ate the left over Chinese for lunch, both of them cringing and laughing at the horrible taste. “What I wouldn’t do for some of Linda’s homemade cooking about now.” Judge said absently. Michaels only nodded in agreement.


    After four Michaels called and was patched in to the conference call with his boss and team. Judge and he listened in as the team went over their recent developments. God’s voice spoke up next.


    “We ran the plates on the Navigator.”


    “And?” Judge prompted.


    “It belongs to Tony Marks.”


    “Marks?” Michaels frowned, looking down at the phone as if something was wrong with it.


    “What?” Judge said quietly.


    “The Marks brothers are both in prison.”


    “Yes.” Day spoke up. “But a cousin took over their operation. The IT team has been on it all night.


    Judge looked over at Michaels and saw that he had the same guilty look he wore. While they’d been making love… uhhhh… fucking. Michaels’ team had been hard at work.


    God continued. “Jason Riggs worked for the Marks brothers when they were big time. Two years ago when they got popped, Jason laid low for a while before he picked up where they left off. It appears that Switch made away with the drugs that Jason Riggs never got paid for.”


    “Shit.” Michaels hissed.


    “You said it.” Day chuckled humorlessly. “This is some bullshit that we really don’t need. Now Riggs is there waiting for Switch, right along with you guys.”


    “Don’t underestimate Riggs and his crew.” Syn chimed in, his raspy Vin Diesel voice unmistakable. “He’s smart and calculating. He won’t care if you’re law enforcement. He’s not going to let go of a half a million in coke without a serious fight.”


    “I understand, Syn.” Michaels sighed. This just went from bad to fucked.


    “Can you get your contact on the Miami PD to go and scare them away for a while, at least long enough for us to swoop in and get our guy?” Judge asked his eyes still behind the hi-powered binoculars.


    “Probably. But it’d have to be timed right.” God was speaking but it was more like he was thinking out loud. “Who’s to say that Riggs will wait even a second to rush Switch as soon as he gets there?”


    “True.” Day said. “If we have them popped now, they’ll only be held for twenty-four hours before they’re let go. We don’t have much on Riggs to hold him yet.”


    “Give us a few hours to think on this.” Syn jumped back in. Which was good because they were going around in circles.


    Judge dropped the binoculars and sprinted over to the bed, yelling over his shoulder. “You got one hour God! The girlfriend is putting suitcases in her car! Those thugs are going to follow her too!”


    Michaels didn’t bother picking up the binoculars to check, he hurried and tucked his guns in his back and threw his t-shirt over his head.


    “Don’t lose her!” God yelled before the line went dead.


    Michaels, Judge and Bookem were racing down the back stairwell to his truck. As soon as they climbed in, Judge burned rubber getting through the parking lot. They came out to the opening as soon as the red Corolla putted up the street. Judge waited a second and sure enough the black Navigator pulled out and followed at a decent distance.


    “How good are you at tailing?” Michaels asked.


    “The best.” Judge answered easily. He let a few cars go before he pulled out next.


    “Where the fuck is she going? Don’t tell me this is going down right now.” Michaels groaned.


    “Looks that way.” Judge mumbled.


    They continued to follow through them through the city. The girlfriend merged onto the interstate and headed took the signs pointing to Downtown Miami. Michaels was quiet next to him, his eyes focused on the red car. Judge knew to the follow the Navigator, there was no way he’d let the girlfriend out of their sights.


    She merged off an exit and turned immediately into a seedy hotel right off the ramp. The Black Navigator rode past but Judge turned in and parked on the other side of the office out of sight. Michaels bounded out the car and Judge swore. They got to the side of the building and peeked around the corner. The girlfriend went inside the office without the luggage. When Michaels went to follow Judge grabbed his arm. “We wait.” He ordered.


    He was surprised that Michaels didn’t swell up at him. Instead he nodded and waited next to Judge. It was a revelation how much that pleased him.


    The girlfriend came out with some paperwork and walked over to a set of rooms that were on the far end, closet to a drained, mildewed pool. They stood on the side and watched, both of them checking for the Navigator too. He hadn’t disappeared that was for sure. He might have went in the next entrance and waited.


    While it looked clear, Judge tapped Michaels’ shoulder. “Get out that shiny badge now. We’ll need it.”


    Judge walked away and Michaels was on his heels. They hurried inside straight up to the empty front desk. There was an old rack of Miami tour pamphlets to their left and a two sitting chairs in front of scarred up wooden table. There were several clipboards with registration forms clipped to it. Judge hit the bell. A young man – could be in his late twenties - came to the front in an over-stretched gray tank top and board shorts. His sun burnt skin and frizzy hair made him look like he was going to go surfing as soon as he clocked out.


    “Can I help you?” He said uneasily, looking up into Judge’s stern face. Judge didn’t have his bounty hunters shield on so Michaels stepped up and flashed his badge like on a typical episode of Law and Order.


    “We need to know about the woman that was just in here.” Judge demanded, resting both huge hands on the counter.


    “The hot redhead.” The boy smiled.


    “Yes.” Judge barked and the boy nervously flung his hand over his heart. “Let me see her registration form.”


    “Umm.” The boy looked confused. “Where’s your badge?” He pointed at Judge.


    Judge leaned over and grabbed the boy by the shoulders and yanked him so hard that his entire upper body was half way across the counter. Judge snarled in his face. “You’re wasting my goddamn time.”


    Michaels stepped in and tsked at Judge. He clamped his hand on Judge’s forearm urging him to put the severally frightened guy down. His eyes still on the boy, his dark glare, burning a hole in his retina, he jerked and released the kid making him hit the counter and fall back behind the counter.


    Michaels waited for the boy to stand back up on shaky knees. “Believe it or not, he’s the one of us without an anger management problem. Now.” Michaels slammed his badge and gun down on the counter, giving the kid a pointed look. “Let me see her registration form and while I look over it, you tell my partner every fuckin’ word she said to you. Got it.”


    The guy looked back and forth between them before he grimly nodded his head.


    Michaels took a picture of the registration form and immediately forwarded it to the IT detective’s in their department. After he looked over a few things himself he went back and joined in on the conversation.


    “…no. I’m sure. She asked to leave one key here with me, said her husband would be picking it up on Friday. She even paid me a few bucks to call her if there was any suspicious activity.”


    “Suspicious activity?” Judge frowned.


    The guy shrugged. “I know right. She didn’t say what kind. Just said to call her.”


    Judge’s phone rang. He thought to ignore it but when he pulled it out he saw it was God. He pushed the speaker phone.


    “Talk.” Judge said as a greeting.


    “We’re tracing her number from the registration card. I should have a tracking on it soon.”


    “Thanks.” Judge grunted and ended the call. He didn’t want the counter attendant to get off track. “So was there anything else?”


    Michaels was beside him, looking like the sexy detective he was, in his dark denim jeans and starch white t-shirt, his black riding boots weren’t laced up and it gave him a rugged renegade appeal. Judge needed to focus. “Is she staying here tonight?” Michaels added.


    “No. She paid for Friday and Saturday only.”


    Judge nodded. This was it. Switch was coming on Friday or Saturday. They would need to relocate to this hotel. Michaels warned the attendant not to mention their conversation to anyway or else he’d arrest him for obstruction of justice. Judge found that hot as hell too.


    The kid’s eyes widened. “No. No, s-sir. Absolutely not. I won’t say anything.” The guy enthusiastically reached under the counter and pulled out another plastic keycard and slipped and tapped a few keys on his very outdated computer before handing it over to Judge. “Here ya go. This is a key to their room.” Judge quirked one eyebrow in surprise. Damn Michaels’ badge was turning out to be extremely useful.


    “Thanks.” Judge said and pocketed the card. “I also need to see a diagram of the hotel and the room.”


    “Sure. I’ll be right back.” The guy turned and went in the back leaving him and Michaels alone.


    “Haven’t seen the Navigator yet.” Michaels said standing next to the window.


    “Fine. They’re probably parked on the other side.” Judge said standing directly behind Michaels. He didn’t have to stand that close and there were other windows but he was drawn to Michaels flame like a moth.


    “I’m starving.” Michaels said out of the blue.


    “Me too.”


    “We’ll get something on the way back I guess.”


    “Ugh. As long as it’s not Chinese.”


    Michaels chuckled. It was light and husky, sounding sexy and virile. Judge propped one hand up on the wall next to Michaels’ head. He didn’t try to hide it when he leaned in and inhaled taken in the smell of their sex that still clung to Michaels’ skin. He could see Michaels mouth twitching in amusement.


    “Nope doesn’t have to be Chinese.”


    “I’m sick of fast food.” Judge said absently.


    “I can cook something. There’s a kitchen in our room.” Michaels said turning slightly, his mouth dangerously close to his.


    Judge was stunned. “You cook?”


    “Yes. I dabble a little.” Michaels grinned slyly.


    “Mmmmm.” Judge groaned, leaning in closer. “I’ll do anything not to have to eat takeout.”


    “Anything?” Michaels emphasized.


    “Yes.” Judge whispered against Michaels’ ear.


    Michaels turned boldly, standing right on top of him. “I want a kiss.”


    “W-what?” Judge stammered.


    “You heard me just fine. I said I want a kiss. I’ll cook you dinner, maybe even breakfast. But I want something from you. I want to kiss you.” Michaels winked. “You don’t even have to kiss me back.”


    Judge rolled this over in his mind. Something sounded off about this deal but he couldn’t pinpoint what it was through his euphoric delirium. The thought of Michaels’ mouth on him. Holy hell. Could he kiss those stunningly-soft looking lips and not lose his mind… or worse… his heart? Before he could think better of it his voice was shaky when he replied with a simple, “okay.”


    “Okay?” Michaels’ smile was radiant and slightly devious.


    “Now?” Judge asked, his heart beating wildly at the idea. His ego swelling that Michaels would make a deal like that with him. Was kissing him really that important to the hot detective?


    “Not now.” Michaels ducked under Judge’s big arm. “Later.”


    “Here.” The young attendant said coming back behind the counter. He held out a small pamphlet and a couple sheets of paper. “This is a diagram of the room the girl requested and here’s a map of the hotel.”


    Judge took it and scanned it over before tucking it in the back pocket of his jeans. He turned back to Michaels and nodded his head at the door. Before they left Michaels reached in his back pocket and pulled out a worn brown leather wallet approaching the counter. “You call me if you think I need to know something.” The kid took the card and stuffed it down in his baggy short’s pocket.


    Judge was in front of Michaels when he opened the heavy wooden door and stepped out onto the sidewalk. Judge’s heart dropped into his stomach and he barely had time to register Bookem barking like crazy in his truck or a chance to open his mouth for Michaels to “GET DOWN!” before the bullets started to fly.


    Judge dove onto the ground, praying that Michaels had too. Thoughts of Brent flashed through his mind as bullets pinged and shattered glass over his head, the shots tearing up the windows of the hotel office. He covered his head with one arm and reached for his firearm with the other. But he heard Michaels 9mm firing back first. Tires skidded and squealed on asphalt. Judge uncovered his head and looked up in time to see Michaels on his feet, running out into the parking lot, stopping to take aim at the quickly retreating SUV. Judge’s breathing was out of control and for the first time in a long time he realized he was scared. Frightened… again.


    In a flash, he was on his feet, running towards Michaels. But the hotshot cop had fired three perfect shots, strategically hitting both rear tires and taking out the back window. A sniper. The truck swerved in the street and hit the guard rail hard.


    Judge watched as five guys jumped out the disabled vehicle and headed in their direction. “Fuck.” Judge bit out.


    Michaels stood his ground, eyeing the men like he was about to have fun taking them all on. The wild detective reached in his back pocket and with the other hand simultaneously pressed the button on the side of the hand grip releasing the clip out of his nine like a he was Will Smith in the movie Bad Boys and efficiently replaced it with a full one, cocking the chamber. Crazy bastard. “Come on!” Judge shouted. They didn’t need to take on five thugs with automatics in the middle of Downtown Miami. Innocents could get caught in the crossfire.


    Judge ran in the opposite direction of his truck. It was on the other side and would’ve left them open to more gunfire. Thank god he heard Michaels’ footsteps behind him. They tore up the hotel parking lot, running full speed towards the back. Judge remembered seeing a break in the fence that would put them on a path that ran right alongside the interstate, hopefully it would deter them from following and creating a massive scene. Shots pinged off the concrete barrier separating the road from the sidewalk and ricocheted off the fences. Judge ducked and cursed. He lifted his own handgun and fired in the direction the bullets had come. When he got to the fence he waited and let Michaels go through first. He’d rather he get shot in the back than him. Michaels was quick and light on his feet. He got through the break in the fence with no problem and was covering Judge with return fire while he got his big body through the opening.


    They didn’t hear anything else as they ran along the interstate. He wasn’t far behind Michaels and saw him pull his cell phone from his pocket. Oh no. “Don’t call 911!” he yelled. But his voice was drowned out by the traffic noise. Shit.


    Michaels cut to the left and ran towards a bridge that crossed over a small river. It was actually pretty smart thinking. The thugs wouldn’t think they’d leave the safety of the freeway. He chanced a glance behind him but he didn’t see anyone. But it didn’t mean they weren’t there. He tried to labor his breathing as he paced to keep up. Michaels ran across a dark street and looked down where the road dropped down to a bank. Michaels’ sharp blue eyes scanned all over, his phone still to his ear, his mouth moving fast. Judge watched him drop down into the shallow bank and he followed without question. It’d be impossible to see them down there or even think they came this way.


    Michaels led them to a small opening under the bridge and stood in between two large stone posts that held the bridge’s support. Judge came and squeezed in behind him, the small gap in the posts barely giving them enough room. Judge stood behind Michaels, his chest right up against his back. There was no other way they could fit. Michael still had his phone to his ear and his gun up and ready to fire as he took quick glances from around the pillar.


    This was brilliant. If the thugs did see them double back and come down the bank there’s no way they could get to them without Michaels taking out each one as they approached. With them behind the large concrete columns it would be impossible to fire and hit them. He almost wanted to lean in and kiss the man’s sweaty neck for thinking fast.


    Judge was still trying to catch his breath and it appeared that Michaels wasn’t even winded as he talked calmly into his phone. “The SUV is disabled just off of forty-one…. Unhuh’… no we fuckin’ ran and they chased us… how am I supposed to know? I couldn’t recognize any of them, Syn I was too busy trying not to get my ass shot off…. okay… okay. No were good. We’re under the Brickell Bridge I think… alright… alright.” Michaels powered off his phone and tucked it back into his pants before he quickly peeked again. “Syn said to sit tight.”


    “I don’t see anything.” Judge confirmed. “They didn’t see us come this way.”


    “Are you sure?”


    “Yes.” Judge leaned his forehead against Michaels’ shoulder. Thank god Michaels’ crazy ass was okay. But of course he was, he was one hundred percent badass.


    “Are you okay?” Michaels turned his head, looking Judge up and down.


    “Yep. I’m good.” Judge huffed.


    “Bookem!” Michaels’ eyes widened.


    “He’s okay. He knows what to do.”


    “Which is?”


    “Stay down and shut up. If I need him, I’ll open the back gate and he’ll come out.”


    “Are you sure?” Michaels genuinely looked worried so Judge didn’t take offense.


    “I’m positive. This is not our first time out in the field, Michaels. I’m often shot at, fought, maced, whatever. Bookem stays put until I call for him and he knows not to draw attention. He’s been doing this since he was a pup, Michaels.”


    Michaels released a slow exhale and leaned back into him. Judge put one hand on Michaels’ hip, letting him know that was okay. “He’s not a pup anymore, Judge.”


    “I know.” Judge whispered.


    They were silent for a while as they listened to the traffic go across the bridge. It was darker under there and he was glad for the cover. He finally asked, “what did you call in?”


    “I just let Syn know we were on the run and if they could get anything to hold Riggs on, now would be the time. I’m pretty sure those assholes had a shitload of unregistered weapons on them. If God could discretely send a few units over to catch’em’, that should get them out of our way.”


    So damn smart. There’s no way he’d meet the same fate as Brett. Maybe Pop was right.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-four


    Michaels brushed dirt off his pants, filthy from sliding down that bank. He rode in the back of the squad car God had sent over for them after his contact had made sure the streets were clear.


    “Is the hotel clerk alright? He was a young hippie-type guy.” Judge asked from beside him. Michaels had thought about the clerk too but he was too terrified to ask.


    “He’s fine. He gave a statement and was sent home.” The officer asked.


    Judge and Michaels weren’t asked any questions, the officer pulled next to Judge’s truck and let them out. The hotel office’s windows were already boarded up but it didn’t look like much else damage was done. None of the rooms had been hit with stray bullets thank goodness, so the hotel was still operational, although the parking lot was exceptionally empty right now.


    Michaels hurried to the rear door of Judge’s truck, throwing it open. Bookem’s head popped up and he bounded out of the truck. It was crazy but the dog appeared almost relieved. Like he knew his master could’ve been killed. Michaels kneeled down and rubbed the fretful dog around his scruff. “It’s alright boy, we’re safe” Michaels murmured quietly, patting the dog soothingly. “Good boy, good boy.” When Michaels stood up Judge was watching him like he’d never seen him before. Michaels frowned at him, not sure what was happening. “What’s wrong?”


    Judge shook his head slightly and cleared his throat a couple times before he was able to speak. “Umm. Nothing. Come on, lets get out of here.” Judge surveyed his truck, checking for any bullet holes or damage.


    Michaels let Bookem go and he immediately ran around to the driver’s side and nudged at Judge’s thigh, needing comfort from him more than anything. Judge encouraged Bookem back into the truck and drove off.


    It was dark but the city was alive. There was traffic on the interstate so Judge got off and took the back streets. Recognition settled in Michaels’ chest at what they’d just went through. What if Judge had been hurt? The idea made an unfamiliar pain blossom in his stomach. He noticed how Judge had tried to shield him when they were running. What did that mean? Did he feel Michaels couldn’t protect himself? Was he just as nervous of him being hurt as Michaels was of Judge. He didn’t want to go down this line of thinking.


    “Do you think the plan is totally fucked now?” Michaels asked instead.


    Judge didn’t answer right away, he reached into the center console and dug another sweet cane out of plastic bag and stuck in the left side of his mouth. Michaels took the opportunity to simply stare at him while he waited. Judge’s hair was getting longer, the dark strands angled straight back resting on his neck. The thick black and premature gray strands looked perfect with Judge’s rugged look. There was a few strands of gray in his beard too and Michaels found it to be one of the sexiest looks he’d seen. Judge was a mature man. His eyes, his look, his wisdom, his entire demeanor told his age, which meant experience in Michaels’ book. Which also meant a huge fucking turn-on for him. He discreetly adjusted his hard dick, trying to look unfazed.


    “No. Well. I hope not. We’re tracking the girlfriend now, so hopefully she sticks with her plan. God said she was gone before the shooting so maybe she didn’t get spooked.” Judge finally answered. There’s no definites or surety in my line of work Michaels. It’s mostly instincts and then thinking like a caged beast. Because that’s what fugitives and criminals on the run are. Desperate animals trying to stay free. Switch is going to stop at nothing to get out of the country. My gut tells me to keep waiting… he’ll show up on Friday as scheduled.


    “Why the hell do you think the Navigator came after us?”


    “Somehow they made us.”


    “They can’t know I’m law enforcement.” Michaels frowned.


    “Probably not. They could think we’re after Switch for the same reasons as them and were trying to eliminate us.” Judge looked over at him and winked. “You do look street bad in clothes like that and I probably look like your enforcer.”


    Michaels liked the wink a little too much. Damn he was so girly. “Street bad, huh.”


    Judge stopped at a red light and turned that hot obsidian gaze on him. His voice was a husky rumble that had Michaels’ cock firming even more, “yeah you do.”


    Michaels hummed and nodded his head. “If you so say.” Silence stretched out again.


    “So what are you cooking tonight?” Judge asked expectantly.


    Michaels busted out laughing. It felt great to do it too since it’d been so long.


    “What? What’s so funny?” Judge smirked. “You said you were cooking for me.”


    Michaels wiped his eyes. “Yeah, I know. I just… with everything that just happened and all.”


    “It’s only a little after eight and I’m still starving, even more after all that damn running.” Judge turned down a one-way street of non-stop shops and restaurants. “You said you would cook.”


    Michaels lowered his voice, all humor aside. “You said I’d get to kiss you.”


    Judge’s voice was serious. “And I’m a man of my word.”


    “Take me to a grocery store.”


    ********


    Judge waited in the truck in front of the Publix Supermarket for Michaels to get some stuff for dinner. He had Michaels phone in his hand making sure the red dot hadn’t moved. God’s IT guys had put a tracking on the girlfriends phone number, now they knew where she was at all times without constantly watching out the window. He really needed this kind of resources. It’d make shit a whole lot easier. What if he did have God’s resources available to him at all times? Everyone had contacts. He’d lived in the same city as Godfrey all these years and had never thought to ask him for any favors, now that the bad motherfucker ran an entire damn task force. Maybe he could…


    The door opened in the back and Judge turned to see what Michaels had. There was only four bags but they looked full. “Got everything you needed?”


    Michaels slammed the back door and got back in the front. “I think so. Got breakfast and lunch too.”


    “Mmmm. Good boy.” Oh fuck. Judge clenched his jaw. He really didn’t mean to growl that but it just happened. Michaels was way too bullheaded to be called ‘boy’. Judge glanced over and saw Michaels covering his smirk with his fist while he stared out his window. Noted.


    Judge circled the block a couple times before he pulled into their hotel. Of course there was no black Navigator but they didn’t see any other suspicious vehicles either. Judge was comfortable that God and Day would handle that end of their headache. His sole focus was his catch, always has been. Outsiders he dealt with quickly, meaning he usually ignored them, but when someone does a drive-by on you, it can’t be disregarded.


    Michaels went upstairs to cook their dinner while he walked and catered to his dog. It felt oddly domestic. He smiled before he even realized it. Maybe he did like the idea of settling down, just had to have the right guy put those thoughts there. Judge chewed on his cane. He wasn’t partner material though, in the work or life sense. He was old and set in his grouchy ways. Michaels might play with him while they were on the road, get his itch scratched – and Judge would enjoy it immensely – but when the gorgeous young stud got back to his real life and a fresh young, blonde stallion walks by with a trim body, perfectly groomed hair and not an ounce of gray in it, Judge would be yesterday’s trash. Judge coughed, startled by the annoyance he felt at that assumption.


    It was going to be him and Bookem. That’s it. The realization was pitiful. He was no different than his spinster aunt and her two cats. All day she sat in her rocking chair with one or both in her lap and watched episode after episode of The Golden Girls. “Augh, Jesus.” Judge shook his head trying to dislodge the images. He picked up a rock and angrily threw it across the asphalt. His fate sounded shitty as hell, but at least he had his companion. According to his vet, he wouldn’t have him much longer if he didn’t make some serious changes. He’d had Bookem on the road for many years, but tonight he appeared stressed. As Judge walked, Bookem hung back, his head low to the ground. Judge sighed. He had to get Book in a better living environment. He’d bought a great home in Fulton County on the outskirts of Atlanta. His two story, three bedroom was purchased dirt cheap. It was a foreclosure that was a complete fixer-upper. When he’d got it, it wasn’t livable until he got a new roof done and the plumbing installed. Now it was a great way for him to relieve stress. He’d go home and do construction on his home until his body ached and instead of thinking of his life or his isolation, all he could do was sleep.


    He still had to let Michaels kiss him. He think he’d prepped himself enough. This was simply some on-the-road fun like he’d had many times before. He was simply bending a few rules. No big deal. It was different to work with a partner again after so many years doing it alone, but this was only temporary. Temporary.


    Judge’s nose was assaulted with the smell of well-seasoned, searing meat as soon as he walked into the room. Michaels was standing barefoot, bare-chested at the mini stove in a pair of low-riding sweats that clearly informed Judge that he wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath them. There was a towel draped over his shoulder that he used to dry his wet hair while he flipped what looked like a T-bone steak with the fork in his other hand. Judge tried not to gawk but it was hard… very hard… among other things.


    “You have time to shower. Still plenty of hot water.” Michaels said without turning around. Judge heard him whistle and Bookem hurried over to him, happily taking a piece of cooked beef from Michaels’ fingers tips. He patted Bookem on his head, talking nonsense to him while he went about preparing their late dinner.


    Judge couldn’t’ watch another minute. He grabbed his toiletries kit and got into the bathroom like it was a place of refuge. He leaned back against the door and closed his eyes taking a couple deep breaths. Seeing Michaels treat his dog like that was like watching how a new love interest interacts with your kids. He was amazing with Bookem and it was obviously Book liked him a whole lot too. It pulled at Judge’s heart. Food wasn’t the quickest way to his heart – although it helped – but Bookem was. Most men simply feared him and didn’t want him anywhere around. Judge would simply fuck them quickly and send them on their way. Michaels was not the norm. He was partner material. Judge turned on the taps and grimaced at his next thought. Michaels was going to make some man very happy one day.


    Judge was clipping the stray ends of his beard when there was light tapping at the door before it was cracked open. Judge stopped and looked in Michaels’ radiant blue eyes.


    “The food is ready.” He said.


    Judge turned back to the mirror. “I’ll be out in a second.”


    “Okay.” Michaels said but didn’t move. He met Judge’s gaze in the mirror, making him slightly self-conscious.


    “What?” Judge asked regretfully, thinking Michaels would say something fucked up like ‘he should cut off his beard, it might make him look younger.’


    “I was just watching.” He turned to leave but stopped and looked back at him in the mirror. “Don’t trim too much, I like it thick with a little length on it. And don’t you dare touch those grays.”


    Judge was slack-mouthed as Michaels closed the door and left him to finish grooming. More warmth and joy spread through Judge’s core, but doubt was quick on its heels. Could he really like Judge’s beard and his sprinkled in grays? It made no sense. Especially with Michaels being so young. Judge rinsed off his scissors and threw them back into his bag hard. He was sick of second guessing himself all of a sudden. That wasn’t him. Judge was who he was, take it or leave it. He could care less what the hotshot dick thought… he desperately tried to convince himself.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-five


    Michaels didn’t want it to look like he was trying too hard. Like he was trying to make it appear they were having a dinner date or something, so he made up Judge’s plate and left it in the kitchenette with a paper towel covering it and he sat down at the table with his. He peeked at his open laptop and made sure that Switch’s girlfriend was still at home. The bright red light blinking on the enlarged map would tell him if she steps foot out her door. The IT guys had hooked them up. Now they didn’t have to stare out the window with binoculars all night. He laughed when he heard a crackle and a loud crunch. He looked behind him and saw Bookem was as snug as a bug on his pillow chewing the large Milk-Bone treat he’d picked up for him at the store.


    Michaels knew he was taking a liking to Judge... hell even the dog. The man had loosened up substantially and Michaels hadn’t felt like kicking anyone’s teeth in in over twenty-four hours. That was rare as of lately. Not even the assholes that were shooting at them had made him flip out. Michaels definitely wanted to kill them but he wasn’t angry. That horrible burn that flowed through his veins when he was really mad that made him feel like his skin was being poked with a zillion hot needles had been absent since Judge had fucked him. Damn, he didn’t want to lose that.


    Judge was in the bathroom getting sexy for him. Grooming that wonderful beard that he’d come to obsess over. He had to stare at Judge’s eyes in that steamed-up mirror or else he would’ve eye-fucked the hell out of him, in nothing but a towel, tied low around those… Michaels dropped his fork as soon as Judge stepped out of the bathroom. Goddamn. He tracked Judge’s every movement. He still wore nothing but that dang-blasted towel, all that slick black chest hair on full display. Michaels’ mouth watered and it had nothing to do with the perfectly cooked steak he’d been eating.


    Judge got his plate and a bottle of water out of the fridge and came and sat down in front of Michaels completely unaware of his inner agony.


    “Wow. This looks really good. I’ll gladly suffer later if this taste half as good as it looks.” Judge said cutting a big chunk of his steak.


    Michaels frowned. “Suffer. What do you mean?”


    “I usually don’t eat late. Especially a big meal. It sits on my stomach like lead and I feel so sluggish in the morning.” Judge shrugged. “Side effect of being hold.”


    Michaels scoffed. “You’re not old, Judge. What are you… thirty-five, thirty-seven?”


    Judge looked at him for a while, his jaws working as he ate the juicy meat. Michaels began to think he’d insulted him until Judge smiled and shook his head ‘no’.


    “I’m a little older than that. You see the gray.” Judge used his fork to point at his hair.


    “What’s that have to do with anything? My dad’s been gray since he was twenty-seven. My mom always said she loved that about him.” Michaels’ laughed. “Premature graying runs in our family. I’ll start to get a lot more soon. The dirty blonde makes it difficult to see sometimes but I’ve got some in there two and I’m thirty-two.” Michaels looked at Judge like he wanted to devour him instead of his food. “I find gray on man extremely sexy.”


    Judge returned the look before reaching down boldly and adjusting himself underneath the thin cotton he had over his groin, then he went back to eating in nothing but that fuckin’ towel! Michaels tried to keeps his eyes on the television that was playing some dumbass reality weight loss show instead of on Judge’s thick pecs. But after only a couple minutes he was back to staring hypnotically.


    Judge’s deep voice abruptly broke him out of his trance. “It’s good.”


    “Huh? What? Oh. Yeah. Great. Good. Thanks.” Michaels blurted crazily. What the fuck? He was a mess. A horny, scattered, crazy mess. Was Judge doing that on purpose? He looked cool as a cucumber.


    Judge looked at him curiously before he continued. “What’s Book got over there?”


    Michaels hoped he hadn’t overstepped his bounds. “A uhh. A Milk-Bone. Is that alright? I thought he deserved something for his hard day too.”


    Judge was just staring at him quizzically before he silently dug back into his food. Damn he hoped he hadn’t fucked that up. He was still kicking himself when Judge spoke up again. “The food is really good. Way better than some greasy burger or whatever. Who taught you how to cook?”


    Michaels looked down at his half eaten steak. It was cooked perfectly, so was the steamed broccoli with cheese and the mashed potatoes – although they were instant – they came out pretty good after he spruced them up. The pots and pans that were provided wasn’t as nice as his but they didn’t burn his food up. He wished he could really cook for Judge. He’d make him a meal fit for a king.


    “My mom taught me some of the basics ya’know. I’ve lived alone since I was nineteen, couldn’t’ eat Denny’s every day.” Michaels smiled and Judge smiled back. “But having been to so many get-togethers, barbeques, game nights, poker nights at God and Days’, I sort of hung out with Day in the kitchen and I’ve picked up on quite a bit. Day loves to show off too, some of the recipes I don’t think I’ll ever get right. But its fun trying. Besides, while all the other guys were hugged up with their partners I had to entertain myself somehow.” Michaels shrugged like it didn’t matter much. But honestly he didn’t want Judge to see his hurt. To see that he longed for his own partner too. Someone that complimented him perfectly.


    God’s name was incomplete unless you added the ‘and Day’ behind. Green and Ruxs were practically combined identities. And don’t even let him get started on Syn and Furi, jeez’, anytime those two were together the temperature in the room was like the Sahara Desert.


    Michaels and Judge…hmmmm… Austin and Judge… Judge and Austin.


    Well damn. Next thing Michaels knew he’d be doodling on the jacket of his romance novel, ‘Austin loves Judge.’ inside of a heart with an arrow drawn through it.


    “Day can cook, huh?” Judge said, shoving another large heaping of potatoes in his mouth.


    Michaels’ pfftd. “Can he? The guy should have a damn cooking show. Did you know he’s actually best friends with Prescott Vaughan the master chef? It’s crazy. He and Day dated in college and he taught him how to cook.”


    “I bet. I’m sure he and Day cooked real good together.” Judge winked again.


    “Man.” Michaels warned. “You better not say that in front of God, he’ll go batshit.”


    Judge and Michaels laughed as he continued to tell Judge some of the crazy stories about his old-time friend, and Michaels couldn’t believe some of the wild shit God did when he was an enlisted man in the military. Judge was laughing so hard he was wiping the corners of his eyes with his napkin. He looked so carefree and handsome when he was genuinely enjoying himself. Laugh lines crinkled in the corners of those onyx colored eyes that seemed to brighten and shimmer. When both of them were finished, Michaels stood and picked up his plate, grabbing for Judge’s empty one too. His wrist was grabbed before he could walk away with them.


    “Hey.” Judge whispered hoarsely. “Thank you for making dinner.”


    “It’ll be worth it.” Michaels said seductively, looking deep into Judge’s shadowy eyes.


    Judge released him, a faint shade of crimson creeping up his throat and hiding behind his beard. Michaels’ chucked softly, his skin tingling with warmth from Judge’s firm touch. He washed the couple of plates and the pots and put the small space back in order for morning. He hoped to really impress Judge when he woke up to bacon, eggs, and his specialty… blueberry pancakes in the morning. If he was home, he’d make him that breakfast casserole that Day brings in some mornings and finally taught Michaels how to make it.


    “You want a beer.” He called to Judge.


    “No.”


    Michaels turned around in surprise. “No?”


    Judge stood and sauntered over to him taking the two beers out of his hand and putting them back in the refrigerator. Michaels watched with curiosity. Judge leaned in to him, their mouths only inches apart. Judge’s masculine scent was all over him and it excited him to no end, especially when he was getting ready to know and smell Judge very intimately. With his back against the small counter, Judge braced both hands on either side of him trapping him between his bulk and the unyielding surface behind him. “I want to make good on my deal now.” Judge whispered.


    “I wouldn’t mind that right now.” Michaels smiled.


    Judge leaned in but Michaels turned so that Judge’s lips landed on his cheek. He felt the big man chuckle agasint the side of his jaw. “Playing hard to get.”


    “Not my style.” Michaels licked Judge’s neck, running his fingers through his beard as he did. Judge groaned and inched forward until his erection was pressing against his. Michaels moved fast, taking Judge’s arm and twisting it, spinning him around until Judge was facing the counter.


    “Got some moves on you, sweetheart. I’ll give you that.” Judge laughed provocatively.


    Michaels pushed against the center of Judge’s back, urging him to bend forward as he dropped to his knees pulling his towel off that round ass.


    “W-what are you doing?” Judge stuttered.


    “Getting my kiss.”


    “Wait a minute. Not… not there.” Judge argued still not pulling away.


    “Are you going back on your word, Judge?” Michaels tsked again. “That’s not like you.”


    “I never go back on my word. I will kiss you.”


    “Unh unh unh. I said I wanted to kiss you. I said you didn’t even have to kiss me back remember?” Michael’s flicked his tongue over the silky black hairs on Judge’s ass. “I’m gonna kiss you right here until I’m as satisfied as you were with your dinner.”


    Judge snarled. “You sneaky bastard.”


    Michaels smiled and feasted his eyes on his real dinner.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-six


    Judge really underestimates how fucking smart this damn detective is. He had set his own self up, falling for Michaels’ charm, his intoxicating eyes and seductive smile as he let himself get swindled in a deal. But Judge never ever went back on his word. Now he was bent over a counter, legs spread and ass open.


    Judge clenched his fist as he waited for Michaels to make his move. Right now all he was doing was kneeling behind him and staring. It made Judge feel weird. On display. He wasn’t a buff, blonde hunk with product controlling his immaculate hair or perfectly arched eyebrows. Judge was just a man. Did Michaels not like what he saw? Was his ass too much of an ugly hairy thing? Had he changed his mind and was trying to think of a way to back… “ohhhh gaaawd.”


    Michaels ran the flat of his tongue over the back of Judge’s balls, stopping right before he got to his hole. “Yessss. Let me hear you. I could look at your fine ass all night, Judge, but I’m making myself crazy with want. Damn, I fuckin’ want you bad, man.” Michaels’ hands were roughly kneading and rubbing Judge’s ass cheeks. “I’m gonna slick all this sexy hair down with my spit.” Michaels moaned and licked Judge again before he took a mouthful of his flesh and sucked on it hard enough to leave a mark.


    Judge’s cock was so hard he could’ve drilled a hole into the counter. Michaels really was turned on by him, by his ass… by his hair. Judge released the air that had filled up in his lungs and tried to relax. Michaels did exactly what he said he was going to do. Judge’s cock jerked and leaked precome down the counter every time he felt Michaels’ warm spit hit his ass. “Fuck.” He hissed.


    “Feels good, babe. Do you like it?” Michaels moaned, enjoying his ‘kiss’. Not seeming too concerned with Judge replying.


    Judge couldn’t have answered anyway. His mind was all fucked up. He hadn’t had anyway taste him there in…. “Jesus!” Judge grunted when he felt that hot, slick tongue flick his hole. His leg trembled and he wanted to stop it but he could only focus on one body part right now, and at the moment he was trying to keep his dick from exploding.


    Michaels spread him wider and used his entire tongue not just the tip and drug it slowly up his seam, pressing harder when he got to the tightly wrinkled skin around his hole before continuing all the way up. “So fuckin’ dark and beautiful.” Michaels murmured against him.


    Judge’s eyes slid closed. Michaels was the beautiful one. So beautiful for doing this to him, making him feel so desired. His cock was grabbed from between his legs and pulled back right into Michaels’ hungry mouth. He sucked hard on his thick head while rubbing his hole with the pad of his thumb. Judge’s balls were drawing up, his stomach clenched tight and his eyes squeezed shut preparing for the climax of his life. He didn’t’ know if Michaels sensed it or not but the base of his dick was squeezed tightly and Michaels’ mouth popped off. His orgasm simmering so close to the surface.


    Judge thought Michaels was done, satisfied, but he was very wrong. That skillful tongue zeroed right back in on his hole, spearing and stabbing at it until it gave in and allowed him full access. Michaels spit, growled, bit, licked at his lower half like his body held sustenance. “Man you taste so fuckin’ good. You taste so rich, and powerful, you taste like your mine.”


    Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. What was Michaels saying? Did he know what he was saying? He sounded almost drunk, his words muffled and slurred as those wonderful sentiments were spoken against his ass. Judge’s eyes rolled behind his closed lids as Michaels relaxed his hole in the best way. That tongue was long and thick but he needed more, he wanted more. For the first time in so very long his ass felt hollow and empty, needing so badly to be filled. A fierce shudder racked his body when Michaels buried in as deep as he could, Judge unconsciously pushed his ass back, seeking out at least one more inch. Michaels slapped his damp ass and squeezed it aggressively, growling while he ate the hell out of him. Judge was trying hard not to ride that gorgeous face but it was difficult. A blunt thumb probed at his ass and pushed in right along with Michaels tongue and Judge knew he was about to blow.


    “Ugh. I’ma’ come. Fuck! I’m bout to come!”


    Michaels pulled back and gripped Judge’s balls at the same time he clamped his fingers around his cock, fending off his orgasm. Judge shook again as his brain caught up and his orgasm receded back into hiding until it would be forced out again.


    Michaels stood and pressed his chest against Judge’s sweaty back. “It’s not even near time for you to come yet. I’m not done with you.” He whispered harshly against the back of Judge’s head. “Get on the fuckin’ bed. On your stomach.”


    Judge’s ass was slapped angrily when he turned to head back towards one of the queen-sized beds. He didn’t utter a word about the rough treatment. Michaels could treat him however he damn well pleased right now.


    Judge lay on the bed, face down, ass exposed for the taking. He wasn’t sure if Michaels would take him, he prayed he would. But he wasn’t going to ask, he wouldn’t beg. Hell, he was trying not to whine and moan. His pride was as large as the Empire State Building, so he couldn’t swallow it.


    Michaels turned off the television and all the lights, except for the tiny lamp on the desk on the other side of the room. Judge heard something fall next to his head. Opening his eyes he saw that Michaels had placed the lube and a condom there. Oh fuck. Was the condom for him or for Michaels? He guessed he’d find out soon enough.


    Michaels stretched his long frame over top of his pushing him down into the soft mattress. He was muscular and heavy… perfect. Michaels ground his rigid cock into the cleft of his ass, sliding it up and down his crease that was still delectably slick from his saliva.


    His fingers slid through Judge’s damp hair, pushing it back and away from his face. Michaels placed the sweetest, most delicate kisses against his jaw while he rubbed his body against him. “I want inside you so damn bad, babe. More than I’ve ever wanted anything.” Michaels emphasized his want with a firm thrust against Judge’s ass. Judge gasped and pushed back into it. Hopefully that was enough and Michaels would get the hint.


    It seems he did because Michaels slid back down his body and began to bathe him in his saliva, preparing his hole for him. Judge felt Michaels’ fingers probing at him and he knew he needed to breathe and relax but his heart was beating so fast.


    “Relax. I won’t hurt you. I promise.” Michaels whispered.


    Why did that statement feel like Michaels wasn’t only talking about hurting his ass? Would he really not hurt him?


    Michaels pushed two fingers deep inside him and Judge puffed a gust of breath, surprised there was barely a burn, only a slight fullness. Fuck. Go deeper. Michaels knew what he was doing. He was experienced and Judge didn’t mind it. He could care less who else Michaels had taken, all he knew is he was the one driving Michaels insane right now.


    “Look at you. Opening right up for me.” Michaels said softly, his fingers twisting and burying as deep as he could. He could feel Michaels’ remaining knuckles pressing against his flesh while those two fingers probed for depth. When Michaels picked up speed, his fingers jabbing in and out of him Judge grunted and fisted the sheets. As soon as those fingers were gone, Judge felt unbelievably void. He pumped his hips against the soft sheets, needing the friction, anything to take his mind off of feeling empty inside.


    He didn’t turn around but he heard the sound of foil tearing, listened as tight latex snapped against hard flesh, shivered at the telltale flick of the cap of lube. Hurry. Michaels lay back over him, massaging his back, his shoulders, kissing across the tense blades, his mouth lingering and warm. “You are so sexy to me, Judge. Everything about you calls to me.” Michaels lined his cock up as he spoke soothingly into Judge’s ear. “From the time I saw you walk into my department, I wanted to claim you.”


    Judge’s body burned as Michaels pressed inside of him. His cock was so goddamn hard, like a pipe drilling into him. Judge was so wet and slick down there, the glide was effortless. After the head was in, Judge gasped as Michaels drove in until his pelvis was snug against his ass.


    “Ohhhh, my god. Ahhhh, you’re fuckin’ bottomless, babe.” Michaels moaned against him. Judge could feel that lithe chest beating rapidly against his back. Michaels swallowed breaths gusting over his damp skin, raising chill bumps all over him.


    Judge smothered his face into the pillow, not wanting Michaels to see the expressions he was making. They couldn’t have looked sexy. He could feel the deep frown in his forehead, his eyes now open wide in shock, his mouth a firm line to keep from screaming out ‘fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked before’.


    “Judge. Don’t hide from me.” Michaels pressed in deep and rotated his hips and Judge clenched the sheets, his back arching up.


    “Oh god.” It was said too low for Michaels to hear.


    “Come out, babe. Let me see you.” Michaels cupped Judge’s cheek and turned his face to the side and leaned in and licked his parted lips. “That’s better. Taste so fuckin’ good… everywhere.” Michaels rubbed his own stubble against Judge’s beard and pulled out halfway only to slam back in. His pace was smooth and steady for now, enough to drive Judge insane. Still biting his tongue, he reached back with one hand and gripped one side of Michaels’ hips, urging him to move faster. But it had the reverse effect. Michaels practically stopped.


    “Un uh’. You want it… ask for it. Tell me how you want me to fuck you, Judge and I promise I’ll blow your mind.” Michaels said so sensually.


    Judge clawed at Michaels’ hip, pushing his ass into him. He wasn’t used to this. Asking to be fucked into unconsciousness. He was usually the aggressor, he didn’t trust those one-offs’ to fuck him, no way. Why did he have to talk? Just pound him already. Judge shook with pent up need his ass clenching tight with anticipation.


    “Mmmm.” Michaels moaned. “It’s alright. I can feel you, babe. I hear your body talking.”


    Judge might not be much of a dirty talker but Michaels was damn pro. Judge’s cock leaked heavily trapped beneath him, which was a good thing because if he touched it, this erotic rhumba would be over. Michaels slid both his arms underneath Judge’s armpits and hooked his shoulders for leverage. “You ready.”


    Judge clasped his hands over Michaels and nodded once. Michaels barely withdrew a few inches before he slammed back into Judge’s wanting ass. Over and over, rapid sharp thrust, deeper than Judge could process. Judge twisted and grunted, growling against the sheets.


    “Still being stubborn, huh? Why won’t you let me hear you? That deep sexy voice of yours.” Michaels panted in his ear. “I can make you talk, babe.”


    “Fuck you.” Judge muttered. Thinking Michaels didn’t hear him… but he was wrong.


    Michaels chuckled low and demonically and Judge knew he’d fucked up. “Better, but not quite what I had in mind.” Michaels’ body was shifting over top of him, turning so that his legs straddled his right thigh and both his arms were on his left side braced on the mattress. Oh fuck. Michaels was getting ready to fuck him at an entirely different angle. An angle that was gonna have him pile-driving his prostrate.


    “Fuck!” Judge yelled. Michaels thrust were so powerful, that blunt cock-head punching his gland with a force so insane it made him see stars. Judge was arching his back again, this time raising both of them up. “Ahhhh. Fuck! Fuck!”


    “Yeah, babe. God. That’s. Good. Ahhh. Nice and tight.” Michaels said after each thrust. “Shit. I’m bout’ to come.”


    Judge’s arms was stretched out the entire width of the bed as if his body was offered up for sacrifice. His fist clenched the sides of the mattress as his orgasm burst out of hiding, barreling to the surface. His body locked up tight, every muscle flexed and taut. Judge grimaced and groaned at the intense pleasure.


    “Fuck. I feel you, Judge. Come with me, come with me.” Michaels crooned. Rubbing Judge everywhere he could reach. “Your body is so gorgeous.”


    “Austin.” Judge whispered shakily when lighting shot through his balls and the first jet of come made him jerk hard enough to almost knock Michaels off him. Heat spread beneath him, soaking through the sheets and probably into the mattress. He shook violently with each release, his orgasm riding him as hard as Michaels was. “Fuck.”


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-Seven


    Michaels heard his name whispered so tenderly from Judge’s mouth as if he was in some kind of euphoric trance. That carnal sound threw him over the edge faster than he could ready himself to fall.


    Buried balls deep, he ground his pelvis against Judge’s furry ass and jerked spastically, plastered against him, as come shot from him, filling the tip of the condom. He purred and moaned Judge’s name while he rode it out. Milking every drop. With his arm still around Judge’s chest, he held him close to him trying to level out his breathing but lingering shutters still hit him as his cock deflated inside Judge’s warm ass. Michaels moaned and kissed the back of Judge’s neck. I’m ruined.


    He tried to gauge how Judge was feeling since the man was still quiet and frighteningly still, only the slight rise and fall of his chest could be felt since Michaels was still on top of him, not quite ready to get off yet. He ran his hands through Judge’s wet hair. “You good?” Michaels asked.


    After a few seconds, Judge shifted beneath him. “Yeah. Just need a fuckin’ cigarette.”


    Michaels chuckled, relieved that Judge wasn’t wiggin’ out on him. He gripped the condom and eased out of Judge. He rolled over to the side, quickly checking the monitor that their target was still stationary and after seeing she was, he threw out the condom, flopping back down on the pillow. He watched Judge get up and go into the bathroom. Watched his firm backside and strong back muscles flex with every step he took. Yes. Judge was the man for him. Such a complicated, stubborn bottom, making Michaels work his ass off like that. Well, he wasn’t afraid of hard work. Only thing now was convincing Judge that they worked well together. When he heard the shower turn on again, Michaels took a deep breath and slid further down onto the mattress utilizing the time to think of some type if plan to win Judge over. He knew it wouldn’t be easy. The man was set in his ways and used to being alone. Just because they’d had a couple good romps didn’t mean Judge felt the connection Michaels did.


    Michaels turned and looked back at the tracker on the monitor and saw their red dot was moving. He checked the time. It was after two in the morning. He jumped up and ran to the window, noting all the lights were off in her home, like she was gonna be out for a while. Fuck. This is it. Michaels threw on his pants almost falling to his face as he stumbled his way to the bathroom.


    ********


    A power top! His detective is a fuckin’ make your toes curl, pound your ass into wreckage power top!


    Judge twisted his hand in his hair, pulling hard on the long strands trying to wrap his head around what the fuck had just happened. He’d bottomed, that’s what had just happened. Michaels had made him feel things he hadn’t felt in years. Fucked him until he barely knew where he was and why he was there. So, not only was the hotshot detective a wild, slutty, take it like a champ bottom, he also knew how to drive that fat cock of his. Rode him like a champion lover. Then when Judge had come hard enough to tear the sheets with his bare hands, Michaels had chased his own orgasm with the ferocity of a lion, using Judge’s asshole as the net. And when he did come… hard and deep inside… “ahhhh fuuck.” Judge squeezed the base of his sensitive cock


    “I’m so fucked.” Judge groaned, letting the hot water beat on his deliciously tender ass. His cock was already plumping again when he thought of the way Michaels took him. The way he talked dirty to him, with a sexy confidence he hadn’t gotten from his other quick fucks. Michaels honed in on exactly where and how to fill him up. Tapped into Judge’s needs and fulfilled every one of them and some he didn’t know where there.


    This was the man of Judge’s dreams but he was fighting it all the way. He wouldn’t put himself back out there again. Partners left you or they died on you, one or the other, but either one left you devastated. Judge was too old to do devastated.


    As soon as Judge turned off the shower he heard the door burst open. “Judge she’s moving! This is it!”


    Judge hurried out the bathroom, not bothering to towel off. Yanking his bag from under the bed, he threw on the first thing he could grab while peeking at the laptop monitor as the little red dot moved back towards downtown Miami.


    “You think he’s here?” Michaels said, putting on his boots, leaving them untied. They were both scurrying to get out the door.


    “Oh he’s definitely here. Wherever he was hiding, he’s come out. Obviously he got wind of either us or Riggs and his thugs on his ass and he’s making his move.” Judge put on his weapons, he reached back in his bag for his knife and saw his bulletproof vest down in the bottom. He hadn’t worn it in forever but he pulled out now and thrust it towards Michaels. “Here.”


    Michaels looked up from fastening on his own holster. “I don’t need that.”


    “You have your own?”


    “No. I just don’t need it.”


    Judge walked over to Michaels. When those sexy blue eyes looked up at him Judge knew, knew the man in front of him had gotten to him, gotten further than any other had in a long time. Had burst through one of Judge’s walls. He cupped Michaels jaw and lowered his forehead to rest against Michaels smooth one. “Just.” Judge squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head, not liking the constriction in his chest at the thought of Michaels getting hurt, especially in front of him. “Just, humor me. Okay. Put it on. You’re a cop, you’re used to wearing them.”


    Michaels looked like he wanted to argue some more, but they really didn’t have the time. Their target was only ten minutes out from downtown. If they hurried they could catch her. Michaels hand was on his waist when he nodded his head ‘yes’. Judge’s hand snaked around to the back of Michaels head, holding him to him a second longer before he finally let go. He’d wanted to kiss Michaels. Kiss him on his lips like he thought he’d he was getting tonight but didn’t. Kiss and show him that he meant something to him, what, he had no clue. But something.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-eight


    They were flying down the I95 at almost ninety miles per hour. His heartbeat was a hard rhythmic thud in his chest for a number of reasons. He was hoping this was it so he could be done with this assignment and move forward. Forward with Judge. He was also concerned that Judge still wasn’t confident in his skills. Proof was he was wearing a bulletproof vest… only him. Also, Michaels had given everything he’d had to Judge in that hotel room less than an hour ago. Sexed him harder and better than any other man he’d been with. He sincerely hoped Judge could feel it… he had to have felt it.


    Michaels held his cell in his hands, watching the girlfriend on the monitor. “She’s got to be headed back to the motel.”


    “Yep. He’s there already.”


    “What makes you so sure?”


    Judge turned that pitch dark glare on him. “It’s a hunch.”


    Michaels believed in Judge’s hunches and his instincts. Knew him capable of doing his job. He just hoped Judge believed in him.


    They turned around and circled the hotel, checking for any signs of suspiciousness before backing into one of the parking spaces in the far back of the lot, where there wasn’t much light. The girlfriend was still in her car, she’d killed the engine but hadn’t gotten out.


    “I don’t like this.” Judge murmured. “Something’s off.”


    “I know.” Michaels agreed. As soon as he did, Bookem let out a low growl. He sensed something and he and Judge both scanned the parking lot. “I don’t want him to come out and jump in the car with her.”


    “True. I don’t want to chase her.”


    “We need her out of the car. So when he comes, he has to pause and look for her.” Michaels scratched at the itchy stubble on his face. “I’ll show her my badge and hold her in the office or something.”


    “Most likely they have a distress signal. I don’t want to spook her.” Judge stroked his beard while he thought. “Typically I’d take out the abettor.”


    “I got an idea.” Michaels said, looking back at Bookem.


    Michaels removed his vest and guns, opting for his plain t-shirt under an open button-down collar shirt. He walked around the hotel and came up on the other side of the girlfriend’s car. He gave her a friendly smile and wave as he casually walked by like he was taking a stroll. Just as predicted the girlfriend got out the car and followed him to a lit area by the office while Michaels squatted and rumpled Bookem’s scruff.


    “What a gorgeous animal.” The woman approached, her eyes lighting up the closer she got to him.


    “Thank you.” Michaels smiled. “You can pet him if you like.”


    “Can I really? He’s absolutely beautiful.” she beamed. “I love animals. I’m studying to be a vet, with a specialty in large breed K9s.”


    “Awesome.” Michaels turned on his best boy-next-door-smile. He discreetly looked at Judge and saw him getting in position. “What school are you in?”


    She was rubbing her hands down Bookem’s body as if feeling his bone structure. “Actually, I’m transferring schools now. Me and my fiancé are moving.”


    Michaels nodded his head in understanding but didn’t press for more answers, it was irrelevant anyway. Her plans were about to come to a screeching halt. He just needed her to stay focused on him. While the girlfriend fawned over Bookem, Michaels saw a man dip out of a dark room and jog towards the red car in the parking lot with a large duffle strapped to his back. He stooped and looked inside the empty vehicle before standing and looking around. Michaels ducked his head and squatted like her.


    “What’s his name?” She laughed when Bookem started licking her hand.


    “His name is Books.”


    She looked up at him with amusement. “You must love to read.”


    “I do.” Michaels winked.


    “Hi Books, hi baby. You are a strong fella aren’t you. So sweet. Look at you.” She was completely enamored and Michaels hoped he didn’t have to arrest her. Time would tell. She turned intelligent brown eyes up at him. “Danes are so big, but one of the gentlest breeds there is.”


    “Clarissa!”


    She stood and turned when her name was yelled. Michaels stayed squatting down, reaching behind him to pull out his weapon.


    “Baby, I’m over here.” She called out.


    Michaels kept his head down, peaking through his lowered lashes, watching Switch make his way over to them. His head was darting back and forth like he was nervous. Of course he was. When he got to them he kissed her quickly on her mouth. “You were supposed to wait in the car.”


    “Sorry. You were taking your time and I wanted to see the dog”


    “Of course you did. You and these dogs. I told you to stay in the car, that I wanted to leave -”


    Michaels stood and brought his gun out of hiding, cutting Switch off midsentence. “Don’t do anything stupid Switch and don’t piss me off more than I already am.” Michaels growled. He could see Judge closing in behind them and even though Switch looked like he wanted to make a run for it, Judge’s massive frame was right there to cancel out that thought.


    “Oh my god.” The girl clutched at her chest, backing up from a now snarling Bookem.


    “Mam. Don’t move!” Michaels barked.


    “Please don’t shoot.” She began crying. “We have no money.”


    Michaels was ignoring her, his eyes trained hard on Switch that was watching him back like he wanted to strangle him. “He doesn’t want money, Clarissa.”


    The girlfriend looked back and forth between them. “You know him?”


    Switch was eerily calm. “Yes. Detective Michaels and I go way back.”


    “Now that were all reacquainted, very slowly take off the bag, get down on your knees and link your fingers behind your head. You’re under arrest.”


    “Man, fuck!” Switch yelled. “Come on Michaels. I can’t go to prison.”


    Judge pulled out a pair of handcuffs, waiting for Switch to comply.


    “You made a deal with the DA, I’m here to make sure you honor that deal.” Michaels said. “Now get down!”


    The girlfriend was inching back. “Clarissa. I don’t want to hurt you, so stop moving, please.”


    “But I don’t understand.” Her hands shook against her chest. “What deal? What is going on?”


    It seemed the girlfriend had no clue who her fiancé really was, which would work out great for her. She wouldn’t be charged with aiding and abetting. She could go on and become a vet and hopefully learn from this experience and next time choose her boyfriends more carefully.


    Sirens were heard in the background. Right on time. Switch was slowly removing his bag. “I can make you very rich.” Switch said. “Both of you. I have over a half a million dollars. I’ll split that three ways, right now. Just let me go. I’ll never show my face in this country again.”


    Michaels came forward, ready to knock Switch the fuck out for insulting him. Judge quickly yanked Switch up and out of the way of fire. “I suggest you shut up.” Judge growled.


    Two patrol vehicles sped into the parking lot, coming to a screeching halt. Michaels had his badge high in the air, letting them know who he was. Judge stepped back and let Michaels handcuff their target and read him his rights. He frisked him down good, made sure Switch had nothing hidden anywhere that he could use on them later or any drugs on him. Even checked in his boxer briefs. Switch yelped and cursed but Michaels didn’t give a fuck. Everything was done completely by the book as God instructed. While Judge loaded up their suspect Michaels went back to the girlfriend.


    “They’re going to arrest you.”


    She turned hysterical. “What! Why! I don’t even know what’s going on. I’ve been with Greg for eight months, he told me he got a great job in Rio and wanted me to go!” She hiccupped in between sobs. “Told me he wanted to marry me.”


    Michaels holstered his weapon. Clarissa wasn’t a threat. Just a used and confused woman that had been taken advantage of. He lightly put his hand on her shoulder and she fell into him, crying loudly against him. Her small frame shook against him and he tried to find a place to put his hands. He ended up patting her back lightly. “All you have to do is tell them what happened. Tell the truth, everything you know, and I’m sure you’ll be cleared.”


    “I’m so stupid.” She continued to cry. “I thought something was weird. Especially when he told me to bribe the clerk but I thought he was still hiding from his ex-wife. He said she was stalking him.”


    Michaels recognized the cop that was God’s friend. The man was big, filling out his dark blue uniform. Sharp green eyes looked him up and down then the woman still crying in his arms before he finally spoke in a surprisingly soft tone. “Your Lieutenant gave me explicit instructions regarding the drugs. I’ll photograph them and then do what he specified.”


    Michaels nodded his head ‘okay’. God has trusted this guy the entire time and he’s come through for them. Michaels had no reason not to believe him. Besides, he was glad he wouldn’t be responsible for transporting a quarter of a million dollars in coke with them back to Atlanta.


    Michaels extracted himself from the girlfriend and let the two cops take her. They loosely cuffed her hands in front and she started to wail all over again. “Just tell them what you know. When you’re let go, make sure you have no further contact with him. Go on with your life. It might not seem like it but this is for the best. You almost married a convicted murderer and drug dealer.”


    “Oh my god.” She whined, sniffling as they loaded her in the back seat.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Twenty-nine


    “This is bullshit, man! Let me the fuck out of here!” Switch yelled from the back of the truck. They were on their way back to their hotel to pick up their belongings and decided to go ahead and get back on the road to Atlanta tonight. They’d have to stop overnight to rest but at least they’d be out of Miami.


    “If you don’t shut the hell up, I’m gonna let the dog ride back there with you! He doesn’t like yelling.” Michaels threatened. Bookem barked and growled, the sound dreadfully scary in the confinement of the cab. The rest of the way to hotel was quiet.


    Michaels went in to get their stuff while Judge notified God of their progress and let Bookem out to stretch in preparation for the five hour drive up to Jacksonville. That would put them halfway, then only five more hours to Atlanta. Michaels threw the few items they had in the bathroom into their bags. Then his laptop and surveillance equipment. He also grabbed the food he’d purchased for breakfast, no reason to throw it away.


    He picked up his phone and called on of the two IT geniuses. When Detective Murphy picked up he could hear him typing away on his computer. “Hey smarty-pants. I need a two bedroom suite in Jacksonville. We’ll layover there around ten this morning.”


    “Got it.” Was all the man said before he disconnected the call. By the time Michaels hefted both of their bags on his shoulders, and did one final quick scan, his phone buzzed with a notification.


    Staybridge Suites


    Touchton Road, Jacksonville


    registered under your alias


    


    Michaels grinned. How the hell did those guys do that? Anything you needed was given to you, literally in an instance. Those two were absolutely indispensable to their team. On his way down the stairs he caught movement out of the corner of his eye. A man on the opposite side of the ice machine. He had his back to him so Michaels couldn’t see his face, but he wasn’t getting any ice. He had on dark jeans, and a black and white striped shirt. Tattoos were up his neck and arms. Michaels recognized the Bankhead gang sign on the back of his neck. This guy was from Atlanta. He looked over the railing at Judge, saw he was just putting Bookem back inside. He reached behind his back for his weapon but his hand was caught but someone that had snuck up behind him. Dropping the bag of groceries, he fought against the strong hold as the man at the ice machine closed in on him from the front. He could hear the loud roaring of Judge’s engine and then the squealing of tires. Michaels brought his foot up fast, kicking the man in the gut as soon as he was close enough. With his one free arm, he threw three rapid elbows to the man’s face until he let go and stumbled back against the rail. He didn’t wait for the guy to recover, he took off into the stairwell and down the short flight of stairs bursting out the door into the parking lot. Judge’s passenger door was right there. He threw their bags in the back and jumped in the front no sooner than the side door opened and the man he’d elbowed grabbed the door to keep Michaels from closing himself in.


    Bookem barked angrily against his window, clearly wanting out to take care of this guy too. Michaels punched the man in his jaw and took a couple body shots of his own as the man tried to yank him out of the truck. Judge grabbed the handle of his door, ready to get out and help. “No! Go!” Michaels yelled. Another punched to the man’s temple sent him backwards and Judge floored it.


    They cleared the parking lot and Judge flew out into the main road, almost clipping a light pole in the median. Thank goodness there wasn’t much traffic at almost five am. Michaels stuffed the big bags further behind them and got his gun out of his back waistband. He looked in the large side view mirror and sure enough there was a dark SUV barreling up the street toward them. “Punch it.”


    Judge looked in his side mirror and swore under his breath, stepping on the gas. If they could just get to the interstate, they’d be good. Too many state troopers on the Florida Turnpike to do a high-speed chase. Shots firing and hitting the back of the cab had Judge spinning off onto a side street. Switch was yelling and cursing them to let him out. Michaels turned and yanked his bulletproof vest out of his bag and draped it over Bookem, urging the dog to anxious dog to lay down as more shots hit against the back window. “Fuck.” Michaels ducked.


    “The windows are bulletproof.” Judge informed but the man still looked agitated.


    The windows may be bulletproof, but the entire vehicle wasn’t. Those guys could blow out the tires or depending on the weapons, the bullet could pierce the exterior. This was such bullshit. They didn’t even have the drugs anymore, but these dumb fucks didn’t know that. He wished he had a bullhorn so he could yell it at them.


    Judge’s big truck hit the potholes and dips in the road like a school bus. Michaels was bouncing high enough to almost hit his head on the roof. He held the ‘oh shit’ bar as Judge flew through the back street and took a hard left back onto the main road. The interstate was just up ahead. Looking in the side mirror again, the big vehicle was right on their ass and gaining speed. Fuck.


    Michaels readied his weapon and rolled the window down on his side, ready to take aim.


    “No! Put the window back up!” Judge yelled.


    “Keep driving!” Michaels was taking these assholes out. If they got on the side of him or Judge, a bullet could go through the door. Pointing his weapon out the window, aimed behind them, Michaels used the rearview mirror to guide him. His focus was on the vehicles tires. He fired twice, hitting the hood and the front grill. Judge was all over the place as he had to aggressively dodge a couple vehicles on the road. Shots were fired back at him and he had to quickly duck back inside. Shit.


    “What the fuck is going on? Y’all gone get me killed man!” Switch yelled. It sounded like he was kicking the siding and frankly it was pissing him off.


    “Shut up or I’ll drop the back down and let them have you.” Michaels yelled back. He checked the side mirror again.


    “Stay inside!” Judge barked at him. He was seething, his voice on the edge of panic his tone far past the sound of furious.


    “Concentrate on driving.” Michaels shouted back. This was his job. Why the fuck was Judge not letting him do it? Cowering inside the vehicle like a pussy was not what Michaels was used to. Hell, it was frowned upon if you worked for God. Michaels checked the mirror again. They were still on them. Okay playtime was over. He put his entire arm out the window and aimed again. He waited this time, calculated the way Judge was moving, timed the swerves of the SUV behind them. He took in a deep breath and held it. Squeezing the trigger he hit the front tire twice, the car dropped down lopsided, the tread spinning off the tires and flying up into the air as the tire fell apart. Three more shots in rapid succession into the grill, enough to completely disable it. A couple shots hit the rear of the truck again, and one final hitting the side mirror that Michaels was watching from, shattering it and explosively sending large chucks of glass into his face.


    Michaels dropped his gun at his feet, hollering out in pain. He was catapulted back against the seat, holding his hand over the right side of his face. Judge yelled to him almost losing control of the vehicle.


    “I’m alright! Go!” Michaels yelled fearfully. His face felt like it was on fire. He could feel the blood dripping down his hand while he clutched the side of his face. He had no clue what type of damage was done. Since his hand was still clutched to his eye, he didn’t know if glass was in it or had cut it. The pain was too severe to tell at this point. Adrenaline was coursing through him blocking him from fully understanding how much, if any damage had been done.


    A rough hand was yanking on his shirt trying to turn him around. He grabbed at it, pulling Judge off of him. “I’m okay.”


    “Are you hit? Michaels!” Judge was not helping. Michaels was trying not to panic himself. He had no clue that if he moved his hand, would his eyeball fall out into his lap. “I’m taking you to the hospital.”


    “No! I’m good.” Michaels pulled down the visor with his other hand, looking at his reflection. He was able to use his left eye just fine and there didn’t appear to be any damage there. He slowly pulled his blood-soaked hand away from his face.


    Judge was watching him closely, every now and then turning his attention back to the road. Michaels wanted to reassure Judge that he was okay because the man looked like he’d just had triple bypass surgery. His hands shook fiercely as he tried to navigate the large vehicle up the interstate ramp.


    Michaels left eye was still sealed shut, there was no way he could open it with all the blood seeping down his face.


    “Fuck!” Judge gripped the steering wheel and barely missed running them directly into the guard rail.


    Michaels took a calming breath. If he didn’t settle Judge down, he was going to kill them himself. “Judge. I’m not shot. It was glass. I’m cut on my forehead.” Michaels took off his over-shirt and dabbed at the blood on his face. There was a little nick on his neck too but the culprit causing all the gore was the gash above his eyebrow. He tried not to make a sound as he wiped at it a couple more times the blood coming faster than he could wipe. He saw the cut was at least two and half inches long and split pretty deep. He’d probably need stitches but some closure adhesive should take care of it until he got home. He inched his eye open, the thick blood weighing down his lashes but at least it was still inside its socket. He could see and it appeared that his eye wasn’t cut either. Taking a sigh of relief, he balled up his shirt and pressed it hard against the cut, grimacing at the sharp pain.


    “You need stitches.” Judge said through clenched teeth.


    “You have a first aid kit, right? Michaels didn’t wait for Judge to answer. He knew he did. “I’ll take care of it in Jacksonville.”


    “Fuck that.” Judge pulled out his cell. His hands still visibly shaking. Michaels heard him telling God to change their reservations, that they weren’t gonna make it there and needed something just outside the city. “Yeah. They fired several rounds but no one was hit. Michaels is cut on his forehead from glass so we need to get to a place where it can be cleaned. And he needs to rest.”


    Michaels wanted to bitch about Judge making him do something and telling him what he needed but it was true, he didn’t have the energy and now that the adrenaline had dissipated, he was feeling worn out. Michaels kept the pressure on his cut but couldn’t help but slouch down into the leather cushioning and turned his head on the good side facing Judge and closed his eyes. Bookem’s head finally popped up from behind him. He looked at Michaels as if trying to assess what was wrong and pressed his cold nose into his shoulder. When Bookem released a sad pathetic whine, Michaels gently patted him on his head, not having the energy to do more.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty


    Judge pulled into a Homewood Suites in North Miami, stopping at the office to pick up their keys before continuing around to the back side. Michaels was practically asleep in the front seat so he let Bookem out on his side. He grabbed his first aid kit then went to the end of the truck to drop the gate down and growled at Switch to get out. Book rose up on the bed, growling and barking at him. Judge knew his dog. He was sad about Michaels and pissed at Switch, blaming him for it all. “I’ll send him in there to get you if I have to.”


    Switch scooted to the back and dropped his legs to the ground. “You fuckers are crazy.”


    “Shut up. They were after you not us. So I blame you for getting my truck shot up.” Judge yanked Switch towards the room, his hands still cuffed in front of him. When he opened the door, he shoved him down on the sofa and Bookem took up post right in front of him. If he even breathed too hard, Bookem was going to try to rip his face off.


    Michaels was already half out the truck, swaying a little when he got to his feet. Judge gripped Michaels’ thick bicep and moved him towards the room. He was mad for so many different reasons. Mad at those bastard thugs for coming for them like that, mad that Michaels had been so reckless, mad that Judge had almost lost his mind when he thought Michaels had been hurt.


    When they got in the room, Michaels shrugged Judge off and took the first aid kit from his hand. “Get him situated, I’ll take care of this.”


    Judge regretfully watched Michaels walk away. He had an overwhelming sense to take care of him. Gritting his teeth he knew they had to be careful with their target. One slip up and Switch could be gone. “Go use the bathroom.” He ordered.


    “Are we staying here all day? How do you know we weren’t followed?” Switch stood and Bookem was close on his heel as he made his way through the spacious living room that separated the two bedrooms. “You guys are fuckin’ nuts. I see I’ma’ have to press charges.”


    This asshole was grating on his last nerve. This was all his fault. Michaels was hurt because of him and Judge couldn’t even be in there tending to him… because of him. If he didn’t shut up fast, Judge was going to put his fist in his throat. “Get in there and use the fuckin bathroom. Shut your idiot mouth and do what I say.”


    “You can’t touch me.” Switch jutted out his chin. The twerp was maybe five foot six or seven. A decent enough looking guy with his buzz cut blonde hair with sideburns that connected to his immaculately trimmed goatee. But he was a criminal, a murdering-drug-dealing scum, so it made him look like the ugliest man alive.


    Judge walked closer, growling almost as loud as Bookem. “Have you ever been bit in the ass by a dog?”


    Switch’s eyes widened.


    “That’s right dipshit. I’m not gonna do anything. Not until my dog has a piece of you first.” Judge shoved Switch towards the bathroom. “Now get in there.”


    Judge left the door open while Bookem stood right next to him. He turned his head towards the other bedroom when he heard the shower turn on. He thought it a relief that there were separate bathrooms and finally did a quick look around. It was like an apartment in there, complete sitting area with a large television on an oak-style TV stand. The kitchen was to the back and two bedrooms on each side. It looked nicer than a lot of places Judge had holed up in. A person could live here quite comfortably. Man, how long did God think they were staying. He’d told them to lay low until he could scope out the activity in Buckhead. If it wasn’t one hundred percent safe to bring Switch back, Judge would have to wait for God to make it safe. In a usual circumstance this would piss him off. He captured his bounty and got rid of them as quickly as possible. He wasn’t a babysitter. But as much as he hated to admit it, being here with Michaels didn’t seem so bad. His arms burned, wanting to check for himself that his hotshot detective was indeed alright. “Hurry up.” Judge bit out angrily, popping Switch in the back of his head when he took his time washing his still cuffed hands.


    “Damn, man. Alright.” He walked the way Judge pointed but paused when they turned away from the kitchen. “I’m hungry. Y’all can’t starve me.”


    “I’ll bring you a couple protein bars and some water. Eat it or not, I don’t care. After I wake up, I’ll decide if you can eat.”


    “That’s some straight bullshit. I don’t want to sit in this room.” As soon as he said that, Switch’s head turned toward the one window covered by dark green drapes.


    Judge smirked. He hoped Switch did try to climb out the window. When they were in the small bedroom Judge took the cuffs off and replaced them with a new pair. These were metal as well but the chain connecting them was longer, giving the captured a little more room to move. He didn’t need to secure the cuffs to anything. This is where Bookem came in.


    Judge tilted his head towards the window. “Go ahead. Try to open it.”


    Switch’s eyebrows dipped down in confusion. “What? Is it sealed shut or something?”


    “Not at all. Just go ahead and give it a try.” Judge smirked nastily.


    Switch took about three steps towards the window and Bookem went crazy. His bark was so loud and vicious, Switch jumped back behind the only chair in the room. Judge was holding on to Bookem’s harness as he came up on his hind legs trying to see Switch behind the chair. He held him back, but he still let Switch see just how angry Bookem could get. When Book was on his hind legs, he stood as tall as Judge and it made him so proud.


    The metal chains rattled when Switch put his arms up in surrender. “Okay, okay, fuck! I get it. Try to leave and he goes loco. Damn, just tell him to shut up!” Switch yelled over Bookem’s barking.


    Judge clicked his teeth once and all went silent. Bookem paced in front of Judge, his eyes still trained on Switch cowering behind that chair. “That was a warning.” Judge pointed at Switch. If you do something he doesn’t like, he’ll warn you first before he attacks. I suggest you listen. Judge gave Book a sharp quick whistle and watched his companion immediately drop down on his hunches by the door. Judge left closing Switch inside with his new guard. Judge almost laughed when he heard Book growl, easily letting Switch know who was in charge now.


    Judge went to get the rest of the items out of his shot up truck. His heart rate kicked up to abnormal speeds when he saw the shattered mirror on the passenger side and the spots of blood that were on the seat. He closed his eyes and tried to shake the image of Michaels clutching his head and blood flowing down his face. Judge fell against the side of the truck, he’d thought Michaels had been shot. Fuck!


    Judge stormed back inside, dropping their bags on the couch. He burst through the bedroom door and saw that Michaels had cleaned himself up but he still looked completely worn out. He had a towel around his waist and one draped around his neck. His hair was wet and laid back, looking longer than it actually was. His hands were braced on the one dresser in the room with a mirror on top of it his chin resting on his chest like he was asleep standing up. Michaels had cleaned the wound and hade four wound closure strips over it. The scar was red and puffy along with other small superficial nicks and scrapes along his cheek and temple. The bruises were more evident now too. When Michaels looked up and finally met Judge’s eyes, he immediately noticed what was burning behind his ebony-clouded glare.


    Michaels turned slowly and put his arm up as if that was going to ward Judge off. “I’m fine, Judge. Nothing that won’t heal in days.” Michaels whispered.


    “This time.” Judge slammed their door shut and stalked over to Michaels. He gripped both ends of the towel and pulled Michaels into him. He looked down at this man that had completely upheaved his existence, this feisty, untamed badass that would challenge Judge in every way he wanted a man to. But could he handle? His heart, his mind. He was already crazy with emotion right now. Judge carefully placed his forehead to Michaels, mindful of his scar on the far right side. His eyes closed tight, his forehead creased in frustration. “I told you to stay inside the truck.” Judge’s voice was husky and full of emotion that he couldn’t hide.


    Michaels held on tight to Judge’s shoulders. “I was backing you up. They could’ve got on the side and shot through the door. You have to let me do my job, Judge. I am your partner on this.”


    Judge snarled and jerked the towel harder. “Then why were you my lover just a few hours ago?”


    Michaels frowned back at him. Judge didn’t know if it was a look of hurt or anger. “I thought it’s what you wanted.”


    Judge tilted Michaels chin up. “You can’t have both. My lover and my work partner. You can’t be both. It’s impossible. I can’t do it.”


    “Fine. Then I won’t. I’ll only be one.”


    Judge slowly released the towel and stepped back from Michaels’ sexy heat. “Okay.” He sighed, feeling exhausted and tired himself. “Work partners.”


    “You misunderstood.” Michaels took the towel off his hips and let it drop to the floor. “I meant, I’ll only be your lover.”


    Judge swallowed hard. Fuck this man was too damn much. He couldn’t resist Michaels standing there in all his splendid wet nakedness if he tried. If Jesus had come down right now and told Judge to choose him or Michaels, he would’ve quickly condemned his soul to hell. There was nothing he wanted more right now. He closed the distance again and cupped Michaels’ unbruised jaw, tilting him the way he wanted. Judge pressed his mouth against the detectives’ for the very first time. A soft sigh escaped from Michaels’ mouth and Judge slid his tongue in just as easily as he’d done his cock. Fuck. The man’s mouth was so warm and delicious. A taste like he’d never had before. If powerful and wild was an actual taste.


    He wrapped his big arms around Michaels’ strong frame and held him close to him, needing to feel he was safe, he was fine. Dipping his knees down, he went in at another angle, feeling and savoring those plump lips just like he’d wanted from the time he’d met this man. If Michaels was his then he was getting ready to take full fucking advantage of his new possession. Judge’s head swam with control as he devoured Michaels’ mouth, owned it inside and out, licking and nipping all over him. Michaels was passive and compliant, letting Judge have his way with him. When he couldn’t take it anymore he pulled back and gasped for breath.


    Judge moved his mouth across Michaels’ dark blonde stubble, rubbing his own beard against it before going back to tasting. He smelled so clean, ready for the taking, but not right now. Michaels was tired, he could tell. One thing Judge did was take complete care of what was his. He enjoyed Michaels’ moans for a bit longer while he sucked his ear, pushing his tongue inside to sample there too. He snaked his hand down and cupped Michaels’ hard cock, rubbing his thumb around the wetness at the tip. Michaels groaned, snapping his hips harder, seeking out more contact. “You wanna’ be my lover, Austin?” Judge whispered, tracing his tongue around the shell of Michaels’ ear.


    “Yes. Fuck, yes.” Michaels whispered and moaned at the same time.


    Judge gripped the towel still draped around Michaels’ neck and fisted it in his hands, pulling Michaels’ upper body snug against him. Not an inch of space between their large chests. He rubbed his beard against Michaels’ mouth, and felt him thrust his cock forward again. Michaels pulled harder, trying to get Judge to move them towards the large king-sized bed waiting so nicely for them in the center of the room. “You wanna’ be mine?” Judge paused and sucked hard on Michaels tongue, then spoke into his hot mouth. “Then you’ll do what I say.”


    Michaels looked at him. Maybe trying to assess exactly what Judge meant. He was pleased when Michaels nodded his head once. “Good.” Judge kissed Michaels again. Just a little more to satisfy him until after he’d made sure Michaels was rested. Damn, it’d been ages since he’d made out. Forgot how damn intoxicating kissing could be. Michaels’ hands was on his beard, then those nimble fingers threading through the wispy hairs making Judge rock hard.


    It started all over again as an energetic and passionate kiss that went on until it became a spent kiss, until the storm settled and it turned into a languid kiss filled with exhaustion. Judge tore his mouth away and Michaels chased him, pulled him back to him and tugged on Judge’s beard until his mouth opened back up and Michaels dove back in. Judge chuckled lightly while Michaels devoured him. “Sexy bastard.”


    “Fuck me.” Michaels hissed. “Right now.”


    Judge had to exert some of his authority. “No.” He clasped Michaels’ hands and held them in between their chests. “Right now, I’m gonna give you some pain relievers. Then you rest. You’ve been up for almost forty-eight hours.”


    “So have you.” Michaels snapped back. “Besides I already took something. I’m good.”


    Judge held on to Michaels’ wrist with one hand and used the other to weave through Michaels’ damp hair, gripping a handful of it. To soothe the sting, he placed light kisses on Michaels’ bruised side. “Later.” He whispered against the scars.


    Walking Michaels back over to the bed he eased him down on the plush comforter. “Rest, lover.”


    Judge hit the lights on the way out and closed the door.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-one


    Michaels woke with a start, huffing trying to catch his breath from the nightmare he was having. He rubbed his hand over his chest, wiping at the dampness. Goddamnit. He dreamed they were on the run again and this time the thugs had cornered them. He was just about to sacrifice himself so Judge could go free. A loud shot rang in his ears and made him jolt awake right before the bullet pierced his chest.


    It was pitch dark in the room, meaning he must have slept all day. Damn, that’s always what Vicodin did to him. He had a prescription for when he’d hurt his back by tackling a suspect through a window, a few months ago. He grabbed his phone off the end table and saw it was just after eight. He’s slept almost ten hours. The right side of his face was sore, the left side tender with beard burn. Regardless that smiling made his face ache, he couldn’t stop it when he thought about his and Judge’s kiss. That mind-consuming-all-encompassing-soul-searching kiss. And did Judge say that Michaels was his? He was about to find out right now. Damn these bruises. He’d did what he was told. He’d rested. It was time for him to be rewarded for being such a good boy. Michaels smirked. He went in the bathroom and wiped the sweat off him, swished some mouthwash around in his mouth, and went in the main room to find his man.


    There were two large pizza boxes on the kitchen countertop and five or six two-liter sodas. Michaels opened the fridge and saw there was water inside too. Had Judge left and went to the store? What did he do with Switch? Michaels went in the other room and opened the door. He met some resistance at first and then noticed it was Bookem’s massive body blocking it. He was greeted with an energetic nip at his hand and Michaels gave the dog some reassuring pats. Switch was sprawled out on the bed watching television, a glass of soda sat next to him on the night stand and a plate in the bed with only pieces of pizza crusts remaining. Switch didn’t acknowledge him, he just kept his focus on the TV, and so Michaels closed the door.


    Only then did he notice that Judge was asleep, sitting up on the couch. He was slouched down until his head was all the way back against the headrest. He was shirtless, all that dark chest hair making his mouth water. Judge had obviously showered too because he was barefoot and had on a long pair of cutoff sweatpants. He looked so peaceful there in the dark with just the flickering light of the television shining periodically across his ruggedly handsome face.


    Michaels went over to his bag that was on the floor next to an end table and retrieved a few necessities out of there. Judge hadn’t moved. Michaels stood there in front of him, naked as the day he was born. As if Judge could feel him, his eyes slowly crept open and a timid smile curved his lips. “Sleep well.” He said groggily.


    “Mmhm. I’m all rested now.” Michaels didn’t wait, he straddled Judge’s lap and settled his weight down on him. Judge’s hands found his waist and locked on to him. He leaned in and hugged him, rubbing his thick hands up and down Michaels back, massaging as he did so. “Feels good.” Michaels murmured against Judge’s neck. Oh hell, he smelled divine. Not like the fruity hotel soap Michaels had used, this was Judge’s own shit. Especially suited to mix perfectly with his natural scent.


    Judge pulled Michaels head from his neck, looking at him with those coal-colored eyes. “How are you feeling?”


    “Horny.” Michaels smiled leaning in for Judge’s mouth. Judge laughed against it and Michaels wished it could be like this always. They were having such a good time, secluded away from the whole world, life’s problems on hold for a while. It was easy to play pretend when things were like this, when no one was around to criticize and past judgment.


    “I can see that.” Judge looked down between them, and Michaels cock grew harder at the appraisal.


    “Touch me.” Michaels moaned.


    Judge wrapped his meaty fist around Michaels’ girth and stroked him slowly. Only enough to stoke the fire building deep inside him. Michaels ground his ass against Judge’s cock, feeling it plump and stab at his ass. Judge’s breaths were coming faster as he raised his pelvis to meet some of Michaels thrust. His head hung low watching their connection, the top of his head pressing against Michaels’ chest, he dug his hands into Judge’s thick hair, kissing the top of his head.


    “Damn you feel good.” Judge whispered.


    “I need you inside me, Judge.”


    Michaels was gripped around his back and hefted up into Judge’s arms, his legs still hooked behind that muscular back.


    “Grab the shit.” He told Judge.


    Judge bent and grabbed the lube and condoms. He held him tight as he walked them back to the bedroom and closed the door.


    “Are you sure Switch is good?”


    “He ain’t going nowhere. This isn’t Books first watch. He’ll let us know immediately if Switch tries to make a move.” Judge said climbing up on the bed and laying down on top of him. All his weight was overwhelming and smothering. He wasn’t trying to not crush him. Judge was giving Michaels all he had. Take all of me or nothing at all. He wrapped his legs tighter around Judge, letting him know, he could take every fuckin’ pound and more if he had it.


    As if having the same thoughts at the exact same time, they both went for each other’s mouths. Quickly getting reacquainted. For someone that supposedly didn’t kiss, Judge was wonderful at it. Michaels splayed his hands out to the sides and let Judge kiss his way down his flat stomach. His skin lighting ablaze with each flick of Judge’s tongue.


    Judge wasn’t about teasing, and thank the heavens for that. His mouth was on Michaels’ cock, taking him down to the root before he could prepare himself for the vast sensations. “Fuckin’ hell.” Michaels grunted, his head slamming back into the pillow. He ignored the stinging from the cuts on his face and concentrated on something that felt so much better.


    Judge hollowed his cheeks and pulled hard when he eased back up Michaels’ length. He went down again, gagging on the head touching the back of his throat. Michaels thought his brain would melt. Judge looked absolutely sinful down there between his legs, working hard to take him in. “Is it too much, babe?”


    Judge released Michaels’ head with a loud pop. “Hell no. It’s just right.” Judge did it again. Chocking and gasping around Michaels’ dick, his saliva running down into his pubes as he fought to take all of him.


    “Yes, show me, Judge. Take it all.” Judge had almost all of him in his mouth and Michaels thrust up, feeding Judge the last couple inches. He reached down and ran his fingertips around the base of his dick, feeling Judge’s mouth stretched so wide around him. “Holy shit.”


    Judge pulled off again and took in a gulp of breath. “Fuck, you’re big.”


    “Keep doing that and I’ll be finished before we even get started.”


    Judge lapped at the thick, flushed head, digging for any trace of Michaels’ fluid. “I can’t help it. You taste so good.” Judge cupped his hands under Michaels’ ass and used it to push his dick deep down his throat.


    Michaels arched his back. “Shit. Shit. Shit.”


    Judge sucked harder, starting a fast rhythm. Michaels couldn’t help but close his eyes and pant through the exhilaration. As soon as Judge slipped his thick digit deep inside him, Michaels yelled out his bliss, not caring who could hear him. “Judge! Fuck!” That finger shoved in as deep as he could get it and Michaels’ come exploded up his shaft, shooting onto his chest. Judge growled, rubbing Michaels’ seed into his skin. Aggressively massaging the pearly liquid into his strained pecs.


    He was still breathing heavily when Judge went to flip him over onto his stomach. Michaels was ready for that big cock but not in this position. Not this time. He put up his forearm, stopping Judge from maneuvering him.


    “What’s wrong?” Judge’s voice was so rough and sexy while he skirted the edges of overwhelming need.


    Michaels looked up into Judge’s confused eyes. “Nothing is wrong.” Michaels rose up on his knees and placed the palms of his hands on Judge’s thick chest and pushed him down on the mattress, quickly straddling his strong hips. “Tonight, I’ll watch you, while you come undone. Tonight. You’ll see exactly what you do to me.” Michaels ripped open the condom and oh so slowly eased it down Judge’s dick. He knew the lazy strokes he gave Judge was bordering on torture especially while he rocked his ass back and forth over that sheathed rod, not doing enough to penetrate. Judge pushed the lube in Michaels’ hand and he couldn’t stop the satisfied grin. Not wanting to prolong it another second, he slicked Judge up real good and rose up to position the tip of Judge’s dick to his hole. He concentrated on not closing his eyes and gingerly sank down on him until his balls settled into the dense dark pubic hairs. Michaels shivered and sighed dramatically, he was so damn full he could hardly breathe.


    “Goddamnit.” Judge grunted, his tight abs obscured by all the slick black hairs covering his chest and abdomen. He could see him fighting for control, fighting not to thrust up into him. What else could he see in Judge’s smoldering charcoal gaze? There was something more there besides lust, there was hope too.


    Michaels leaned in until his own damp chest was flushed with Judges’, until he was only inches from his face. He languidly licked Judge’s parted lips and lifted his hips up. “You feel so good to me. Do you know that?” Michaels whispered against Judge’s lips, nipping the top one before sucking on the bottom. He dropped his ass bag down with enough force to wrench a startled gasp from the big powerhouse beneath him. “Do I feel good to you too, babe?”


    Judge didn’t answer him with words but his drowsy eyes, shallow breaths and the perspiration beading up on his tanned forehead told Michaels everything. He set an easy pace. Not wanting to rush them. Tomorrow they’d be heading home, he wasn’t sure what was in store for them because if this was their last time together… even for a while. He wanted it to be explosive, he wanted it to last longer than five minutes. Judge gripped him tight around his waist but he didn’t try to control his movements. His touches on his ass and the base of his spine felt like romantic caresses.


    Michaels snaked his hands under Judge’s head and fisted two handfuls of that black unruly hair. Hunching his back and rocking back and forth making sure his desperate hole swallowed every inch was bringing him to the cusp of completely falling apart. That fat head was nudging and scraping over his prostrate with every stroke. Judge held him tight to him and began to rock his hips up to meet him on the down stroke. Michaels threw his head back and groaned hard at the extra inch of depth. It made a big damn difference. He was gonna blow. Looking at how sexy Judge was, how much power was between Michaels spread thighs as he wound his ass against Judge’s pelvis, begging for Judge to make him feel him tomorrow and the next day and the next.


    Judge pushed until he was sitting straight up, forcing Michaels up with him. “You do feel good, Austin. So much fuckin better than good.” Judge wrapped his arms around him and massaged all the way up his back while he rode him slow and deep. Judge’s hooked his hands on Michaels’ shoulders and pushed him down to meet his fierce thrust.


    “Oh god!” Michaels shook blissfully.


    “Just like that.” Judge panted against his throat. “Need to be as deep inside you as I can. I need… need… fuck.”


    “Tell me.” Michaels’ arms were around Judge’s neck while he held on. He rested his cheek on Judge’s shoulder and settled in for the ride. “What do you need, Judge? I’ll give you anything you want.”


    Judge’s pace picked up and next thing Michaels knew his neck was gripped tightly and his mouth was captured in an aggressive and challenging kiss. Michaels grimaced and slammed his eyes shut, his orgasm firing to the surface. Judge held the back of his head, licking and biting hard at his throat while Michaels took all that his partner gave him. Judge may not be able to express exactly what he needed but Michaels could read him. Although he wanted to curl up against Judge and go right back to sleep after coming that hard, nothing was more pertinent than him making Judge come just as hard. Judge surprised the hell out of him when he ran his two of his fingers through the come that had spread between them and smeared it over Michaels’ swollen red lips. He licked his lips first, coating his tongue right before Judge swooped in and consumed his mouth taking his liquid energy. Stole all he could before licking the rest off his fingers, sucking each one the same way he’d just sucked his cock.


    Michaels was drunk. He looked back into Judge’s eyes trying to show Judge without telling him that he wanted him for more than just one more night. He wanted to get to know him, he wanted to make him smile and laugh again, wanted to go see action movies and shoot pool and eat unlimited wings like God and Day did every Saturday night. Fuck. He wanted to cook dinner for him, and go for long walks with Bookem. He wanted to curl up on the couch and read to him, laughing as he tortured him with his tawdry romance novels. Wanted to take long weekends at his family’s summer cabin and fish, and fuck until they were exhausted. Could Judge see all that in his eyes right now?


    He felt Judge tense, felt his thighs go rigid beneath him and knew he was going to get his reward. “Come for me, Judge. I need that from you.” Judge twitched and grunted, his thrust speeding up, chasing his nut until he finally caught it.


    “Uggggh! Fuuuuck! Austin!” Judge buried his pulsing cock as far as he could. Roared and came deep inside him, that goddamn latex stingily stealing what he considered his. Wanted that come filling him up, burning his insides, marking him. Judge clawed at his back, dug his blunt nails into his ass, pulling his cheeks apart while he shuddered through the aftershocks.


    After a few more seconds Judge dropped back down to the mattress taking Michaels with him, folding him tight into his chest. Michaels rose and fell with each labored breath while they came down from the most natural high in the world.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-two


    Judge tenderly rubbed the man in his arms. He tried not to think too much but his mind kept venturing to the beyond. Beyond this efficiency, beyond tomorrow… next month. Could he and Michaels do the whole relationship thing? Honestly he wasn’t sure. He felt over the fucking hill. For the first time in years, he just didn’t know what he should do and that made him feel like an old fool. There was so much to consider. Michaels was young, gorgeous, a force to be reckoned with. If this guy was crazy enough to actually want him. Judge was a simple man. His life, his job may appear adventurous but even that was taking its toll. An actual relationship. Hell. He wasn’t the Hallmarky’-pick-out-China guy, or a gay man that wanted an over-the-top wedding where he had to wear a ridiculously uncomfortable tux and pay thousands for people he didn’t even consider real friends to come eat and drink for free. Oh my hell. He sure as shit didn’t want to have game nights and unnecessary dinner parties with other gay couples. This was stupid. It would never work.


    Michaels squirmed in his hold but Judge still couldn’t let go. “You’re thinking so hard you’re preventing me from going to sleep.”


    He chuckled lightly. He was thinking hard. Every time Michaels spoke, or looked at him like Judge was the stars and moon, when Austin accepted him inside of his body, all Judge’s inhibitions went out the window. He cradled his bad detective close to him and closed his eyes. They may not have forever, but they did have right now. Judge must’ve dozed off because the next thing he remembered was jolting up in bed at the sound of Bookem’s angry barks. He was naked as a jaybird, he grabbed his weapon off the night stand, stumbled into his cutoffs while running through the living room. He barged into the room and saw Switch standing on the other side of the bed, looking slightly pale.


    Judge clicked his teeth and Bookem immediately settled down. “What the fuck are you doing? Didn’t I show you what he’d do if you went for that window?”


    “I wasn’t going for the window. I need to take a piss.” Switch said angrily, pacing back and forth.


    Jduge nodded his head in the direction of the bathroom. “Go.”


    Switch ambled on the other side of Judge and hurried out the door, rushing across the hall to the bathroom. The sound of a steady stream of piss hit his ears a second later and Judge hoped the man hadn’t pissed on the floor before he made it to the toilet. Judge rubbed the back of his neck, calming his nerves. He’d never mixed business with pleasure but he was so past that blurred line now, he thought, fuck it. As long as the job got done. He could hear the shower running in the other bedroom and cursed at the way his cock began to rise to attention when he pictured Michaels in there soak and wet.


    “Hey. You got some toothpaste, mouthwash, razors or something so I can clean up too?” Switch called from the bathroom.


    Judge unfolded his arms and pushed off the hallway wall. “Stay, Book.” Judge ordered and walked into the living room to get his toiletries bag. He pulled out an extra toothbrush, his toothpaste and a disposable razor. He tossed the items on the sink and leaned back against the wall, leaving the bathroom door wide open.


    “Can you take these off, so I can clean myself?” Switch gestured at the wrist shackles.


    “Nope. You got plenty of room.”


    “I can’t use disposable razors, man. It gives me razor bumps.” Switch looked at him incredulously.


    Judge scoffed and rolled his eyes. “If I were you buddy, with where you’re going, I wouldn’t be worried about looking pretty.”


    Switch threw the razor on the floor. “Fuck you.” Dropping his head and bracing the sink, Switch bristled. Judge still has his firearm at his side, ready if Switch felt like he’d press his luck.


    “Move it. Clean up or either get back in your room. I don’t care. But I’m not going to watch your temper tantrum.” Judge snarled.


    “I can make you rich.” Switch whispered. “I’m willing to give you one hundred thousand dollars. Cash. Today. Just… before he finishes.” Switch pointed to the other room. Hurrying to plead his case. “Just tell Detective Michaels I escaped. I can wire the money to you. I swear I will. You can be rich and retire.”


    Judge stepped into the bathroom and Switch’s eyes lit up like Judge was about to accept his offer. Instead, Judge struck out and backhanded Switch across his cheek like the little bitch he was behaving like. Switch’s head snapped back, his eye’s going wide with surprise.


    “What the fuck, man?”


    Bookem let loose a couple warning barks and Judge stepped back out into the hall, crossing his arms and leaning back against the wall like he was bored. “First of all. One hundred grand is far from rich. Second. You could’ve said one hundred million and I’d still be insulted. Obviously you know nothing of honor, that’s why I’m taking your dumb ass to prison. Now shut the fuck up and finish in here or else you can go back to your room, and your ass will be nice and filthy when you go through booking and get your cavity check.”


    “Judge.” Michaels called out to him.


    “I’m right here hone -” Judge stopped abruptly. Caught himself. He was about to call Michaels, honey. Jesus Christ. Thank goodness Switch was already in the shower or surely he would’ve caught it. Maybe Michaels had too but he didn’t let on if he did.


    “Everything cool?” Michaels came around the corner in a pair of basketball shorts, his chest still wet from his shower. His hair looked darker than it was and slicked straight back, Judge smiled because he looked Italian. With that strong Roman nose and square jaw - one side covered in bruises - add in the man’s temper and feisty attitude, he may actually be.


    “What are you smiling at?” Michaels purred walking closer to him.


    Judge pulled Michaels to him and pinned him against the wall, crowding into him. He didn’t say a word. Just dipped down and placed a tender kiss against those perfect lips. There was no longer any urgency, completely surprised, Judge didn’t feel like he had to get all he could now because for the first time, he felt there could be a later.


    “You smell good.” Judge mumbled distractedly, being extra careful as he kissed the dark bruises on the right side of Michaels’ face. “You feel good too.”


    Michaels hummed appreciatively, tunneling his fingers through Judge’s beard. As soon as he did, Judge’s cock went from semi-erect to hard enough to drill for oil. He groaned and nipped at Michaels’ mouth again, demanding entrance when he heard the shower cut off. They needed to separate but neither of them moved. Judge held Michaels’ blazing eye contact until the detective glanced towards the bathroom, yanking them back to what they should be focused on.


    “Later.” Michaels whispered and pulled Judge’s beard until his mouth made contact with his again. It was too fast a kiss to enjoy so Judge snagged Michaels’ arm and yanked him back into his chest when he went to leave. The abrupt move made Michaels laugh a rich throaty chuckle. He licked Judge’s top lip first and whispered seductively. “So fuckin’ greedy,” right before he graced Judge with one more kiss, this one a second longer than the other and hurried around the corner a second before Switch appeared at the bathroom door with a towel wrapped low around his waist.


    Switch’s voice revealed his aggravation when he spoke. “When are we going? I’m done with this shit, for real, man. Just take me to jail already. I don’t even give a fuck anymore.”


    “That’s the spirit.” Judge said dryly, shoving Switch back towards his room with his arms full of his clothes. “You just sit there until I tell you I’m ready to go.”


    Judge slammed the door and was walking back through the living room when his phone buzzed on the table in front of the sofa. He’d never forgotten about his cell. He could’ve missed calls last night. But everything seemed to take a backseat when it came to Austin Michaels. Judge was smiling when he bent and picked up his phone. His mood perked up even more when he saw it was Linda. He slid the green receiver over. “Hey, Linda.” He said sounding happier than he had in years.


    He listened as Linda cried into his ear. His smile sliding off his face like mud. He could hear what she was saying but he didn’t want to believe it. Please. Not right now. Judge dropped the phone at the second insistence that he get to the hospital right away. He only had a little time. How the hell was he going to get to get there fast? It was almost five hours to Gainesville. Judge closed his eyes and tried to take a breath, but it was hard. He felt like his soul was being sucked out of him. His father was dying. Dying. And he was in this hotel, laid up with a man instead of handling his fucking business. Judge was getting angry. How could he be so stupid? If he’d did this on his own, and not taken Michaels with him, he’d have had Switch in Atlanta already. If Michaels’ rogue ass wouldn’t have stuck his face in the line of fire, they wouldn’t have had to make an emergency stop and they’d be just outside of Gainesville right now. This couldn’t be happening. Now he wasn’t going to be there to hold his father’s hand for his last breath. Judge choked at the thought. He’d fucked up big time. Never-a-fuckin’-gain. He ran his hands through his hair, looking left and right, completely disoriented as he rushed to throw his few items back into his duffle bag.


    Michaels came out the room fully dressed. His smile was as wide as Judge’s was just a few minutes ago. “God called, he said we’re all clear to head back to Atlanta. So we can hit the road and be -” Michaels stopped when he saw Judge hefting his bag. “Did God or Day call you too?”


    Judge didn’t answer. He whistled for Bookem but forgot that he was closed inside Switch’s room. He went and burst through the door, urging Book to come with him and of course he did. Switch was looking confused but he didn’t move of the bed.


    When he marched back into the room to throw Bookem’s dog bowl and food in his bag, Michaels finally grabbed him and turned him. Judge glared and Michaels threw his hands up as if showing he wasn’t a threat. “Babe. What is going on?”


    Judge bristled even more at the term ‘babe.’ “I gotta go. Tell God he can send someone for you or you can rent a car and take the bounty back to Atlanta, I have to get to Gainesville right now. I don’t have time to sit here and fuckin’ play anymore.” Judge fumed.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-three


    Michaels was trying to keep up. He’d only left the room for a couple minutes and when he came back, Judge was frantic and furious. Looking in the room at Switch, nothing looked out of the ordinary there.


    “Whoa, whoa. Playing. Judge is it your father? I’m so sor -”


    “Save it.” Judge cut him off.


    Michaels had seen firsthand how much Judge’s father meant to him. Of course he was upset but he wanted to show Judge that he could be there for him.”


    “Gainesville is on the way. Let me drive you.” Michaels turned to get his stuff but Judge’s next words pierced his heart like a hot blade cutting through butter.


    “No. I’m done with you.” Judge had said it with such venom but he paused at the door as if he hadn’t meant it to sound like it did, and oh how Michaels hoped he didn’t. He hurried over to him determined not to let the embers simmering between them fizzle and burn out before the fire even got started. He knew he had feelings for Judge and he was positive the man was feeling for him too, but they were venturing into unchartered waters… and it was scary, but Michaels always looked fear in the face and flicked it off.


    He was running and wincing as his bare feet moved over the rough asphalt. He tried to keep up with Judge while he dialed his Sargent’s number. As soon as Syn picked up, he barked that he needed immediate transport and that Judge had a family emergency and disconnected the call. Judge had lifted the back seat and let Bookem in and threw his bag in the front seat when Michaels reached him and tried to calm his racing heart.


    “Judge look at me, please.”


    “I gotta go. I have no time. None!” Judge yelled, slamming the passenger door hard enough to knock the few remnants of the side mirror he had left to the ground.


    “I’m so sorry about your dad, babe. I am. I will be in Gainesville as soon as I drop Switch off, I promise. Not a second later.” Michaels saw Judge shaking his head ‘no’, but he kept talking. “You don’t have to go through this alone.”


    “That’s right! Alone! That’s how I do shit! That’s how I handle my business. Alone!” Judge yelled and shouldered past Michaels over to the driver side. “If I hadn’t had got caught up in your immature bullshit I’d have been where I was needed.”


    Michaels staggered back like Judge had punched him in the chest. Immature. He shook his head to clear his thoughts, trying to be mindful that Judge was hurting, extremely. “I understand you’re mad… and scared. But you can’t tell me you weren’t into this!” Michaels’ tone was elevating but not from anger or fear, but from hurt too. Judge was hurting the hell out of him and he didn’t like the feeling. He wanted it… no, he needed it, gone. Michaels pointed back to their room. “Think about ten minutes ago, Judge. Think about how you felt when you looked at me, just ten minutes ago.”


    Judge sighed climbing into his seat and Michaels hoped he had gotten through but he was wrong.


    “That’s why I don’t look at men like that. It was a momentary lapse in my judgment that will never happen again. You had needs, I had needs, we caught each other at that time. You might not… but I should know better. Because fucked up shit happens, every damn time you think you can trust someone.” Judge sneered at Michaels. “You never wanted this anyway. You’re here to fix your fuck up and impress your Lieutenants. It was never about me. I was just -”


    “That’s a goddamn lie and you know it!” Michaels yelled cutting off Judge’s craziness.


    Judge slammed the door in his face and burned rubber out of the parking spot so fast, Michaels had to leap back to keep from getting run over. He watched Judge peel out into the street almost clipping a couple cars as he fishtailed between two lanes. He could hear Bookem barking loudly before the sound faded completely. It was done. His body muscles twitched like a thousand bees stung his heart. He squeezed his eyes shut at the knowledge that he’d never see Judge again.


    His phone buzzed in his hand and when he saw it was God, he almost didn’t want to answer. When he connected the call, he told his boss about the phone call Judge had received - of course leaving out their lover’s spat - and he let him know Judge was already gone.


    God informed him that Ruxs and Green would be there as soon as they could and to sit tight. The call ended and Michals rolled his eyes. Not Ruxs and Green. Hopefully they make it back to Atlanta without blowing up a neighborhood or supermarket first. Michaels got back to the room and pulled the door up but didn’t let it close. Closing meant final. He didn’t want to accept that yet. He leaned his hot forehead against the cool metal of the door. He was on his third deep breath when he heard the clink of metal before he felt the plastic bag slip over his face. All the training in the world couldn’t prepare you for the actual feeling of someone trying to suffocate you. He panicked and grabbed for the bag that was cinched tight around his throat. He heard the shackles rattling on Switch’s wrist as he was slung back and forth like a ragdoll. He kicked out trying to buck death off of him as he was dragged further into the room. He uselessly grasped at furniture, at the wall. He knew he was losing precious time and oxygen. Switch slung and thrashed him back and forth like a crocodile with his prey. The bastard was strong and Michaels was getting weaker by the second. Switch flung him hard to the right, knocking Michaels off his feet, the side of his already bruised face hitting the corner of the wooden coffee table, like a boulder hitting the ground. He took that pain. Breathing was getting harder and harder as he sucked the plastic into his mouth, the bag inflating and deflating with every breath he tried to force in vain. He coughed hard, coughed out fear and regret, and quick on its heels was pain rising like lava out of a volcano while his lungs burned with need for air. Sweat drenched his face and his breathing became rugged…desperate.


    His mind began to own the sensation of dread, of being alone, of dying young. His fate now controlled by someone else. In the blink of an eye he’d gone from feeling cherished to a man completely powerless.


    “Die. Just die already.” Switch panted close to him. Close. Very close. Death whispered in his ear, told him he was in charge now. Michaels scrambled harder, fleeing from that dark voice. This was his last hoorah. With all the momentum he had left, he reared forward and thrust his head back as hard as could. The sound of a shrill scream barely registered in his thudding ears. He was a loose. Michaels scrambled to yank the bag from over his head and gulped and gagged while his lungs filled with oxygen. He was bent over spitting and choking on his own saliva when he was grabbed around his midsection and charged until his back slammed into the entertainment stand, knocking the little breath he had in his lungs back out of them. The few decorations that sat on top of the piece of furniture tumbled down around them. Switch was fucking rabid, he was snarling and growling at him while he fought to regain the upper hand. Michaels drove his elbow down onto Switch’s back, but knew he wasn’t doing enough damage. Switch punched him in the ribs and Michaels yelled out in agony, the name Judge on the edge of his lips. But there was no partner… only him. He saw the tall red vase that sat on a desk to his right, he grabbed it and took another hard hit to his sternum before he crashed that glass over Switch’s head. The man dropped hard at his feet. If it wasn’t for the muffled groan, he would’ve thought he’d killed him. He should.


    Michaels’ blood boiled the longer he was able to catch his breath. Images of Judge filled his mind, of him fucking him and then leaving. Almost getting him killed. His vision blurred with bright shades of red and violet and his skin tingled like someone was poking at him with an electric wand. He kicked Switch in the stomach but it did nothing to quench his rage. He yelled out and kicked again, this time driving his heel down onto Switch’s jaw. The man was out cold but Michaels didn’t want to stop. He kicked until his bare foot started to hurt. He probably had broken toes now, but the liquid heat that flowed through his blood masked any pain he was feeling.


    He went into his room, grabbed his 9mm off the nightstand and another set of handcuffs out of his jeans pocket and went back into the living room. Switch was in the exact same position. He heaved with exhaustion while he dragged Switch’s deadweight into the bathroom. He tossed him inside and cuffed each wrist to the plumbing behind the toilet.


    Exertion leaving him fast, he stumbled out the bathroom, hitting the wall. He slid down the abrasive surface, his elbows propped up on his knees, gun hanging loosely in his hand, his head resting on his chest. Exhausted. His face burned, his head throbbed with each breath he took. A concussion for sure. His ribs sore and bruised. He was fucked up for real now. It felt just like he’d gone head to head with a murdering, desperate man that was fighting to keep his freedom.


    Michaels head was still hanging low, his eyes heavy almost to the point of drifting when he heard the metal clanking of Switch’s cuffs. He snapped his head up and pointed his weapon in the bathroom. Aimed his own death maker right between Switch’s bloodshot eyes. “Blink, and my face will be the last fuckin’ thing you see.” Michaels hissed around the pain in his head. He sat right there on the floor in an angry-glare showdown. Not bothering to get some ice for his head, a cloth for the blood that had run down his temple, nothing, refusing to let Switch out of his sight again.


    Switch didn’t move, didn’t utter a word. They stayed like that for hours until the hotel door was kicked in and he saw his brothers… his team. Ruxs, Green and Ro stormed in taking in the destruction of the room. Ro came and dropped down at his side tilting his head up to assess the damage.


    “Motherfucker.” Ro snapped and turned to face Switch. “Did you do this goddamnit?!”


    Michaels was trying to work his way off the floor, every move making him want to yell out to Jesus for mercy. Ruxs and Green first ensured the room was cleared and came over to a seething Ro.


    “What the fuck?” Green yelled looking at Michaels’ battered form, his handsome face frowned and twisted with rage. They all turned and looked at Switch and released a cacophony of fury and asswhuppings’ that only a band of brothers could give.


    Switch yelled and screamed as six pairs of heavy-duty boots pounded him into the cold linoleum floor. Michaels enjoyed the sound for a few more moments before he ordered his team to stop. He reached for Ruxs’ arm. “Don’t let the fucker make us lose our badges.”


    The three of them stepped away their faces masks of unadulterated wrath. Green and Ruxs came over to help him to the couch while Ro dragged and half threw Switch towards the door. The man looked just like Michaels felt.


    “You need to go to the ER, man?” Ruxs asked, gently lowering him into the cushions.


    Michaels shook his head ‘no,’ while Green gathered his things. Ruxs kept persisting as he helped him hobble outside. “Michaels you look like hell man. Day will kick my ass if I let you bleed out in my truck, dude.”


    “I’m fine. There’s no internal injuries. It’s just a bump on the head and some bruised ribs. We all know it looks worse than it is.” Michaels gritted out, trying to really sound okay.


    They all loaded into the three row unmarked Suburban. Ro in the far back with Switch, his shotgun laying across his lap, his sparkling blue eyes daring Switch to make a move.


    “Baby. Tell him we should go to the ER first.” Ruxs said to Green when he climbed in the passenger seat.


    


    Green looked back at Michaels in the second row before turning back to his partner. “He says he’s okay. Besides, God will make him to go to the hospital when we get back anyway.”


    What’s the point? Modern medicine can’t cure a broken heart.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-four


    Judge sat in a private family waiting room in North Florida Regional Medical Center at six in the morning, while the funeral home made their way over to pick up his father. His father had held on for seven more hours, long enough for him to get there. His dad held his and Linda’s hands through most of the afternoon until they both encouraged him through a river of tears to let go and rest peacefully. Judge held Linda for hour’s neither of them able to leave the hospital. The funeral home couldn’t come until that morning so they waited until the man they’d loved was properly cared for.


    Linda cried quietly on his shoulder while the hospital reverend sat on her other side, holding her hand and murmuring a quiet prayer. After he finished, he gave them both a card for grief counseling provided by his church. Judge felt raw and wrung out. He hadn’t cried since Brent’s funeral over twenty years ago.


    “So what’d you think of your father’s words, sweetheart?” Linda said softly.


    God he didn’t want to think about his father’s quietly spoken final words right now. “Linda, please.” Judge said roughly.


    “Okay, okay. I’m not trying to upset you. I just love you so much. I want you to be happy is all. That’s what me and your father always wanted.” Linda sniffled and rubbed at her nose with some tissue. “You were so content on being a loner and we gave you your space, but please Judge. Listen to your father.”


    She stood and left the room probably going to join her oldest daughter out in the hospital grounds walking Bookem for him. Judge had his face in his hands when one of the floor nurses stuck her head in and whispered that the funeral home was there. He stood stiffly, not bothering to stretch or pop the kinks in his back. Any other pain was better than what he was feeling right now. He stood off to the side while they loaded his father’s body in the van to be taking to the home where he’d be cremated and Judge would spread his ashes on his land, as he wished.


    Linda hugged Judge one more time. “I’ll be staying with Molly. You know she moved to Virginia Beach a couple years ago, so I think it’s best for me to be with my girls and my grandbabies to help me through this.”


    Judge nodded. Not trusting his voice right now. She balanced on her tiptoes and kissed him on his scratchy cheek. “I love you so much, sweetheart. You call me as soon as you get home, and I’ll be expecting a visit soon.”


    Judge wasn’t sure if the slight lift of his mouth came across as a smile or not but Linda turned and left, waving sadly as Molly pulled out the parking lot. He was alone. Really alone. The reality hitting him so hard he had to sit on the bench behind him. If only… if only he hadn’t. “Fuck, Book. What did I do?” Bookem wined and sat his large head on Judge’s knee. They didn’t move until after dark.


    ********


    “I thought I said you were to rest up.” God stood next to Michaels’ desk, his big arms crossed over his wide chest. As much as he wanted to ignore his Lieutenant, he knew better.


    “I said I was good.” Michaels murmured still fingering through a file of a new case they were working on. He’d been home for two days with nothing to do but get angrier. Every time he thought of Judge or Switch, that whole damn catastrophe, he saw red. His apartment was destroyed, he was sick of going to the gun range, Charlie had banned him from the gym for now until ‘he fixed his attitude’, and he couldn’t bare to be around his parents either. His mother would coddle him and his father would continuously probe him for information.


    “I didn’t ask if you were good. You’re still on medical leave.” God said more sternly.


    “Fine then. I’ll stay out of the field and just update the case files.” Michaels booted up his computer, prepared to do data entry all day if he had to. Anything not to sit at home in his apartment and run through him and Judge’s final conversation.


    God reached over and yanked the power cord out of his laptop and threw it on his desk. “I said. Home. Medical. Now.”


    Michaels finally looked up and noticed that not only was God towering over him but Day was standing close, watching him like he was an experiment going wrong. Most of their team was in the office doing research but no one was focused on that… only on him. Why was everyone watching him? He knew he looked like hell. His hair was all over the place, he hadn’t shaved, his shirt was half untucked from his jeans, he’d taken a shower but he was pretty sure all the alcohol he’d consumed last night in order to fall asleep was probably seeping through his pores. The ugly black stitches in the gash on the right side of his face, looked almost as hideous as the green and yellow bruises. He was still very sore from his bruised ribs but he made sure not to flinch when he stood. Again all eyes tracked his every move.


    “What the fuck is everyone looking at? Turn around and do some goddamn work!” Michaels yelled, while shoving his laptop into his bag.


    Day walked up to him but he cut him off before he could go into his psychoanalysis. “Save the shit, Day.” Michaels barked.


    “Hey! Enough!” God yelled right back, his voice going deeper and scarier but Michaels didn’t give a damn at this point.


    “Fuck you.” Michaels snarled and looked up at his Lieutenant, registered the shock on God’s face right before the anger.


    God stepped in closer to Michaels, his posture was intimidating but Michaels wasn’t fazed. His skin was starting to burn, his vision turning a haze of shades of red. He couldn’t stop the way his hands shook so he balled up his fist instead, his fingernail biting into his palms.


    “God.” Day hissed but his partner ignored him.


    “That’s it. You’re suspended.” God growled.


    “What?!” Michaels snapped. “What the fuck for?!”


    “Cash don’t.” Day touched God’s shoulder but it was quickly shrugged off.


    “You’ve been a damn mess ever since you completed your assignment with Judge. So if you wanna’ self-destruct, do it in someone else’s department. What happened to you out -”


    Michaels yanked his jacket off the back of his chair, cutting God off, ready to get the hell out of there. Not caring if his boss was still speaking or not. But he sure as shit didn’t want to talk about Judge didn’t even want to hear his name. “I’m outta’ here.”


    God grabbed Michaels shoulder and a jolt of what felt like a thousand watts of electricity zapped his chest. He balled his fist as tight as he could, spun around and punched God square in his stern jaw. He saw God’s head snap to the right right before he turned back and glowered at him with venom in his wicked green eyes.


    There were a collection of curses and panicked ‘oh shits’ from his team as they moved closer, probably feeling like it was going to take all of them to get God off him. Day jumped in front of God and placed his hands on his chest. God wasn’t moving, only his jaw twitching with his ire. Michaels knew that the fight he’d had with Switch would be like going toe to toe with a cartoon character compared to what God could probably do to him. Michaels’ still maintained eye contact, challenging his Lieutenant for no other apparent reason accept his must be feeling suicidal.


    “Cash, don’t hurt him, please. Let me talk to him.” Day looked up into his partners eyes. Although he wasn’t afraid of God right now, he wasn’t exactly mad that Day was standing between them. “Cash, can’t you see something isn’t right.”


    God looked down at his lover, both of them looking at each other for several very long and tense seconds. No one could ever figure out what transpired between God and Day when they communicated like that but sure enough as if Day had told him something pertinent. God’s vibrant green eyes softened, looking into Day’s before he turned without a word and walked out of the office, Syn following right behind him.


    Michaels watched his bosses leave, feeling like the biggest ass in the world. God and Syn were probably on their way to file the necessary paperwork with the disciplinary committee. He’d serve his suspension and then he’d be fired. Instead of trying to explain anything to his team, which he couldn’t, he unclipped his badge from his belt, dropped the clip from his service weapon and placed both on his desk. He turned around, not able to look in Day’s eyes, especially after striking his lover.


    He made the walk of shame out of their department and through the bullpen without lashing out at anyone else. He got in his truck and closed himself inside feeling like his heart had been torn apart again. Now he’d lost his job. The only thing he’d had left, the one thing he’d worked so hard to get. He had nothing anymore. Once it was confirmed that he’d been fired for assaulting his superior officer, he wouldn’t even be able to get work as a security guard. When his father found out, he was certain he’d be disowned, shamed. He’d lose his father’s respect, have no friends, no team, no work, no partner, no lover.


    He rubbed at his swelling knuckles and dropped his head back to the headrest. He felt tears sting his eyes and wanted to yell out, curse, hit, do something to feel like a man. But whenever he did that, all he did was fuck up his life even more. He was no man. He was an immature kid, just like Judge said he was. No wonder he didn’t want him. What man couldn’t control his fucking temper? Michael fought the breakdown, hard. Fought the tears. Fought the rage inside him but it was so goddamn hard. He dropped his head into his hands and bawled like a damn baby. He tried to think of anything positive but failed miserably. After a few minutes his head was still lying on the steering wheel when he heard a light tap on his driver’s side window.


    “Oh no.” He mumbled. He didn’t want to look up. Didn’t want anyone else to see his – what did God call it? – yeah, his self-destruction. The tap was a little louder and a little more persistent this time. He slowly raised his head and saw the last person he expected to see. God’s imposing figure right outside his truck, his left cheek slightly discolored beneath his day old stubble. Day was standing close by waiting patiently for Michaels to do something. He was so scared. Why were they out there? To officially fire him… to allow God his punch back. Well, hell. That pain would be better than what he was feeling inside. He tried to reach for the handle but his hands shook so bad he could barely release the lock in the old model truck. When he finally did, God yanked the door open. Michaels flinched involuntarily and waited.


    “You fell in love with him, didn’t you?” Day said quietly, standing closer.


    Michaels coughed trying to mask the sob that caught in his throat. He didn’t want to cry in front of them, of all people. God held up Michaels’ gun and badge. “These will be with me when you finish your leave,” and with only that, God walked back into the precinct.


    Leave… not suspension… or fired. A small silver lining, he supposed. He’d have the loneliest existence ever, he’d continue to watch his teammates fall in love all around him, show their displays of public affection, and he’d just have to get used to it. He was falling inot a state of depression, nad now he knew how people stayed trapped under that disease. It was like a ten-ton boulder strapped to your ankle.


    “Austin. Talk to me, please.” Every trace of Day’s humor was gone and in its place was the kind and attentive Lieutenant that everyone knew and adored. Even him.


    Michaels looked at his bruised knuckles again. He shook his head ‘no’. He couldn’t talk, he had no voice, only a huge mass lodged inside him, threating to overtake him. He pressed his fist to his eyes, shoving the tears back inside.


    Before he knew it, Day had cuffed the back of his head and pulled until Michaels was out of the truck and engulfed in his Lieutenant’s strong arms. He couldn’t fight it anymore. Being held so tightly, so lovingly, he dropped his weight, all his burdens on Day’s shoulders, praying he could hold them both up for a while, while he gave up the fight. He squeezed his boss to him, clutching and grabbing at the dress shirt like it was a life preserver. Day was right there, held it all for him, albeit temporarily, it felt good to release for a while.


    “I’m so sorry, baby. I know it hurts.” Day whispered in his ear. “But trust me this once, if you never trust me for anything else. That man will be back.”


    Michaels’ voice caught in his throat and Day squeezed him harder. “I promise you, Austin. Judge will be back.”


    After a few moments Michaels pulled back and took his heartache and problems with him. He felt so tired, that load was so damn heavy. He wondered how long he’d have to haul it around. He looked into Day’s beautiful hazel with his own red ones. He wanted to believe what he was selling, but this wasn’t Cinderella’s story.


    Day squeezed both of Michaels’ shoulders then placed his hand on the cheek that wasn’t a variety of colors. “How could he not come back? Look at you.”


    Michaels dropped his head, ashamed and certainly not optimistic. “Yeah, look at me.”


    “I’m sure he looks a lot worse.”


    “He’s gone on with his life, glad that he left when he did.”


    Day shook his head. “If he’s not on his way back already, he will be very soon.”


    Michaels bit his bottom lip to keep from refuting. Day was wrong on this one, but he’d let him feel like he was right.


    “Trust me. Day is smart. Day is wise.” His Lieutenant winked at him.


    Michaels couldn’t muster a smile right now, so he just dropped his ass back in his truck. Day’s smile fell slowly. “Austin. Go rest. You’re on personal leave as of six this morning. Today never even happened.”


    Michaels looked at him with part shock and part confusion.


    “Now do you believe in my powers?” Day’s cocky smirk was back and Michaels lifted the corner of his mouth too. “Ahhhh. That’s better. The beautiful, strong, talented man that I’ve come to know and love over the past few years needs to make a reappearance soon. We miss him and we need him. He’s a part of a team that doesn’t function well without him.”


    Michaels nodded.


    “I know if I offer you my guest room that you’ll decline. Hell sometimes I don’t even want to be under the same roof with God, so I know you don’t.” Day chuckled and stepped back to let Michaels close his door. He knew Day was joking, God was everything to him. Michaels rolled down the window to let him finish. “But let me know where you go. Do not just disappear. It’s okay if you don’t want to tell anyone else but I demand to know where you are. Don’t make me send an APB, I won’t be happy about it, but you know I’ll do it.”


    “I’ll text you when I get to my family’s cabin, okay. I think I need some time alone.” Michaels said hoarsely. Damn, his voice was rough.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-five


    Judge walked into Duke’s office and dropped down on the couch, exhausted and mentally drained. He’d scattered his father’s ashes on his land like he’d requested and put the bar up for sell. He’d inherited it but it wasn’t his calling. He’d end up assaulting and banishing all the customers. He wasn’t exactly a people person like his father. He’d dissolved his father’s bank account and sent Linda all of it. Technically it was Judge’s but Linda was good to his father, and the one that had helped build up that account. His father had left her beneficiary of his life insurance policy too, so with Judge’s contribution, he hoped Linda would be able to live comfortably and enjoy her family.


    “Judge, you coming up?” Duke’s gravelly voice called down. It was almost midnight and Judge had been driving all day, doing any and everything to take his mind off of one person. Even Bookem missed Michaels, he could tell. Judge dragged himself upstairs, hauling his duffle bag. Duke was shirtless, in a comfortable pair of sweats that were hanging so low Judge could see his pubic hair. “Man, you look like, hell.”


    Judge scowled walking into Duke’s apartment. He didn’t bother to respond he just walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. His thoughts immediately went right back to Michaels. As if he needed any other reason to feel like shit, yesterday, God had let him know that Switch had attacked Michaels as soon as he went back into the hotel room. Had almost killed him. God told him Michaels was out on medical leave until further notice.


    Judge had sat in his truck on the side of the road for hours thinking about what ifs. What if Switch had succeeded? Suffocated his wild detective to death. What if Judge wouldn’t have left the way he did, had made sure Switch was secured first. It was his bounty and he’d let Michaels get hurt. If they were at war together, it would’ve been the equivalent to Judge leaving a wounded comrade behind. He was a disgrace. He didn’t want to see the look on anyones face when they found out the whole truth.


    It was clear God didn’t know everything that had transpired between them. Didn’t know that Judge had let Michaels get past his armor and then had ran like a scared bitch. Had made the man his lover and then walked out on him. But Judge’s lonesomeness was no longer comforting, it was horrific and painful.


    Judge cleaned himself up, taking his time not having the energy to move any faster. He pulled out his last clean pair of sweats and a tanktop. He sat on the edge of the tub and pulled out his phone for the millionth time, and fought with himself on if he should call or not. He’d probably be met with some resistance, not more than some, a shit-ton, but he had to know that Michaels was okay. Then maybe he could sleep for more than two hours at a time.


    He dialed the number and waited anxiously while the phone rang. After several rings, a groggy Michaels answered and Judge’s stomach completely turned over at hearing his detective’s voice.


    “Austin, its Judge.” He was met with dead silence. It was so quiet Judge had to check the screen to see if he’d lost the connection. He saw the seconds still ticking by. “I um. God told me what happened with Switch after I left.” Judge swallowed loudly. This was so hard. “I just wanted to make sure you were okay, and - ”


    Click.


    Judge closed his eyes and took the phone away from his ear and pressed it against his temple. Only a split second of hearing that raspy, sexy voice… then it was gone. Why’d he say that? That was stupid. He knew anything he said would be stupid. Of course Michaels didn’t want to talk to him. His chest ached, his head pounded. How had he lost so much in the course of a few days? As soon as God found out the truth, he’d lose another friend.


    “Judge. Judge. You alright?” Duke’s deep voice carried through the door.


    He couldn’t hide in Duke’s bathroom all night. He came out and placed his bag against the wall. He felt awkward, he wasn’t sure if he should stay the night or not but he knew he was too tired to drive home. Judge sat on the couch and leaned as far back as he could and let his head fall back into the cushions.


    Duke stood behind him and rubbed his aching shoulders. Lately everything ached on him. “I’m sorry, Judge. I’m sorry about your dad. I know he was the only family you had left.” Duke’s strong hands kneaded a particularly sore area and Judge struggled not to groan. “You hungry, I can make you something quick?”


    Judge didn’t respond. His thoughts went back to Michaels. How he’d cooked for Judge. How they’d ate and laughed, eye fucked each other like they were on a date at Norma’s in Le Parker Meridien. Didn’t get a chance to tell Michaels that was his favorite restaurant in the world. He kept his eyes closed, afraid that if he opened them Duke would see the glassy expression, the moisture quickly building in them. Duke was quiet now. Continued to rub him until those hands ventured lower. Judge sighed. It’d been so long since he’d craved touch. He did now. Desired it. Needed his man’s touch so bad it hurt. He gasped when thick thumb pads rubbed across his nipples. Yes. Austin. Judge shot up to his feet, scaring the shit out of Duke.


    “I’m sorry… I thought… I wanted to make you feel good.”


    Judge shook his head and stood on the other side of the room. His hands tangled in his too-long black locks. He couldn’t fuck Duke and close his eyes like it was Austin. It was cheating, even though they weren’t actually a couple, but he was surely cheating himself and he’d never disrespect Duke like that.


    “It’s not you. It’s me. Well, not me. It’s someone... I just can’t do this with you.” Judge sounded like an idiot.


    “Since when?” Duke frowned.


    Since I fell in love and was too stupid to notice before I threw it away.


    “Judge.” Duke walked up to him, pulling his fist from out of his hair. “There’s someone else.”


    Judge didn’t answer.


    Duke took his silence for what it was. He looked hurt first then he looked surprised. He backed up from him and sat back in his own chair. “This guy must be amazing. I’ve been trying to wrestle you down for years and he does in what… a month.”


    Not even that long.


    Judge hated to hurt Duke, but it never came of anything between them because Duke wasn’t what he craved. Judge needed challenging, he needed wild and crazy. He wanted someone that wouldn’t take his bullshit and not afraid to call him on his crap. He needed Detective Austin Michaels.


    “there must be trouble in paradise if you’re here looking like that, wallowing in whatever it is you’re wallowing in.” Duke lit his cigar.


    Judge walked over and dug in his bag for another sugar cane and popped it in his mouth before sitting opposite of Duke on the couch. He’d smoked about three packs of cigarettes since his father had passed and he realized just how much he missed him already. Then coupled with Michaels, Judge wasn’t dealing with the stress to well. But he was trying to get back on track. He looked at the muted television and watched Sports Center with closed captioning.


    “All right. So we can’t fuck anymore, but we can still talk, right?”


    Judge looked at Duke. Maybe he needed to talk to someone but he didn’t want to make Duke feel shitty.


    “It’s cool, man.” Duke took a shallow inhale. “I’m not gonna cry.”


    Judge chuckled lightly. Duke got up and poured them both two fingers of Scotch and sat back down waiting for Judge to talk. After putting back his first glass and the refill Judge spoke in a pained whisper. “I fucked up, Duke. I tossed him aside like he meant nothing. Now he wouldn’t take me back if I begged.”


    “You sure?” Duke exhaled a cloud of smoke. “Have you even tried?”


    Judge steepled his hands in front of him and listened to what Duke had to say.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-six


    Michaels stared at the phone for another hour willing it to ring again, but it didn’t. Judge’s whisky rough voice powered through his phone’s speaker and gripped his heart tight. He wanted to say so much but his mouth wouldn’t work. Then when Judge said he only wanted to know if he was okay, Michaels hung up. Love and hate jumbled up inside him. He couldn’t take it. He knew Judge didn’t want him but he couldn’t hear him say it again. He looked out the window of their family’s cabin. A large one-story log-cabin style home that was completely modernized on the inside because none of them could do without Wi-Fi or a Keurig and damn sure not without satellite television. So the outside looked classic. Rustic logs and cobblestones. And the inside looked twenty-first century.


    He was required to text Day every two hours which was getting on his nerves too. Day said he was on suicide watch until further notice and if he didn’t text then he would drive out there. Michaels would rather text then deal with anyone right now. He knew Day was kidding about the suicide thing, but Michaels had seen enough depression to know that he was drowning in it, so he wouldn’t fault his team for wanting to be sure he was alright, he would be the same way with them.


    He’d showered and made up his room with new linens. He had a four-poster king-sized bed in his room but his pride and joy was on the private deck that was connected to his room. Outside, he had a queen-sized canopy covered bed. It looked like something out of a romantic island resort. The large awning protected it from weather but the mattress was huge and completely weatherproof. All he had to do was go out there and add linen to it. When the sun set on the lake it was breathtaking. He used to spend so much time out there, well into the evening, reading and fantasizing. He’d turn on his overhead lights and listen to the sounds in the forest to his right and watch the moon glisten off the blackness of the lake. Now it all seemed too much. It hurt. He’d always wanted to bring someone special out here to see this part of him, he’d wanted to bring Judge. Wanted to let Bookem chase the squirrels and rabbits on their land behind the cabin.


    Michaels went to the linen room and carried the silky white sheets outside and started making the bed up. He didn’t know how long he’d hide here away from the world and it’s cenacle ways, but if he stayed a while, he needed to retreat to his oasis. After everything was perfect he went back inside and closed the double doors to his side of the deck. He looked at his watch and hurried to his phone to text Day.


    I’m still alive.


    I know.


    Michaels shook his head. If he didn’t eat soon he would be dead… from starvation. He turned on an audio book and went about making a pot of spaghetti that would be way too much for him to eat. When he was done he went into the wine cellar and chose a medium-bodied red Chianti. He sat silently while he listened to Patterson’s latest thriller, opting to forgo his romance novels for right now. No need to rub salt in the wound.


    He’d almost finished the bottle of red and thought about going to the liquor cabinet for something stronger but changed his mind. He had to stop getting rip-roaring drunk just to sleep. It was only temporary help. It only make things worse in the long run. He cleaned up in silence and turned out all the lights, retreating to his bedroom. He hated how quiet it was without his parents in the living room arguing over a game of monopoly or laughing ridiculously to whatever they could find on comedy central. His dad could be a real prick to him, but he never was to his wife. He went out of his way to make her smile.


    He was accepting that he wouldn’t have that, but at least he still had work. He had to be grateful for something or else he’d never leave. Michael sat on the side of his bed and listened at the darkness. When he got tired of that he stretched out across the mattress and closed his eyes until sleep came a long time later.


    ********


    Judge straightened his spine and walked back into God’s office. The looks on their faces told Judge what he’d been contemplating his whole way over. They knew. God didn’t stand to great him this time but his partner sure did. He knew he’d have to standoff with one of them, but he was kind of hoping for God. Day’s mouth was too damn slick.


    “I outta kick you in your ass and give you brain damage.” Day said by way of greeting.


    Ouch. See what he meant. How do you reply to that? He chewed the cane harder and sat down in front of God’s desk, meeting his sharp green eyes with his own. He tried to relay his apologies without actually voicing it but it didn’t look like that would fly. Michaels’ team stood around, watching him or waiting to pounce, he wasn’t sure. All he wanted was Michaels, then he’d deal with them. He went by Michaels’ apartment and there was at least a weeks’ worth of newspaper in front of his door and his neighbor said she hadn’t seen him in days. He found Michaels’ parent’s address easy enough, it’s what he did. But after watching their house for a day, he realized Michaels wasn’t there. That meant his team. He was staying with one of them, so instead of Judge wasting time and scoping out each one of their houses, he bit the bullet and came in to ask.


    “Day.” God said but Day didn’t stop glaring.


    “Where is he?” was Judge’s only question.


    “Why?” Day snapped. “Did you finally realize there’s not a better fish in the sea?”


    Judge gritted his teeth. “Look Day. I realized you don’t like me very much right now but -”


    Day barked a humorless laugh. “Like… did you just say like? Judge you are way beyond me not liking you. You’re not even standing close to the word like. Your’ standing two blocks from the corner of despise and hate.”


    Judge snorted. “I don’t give a rat’s ass if you hate me or not.”


    “You should. But, regardless. I wouldn’t tell you where Michaels is even if your life depended on it.”


    Judge broke eye contact with Day and growled at God. “Tell me. What type of man buts his nose into another man’s love life?”


    “A best friend, a good boss, a hero. I could keep going.” Day retorted quickly.


    “Don’t.”


    “A conqueror.” Day added for good measure.


    Judge gripped the handles of the chair, he wanted to pop the smug Lieutenant in his forehead but that wouldn’t go over so well.


    “Let me ask you something.” Day propped himself up on the corner of God’s desk, leaning in when he spoke. “Did you suck the heart and soul out of my best friend for sport or did you receive some kind of nourishment from it?”


    Judge gritted his teeth. He wasn’t sure how much more he was going to take.


    “Day. Settle down.” This time it was the dark man that spoke. The Sergeant. Syn was his name, he believed. He stood and came closer, his corded forearms on display since his dress shirt sleeves were rolled up. “I’d like to hear what he has to say.”


    No one else spoke after Syn and Judge respected the hell out of the guy so he faced him and spoke. “I can’t apologize to him if I can’t find him. I was wrong for pushing him away like I did, but… I was… I was confused.”


    Day exaggeratedly threw his hands up in the air. “Someone please get me Guinness Book of World Records on the line and let them know we have the most pitiful fuckin’ excuse of all time for them.”


    “You know what. Fuck you!” Judge barked.


    “Fuck you too!” Day yelled back. “Tell me! What type of man sends someone’s friend back to them completely defective and broken?” Day fumed, turning his back to Judge and plopping down at his desk. “You. That’s who!”


    “Enough!” God cut over the arguing. He stood to his towering six four, his southern drawl more prominent but his voice ever-commanding even in the large space. He turned his eyes back on Judge. “You got forty-eight hours to bring our brother back. Back the way he was when you met him.”


    Judge sighed in annoyance at being put on a time restriction. “Fine. I’ll bring him back.”


    “Good. Forty-eight hours to bring back my sniper.”


    Judge stood. “Where is he?”


    “You’re the tracker. Find him.” God snarled and threw his jacket on. His team followed him out of the office. All of them left Judge standing there alone. They would never speak to him again if he didn’t’ make this right. Frankly. He couldn’t’ blame them. Judge went over to Michaels’ desk and used his switch blade to pop open the locked drawer. He rummaged through the few items, office supplies, papers that contained research, photos of suspects, buildings, all work-related information. Nothing personal. Judge slammed the drawer back. Fuck! Yes, he did find people for a living but this wasn’t TV - everything wasn’t wrapped up in an hour - he was good but he always had time to calculate. But most importantly, he was used to finding criminals. The criminal mind is an ignorant mind. Michaels wasn’t ignorant. He knew where a person would run if they were running from incarceration. Where does one go when they’re running from hurt?


    Syn came back into the office and tossed a piece of paper in front of him with an address scribbled on it in chicken scratch, landing on Michaels’ desk. “I don’t have time for you to play hide and seek. Go get him. He’s at his parent’s cabin in Palmetto. It’s secluded but it’s only forty-five minutes from here.”


    Judge could’ve kissed the man, but instead he stood, shook his hand and hurried out the door. He only had forty-five minutes to come with one helluva plan.


    


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-seven


    It was late afternoon and he had done all the cleaning he could stand and watched as many movies that his eyes could take, before he had to call it quits. He dragged their small row boat from the shed and pushed it out onto the large man-made lake. This was one of his and father’s favorite things to do out here. Fish. They’d bring a twelve-pack and some sandwiches and sit out there all day. Peacefulness. Until his mom called out to them that dinner was ready. He wished his life was still that simple.


    Michaels baited his hook and cast his line back out into the murky water. The fish was stocked with various types of trout, perch and mullets. It was the middle of Fall but the warm should still be warm enough to catch some dinner. That would consume half his night, then he had to figure out what he’d do to get through the rest. He might have to take a couple shots but he wouldn’t get drunk. Michaels reeled his line in and cast back out. The repetition was calming. He felt a few nibbles on his bait but no bite.


    He let his pole rest against the side and reached in his cooler for a bottle of water. He’d finished his sandwich two hours ago and the last of his four beers. He should’ve brought more. Knowing that he could sit on that lake for hours. The sun had begun to set and the lake shimmered in the dusk light. He propped his hands behind his head and laid back to enjoy the scenery.


    His phone buzzed in his pocket, he knew it was Day. He clicked on the message icon and saw it was Judge. He sat up straight, his breathing accelerating as he read it.


    Will you hang up if I call you?????


    Michaels blew out a breath. He didn’t know what they could possibly talk about. Being friends. Buddies. Getting together for fantasy football. What? Michaels shook his head. No. He couldn’t be friends with Judge. How can you be friends with someone that treated you like shit? He buzzed again. Another message. This one plain and simple.


    Please.


    He chose to ignore it. That was best. A few minutes went by and his phone rung disturbing his thoughts. He knew it was him. His heart thundered behind his ribcage. Ringing, ringing. He picked up on the last ring right before the voicemail. He didn’t speak, just held the phone to his ear.


    Finally, Judge spoke. “Thank you for answering. Please don’t hang-up.”


    When Michaels didn’t reply, Judge continued. “I know you’re mad. You have every right to be. I’d be too. But I swear, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I was stupid and scared as shit, man.”


    There was a long pause before Judge spoke again and shocked the hell out of him. “Pick up your pole.”


    Michaels frowned. What?


    “Pick up your pole, you haven’t had a bite in the last three hours, but you do now.” There was a tinge of humor in Judge’s voice.


    Michaels’ head jerked up to look at his line and sure enough the tip was bowed over. He yanked up his pole and began to reel his line in quickly. It was a good solid bite, he could feel the weight of the catch. As he winded the hook in closer he saw it was a good sized speckled trout. He used his net to get it inside the boat. He unhooked it and dropped it in his cooler on the ice.


    With his hands at his sides he turned slowly and saw Judge sitting with his back against one of the large trees next to the dock. Bookem was lying down next to him waiting right along with his master. Although Michaels was only about one hundred and fifty feet away they held eye contact for a good while before he turned and sat back down. How did he find him? Had to be Day. He was the only one that knew he was here. Had Judge really been there watching him for hours?


    He hated to admit but the man looked so fucking good. He wanted to grab those oars and row back as fast as he could, but why set himself up for more disappointment. His phone buzzed again.


    Come talk to me.


    Michaels debated it for a while. Wasn’t like he could sit out here on this boat all night. Darkness was falling fast and soon the misquotes would be too much plus he was hungry. He reeled in his line and picked up his oars. By the time he got back to the boat dock, Judge was there. He helped him pull the boat up and cover it.


    “Hey.” Judge croaked.


    Instead of greeting Judge back, Michaels squatted and patted Bookem happily showing the big beast that he’d really missed him too. Giving Judge a bored look, he stood back up, grabbed his cooler and marched back up the slight hill into the cabin. Michaels was sharp and lucid, became angry and defensive, all of those unwanted emotions expertly hidden behind a mask of nonchalance. He heard Judge’s footsteps close behind him and the low whistle he let out when he came through the door.


    “Damn. This is cool as shit. You wouldn’t expect it to look like this from the outside.”


    Michaels locked the door behind them and faced Judge. “Your dad.”


    Judge dropped his head shaking it just slightly.


    “I’m sorry,” was all he could say. Michaels pulled his catch out and set it in the sink. Judge leaned against the island in the middle of the spacious kitchen his midnight eyes drilling a hole in the back of Michaels’ head. When he walked by Judge snagged his bicep to stop him. Michaels couldn’t look into those charcoal eyes so he kept his own trained on the floor. Michaels suppressed his shudder when he felt the tip of Judge’s finger graze the stitched scar on his forehead. The tingling sensation that Judge’s calloused finger left behind had him wanting to fold already.


    “Forgive me.” Judge whispered.


    He’d understood why Judge had to run off like he did, but if he was going to push him away every time something bad happened or shit got real, then he could stay gone. Michaels snatched his hand away and went to his bedroom to clean up. He closed the door behind him, his head swimming with too many thoughts. Judge wouldn’t be here if he wasn’t wanting more than friendship. But Michaels wasn’t sure about splaying his heart back out there just so Judge could spat on it again. Michaels pinched the bridge of his nose. He went into his bathroom and turned on the water as hot as he could stand it. He avoided the mirror the best he could not wanting to see the scratches and bruises, especially the black and blue discoloring still showing around his throat. He didn’t need any sympathy looks or a pity fuck.


    Michaels rotated his head back and forth, letting the hot water beat down on his aching muscles. If he wasn’t so hungry, he’d stay back there all night, let Judge stew for a while like he’d done him.


    He put on a pair of gray lounging pants and an APD t-shirt. He slipped his feet into his favorite leather house slippers and went back into the main room. Judge was standing in exactly the same place.


    “Can I speak to you?”


    “I’m going to make myself some dinner. I’m starved. You can talk. Can’t guarantee I’ll listen though.” Michaels saw the hurt on Judge’s face. Good. Let him swin in rejection for a while. Let the tides of broken hearts rise and drown him too. Michaels wanted Judge to feel the hurt he’d felt a million times over. His head swirling with wanting to do right and wanting revenge.


    He grabbed his fish-scaler and got to work. Rosemary trout with a cherry tomato sauce would be delicious and easy.


    “As much as it terrifies me to give this to you, I’m going to do it anyway because you deserve it and if you tell me to hit the road than I know I deserve that too. Here goes.” Michaels heard Judge inhale a deep breath before he began to speak again. “I had a partner many years ago. His name was Brent Reynolds. We met when we were enlisted men. It was only months before we fell in love. We were in the same battalion, both trackers. It was him that thought of us running out own bounty hunter business.” Judge sighed again but Michaels stayed focused on his food, listen intently for Judge to continue. Brent obviously being a sensitive subject for him to discuss. “He was an amazing man. Smart, sharp as a tack but way too trusting. After we retired from active duty, we started the business and we were a damn good team. I hadn’t worked with anyone that good until… until… you. Which also terrified me.” Judge cleared his throat. “Well, long story short, we were two years into the business when he was killed by one of our bountys. He’d put his gun away when the man posed like he was coming willingly. As soon as Brent let his guard down the bounty pulled a knife and stabbed him twice in his side before I even knew what was happening.” Judge’s voice lowered to barely a murmur. “Brent bled out in my arms. Ever since then I was content with not having a partner, in any sense of the word. Then you… you came and… none of my rules were holding up. Next thing I know, death had showed up again.


    “I was a coward to run the way I did. I didn’t want to face what was coming with my dad but most of all I realized that I was about to face it alone. I should’ve let you come with me. I was alone and hurt and by the time I realized that it was you I was hurting for the most, I’d already fucked up. I was angry for losing someone very special, the one person that’s been constant in my life and instead of being a man and dealing with it… I lashed out at you. When I knew it wasn’t you’re fault.” Judge puffed a breath of air. “My father always said common sense was love’s arch enemy. Fools fall in love.”


    Michaels kept his back turned, smiling at the old wisdom. He put the roasting pan in the oven and placed a skillet on the range to sauté his fresh green beans in some garlic and butter. He hadn’t turned to face Judge. His will was waning with every word he spoke. How could he stay mad at a man that had reacted badly after hearing he had only hours to say goodbye to someone he love? And that death stirring up ghost that had been laid to rest for years.


    “Honey. I’ve never apologized to anyone. I’ve never begged for anything a day in my life.”


    Michaels tensed. Judge was standing so close behind him now he could feel his warmth, smell the faint traces of his spicy cologne. He knew he couldn’t fight what his heart wanted any longer.


    “But, I’m here begging you for your forgiveness. Wanting another chance. Even if you say no right now. I’m not going anywhere. I’ll ask tomorrow, and the next day and the next until you tell me you want me too. Judge put one large hand on Michaels’ waist and applied just the right amount of pressure and Michaels fell back into the embrace. “I love you Austin and I’m not gonna stop begging until you tell me you love me too.”


    Michaels thought he hadn’t heard right but Judge’s whisky-hewn voice was right there in his ear and he hadn’t mumbled it, he’d said it as clear as day. He loved him. Judge wrapped both muscular arms around Michaels and he welcomed it. Why deny himself any longer? Why wallow in misery? He let Judge turn him around. He stared at Judge, saw the honesty and the sorrow. Knew his apology was genuine. If Judge hurt him again than...


    Michaels squeezed his eyes shut. “You leveled me, Judge. I… I couldn’t even function.”


    Judge nodded his head like he understood. “I know. I know I did. But, I’m asking you to trust me.”


    Michaels’ voice was stern. “One more.”


    Judge smiled at him. “One more chance is all I need.” Judge claimed Michaels’ mouth swallowed any and all possible rejection and savored only his acceptance. The kiss was intense and full of what Judge was promising. When he pulled back, Judge cupped both of Michaels’ scratchy cheeks and whispered into his mouth. “God, you’re beautiful. What the fuck was I thinking?”


    They kissed again, fuller, longer. Michaels held on to him, rubbed every part of him within reach. His breathing was heavy as they broke apart to gulp a breath of air. He rested his forehead against Judge’s, tangling his fingers in his beard. His eyes stung but he refused to cry. His heart wept with joy on the inside and his throat dislodged the lump that had been there for days, just long enough for him to whisper back, “I love you too, Judge. I do.”


    Judge sighed and slumped like someone had lifted the weight of the world off him. “Thank you.” He kissed Michaels’ face, his neck, his forehead, and his tired eyes. “I’ll never run from you again.”


    Michaels tilted his head to the side while Judge licked at his throat, nipped at the course hairs on his cheeks. Judge’s beard tickled the sensitive skin above his rapidly beating pulse. “You better not.”


    Judge chuckled lightly and pulled Michaels’ hair until he was looking up at him.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-eight


    Judge’s heart had been racing during his confession. No one knew that story but his later father and Linda… now Michaels. He trusted him, trusted this man with his heart. He looked at Michaels’ face. Even with the scar, the scratches, the bruising, he was still the most attractive man he’d ever seen. Seeing that he’d been hurt by that asshole only made Judge feel even more guilty but Michaels had forgiven him so he had to forgive himself or it would only cause damage later.


    He smoothed his hand over Michaels’ wet hair. That look was there again, the look of want and adoration in Michaels’ sparkling eyes. Judge thought Michaels would never look at him like that again. “When you look at me like that it almost makes me want to double check that you’re actually looking at me.”


    “Of course I’m looking at you.” Michaels draped both arms over Judge’s shoulders.


    Judge gave Michaels a chaste kiss. Another one that started out innocently but morphed into something carnal and full of desire. “I need you right now.” Judge hissed, feeling his erection pushing against his dark jeans.


    Michaels smiled against the side of his face, nuzzling him affectionately. “I want you too, but I want something else first.” He purred.


    Judge growled. “Mmmm. What do you want first? My mouth all over you. Hmmm? My tongue deep inside you.”


    Michaels nibbled at Judge’s jaw, making his cock throb heavily against that hard thigh pushing back into him. “Actually. I want to eat my trout that it took all day to catch.”


    Judge squeezed Michaels to him and laughed. “Is there enough for me?”


    “I might be tempted to share my dinner with you.”


    Judge’s smile fell slowly. “Are you willing to share anything else with me?” He said carefully. Looking into Michaels’ eyes, searching for more honesty.


    “Yes. Plenty more. So much more.”


    Judge had washed up while Michaels finished dinner. The whole time he’d showered there was a large smile on his face. It was such a unique feeling. But all was right in the world now… at least for him. He didn’t know what to expect when he’d got to the cabin today and saw Michaels out there on that lake, looking exactly how Judge felt. He’d thought that Michaels was going to make him get on his knees and beg until dawn, kiss his pinky ring and swear his allegiance, do something outrageous to prove his loyalty. But, no. Michaels was a class act, not a drama queen. He’d listened to what Judge had to say and accepted it for the truth it was. If he wasn’t going to take him back, then Michaels would’ve sent him packing fast, he wouldn’t have been vengeful. That’s just another reason why Judge loved him. He was so glad he’d listened to Duke. Listened to his father. They’d both said the same thing. ‘You won’t know if he never wants to see you again, unless you ask. Apologize for your wrong… and simply ask.’


    Damn if they hadn’t been right.


    Now he’d honor his father’s last wish. To not live a lonely loveless existence and die miserable and alone. It looked like Michaels wanted the same thing. Someone to listen to your rants when you had a hard day at work, someone to hold while you watched a movie, someone to eat dinner with instead of an overcooked microwave meal in front of the TV.


    Judge put on a loose pair of sweats and a black tank top. Michaels was just setting both their plates down when Judge came back into the large eat-in kitchen. The food looked like something you’d find in a five-star restaurant. The fish was broiled to perfection, the green beans had the perfect blend of butter and garlic and some type of salad with a wonderfully tart dressing. “What kind of sauce is this on the salad?” Judge shoved in another fork full.


    Michaels’ cheeks turned just a hint of rose when he responded. “It’s a raspberry vinaigrette.”


    “I love it. Sure is better than that thick ranch shit that I always pour on with a shovel.” Judge winked.


    “Well, it’s Day’s recipe.” Michaels shrugged. “Just one of the many I’ve stole from him.”


    Judge pfftd’ at the mention of Day’s name. One day he’d tell Michaels how his boss had stuck up for him…but not tonight. He also knew the clock was ticking on him. He needed to bring Michaels back to Atlanta the day after tomorrow. For now though… he was all his.


    “I think its badass that you can cook like this. Its wicked sexy.”


    “It is?”


    “Hell yes. I can’t wait to come home and find you in the kitchen in nothing but a leather apron, cooking me dinner.” Judge was laughing, but when he looked up and saw Michaels bright blue eyes zeroed in on him, he backtracked to see if he’d said something wrong. “What? What’s the matter? Okay not leather, clothe is fine.”


    “You said when you come home you want to find me in the kitchen.” Michaels tilted his head in question.


    Judge tried to cover by putting a huge forkful of white tender trout in his mouth. He chewed it slowly and Michaels continued to stare at him in amusement.


    “Should we go tomorrow to pick out the China to eat those dinners on, babe?”


    Very cute. “I was just saying.” Judge shrugged embarrassingly.


    “I know. I’m just hawking on you.” Michaels drank a sip of his wine. “Where do you live anyway? Are we gonna do a long distance thing?”


    “I can’t do long distance.”


    Michaels looked taken aback.


    “I live in Atlanta.”


    “Atlanta!” Michaels shock was evident. “No shit.”


    “No shit. Right off of DeMooney Lake. I bought a fixer-upper a few years ago, but I’m not home often to get a lot done. It’s livable though. The roof and floors are done. But still plenty left to do.”


    Michaels wiped his mouth with his napkin and pushed his empty plate to the side. “Could you use some help?”


    Judge couldn’t stop the grin. “You any good with wood?”


    Michaels paused for a moment before he tossed his head back and a deep genuine laugh escaped his perfect mouth. Judge laughed with him. It felt damn good. Felt like it could be like this forever. Prayed it would.


    “I think I’m real good with wood.” Michaels purred back.


    “Prove it.” Judge said, easing up from his chair.


    Michaels stood and collided with Judge’s large frame. Enough small talk, it was time to make up for their lost time. Michaels let Judge control his mouth, control his hips. Let his push his tongue in as far as he wanted and fuck his mouth with that thick appendage until he was satisfied. Judge’s hands skimmed down his back to his ass and squeezed both cheeks roughly, pulling him roughly into his erection. When Judge put on the brakes, Michaels whispered against the base of his throat. “Come here. I wanna’ show you something.”


    Judge let Michaels take his hand and lead him through the kitchen, past the back patio doors and through the spacious living room. Back into Michaels’ bedroom that looked like a small apartment, Michaels dropped his hand and flicked on a switch that was next to a set of double doors. When his man opened them Judge was floored. He was a typical man, interior design didn’t exactly make him swoon, but Michaels’’ private deck was a thing of sexual beauty. It was a raised bed, draped in sheer white canopy, completely made up with silky white sheets and about ten various sized pillows. Lavender and lilies were in large pots on each step of the deck that led down to the spacious backyard. Dim lights were lit up in the corners, but the half crescent moon cast just the right amount of illumination on them. The sounds of the lake and the crackle of the forest could be heard from where they stood. The smell of nature overwhelmed him. Michaels stood back and waited while Judge took it all in.


    “It’s you honey.”


    “What’s me?”


    “This.” Judge pointed around him. “It’s fucking gorgeous… it’s you.”


    Michaels took off his t-shirt and tossed it on the polished wood deck. His thin lounging pants soon followed. Judge watched him like a hawk. Tracked every move. Michaels tossed a few pillows to the side, parted the canopy and climbed on the raised bed. Judge couldn’t believe how lucky he was. He was inside of one of Michaels’ romance novels. This scene couldn’t be described any other way. The stars and darkness conspiring to make one sexual evening. A handsome man lying naked beneath the moonlight, his perfect body shadowed by the sheer white linen of the canopy. When Michaels started to teasingly stroke his persistently hardening length, Judge began to do exactly what Michaels had. He tossed his shirt and pants and stalked around the bed. Michaels aroused leer never left his own. He parted the curtains and climbed inside, stalking up Michaels’ muscular thighs, stopping every couple inches to kiss or lick. Familiarizing himself with Michaels’ unique flavor.


    His man gazed down at him, that gaze tender, like he’d missed him so much. Judge let Michaels caress the sides of his face, paused while he gently tucked a long strand of black hair behind his ear. Judge was in love. Michaels smelled so good, inhaled his arousal, breathed in the intoxicating smell of his desire. His thick cock was right there next to his cheek, evidence of his longing leaving a sticky trail in his beard. Judge breathed on him for a while, let him know he was there, let him know pleasure was knocking at his door. He gave Michaels just the tip of his tongue first. Then a little more. Drug the flat of his tongue along the thick veins in his shaft.


    “Come on, Judge. Don’t make me beg.” Michaels moaned, flexing his hips upwards, seeking out Judge’s mouth. His fingers were stimulating his own nipples, flicking and pinching them until they were hard nubs. Judge loved it when he did that. Sexy.


    “You’ll never have to beg me.” Judge promised right before he engulfed all of that cock. He watched what it did to his lover. Saw him fist the sheets, his legs moving restlessly along the smooth fabric. Judge’s rhythm was slow and methodic. Deep throating his man, cherishing every inch of soft skin on that hard cock. He went down to the root… stopped, flexed his throat… pulled up… sucked hard on that crying head. Licked every salty tear that fell, then dug inside that slit for more… drove back down again… stopped, swallowed. Did it over and over until Michaels was twitching and spasms wracked his glistening body. Pulled up and sucked so hard on the head that when he pulled off there was a loud pop. He stroked his fiery detective a few times in his fist. Then Judge pulled the skin tight around the base of Michaels’ dick and drove down again. Kept up that pattern until Michaels was cursing Mother Nature.


    Judge reached up and fed Michaels his fingers. Pushed his middle one past those thick lips. Drug it in and out. Michaels sucked his fingers the same way Judge was sucking his cock.


    “Fuck, Judge.”


    Judge growled and pulled his fingers from Michaels’ mouth. They were coated with saliva and Judge wasted no time sliding his middle finger deep inside Michaels’ warmth. Damn, there was no place like home, and oh how he missed it. Inside his man… that was home. Judge felt the way Michaels’ back bowed off the soft mattress when he hooked his finger and teased that special spot.


    “Deep. Go deeper, Judge. Harder.”


    Judge pulled out and pushed back in with two fingers. Fucked him hard with them, just like he asked. With his other hand he pushed one of Michaels’ thighs outward so he could lick around his stretched hole. Judge hummed as Michaels’ spirit exploded on his tongue. He firmly massaged at the tightness, using his teeth to to give Michaels that hint of pain he knew he craved.


    “Awww. Jesus. Fuck yeah.” Michaels moaned. He pushed at Judge’s shoulders. “Wait. Let me get -”


    Judge stopped his licking but when Michaels turned and leaned over the edge of the bed and pulled out a drawer underneath it, Judge kept twisting and turning his fingers inside him. Michaels back muscles flinched and strained while he retrieved what he was looking for. He placed the bottle of lube on the mattress and a couple condoms. Judge took one and tore at the wrapper. Michaels sat up quickly and rested his hand over his, stopping him. The look in those penetrating blues stole Judge’s breath away. Go bare. Damn. He hadn’t did that since he was with Brent. There was silent communication between them. A silent monogamous pact.


    Judge tossed the condom to the side and grabbed the lube, coating his cock good. When he added more inside Michaels’ hot channel, his eyes fluttered with excitement. No barrier this time. This was his man, his partner, his lover. Judge dropped down on Michaels’ chest, again putting his full weight on him. He went in for a kiss, coaxed Michaels’ wine-tasting tongue inside of his mouth, moved slowly at first, until it soon became out of control. With his mouth still connected, Judge lined his cock up with Michaels’ waiting hole and gently thrust forward. Michaels’ mouth opened wider with his gasp, Judge made sure every part of them was touching, and their eyes were locked on each other when he pushed all way in on one long drive.


    Michaels cried a beautiful sound into his face and Judge had to fight the feeling burning at his spine. “Fuckin’ love it when you cry for me like that.” His man tremored beneath him, writhed and squirmed with Judge’s cock deep inside him.


    “Yes. That’s it. More.” Michaels brought his long legs up and placed his feet flat on the bed and pushed up, urging Judge to move. Regardless, he couldn’t’ hold back anymore. Judge slid out half way and slammed back in, the pleasure stealing his sanity. It was so goddamn hot inside his lover, a heat he’ll never get tired of. A heat that sparked the fire to a full-on blaze. Judge hooked the back of both of Michael’ legs, his palms flat on the bed. Michaels was splayed open for him ready for the taken. Judge lost his mind. Powered into his man like a fool in love. Fucked him hard, fucked him until it was brutal. Michaels yelled his appreciation into the night. The truest mating call.


    Judge’s back was hunched over while he dug in as deep as he could. Sweat poured off him, the night air doing nothing to the inferno burning inside him. Michaels clenched tight around him, Judge thought he was coming, caught him off guard that his spirited bottom was yanking his orgasm from him. Set him a few degrees past burning. Judge buried as deep as he could, his cock throbbed angrily, and his balls drew up close to him. He threw his head back and roared as he came so far inside Michaels’ body making him his forever.


    “Fuuuck. Mark that hole, babe. Yeah.” Michaels was pushing his ass up into Judge but there wasn’t another inch available, every part of him that could fit was inside Michaels already. His sexy partner moaned while Judge rode out the last shivers of his orgasm.


    Judge fell to the side, arms thrown over his head, his heart beating so fast he thought he’d pass out. Michaels chuckled next to him. Leaned over and kissed, laughed, swam in the moment. Michaels buried his nose in Judge’s armpit, inhaled him a while before he licked around the fury patch in the center, slicking down the fine hairs with his spit. Judge held Michaels head in place, moaning the more Michaels bathed him. “Feels good.” Judge whispered. It was absolutely the most erotic thing in the world. Judge’s eyes opened back up and he noticed right before he felt that Michaels was still hard as stone. “You didn’t come.”


    “Nope.” Michaels said pushing until Judge was on his stomach.


    Oh fuck yeah. My power top.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Thirty-nine


    It took every ounce of power Michaels had not to come while Judge fucked him like a madman. Took him to heaven and back again. It was sweet torture, but now he’d have his revenge. He wanted Judge’s ass with his bare cock too. Needed to breed that fine hairy ass, relish in the power that he owned it. Michaels was drunk with control. He slapped Judge’s ass and the big man rumbled a sexy laugh into the damp sheets. Michaels growled, parting Judge’s ass, opening him up. He spat on the tight star and delved down to steal a few licks. “Dark pretty fuckin’ hole.” He murmured to himself.


    “This ass is mine. Only I get it. I will be allowed to take this ass any time I want it and any way I want it. And I want it right fuckin’ now.”


    Judge moaned and rose up to his knees in answer. Michaels gripped the base of his dick. “Oh my god. Look at you.” Michaels put his tongue deep inside Judge’s cavern, stabbing it in and out without mercy. Judge’s sensual moans spurred him on, had him overwhelmed with want. Michaels quickly spread the lube down his length. Holding on to Judge’s shoulder with one hand, he parted one fuzzy cheek with the other and slid his lubed cock up and down that dark crevice. Driving both of them mad.


    “Fuck me. Austin.”


    Michaels grunted at the first couple inches of penetration. Judge hissed a satisfied ‘yes’ and Michaels plunged in until his balls nestled against the soft fur on Judge’s ass. Michaels moaned low, his voice raw and rough. His pace didn’t match his dirty talk. The in and out tempo was slow and easy. Michaels used Judge’s thick shoulder to drive in deeper each time. He angled to the right, his dick had already mapped out Judge’s erotic zones and Michaels hit it each time.


    “Goddamnit.” Judge rumbled beneath him.


    “I love you.” Michaels sighed against the moist skin at the base of Judge’s neck.


    “Do I feel good, babe?” Michaels whispered against Judge’s temple, his tongue licking out to claim the beads of sweat that slid across his brow.


    “Austin, fuck. Yeah. Right. There. Like. That.” Judge said between deep-seated thrust.


    “Mmmm, yes.” Michaels whispered. He spread his legs and flexed his hips harder, pulling more words from Judge. “I remember when you wouldn’t talk for me. Made me fuck the hell out of you to hear you moan my name. Now listen to those pretty fuckin’ words. All for me.” Michaels pried Judge’s mouth open wider, pulling the thick hairs on his chin. He speared his tongue in Judge’s sexy mouth. “Louder. Yell louder.” Michaels demanded. He pulled out to the tip, slammed back in to Judge’s ass, and Judge called out into the night air. His moans carried away on the breezes drifting off the lake. Michaels pistoned his hips four, five more times and then slowed it back down. Let Judge catch his breath.


    “Oh my fuckin’ god.” Judge panted.


    “That’s what I like. Talk dirty to me, lover.” He eased his hands under Judge’s body, resting his splayed palms over Judge’s hard pecs. He squeezed them, squeezed Judge to him while he rested his cheek on Judge’s spine. His hips just barely moving up and down, wanting to stay connected. He pinched Judge’s nipples and bit him on his neck. Seduced Judge every way he knew how.


    Michaels’ eyes rolled at the feeling of being bare inside Judge like this. It felt so real, he felt loved. The moonlight shining on Judge’s dark skin. Every thrust took him closer to nirvana, but he kept his tempo steady, no rush to reach their final destination. Road the ride of pleasure until once again the heat became too much. Every nerve ending was frayed with fire. Michaels squeezed the back of Judge’s neck, turned his head so he could kiss some more. Tangled his fingers in that mass of dark messy hair. He pulled on it until Judge’s throat was exposed. He sucked hard on the point above Judge’s rapid pulse, his man was so excited for him and it fed Michaels’ dominant ego. He snapped his hips, making Judge curse him again. Michaels head rushed with authority. The easy lovemaking was long gone and hard fucking was all he could do. His nails dug into Judge’s scalp. Scarred him there before he trailed down Judge’s spine, leaving long red welts behind. The marks were stunning. His personal inscription on his property. That was all it took. “I’m bout’ to come.” He groaned.


    Judge bucked and Michaels gasped as his dick was squeezed to the point of pain.


    “Fuck! Austin!” Judge shouted under him, his back muscles flexing hard, his fist clenching the edge of the mattress. It only took a split second and his dick getting deliciously hugged by those constricting walls to know Judge was coming apart. Coming so hard, so beautifully for him.


    “Yeah, sweetheart.” Michaels pushed hard against Judge’s prostrate, wrenching a strangled yell from him again. Judge shook and ground his dick into the mattress, draining the last of his orgasm while Michaels stirred up to began.


    “I’m coming. I’m coming.” Michaels rose up on his knees, gripped Judge’s hips and yanked him into him, sat him on his rod while his orgasm made its dramatic appearance. His back went ramrod straight, the rapture consuming him. Michaels came on a silent yell. His volume was lacking, but his load was heavy and deep as it flowed inside his partner. Gave Judge all his power.


    “Damn. I feel you, Austin. So warm.” Judge breathed. His partner was floating beneath him. He knew exactly what Judge was feeling. That flooding of warm come, filling you up and searing you inside. Even in the outdoors, the air was thick with their combined scents. More pungent and masculine than the sweet aromas of lavender and lilies.


    Michaels breathing labored and his heart rate slowed to a pace that he could function again. He pulled out slowly, caressing Judge’s ass as he did. He rolled to his side and pulled Judge close to him. They lay in silence. Their lovemaking speaking volumes that no words could fully express. Judge turned and faced him, his slight smile in place before the quiet snores started. They were both exhausted. Michaels thought about getting up to get a cloth to clean them up but that was the last thing he remembered.


    The sound of birds chirping and the sun’s heat warming his skin came next. It was morning. Judge was holding him tight from behind. He didn’t know how they’d got into that position but he loved it. He watched the light of day flicker off the waters of the lake. Bookem was back to chasing the small animals that lived beyond the dense trees, looking almost as happy and content as Michaels felt. He could stay just like this forever. Didn’t want to move and hadn’t planned on it until a lovely voice calling his name filtered through his hazy mind.


    “Austin. Where are you my dear?”


    “Oh shit.” Michaels jumped up and scurried to find his pants and shirt.


    Judge rose up slightly his eyes heavy. “Where are you going? Get back in bed.”


    “Austin are you in here.” His mom called out again.


    Judge’s eyes widened. “Is that your - ”


    “Yes.” Michaels hissed, throwing Judge’s clothes at him.


    Judge groaned and got up out the bed. “Don’t tell me your folks don’t know you’re gay.”


    Michaels looked at Judge like he was an idiot. “What am I fifteen? Of course they know I’m gay.”


    “Then what’s the problem.”


    “I just don’t want my parents to see me fucked out. No more than I want to see them in post-coital bliss.”


    “Oh.” Judge plucked a sugar can from in his pants pockets, still laughing.


    Michaels shooed Judge inside. “Hurry. Go get cleaned up.”


    “Why do I feel like we’re in high school and I’m on of your many boyfriends that your sneaking out the back door? Austin you little slut.”


    “Very funny.”


    Judge stopped right at the bathroom door and turned to face him.


    “What?”


    Judge smiled down at him. He ran his hand through Michaels’ messy hair and leaned in to kiss his cheek. “Good morning.” He whispered seductively in his ear.


    Michaels nuzzled against that delicious beard his own smile wide as he greeted Judge back. “Morning, babe.”


    “Last night was - ”


    “Yeah.”


    “Was everything.” Judge finished.


    “Yeah.”


    Michaels kissed Judge again. “Sweet mouth.” He murmured, stealing the sugar cane out of Judge’s mouth. He slapped him on the ass to get him moving into the bathroom. “I’m gonna lose the parents then I’m gonna fuck that hot ass again in every room before we leave.”


    “Yeah, yeah. Promises, promises.” Judge teased, closing the door behind him.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter Forty


    Judge leaned back in the passenger seat of Michaels’ truck, content as can be. They’d stayed at the cabin an entire week, after Judge fully convinced Michaels’ lieutenants that they needed the time together.


    They learned more of each other, physically and especially emotionally. They were compatible on so many levels. Both men as simple as the days. Relationships were scary and took work, but Judge believed theirs would come easily. Why he thought so negatively in the beginning was unknown to him now. But he knew Michaels loved him, really loved him. Nothing was guaranteed, life wasn’t promised tomorrow. Michaels was a cop, he had a dangerous job, so he’d have to learn to trust in his partner’s instincts and believe in him. Believe he knew what he was doing and he’d come home to him every night.


    They fished and hiked. Took Bookem for long walks, held hands like they were in a Hallmark movie. Michaels cooked for him, even tried to show him a few things that Judge ruined instantly. When Michaels realized Judge made a horrible sous chef, he was quickly relieved of his duties. There were long nights of watching television together, sometimes just laying close to each other while Michaels read and Judge played games on his tablet. Michaels wasn’t a needy partner… well… only in bed, but that was okay. It was the most fun Judge had had in years. For the first time in his adult life, he let Michaels convince him to take a selfie of them while they ate dinner on the grass next to the boat-dock. The sun was setting and the sky was a beautiful array of colors that even he had to admit, made a beautiful backdrop.


    “You want her to see how happy you are and I know it would make her smile to see that you’re okay.” Michaels reasoned.


    “Okay, okay. Just do it.” Judge groaned. But on the inside, he was a kid bouncing up and down.


    Michaels held Judge’s phone out, squeezed in close to him and snapped a shot. The next one was of him stealing a kiss on Judge’s cheek while he slept on the large blanket. They sent both of them to Linda. Her reply back was well worth it.


    Sweetheart. Congratulations!!!! You’ve made my day! I know you two are going to be so happy together. Bless you Austin for saving my son.


    Hugs.


    Ps… I’m expecting both of you for Thanksgiving


    They rode in comfortable silence when Judge thought about how well he’d got along with Michaels’ parents. He and his mom made a delicious dinner while Judge and his father watched the game together. He asked a few questions, mainly about Judge’s enlistment and about his job. Thank goodness he didn’t do the whole, ‘what are your intentions with my son bull’. Judge was simply himself and it appeared to be enough for them.


    “Your folks seem nice.” Judge said on their ride back to Atlanta. His truck still needed to be fixed so he dropped it at a shop and Michaels agreed to let Judge use his truck while he was at work.


    “They’re alright. I’m crazy about my mom” Michaels smiled.


    “I can tell. She fawns over you like a lioness.” Judge mocked him.


    “She doesn’t.”


    “Oh yes she does. Any time your father got on you about something, she pounced.”


    Michaels hid his smile by turning his head slightly like he was overly focused on the road.


    “My dad can be overbearing. She’s always acted as a buffer with me and him.”


    “He knows how talented you are. He’s proud too. I can see it in his eyes.”


    “I’m glad someone can see it, because I sure can’t most of the time. It really gets to me sometimes when he starts coming down on me. I think I’ve done alright for myself. Now I’ve snagged myself a sugar daddy, he should get of my case now.” Michaels winked at Judge and got flicked off in return.


    Judge reached over and massaged Michaels’ neck. “That’s what fathers do, Austin. Be glad yours is still here to push and encourage you. Don’t take your time together for granted.”


    Michaels turned to him with sad eyes. He slightly nodded his head in understanding and left it at that. When they pulled into the precinct Michaels hefted his bag out the back, patted Bookem and closed the door. He met Judge at the tailgate. “You not coming in?”


    “Naw. I gonna get some shit to get done.”


    “Are you taking that job Duke called you about?”


    “Thinking about it. Running his private investigations business, doesn’t sound bad at all. Not on the road as much, have normal working hours, which is best for Book, ya’know. I can get more done on my house.”


    “It sounds great. You sure you ready to give up bounty hunting?” Michael set his bag down and wrapped his arms around Judge’s waist.


    “I’ve been ready. Bookem isn’t the only one who’s getting tired. I’m ready to relax too. I’m picturing my house all fixed up. Being home by five or six every day. Lazy evenings and long weekends.” Judge smiled and cupped the back of Michaels’ neck. “I’ve been picturing that for a while now.”


    “Am I in that picture at all?” Michaels leaned closer, angling for Judge’s mouth.


    “You are everywhere in that picture. But mostly, you’re in the kitchen, naked and cooking.”


    “Fuck you.” Michaels laughed.


    Judge’s expression turned serious. “Of course you’re right there with me. It’s what makes the picture so attractive.” He removed his cane from his mouth and kissed his heart right there in the parking lot, his arms tight around Judge and Judge’s large hands cupping both his cheeks, maneuvering his head and kissing him exactly how he wanted.


    A deep throat clearing made them both pull back a couple inches to take a breath. Michaels wiped at his mouth turning to face the interruption. “Oh. Morning, Sarge.”


    Syn nodded his head his mouth tilted with a slight smirk. “Good to see you back Michaels.” Syn didn’t speak to Judge but the look he gave him let him know that Judge was square with him. How could he not be? Michaels’ megawatt smile looked like the man was on top of the world. Judge did what he’d promised. Returned Michaels back to them, better than new.


    “What time you want me to pick you up?”


    “Six should be good. I’m just catching up on paperwork this week.”


    Judge kissed Michaels again. “Good. We’ll get some takeout and I’ll take you to the house and let you see exactly what you’ve gotten yourself into, just in case you want to bolt.”


    “Can’t be that bad.” Michaels shrugged.


    “Actually it can and it is.”


    “I like fixer-uppers. Look how great a job I did with you.”


    “You’ll pay for that later.” Judge promised. He yanked Michaels to him, gave him a punishing kiss and popped his sugar stalk back in his mouth.


    “I look forward to it.” Michaels leer was seductive enough to make Judge want to ask God for a few more days of leave.


    Instead he turned and walked back to the driver’s side, it was only a few hours until he’d be back to get him. He could wait. Judge watched Michaels turn and walk into the building. His phone buzzed with a text notification by the time he got to the stoplight at the end of the block.


    He pulled out his phone and the smile that broke across his face made him feel like an adolescent with his first crush. He stared at the screen.


    I love you, babe.


    Warmth spread through him like sunshine in the morning. He had to stop grinning long enough to type a reply.


    I love you back.


    


    

  


  
    



    Epilogue


    Six months later….


    


    Judge turned over in their large bed, blindly feeling for the love of his life, but was met with a cold empty space. He cracked his eye open, squinting at the bright sun filtering in through the blinds. He sat up and stretched his back, the ache still strong from the way Michaels had taken him bent over the balcony they’d just finished sanding last night.


    Their home was really coming together. It had only been a couple months after they’d declared their love for each other that Judge convinced Michaels to stay with him. They were always over there every night anyway. It didn’t take long to convince him, especially since Michaels’ apartment was a dump.


    That smells damn good. Judge got up once the smell registered with his sleepy brain. Michaels was cooking. When wasn’t he cooking? Judge was gonna have to amp up his gym time because eating like this every day was going to make him gain ten pounds a month. His new job as a private investigator didn’t require as much physical activity either. He mostly researched, and surveyed. Conducted long stakeouts. So still doing what he loved but not as strenuous. He loved it.


    He washed up quickly, put on a pair of jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and his steel-toe boots and made his way downstairs. They’d eat breakfast and then get back to working on the deck. Saturday mornings were always dedicated to a house project. Michaels was standing at the stove, flipping over sausage links with one hand and drinking a cup of coffee with the other. Bookem was close to his side, waiting for Michaels to throw him scraps like he always did.


    Michaels looked down at Bookem’s begging eyes and tossed him a piece of bacon that was cooling on the side counter. “Last piece ya’ moocher.” Bookem swallowed it down, not even chewing and angled his head up for more.


    Judge wrapped his arms around Michaels’ from behind, buring his nose in his hair. “Morning.” He grumbled.


    “Hey.” Michaels smiled. He grabbed a piece of sausage and popped into Judge’s mouth over his shoulder.


    “Mmm. That’s really good. Taste different.” Judge said chewing loudly.


    “It’s seasoned with sage.” Michaels put a piece in his own mouth, continuing to push around the searing meat.


    Judge looked around. “Babe. Why so much?”


    “The guys are coming over to help me install the new stove.”


    Judge kissed on Michaels’ neck. He always had the hardest time keeping his hands off him. “I thought we were continuing the deck. The paint and everything arrived yesterday.”


    “Syn, God, Ruxs and Johnson are gonna help you paint the deck and Furi, Green and Day are going to help me with the stove.” Michaels reasoned. “I can’t keep cooking on this ancient thing. You promised I could do whatever I wanted with the kitchen, so leave me alone.”


    Judge looked around at the large space. He had said that the kitchen was Michaels to do whatever he wanted. He didn’t think he’d want to start on it today though. But he rarely denied his lover anything. “You could’ve at least told me we’d be having company today.”


    “I did… just now.”


    Judge growled in Michaels’ ear, reaching around for his cock when their front door burst open and loud rowdy voices filled the house. So much for a quickie.


    “It’ll be great. Imagine how much we’ll get done in half the amount of time with them helping.” Michaels reasoned.


    He knew he was right, with all the guys helping, they’d be done by early afternoon. They may be a wild bunch but they damn sure worked hard. When they came to install the wall unit in the main living room, it’d been done in four and half hours. Plenty of time to have drinks and shot pool after.


    “This place hasn’t been condemned yet!”


    Judge rolled his eyes and Michaels laughed, looking at him apologetically. His man knew how much Day irked his nerves. “He only goads you because you fall for it every time.” Michaels turned the stove off and eased out of Judge’s embrace. He set all the food on the brand new dining table just as the guys made it through to the kitchen all of them dressed ready to work.


    “Hey guys.” Michaels beamed. He gave them fist bumps, all except Furi who came in for an affectionate hug.


    “Austin you look great, friend. Love looks good on you.” Furi smiled genuinely. Judge had liked Furi from the beginning. He was absolutely the sweetest man you’d ever meet. The sexy, tattooed, biker-look could throw a person off at first. But as soon as the man opened his mouth to speak, it was easy for you to like him. It was no wonder Syn’s entire demeanor changed when his partner was around.


    The guys clapped Judge on his back, all of them having come around and accepted him after seeing how happy he made Michaels. Day would always be a twerp but even he had to respect his and Michaels’ relationship. God hard hand came down on Judge’s shoulder. “I brought you a surprise.”


    “I hate surprises.” Judge grumbled around a mouthful of sausage.


    “I know. But you’ll like this one.” God smirked. As soon as he finished saying that, two guys walked in carrying a huge cooler, each holding one side. The bigger one had no trouble at all but the smaller one looked like he was about to pass out.


    “My son is going to pull a disc in his back.” Ruxs said taking the other side of the cooler from an exhausted Curtis.


    “Thanks, dad.” Curtis said, shaking out his hand. “How much beer is in there anyway… three cases?”


    Genesis set the cooler down by the back door and wrapped Curtis in his arms. “You’re stronger than you think, baby.”


    “Oh whatever.” God said annoyingly and pulled Genesis by his collar. “Hey, Ginny, you remember my friend Judge, right? The bounty hunter.”


    “Yeah of course.” Genesis stuck his hand out and Judge held the firm grip shaking the young man’s hand. The boy sure had grown up into a handsome man. He looked and sounded so much like his older brother it was a shame. That rolling southern drawl and deep green eyes mixed with a build that made him unstoppable on the football field.


    “Gen, it’s good to see you again, man. Or do you prefer to be called G-man.” Judge laughed.


    “No, sir.” Gen laughed. “I don’t even like that name.”


    Genesis Godfrey was the star wide receiver for the Georgia Bulldogs. A national sensation that led his team to another division championship last season. Honor roll student and all-around positive role model for young members of the LGBTQ society. He’d come out his freshman year in college and had handled all the publicity with class and intelligence. Now he was graduating with honors with an engineering degree. But he’ll tell anyone that ask, the press, ESPN, any reporter… that his biggest and greatest accomplishment was his boyfriend.


    Genesis turned and called for the slim man that was currently fake-boxing with Green. As soon as Genesis called his name, he dropped what he was doing and came to him. Genesis’ smile stretched clear across his face. He held his hand out to him and the young guy slid easily into Genesis left side. “Judge, this is my partner, the love of my live, Curtis Jenkins. Sweetheart this is my brother’s friend, Judge Josephson. He served with God in the military. He’s a big ass bounty hunter now.”


    “No shit.” Curtis’ eyes sparkled when he was excited.


    “Judge, Curtis is also, Green and Ruxs’ adopted son but he belongs to me now.” Genesis said smugly.


    “I heard that.” Ruxs grunted but Genesis ignored it.


    Judge watched the young love interact. They really made a sweet couple. Genesis was lost in Curtis’ big blue eyes, the young man’s face was almost androgynous but he had a neatly trimmed, brown goatee around his mouth. The facial hair made him look older but no less pretty. Judge stuck his hand out to shake Curtis’ and was surprised by the strong grip.


    “It’s nice to meet you.” Curtis responded.


    “Likewise.” Judge said back. He turned his attention back to Genesis. It was amazing to have a celebrity in his house, getting ready to help him paint his deck. But to anyone that met Genesis, they’d quickly see that he was just a normal guy. The fame didn’t go to his head. “So Gen, I hear that you are going in the first round of the draft this year.”


    “Naw’. Not me.” Genesis drawled. “I’m opting out of the NFL Draft. Some may think I’m crazy but I don’t want to play ball professionally. Football got me a college degree and I’m blessed for it, but football never has and never will be my life.” Genesis looked down into Curtis face and leaned in to lightly kiss his mouth. “This is my life right here. With this man in my arms.”


    “You guys are too mushy, Jeez’.” Ruxs shook his head.


    “So what are your plans than?” Judge questioned.


    Genesis continued to hold Curtis close to him but he looked Judge in his eye when he spoke. “I’ve interned at Apple for the last three summers. I’ve already been offered a great engineering position with them in their corporate DC office.”


    “Ya’ll are going to be separated?” Michaels asked curiously.


    “Are you kidding?” Green scoffed. “They wouldn’t survive a week apart.


    Genesis actually nodded his head in agreement. “Curtis will finish his senior year and continue with his masters at Georgetown.”


    “Of course.” Judge laughed. They weren’t making bad decisions. Georgetown was one of the best schools in the country.


    “That is wild, dude. I’ve never heard of anyone turning down millions in the NFL.” Michaels chimed in.


    “Actually there’s been plenty that have. That kind of life isn’t for everyone. I’ve always wanted to be an engineer.” Genesis added. Turning to look at the food table he nudged Curtis towards it. “Let’s eat so we can get to work.”


    Everyone sat down and stuffed their face, Curtis automatically sitting on Genesis wide lap. Judge turned to God. “He came out alright, didn’t he?”


    God was full of pride, looking at his baby brother. “Yeah, he did.”


    ********


    They’d just slid the double over, gas range stove into the newly carved out section. It was all black and sleek stainless steel. Beautiful. Next would be setting the over-head microwave and they’d be finished for today. Next month his new marble top counters would be delivered. By the end of all his renovations, he’d have his own gourmet kitchen.


    “This is looking good, buddy.” Furi said, triple checking the gas line before he turned it on. His long hair flowing over his shoulder as he leaned over the appliance. “I might come over here and cook with you when it’s all finished.”


    The other guys were out there on the porch with their loud rock music, shooting the shit, having finished the painting an hour ago. “Let’s order a few pizzas and call an evening.” Day said, dropping the manual to Michaels’ new stove in one of the drawer’s in the kitchen.


    “Sounds good to me.” Michaels popped open another beer, tilting it back when something caught his attention out of the corner of his eye. Judge was watching him through the window. Michaels laughed quietly, trying not to draw any attention to them. Judge was pointing upstairs. He nodded discreetly and put his beer down on the table.


    “Ro, order the pizzas, I’ll be right back.” Michaels dipped out the room without another word.


    Taking the stairs two at a time, he hurried down the hallway but was yanked by his arm and dragged into the bathroom. Michaels barely refrained from bursting out laughing. “What the hell is your crazy doing?”


    Judge slammed Michaels up against the wall, aggressively going for his mouth. Judge hair was damp around the edges from working outside. He smelled like the outdoors and a man that worked hard. “Babe. What are you doing?” Michaels said between Judge’s hard kisses. “We have company.”


    “So.” Judge groaned, yanking at Michaels’ sweatpants. As soon as Judge’s tight fist gripped his growing cock that was all it took for him to get fully on board.


    Michaels quickly kicked out of his pants while Judge ate at his neck, his chest, dipped lower and tugged one of his nipples between his teeth. “Oh my… fuck.” He whispered harshly.


    Judge unzipped his pants, freeing his thick shaft, already ready and aimed for him. Michaels held on to Judge’s shoulders as he was spun around and propped up on the large sink. A few items fell to the floor and Michaels tried to shush his eager lover, tried to calm him down but to no avail.


    Judge yanked open one of the small drawers and pulled out a bottle of Vaseline, and took a good sized dollop and smeared it on Michaels’ hole. “Jesus, babe. What has gotten into you?” Michaels squeezed his eyes shut when he felt Judge’s head right there at his entrance.


    “You.” Judge moaned, pushing in deep. “Fuck. You, Austin.”


    Michaels bit into Judge’s broad shoulder to keep from yelling out in ecstasy. Judge held Michaels’ leg up in the crook of his arm, keeping him open for him. His hip was pressed against the cool counter, his head thrown back while his man pounded into him with passion.


    Judge groaned low and deep. “Fuck. Gonna come.” Michaels tried to get judge to be quiet.


    “Shhh. Quiet, quiet.” Michaels urged, doing his best to keep his own moans under control. “Jesus, fuck. Come, babe. Come inside me.”


    Judge staggered, holding Michaels’ thigh up against his hip while his orgasm burned in his balls. Judge was pushing so deep inside him and Michaels tried to hold on to the edge of the counter while he kept one hand covering Judge’s mouth to muffle his curses. “Fuck. Jerk me off. I’m ready.”


    Judge breath was hot against Michaels’ palm. He reached for Michaels’ dick and stroked him fast, pushing him against the counter with each hard thrust. Michaels clenched his teeth and came in Judge’s fist, his body shaking with exertion and pleasure. “Damn, babe.” Michaels felt so bad for sneaking off on a house full of company, felt exhilarating. He came hard, squeezing his ass tight, forcing his lover to come with him.


    Judge squeezed him to him, buried his cock as deep as he could and came inside him, huffing against Michaels’ palm. “Shit.” Was all Michaels could make out before he moved his hand away.


    They stood slumped against each other for a few moments. Judge lifted his head from the crook of Michaels’ neck looking deep into his eyes. After a few seconds, neither one of them could hold it anymore. They held on to each other and fell into a hushed fit of laughter.


    “I can’t believe you did that.” Michaels pushed at Judge’s chest.


    “You went along with it.” Judge laughed. “I didn’t have to persuade you too hard.”


    “Asshole.” Michaels griped, looking for the hand towel and trying to quickly clean himself off. “They’re gonna know when we get back downstairs.”


    “No they won’t, babe. They probably haven’t noticed that were both gone. Just be cool when we go back down.”


    “Okay.” Michaels shrugged. “You’re probably right.”


    “Of course I’m right.” Judge winked, pulling Michaels in for one more kiss.


    “I love your crazy ass.”


    “I know.” Judge hugged Michaels to him and kissed him on his neck before pulling back and looking into his eyes. “I love you back.”


    “I know.” Michaels felt giddy, it was the only way to describe his fluttery feeling. It was more fun than he ever imagined being in love. Especially when Judge pulled wild stunts like this one.


    Michaels jogged down the stairs like he’d done absolutely nothing out of the ordinary just now. The guys were all in the kitchen with fresh beers talking to each other. Michaels sighed silently. He was home free. Judge came down shortly after and reached for a can of beer, going to stand beside God, jumping into the conversation.


    Michaels caught Judge’s eye and they graced each other with a secretive ‘we just pulled it off’ look and went about talking with their friends.


    “So.” Day called out into the room. “God, I think it’s our turn now.”


    God shook his head, smirking at Day who came to stand beside him. “Day shut up.” God chuckled. The other guys were looking like cats that got the canary and Michaels’ heart started to beat hard against his ribcage.


    “Michaels, is it our turn to take a fuck break?” Day shone that shit-eating grin he was famous for. “I mean that sounded like fun up there… I want a turn too. I worked hard today.”


    Michaels knew he was red as a beet right now. His face felt like it was going to combust into flames. “You little shit.” Michaels laughed embarrassingly. He guess they weren’t as discreet as they thought.


    “Oh come on, don’t be greedy.” Day laughed. “Fuck breaks for everyone!” Day yelled. All the guys raised their beers in the air, cheering their agreements.


    “Curtis put your damn soda down.” Ruxs barked.


    Everyone laughed loud as Curtis rolled his eyes and lowered his can. Genesis pulled Curtis to him and kissed his temple. That poor guy would always be treated like the boy they all fell in love with years ago. He’d never be considered an adult to them. Couldn’t be easy having twenty over-protective dads, but Genesis seemed to take it all in stride.


    The pizzas arrived and they settled into the large living room and turned on whatever sports game was on. It was nothing like being in love. It was nothing like having brothers. Michaels and Judge had it all. Finally. They’d searched long and hard for it, and they intended to enjoy every second of their lives together. Judge knew his father was resting peacefully now.


    


    The End
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