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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Within every large police force there's a group of men and women with elite training, equipment, and skills who get the calls no one else can handle. I’m one of them. Being a member of SWAT fifty-five is all I’ve ever wanted. Getting here has demanded intense focus, incredible dedication and a talent for firearm handling. 
 
    Although right now, about to get shot at in Little Havana, Miami, I’m beginning to wonder why it was my dream—this is more like a nightmare. 
 
    “Spot us,” I said. 
 
    “Got you,” Carl replied through my earpiece. 
 
    I nodded at my colleague Ricardo. “Three. Two. One.” I mimicked the numbers with my fingers. 
 
    He used an enforcer to whack the door open. It flew wide on its hinges, the wood splintering as it hit the wall. 
 
    I rushed into the narrow hallway, weapon at the ready and gripping a flash-bang. Building entry training kicked in and I swept the deadly end of my gun around the first room I came to. Nothing—just an old, stained sofa, table littered with cartons and mess, and a dusty TV turned off. “Clear.” 
 
    Jonathan scooted past me, his armed shoulder padding brushing the bulletproof vest on my back. He swept the next room with one quick flick of his head around the doorway. “Clear.” 
 
    I retreated, adrenaline pumping through my system and my pulse thudding in my ears. We had reliable intel that Enrique Faldon was holed up here with his crew. Warrants were out for possession and two counts of murder—he was a man we wanted off the streets of Miami. Though he wasn’t likely to come quietly, hence our presence at five in the morning. 
 
    “Clear,” Patrick called from across the hallway as he stepped from yet another room, at a guess I’d say kitchen. 
 
    I zipped past him, keeping my weapon high. I turned to the left, shoved a dirty green door with my boot. It swung open, revealing a steep wooden staircase leading downward. “Armed police. Show yourself, hands up,” I shouted. 
 
    I was greeted with the sound of banging, then glass shattering. “Down here,” I called to my team. “Movement below.” 
 
    Without hesitating I threw the flash-bang and closed my eyes. Within a second there was a satisfying boom and the familiar hiss and smell of smoke. 
 
    A yelp and a few groans accompanied it. 
 
    “I’m going down,” I shouted, then rushed into the gloom. With each step I prayed a bullet wouldn’t find its way through my armour. Because that would mean a failed mission. 
 
    I hated failed missions. 
 
    More than anything. 
 
    Ricardo was behind me. I sensed someone else too, Jonathan perhaps, or Patrick, I wasn’t sure which, but it wouldn’t be both—someone would stay up top with Carl to keep our retreat unobstructed. 
 
    As I made it to the basement floor the smoke began to clear. A brilliant white patch shone through the haze at the far side. A window. Broken. 
 
    “This way.” I leapt over two mattresses strewn with twisted blankets and lumpy pillows, then another table littered with mess including needles and condoms. 
 
    Using the brilliant green light on my weapon, I swept the room. All my senses were honed in on seeing a face, a gun, a potential threat. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Shit.” I huffed in anger. 
 
    “There.” Ricardo was at my side. “They’ve gone through the window.” 
 
    He was right. An upturned black crate stood amongst the broken glass on the floor. 
 
    “After them.” I raced to the window. There was blood on several shards of glass and a strip of torn blue denim. Using my gun to push the fragments aside, I then hopped onto the crate and shimmied through the window. It took a little effort in all my gear but I was quick to land, defences up. 
 
    I was in a small concrete courtyard with high fences all around. An old motorbike—minus a back wheel—laid horizontal and leaking oil. Next to it a soot-coated drum still dribbling a wisp of smoke. 
 
    “What the hell?” I muttered. 
 
    Ricardo was out in the open too, gun sweeping the area. “Where’d they go?” 
 
    “Must be up and over. Come on.” I ran to my right. I’d seen a way out of the courtyard. A makeshift step in the shape of an old barbeque. 
 
    “Freya,” Ricardo called. “Wait.” 
 
    His footsteps were fast behind me and I was quick to scoot up and over the fence. The descent on the other side was nearing seven foot but I dropped carefully, keeping my knees soft. 
 
    Still it jarred my back and a pain shot through my hip. But I ignored it, the way I’d been trained to, and scanned the gloomy alleyway. It was long and straight with three-storey, dirty-windowed buildings either side. A burned-out car hosted foul-smelling bin bags, a ginger cat dashed into a drain, and a pile of mattresses were rotting. 
 
    Ricardo landed next to me, the air huffing from his lungs. 
 
    Patrick was a second behind him. The thick knee pads of his kit saving his patellas a crack or two. “Have you seen anything?” 
 
    “No. Damn it.” How could we have lost Enrique and the other scumbags laying low with him? 
 
    Suddenly I spotted it. Movement behind the burned-out car. A flash of black leather. The glint of a pistol. 
 
    Bang. 
 
    The familiar whizz of a bullet too close for comfort screeched past my ears. 
 
    The fence behind burst with energy as it was hit. 
 
    “Take cover,” Patrick yelled, scooting to the right. 
 
    I didn’t need telling what to do and sought refuge behind a rusting old refrigerator. I fired off a round towards the car. My weapon chugged in my hand as the bullets released. They hit nothing but metal. 
 
    “Is it him?” Ricardo asked, pressing close to my side so he, too, was in cover. 
 
    “I’d say so.” 
 
    Another three bullets headed our way. I slapped my hand on my helmet, sensing they were damn close. 
 
    “Bastard.” Ricardo leaned to his right, and returned fire. 
 
    More bullets, pinging off the fence and rattling from the walls. 
 
    “That’s a different gun,” I said, looking up. “Shit, there’s more of them.” 
 
    To my horror I realised we were being fired on from above. That meant our cover was useless. I had point-something of a second before a bullet with my name on hurtled through the air. 
 
    And then I saw him—a tall man, bare-chested, scrappy black beard— holding a shotgun. The business end pointed my way like a deadly black eye staring at me. 
 
    I raised my weapon, found him in my sights, then fired. Twice. Each shot went straight into his mouth. 
 
    He had no time to react. No time to know what was happening. His body simply crumpled forward. It hung for a second over the low windowsill then fell, limbs akimbo, and crunched onto the ground. 
 
    “Fuck,” Ricardo said. “I hadn’t seen him.” 
 
    “We’re not out of danger yet.” 
 
    “Cover me,” Patrick shouted.  
 
    He stood and ran towards the car, spraying bullets as he went. 
 
    Ricardo and I kept watch for movement, but there was none. 
 
    Patrick crouched, panting, behind the trunk. 
 
    “Requesting backup,” Ricardo said into his radio earpiece. “Alley due north of operation point.” 
 
    “Backup on the way,” was the crackling response in my own ear. 
 
    “Enrique Faldon, you are under arrest,” Patrick shouted. “Drop your weapon and show yourself with your hands up.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “He’s got to still be there,” Ricardo muttered. 
 
    “Yeah, we’d have seen him running.” 
 
    “You’re outnumbered,” Patrick went on. “There’s no place to run. Give yourself up.” 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    “Fuck, we’ve lost him,” I mumbled. 
 
    Patrick looked at us and shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t take any chances, Patrick,” I said quietly. “Faldon is an ass-wipe.” 
 
    “He won’t,” Ricardo said, straightening with his gun high. “And if anything happens, we’ve… fuck!” 
 
    Suddenly, from directly to the side of Patrick, Faldon appeared. He was a skinny, bald guy with tattoos covering his head and neck. He wore tight jeans, ripped at the knee, and his feet and torso were bare. 
 
    He held a revolver and within a split second of appearing he had it jammed beneath Patrick’s chin, one of the few parts of his body not protected by his SWAT uniform. 
 
    Ricardo stepped forward, quickly tipping his gun so it was pointed at the sky. “Steady. Steady. Why do you want to put another murder on your list of offenses?” 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here,” Faldon sneered, jabbing the gun harder and forcing Patrick’s head back at an angle. 
 
    Patrick grunted and made an attempt at holding onto his weapon as Faldon tussled to get it. 
 
    “Stop!” Ricardo called. “Take it easy. No one needs to get hurt here.” 
 
    “You bags of shit all need to go. Now.” Faldon yanked Patrick’s gun from him and let it dangle from his fingers. “You’ve got ten seconds to disappear then I blow your buddy’s head off his fucking neck.” 
 
    “Wait, wait.” Ricardo was getting closer. His spine erect, his wide shoulders even broader in his uniform. “Let’s talk about this.” 
 
    Nausea swept through me. I’d seen shit like this before. It was fifty-fifty whether or not it would turn out well for Patrick. But I beat down my physical reaction; it wouldn’t do anyone any good. 
 
    Instead I slowly raised my weapon over the refrigerator. Taking a few deep breaths I followed it, knowing my helmet would be in view should Faldon care to look my way. 
 
    In the distance sirens blared. A dog barked to my right. I concentrated on Faldon. He was shouting now, his voice high pitched, the octave telling me he was panicked. Like a wild animal cornered, he was unpredictable and dangerous. 
 
    And he had my friend’s life in his hands. 
 
    This bastard thinks Patrick is nothing. 
 
    I looked through my sights. Push had come to shove. I could react to this. It was what I’d spent my adult life training for. 
 
    I would be victorious. 
 
    I pushed fears of failure to one side. I had no room for them. The only fear was fear of the unknown and I knew I could take this shot. I was close. Calm. It was perfectly doable and the outcome predictable if I concentrated and did what I was good at. 
 
    He was in my sights but he wasn’t still—he was yelling, his head moving, he was staggering a little too, and taking Patrick with each step. 
 
    Ricardo was talking again. I blocked out what he was saying. Gut instinct told me Patrick was running out of time. Faldon was spooked and if he was going down, like any piece of shit, he’d take as many with him as possible. 
 
    But he wouldn’t take any of my team. 
 
    I had the capacity to kill. I’d done it before. 
 
    I blew my breath out through pursed lips and emptied my lungs completely. I was as still as I could be. My heart was the only thing in my body moving. I applied pressure to the trigger of my gun. Twice. 
 
    That was all it took. 
 
    A double tap. 
 
    Faldon went down. 
 
    For a second the outright violence of my shot was stunning—the two small holes between his eyes. A spray of blood from the back of his head that scattered onto the car and stinking bags. 
 
    And then it was over. He was on the floor, arms underneath him and legs jutted out to the sides in the uncomfortable way dead people fall. 
 
    “Fuck!” Patrick staggered to the right. 
 
    Ricardo was there in an instant, gun aimed at Faldon as he wrapped his free arm around his colleague. 
 
    “Everyone okay?” I stood, gun also aimed at Faldon, though I knew full well the life had gone from him. 
 
    “Yeah,” Patrick said, rubbing his neck. “Head still on.” 
 
    Ricardo swung his gun around the grimy alley, pausing on each window. 
 
    There was no movement. Not a flicker of a grubby curtain or the whisper of a face at a dirty pane of glass. 
 
    “Job done,” I said, walking their way, my boots quiet on the pot-holed ground. “Another asshole bites the dust.” 
 
    Patrick looked at me. He was paler than usual, his pupils wide and the whites of his eyes visible. 
 
    I bent and reached for his weapon. Faldon still had one finger curled around it. “Here you go, buddy.” I passed it to Patrick. 
 
    It took him a moment to take it. I guessed he was in some kind of shock. A near-death experience could do that to a person. 
 
    But not usually a member of a SWAT team. This was our job. Our daily lives. 
 
    “You okay?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded and extracted himself from Ricardo. 
 
    “Maybe you should go get some coffee,” I said. 
 
    “Coffee,” he repeated and glanced at the fence we’d all come over. “Yeah. Coffee.” 
 
    I frowned. “You in shock?” 
 
    “No. No, I’m fine.” He used his gun to point at the fence. “I’ll go fill Jonathan and Carl in. Get that coffee. Wait for backup.” 
 
    “They’ll be five minutes yet,” Ricardo said, finally lowering his weapon. “This place is empty. Well, apart from the two dead guys, but we won’t count them.” 
 
    I squeezed Patrick’s arm through his black clothing. “You want me to come with you?” 
 
    “No, you stay here.” He swallowed and nodded at Faldon. “And Freya… thanks.” 
 
    “For what?” I laughed. I knew full well why he was thanking me. 
 
    He didn’t return my humour. “You saved my life. That guy wasn’t messing around. I could hear it in his voice.” 
 
    My smile dropped. “So could I. It’s why he now has two bullets on his mind for all of time.” 
 
    “You’re a hell of an officer,” he said, then clasped his hand on my shoulder. “Never forget it.” 
 
    He bowed his head and walked away. 
 
    I stared after him. There was something final in the way he moved. As if his uniform was suddenly too heavy, as though holding a gun no longer suited him. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I muttered when he climbed the fence and dropped out of sight. “You think he’ll be okay?” 
 
    “Who? Patrick?” Ricardo tugged off his shades and poked them into one of the many pockets on his vest.  
 
    “Yeah.” I frowned. “He’s not getting any younger.” 
 
    Ricardo laughed. “None of us are.” 
 
    “You know what I mean.” I glanced up the alleyway again. Still nothing. It was like a ghost town. “This place is a hell hole.” 
 
    “Yeah.” He poked Faldon with his toe. “Good shot by the way.” 
 
    I leaned forward and examined the neat holes in his forehead. Each had a small trickle of ruby-red blood leaking from the centre. “So was that one.” I pointed with my weapon to the other dead guy. “A good shot, that is.” 
 
    “Yeah, him too.” 
 
    My heart rate picked up. It was as if I’d suppressed the adrenaline so I could aim, but now it was coming out to play. It was there. It couldn’t be ignored. The wild fight or flight chemicals surging through my blood needed an outlet. 
 
    I ran my gaze over Ricardo. What lay beneath his black combats and protection was really fucking hot. He was pure muscle, toned to perfection and his skin a gorgeous smooth olive colour that dampened with sweat when he got near to coming. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I said, stepping close to him. 
 
    “What?” His eyes widened. 
 
    “Here, now.” My chest butted against his and I spoke onto his lips. “Fuck me, Ricardo, quick.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “Freya?” Ricardo said. 
 
    “You know shootouts make me hot for it. Come on.” I gestured around. “We’re alone. We’ve got a few minutes. Let’s fuck. Let’s just do it.” 
 
    He swallowed but didn’t object. I hadn’t thought he would. Ricardo’s sex drive was almost as wild as mine. 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, slipping my hand to his groin and cupping his cock. 
 
    He opened his mouth as if to object to being called a boy, or maybe complain about my bold touch out in the open, but then he shut it again and gritted his teeth. 
 
    His cock was semi erect. A few squeezes and it grew solid. 
 
    “Shootouts make you hard, eh?” I said. 
 
    “You make me hard.” He sheathed his weapon and snapped his arm around my waist. “Over here.” 
 
    He dragged me to the left, so we were out of sight of any windows. 
 
    Good, he’s as committed to this as I am. 
 
    As we walked I made my weapon safe then set to work on the buttons on his combats. 
 
    “Jesus, Freya,” he said, shoving me up against a wall. “You really want to? Here? It’s filthy.” 
 
    “Yes. Fuck, yes.” 
 
    He kissed me and I pulled out his cock. Our helmets bashed together and I rammed my tongue into his mouth. 
 
    He groaned when I treated him to a firm stroke root to tip. 
 
    But it wasn’t enough. Not for either of us. 
 
    With our mouths locked I toed off my right boot. 
 
    He reached for my zipper and drew it down.  
 
    The need for his touch, his hands on me—fingers and cock in me—had me groaning and my head spinning. 
 
    Fucking was all I could think of. 
 
    No longer shooting and surviving. 
 
    Fucking. 
 
    I wriggled in my pants, ridding myself of the right leg, the one which didn’t hold an additional holster and gun. 
 
    “Be quick,” I said, as cool morning air washed over my pussy. 
 
    “I can be quick. Can you?” 
 
    “Just do it, Ricardo,” I growled. “Stop wasting time.” 
 
    The next thing I knew I was in the air, my butt scraping on the gritty brick wall and his big cock nudging my entrance. My underwear bunched out of the way. 
 
    I wrapped my legs around his waist and clung to his vest. 
 
    He stared into my eyes, nostrils flaring, jaw tense, and thrust into me. 
 
    I cried out then stopped myself by biting my lip. 
 
    He hit full depth, withdrew and pounded in again. 
 
    “Yes. Yes,” I managed. “Oh God, just there. Ricardo.” 
 
    “Shut up,” he said. “And come.” 
 
    “Fuck me harder then.” I curled my hand behind his neck and drew him close so once again our helmets touched. “Fuck me as hard as you can.” 
 
    “You’re really going to fucking get it.” 
 
    He shunted into me, riding hard on my clit and stretching my internal muscles. He withdrew and penetrated with barely a pause. 
 
    I hugged him with my pussy and met him thrust for thrust by canting my hips. 
 
    A climax was imminent. And it was going to be hard and fast and unapologetic. 
 
    He grunted and groaned with each intense, determined pound. 
 
    I gasped as the air was knocked from my body. 
 
    Our uniforms rubbed hard against each other, my pants dangled from my leg. My pussy was wet now, arousal making me slick for him. 
 
    We were focused on one thing only. Reaching that high. Finding satisfaction. 
 
    “Ricardo. “Don’t stop…” 
 
    “Come.” He upped the pace. It had already been wild—now it was near violent, animalistic, primitive. 
 
    I adored it. 
 
    My adrenaline surged like fire and stoked my orgasm. It was there, waiting to be had. 
 
    One…more…thrust… 
 
    I hissed in a breath and closed my eyes. The pleasure bloomed, it was held suspended and then with an even deeper, harder thrust against him, it released. 
 
    I cried out as my pussy spasmed around his cock and electric fingers of bliss spread over my skin. 
 
    He caught my cry in a hungry kiss and came with me, shooting his cum deep and gripping my bare ass cheeks in his hands.  
 
    The pleasure ripped through me. I was lost to everything but Ricardo and fucking in this dingy alley. 
 
    “Jesus,” he muttered, pulling back. His top lip was damp with sweat and his breaths came in short, sharp pants. “You’re really something, Freya.” 
 
    “So are you.” I grinned. “No time for post-fuck sentiments though. Backup and forensics will be here any moment.” I shoved at him and he withdrew. 
 
    He set me on the ground. 
 
    I was a little shaky as I pulled on my pants and did them up. I could shoot two men and have a hand steady enough to perform cardiac surgery. A hot, hard fuck with Ricardo outside—in danger of being caught by the force I’d dedicated myself to—and an unfamiliar tremor tugged at my nerves. 
 
    “Here.” Ricardo passed me my pistol which had dislodged from its leg holster and landed on the floor. “Good job that fucker didn’t go off.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I tucked it away, then straightened my vest. 
 
    Ricardo swiped at his face, removing the tiny sweat droplets sitting there. 
 
    “Do you think we smell of sex?” I asked. Moisture leaked onto my panties. I pressed my thighs together and tensed. I’d have to see to that later. 
 
    “You do.” He grinned and drew my hand to his mouth. “My sexy little shooter girl.” 
 
    “Don’t girl me.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Then don’t call me a boy and tell me to fuck you in places that could get us both kicked off the force.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s done what?” I stared at the chief and then at Ricardo and Jonathan. “But why?” 
 
    “I guess nearly getting your head blown off does that to a guy. Makes him take stock of what he wants from life.” 
 
    “But I… I saved him.” I held up my palms. “This can’t be happening. He’s one of the best. I mean, the amount of times I’ve seen him—” 
 
    “Freya,” the chief said from behind his office desk. “He’s made his decision and it’s with immediate effect.” 
 
    “So we don’t even get to say goodbye?” Jonathan said, folding his arms. His thick biceps bulged, making the material of his T-shirt strain. 
 
    “I’m sure he’d be up for a beer.” The chief tapped his pen on a notebook. “Though he did say something about heading straight to LA with the family on the next flight out of goddamn Miami.” 
 
    I ran my hand over my hair, dragging it back from my brow. This couldn’t be happening. This morning I’d saved Patrick’s life, and done so presuming he’d go on serving. 
 
    Now his badge had been handed in and he was going to live life as a surfer dude in Orange County. 
 
    I frowned. He was too damn old to be a surfer dude. 
 
    “I’m afraid I have more bad news.” The chief sighed. 
 
    “What can be worse than losing a member of our team?” Ricardo muttered. 
 
    “Losing two.” The chief dropped the pen and it rolled to the edge of the desk. 
 
    “Two!” I stood, hands on my hips. “What the fuck?” I turned from Jonathan to Ricardo. “Do you guys know what the heck he’s talking about?” 
 
    Jonathan shook his head. His jaw was set so tight a tendon flexed beneath the stubble in his cheek. 
 
    “Nope, not me.” Ricardo’s voice was thick with tension. 
 
    “Carl,” I said, holding out my hands. “Don’t tell me you’ve got his badge in there too.” 
 
    “It pains me to tell you I have.” The chief pulled open a drawer and tossed first one, then another badge onto the polished surface of his table. “Seems Enrique Feldon had some degree of success in obliterating your team, guys, even if he didn’t get a bullet in any of you.” 
 
    “And what’s Carl’s excuse?” Jonathan said. 
 
    “He’s been thinking of giving it up for a while.” The chief shrugged. “I knew it was on his mind, so while it’s a surprise for you folks, it isn’t for me.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a surprise,” I said. “I had his back this morning and he had mine. How could we not know what was on his mind? We’re like family. I pride myself in that.” 
 
    “Carl has a real family. And as you know his wife has been ill, one of his children…let’s say is ‘slightly off the rails’. He needs to concentrate on them. He’s going to be on light police duties for six months. But don’t give up hope—he can come back providing he can prove his fitness and maintains his SWAT skills.” 
 
    “This is the fucking pits.” I stomped to the window and stared out at the lot. The day had heated and the air blistered from the tarmac in a fuzzy haze. “So who is replacing them?” I turned to the chief. “Or is it just us three now?” 
 
    “No, of course not. You’ll be joined tomorrow by Officer Sean Mendez and Officer Balko Schichof.” 
 
    “Balko Schichof. Where is he from?” I tutted. 
 
    “Boston. They’re both coming down to be part of SWAT fifty-five, and I suggest you’re nice and welcoming. Bake them some cookies.” 
 
    “Of course we’ll be nice.” Ricardo stood. 
 
    “And show them the ropes,” the chief went on. “They’ll both be a long way from home. Miami is a different kettle of fish to Boston.” 
 
    “We can do that.” Jonathan stood and looped his thumbs over his belt. 
 
    I grunted and folded my arms. Losing two members of the team was bad. We operated like one person, always knowing what each other would do without having to map it out. Training and working together in such a high risk, high-octane environment did that to officers. And now we had not one but two new members to get used to. 
 
    To knock into shape. 
 
    It was the last thing I felt like doing. 
 
    I had enough shit to deal with. 
 
    “We should go sink a few beers,” Ricardo said as we left the chief’s office. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m up for that,” Jonathan said. 
 
    “Nah, I’m going to go and fire a few rounds.” I shrugged. “It’ll make me feel better.” 
 
    “You hardly need the practice,” Jonathan said. “From what I’ve heard, your shots this morning proved you’re one of the best in the business.” 
 
    “And I want to keep it that way.” I gestured to the elevator. “I’ll be at the range for an hour or so. What bar you going to?” 
 
    “The usual.” Jonathan shrugged. “See you there.” 
 
    For a moment I hesitated. There was something in his dark eyes, something he wasn’t telling me. And I knew Jonathan well, really well. “What?” I asked. 
 
    A small smile tipped the right side of his mouth. “Nothing.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    He stepped close and bent so he spoke by my ear. “I know what would really make you feel better, Freya.” 
 
    “I’ve had that, from Ricardo.” 
 
    “Since this morning?” He pulled back a fraction and the scent of his cologne surrounded me. 
 
    “It was quick, but hit the spot.” 
 
    “Lucky you. Lucky him.” He smiled and twitched his eyebrows. 
 
    “So…?” 
 
    “So a trip to The Dungeon isn’t something you’d be interested in?” 
 
    “The Dungeon?” Now my interest was piqued. Jonathan was heavily into BDSM and a member of the exclusive sex club just west of South Beach. He was a Master and the few times he’d taken me there it was clear he was an experienced and skilled Dominant. 
 
    “I could be persuaded,” I said, going for nonchalant while trying to contain a bubble of excitement. 
 
    “If you have to be persuaded, I’m not taking you.” He chuckled and straightened. “See you later, shooter.” 
 
    I didn’t bother to hold in a pout as he turned and disappeared through the door with Ricardo. 
 
    Damn it. Why hadn’t I just said yes straight away? 
 
    Now I was really going to have to blow some holes in paper cut-outs. 
 
    Frustrations with team changes were bad enough. But throw in sexual frustration and I was likely to go into meltdown. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    As it turned out I didn’t get to the bar for a drink with Ricardo and Jonathan. At the range I met up with Jenny, another female officer and one of my few girlfriends, and we went out for a meal and a chat. 
 
    Her company bolstered me. We both lived and worked in a man’s world and there were times it was good to share what only another woman in the same situation could understand. 
 
    When I arrived at the station the next day I was in my gym kit. Like all SWAT teams we had time allocated to working out and honing our skills. Being the best of the best was a full-time job. 
 
    I bumped into Ricardo and Jonathan, both in grey sweats and white T-shirts on my way up the steps. 
 
    “Seen our new crew yet?” I asked. 
 
    “No.” Ricardo shrugged. “But I dare say we will.” 
 
    We wandered into the lobby of the gym. “Did you go to the club last night?” I asked Jonathan, even though I’d told myself I wouldn’t enquire. 
 
    “Why?” he asked, holding the door open for me. 
 
    “No reason. Just making conversation.” 
 
    “You’re curious.” He raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “I couldn’t care less.” 
 
    “Of course you could.” He glanced around, and, evidently realising it was only us and Ricardo, he slipped his arm around my waist and tugged me close. “You care if I’m working on another submissive, giving her pleasure and making her come over and over and over again.” 
 
    “I’m not your submissive.” That was a better answer than to tell him I abhorred the idea of him with someone else. Jonathan was on my team. Jonathan was mine. 
 
    “Not my submissive? Oh yes, you are,” he said. “When you wear my collar you do as you’re told. You bend to my will. You take what you’re given and say thank you the way any good little submissive does.” 
 
    I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry as a flood of pleasurable—extremely pleasurable—memories filled my mind. Being submissive was against my nature. I was a woman in control. I was no pushover and I certainly didn’t belong to one man. My occupation, senior position and my relationships with both Ricardo and Jonathan proved that. 
 
    “Say it, shooter,” he whispered. 
 
    “I…” A hot flush was wending its way up my neck. 
 
    When do I ever get ruffled? 
 
    “Say it, Freya, say you’re my submissive. I know you can. You’re a strong, authentic female and it’s what makes you so appealing to me as your Master.” 
 
    “You can’t be my Master. Not out there, in the field.” 
 
    “I know that, you’re in charge. But in The Dungeon, wearing my collar, that’s when you hand yourself over to me. Now all you’ve got to do is say it when we’re not in that environment. Say you’re my submissive, Freya, while we’re standing here.” 
 
    I stopped walking and turned to him. “And that’s so important to you?” 
 
    “You’re important to me.” 
 
    Jonathan Maine was a man any woman would want to be important to. He was not only tall, dark and handsome, he was one hell of a SWAT officer, a deadly shot, and one of the most honest and loyal people I knew. To say his moral compass was set on a perfect course summed him up. 
 
    “Say it,” he said, a challenging glint in his eye. 
 
    I glanced at Ricardo. He’d paused and was watching our exchange with interest. 
 
    “I’m your submissive,” I whispered, enjoying the look of triumph in Jonathan’s eyes. He was pleased with my words and in turn that pleased me. “But only when I say so,” I added. 
 
    Suddenly he wrapped his arms around me. He gripped my ass and dragged me close. I was aware of his cock beneath his sweats pressing on my belly and his hard muscles tensing.  
 
    “You just earned yourself a flogging the next time we go to the club,” he said against my lips.  
 
    “For telling the truth? Hardly seems fair.” 
 
    “No.” He grinned, then with his lips still curved in a smile, he kissed me. “Not for telling the truth, for the defiant tone of your voice.” 
 
    A snake of sensation ran over my ass. Jonathan knew how to deliver sensual pain. He’d turned my butt red on a few occasions with his palms. But a flogging? That was a new suggestion. 
 
    “Come on,” he said, suddenly releasing me. “I bet our new team members, Sean and Balko, are already in there, keen to prove themselves to the female officer they’ve found themselves reporting to.” 
 
    I steeled myself, clenching my fists and blowing out a breath that felt full of Jonathan’s scent and taste and touch. 
 
    Ricardo winked at me, then headed into the gym. 
 
    I followed, Jonathan behind me, and paused. 
 
    There were two men in the boxing ring sparring without gloves and wearing only gym shorts. Neither of them I recognised, which could only mean one thing. 
 
    They were Sean Mendez and Balko Schichof. Our new colleagues. 
 
    “Hey,” Ricardo called, holding up his hand. “You the rookies?” 
 
    The taller of the two, with pale skin, a tattoo of an eagle on his right pec and super-short brown hair turned with a grin. “Yes. That’s us. I am Balko Schichof.” 
 
    I detected a slight accent in those few words. 
 
    “Good to meet you.” Ricardo strode up to the ring and hung over the red ropes. The two men shook. 
 
    “This is Sean Mendez.” Balko said. “We’ve worked together for five years.” 
 
    “Hey.” Sean stepped forward and held out his hand to Ricardo.  
 
    “Five years,” Ricardo said, shaking Sean’s hand. “At least it’s not all new today then.” 
 
    “Goddamn hot in here.” Sean swiped his forearm over his brow, flashing pale brown underarm hair. He was younger looking than the other men around me. His features were neat, fresh, and he had dark blue eyes and a thick blond mop of hair. 
 
    “Welcome to Miami,” Jonathan said, looping his arms over the ropes and grinning. “Hot every damn day of the year.” 
 
    Balko grunted. 
 
    “Good to see you’ve got straight into training,” I said, stepping up with a smile. “I’m Freya Sweeny, commander of SWAT fifty-five. Four years on the job here, most of that time with Ricardo and the last two with Jonathan. We lost two men yesterday. Job got too much for them.” 
 
    “Two, that’s a bummer,” Balko said. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a shame. They were good guys.” I shrugged. What was done was done. Patrick and Carl had made their decisions. I didn’t have time to look back or be regretful for them. 
 
    “Couldn’t handle being under the command of a woman, eh?” Sean raised his eyebrows at me. 
 
    There it was, the elephant in the room, and it hadn’t taken long to charge into the conversation. 
 
    “Had nothing to do with the line of reporting,” I said, holding his intense gaze. “And everything to do with them not wanting to get their heads blown off.” 
 
    “I think we’d all like to keep our heads on.” Sean jogged on the spot, as if keen to maintain his raised heartbeat. He banged his fist into his palm. 
 
    “Freya is one of the best shots in the department,” Ricardo said, glancing my way. “With several awards to her name. If you’re in someone’s sights, you want that person to be in hers.” 
 
    I said nothing. Bragging about achievements wasn’t my mode of operation. 
 
    “I’ll remember that,” Balko said. He clasped Sean on the shoulder. “Come on, buddy, I’ve still got to whip your ass.” 
 
    “You can try.” 
 
    “Winner stays in the ring.” Balko looked at Ricardo. “For the next round.” 
 
    “Suits me.” Ricardo nodded. 
 
    Sean suddenly ducked his head and rhino barged Balko in the belly.  
 
    Balko grunted and staggered backwards. They both tumbled to the springy base of the ring. As they crashed down the entire thing juddered. 
 
    They were instantly a tangle of arms and legs rolling over and under each other. Each man was pure muscle, their skill evident, and clearly not afraid to push each other to the limit in training. 
 
    I was no stranger to unarmed combat, and had practiced jujutsu for years—it had come in handy a few times too. 
 
    Jonathan chuckled as Balko got the better of Sean, but his victory was short-lived, because Sean wriggled from the headlock, flipped Balko over and caught him in a headlock. 
 
    Grimacing, Balko slapped the base of the ring. 
 
    Sean instantly released him and sprang up, rubbing his hands together and again jogging on the spot. 
 
    Balko also leapt up, his cheeks flushed and his eyes narrowed. 
 
    “My turn,” Ricardo said, slipping between the ropes. 
 
    Balko scowled and retreated to stand with Jonathan and me. It clearly didn’t suit him to lose. Which was good. I’d be worried if one of my men was comfortable with not winning. 
 
    Sean squared his shoulders then again ducked his head. 
 
    But Ricardo was no fool and dodged the head barge. As Sean flew past him he stuck out his foot and tripped Sean up. 
 
    Sean hit the deck with a grunt, but quickly flipped onto his back. Just as well because Ricardo was over him. 
 
    For a moment I admired Ricardo’s skill and the long, lean lines of his back and limbs. But then I got caught up in the moment. Sean was clearly a good match for Ricardo; they were grappling for the upper hand with every move. 
 
    Jonathan nudged me with his elbow. “He’ll keep Ricardo on his toes.” 
 
    “Good thing.” I nodded. “You going in?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Ricardo suddenly raised his hips. Sean’s neck was trapped between his legs. 
 
    Sean tapped out—three quick bangs of his palm. 
 
    Ricardo released him and with a gymnastic-style spring, landed on his feet. 
 
    I could tell by his grin he was pleased with himself. It was like watching a who-has-the-biggest-dick contest and he’d just won it. 
 
    “Good move,” Sean said. His expression didn’t match his words. Like Balko, he didn’t like losing. 
 
    “Come on.” Ricardo nodded at Jonathan. “Or are you scared?” 
 
    “Feel like losing, do you?” Jonathan climbed into the ring. “Want to start your day off badly?” 
 
    Ricardo grinned and side stepped left then right. He wasn’t as heavily built as Jonathan and I’d watched them enough times, sparring and jujutsu, to know that gave him advantages and disadvantages when it came to training with his best friend. 
 
    Jonathan lunged for him, a typical knife attack simulation. 
 
    Ricardo hopped to the right, batting Jonathan away, and slipped behind him. 
 
    Jonathan spun, shoulders tense, eye on his target. 
 
    Another lunge. 
 
    This time Ricardo wrapped himself around Jonathan and they both hurtled downwards. 
 
    Again it shuddered. 
 
    As they battled for supremacy, neither quite managing to maintain a hold, I spotted several other officers pausing their training to watch. 
 
    A swell of pride went through me—these two examples of physical perfection, skill and honour were mine, all mine. 
 
    Not that anyone knew that, except for us three, of course. 
 
    It would be seriously frowned upon. We’d have to fill in relationship disclosure forms. And how would I explain that I had two boyfriends and they were both perfectly happy with the situation? They both gave me different things, but no less important things, and I loved them equally. 
 
    And right now the two men I loved were behaving like a couple of Neanderthals. Their skin was slick with sweat, they were grunting and grimacing, arms and legs working fast and hard, muscles bulging. 
 
    It would be fun to be between them right now. 
 
    Heat spread up my neck to my cheeks and a fizz of interest tugged at my belly and between my legs. It had been too long since we’d had a threesome. I should suggest it for our next day off. 
 
    As my mind wandered along decidedly unprofessional avenues, Jonathan managed to get the better of Ricardo. It was luck more than anything that he caught Ricardo’s head in a lock by the corner of the ring that meant Ricardo had no room for leverage to get out of it. 
 
    Ricardo banged out. 
 
    Jonathan stood then held out his hand. “You need to practice more, buddy.” 
 
    “Go fuck yourself.” Ricardo ignored his help and jumped up. He rubbed his mandibular joint and shifted his jaw from side to side. 
 
    “My turn,” I said, toeing off my shoes then slipping through the ropes. “Balko, in you get.” 
 
    “What?” His mouth dropped open. 
 
    “Come on.” I stretched my neck left then right and cracked my knuckles. 
 
    “I’m not… I can’t…” 
 
    “Say you can’t train with me because I’m a woman and I’ll change my mind about going easy on you because it’s your first day.” I raised my eyebrows at him. 
 
    Would he accept my challenge? And if so, would he treat me gently or like I was one of the guys? I was curious to find out. 
 
    “Go on.” Sean clapped him on the back. “How much harm can she do you?” 
 
    “It’s not that I’m worried about,” Balko muttered as he climbed in. 
 
    Aww, sweet, he’s concerned about hurting me. 
 
    I mimicked Ricardo, hopping from one foot to the other and making the most of my lighter, swifter stature. 
 
    But Balko was nimble too, and tall with it. My forehead was at his chin level. It was plain to see he had a good reach, unlike mine. 
 
    So I went straight for a dirty leg sweep, throwing him off with a placebo punch. 
 
    He hit the deck with a satisfying thud and I leapt on top of him. 
 
    I didn’t have great success in pinning his arms down—he was strong and quick. 
 
    So I dropped my weight, digging my thumb into a pressure point in his neck and wriggled to the side. Here I managed to flip him over and crank his left arm up his back at an awkward angle. 
 
    “You tapping out?” I asked, staring at two freckles between his shoulder blades. 
 
    He banged the floor with his free hand. 
 
    “Damn it.” I released him then shoved at his ass with my bare feet. “Don’t go easy on me.” 
 
    He sprang up. “I didn’t.” 
 
    “Sure you did.” I frowned and rammed my hands on my hips. “Go again, not easy this time. Show me what you’ve got.” 
 
    Beep. Beep. 
 
    “Hot call.” Ricardo reached into the gym bag at his feet and pulled out his cell. He tapped the screen. “You guys will have to finish this game another day. We have to haul our asses down to the courthouse.” 
 
    “Courthouse?” I climbed between the ropes and landed lightly on the gymnasium floor. “You know why?” 
 
    “Nothing other than it’s crowd control.” 
 
    I groaned. “Great, my favourite.” I pointed at Sean and Balko. “You’ve got your kit, right?” 
 
    “Yep.” Balko nodded.  
 
    “Good. I’ll see you all at the vehicle in five.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later we were hurtling along Collins Avenue towards the County Court. Jonathan was driving, I was seated next to him and Ricardo, Balko and Sean were in the back. We were all in full gear, weaponed-up and riot shields at the ready. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” I said as a crowd came into a view. “It’s all women.” 
 
    They held placards. 
 
    Death Sentence is the Only Sentence 
 
    Justice for ALL Victims. 
 
    Sick Crime—Sick Man. 
 
    No to Perverts Running Our State. 
 
    “It’s the trial of Walter Riley,” Ricardo said, reading from his smartphone.  
 
    “Ah yeah, he is a sick bastard,” Sean muttered. 
 
    “I agree. And it seems his presence here has angered all the females in Miami.” 
 
    “All of Florida by the looks of it.” Jonathan flicked on the siren to get through a tangle of people and cars. 
 
    “We’re to go around the back of the courthouse, handle the situation inside first,” I said. 
 
    “The protestors are in there.” Jonathan glanced at me. “They’ll be after his blood. You know what he did, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I do. As if two counts of rape weren’t bad enough, he was found with seriously hardcore, disgusting and violent porn on his laptop.” 
 
    “Maybe we should let them at him,” Sean said. 
 
    “Tempting.” I twisted and caught his gaze. “But we have a justice system for a reason.” 
 
    He huffed and rechecked his weapon. 
 
    “Here we are.” Jonathan steered the van to the back of the courthouse. There were at least a dozen uniform patrol vehicles there. 
 
    As soon as he pulled to a stop we jumped out, our sturdy boots landing heavily. 
 
    A uniform rushed up. “They’ve breached the lobby. Time to stop playing nicely. We need them out before the shit really hits the fan.” 
 
    “We’re on it.” I nodded at him. “There’s another SWAT team on the way, right? 
 
    “Apparently they’re on another job, will be here soon as.” 
 
    Damn it, where are Hal and his men when I need them? 
 
    “Come on, guys.” With shields in hands, we ran through the back door and then a network of corridors. The sound of excited babble and chanting grew louder. 
 
    We found ourselves spat out into the lobby. About a hundred women had breached the revolving doors before they’d been locked by uniformed officers and they now stood about punching the air, shouting for justice and for blood. 
 
    “Fuck,” Ricardo muttered next to me. “They’re not happy.” 
 
    “And I don’t blame them.” 
 
    We stood in a line, protecting the doorway to the courtroom itself. If the braying crowd got in there, goodness only knew what would happen. 
 
    A woman rushed up to me. “Hey, you! Traitor.” She slapped my shield. 
 
    I took a step forward. My men did the same. 
 
    “Traitor. Traitor. Look…” She spun around. “There’s a goddamn woman protecting Walter Riley.” 
 
    “A woman!” 
 
    Again we stepped forward, scooping up several protestors with us and moving them backward. 
 
    “Traitor. Traitor.” A new chant was starting up. 
 
    I frowned and looked at Jonathan. 
 
    “You should go,” Sean said. 
 
    I whipped my head around to him. “No fucking way.” 
 
    “Why are you helping that sick bastard? Let us at him!” A female, late twenties with long, red hair, jabbed her finger in my direction. 
 
    Another asked the same question, then another. 
 
    Their attention was rapidly zoning in on me. 
 
    My heart rate quickened. I tried to control it the way I did when taking a shot. But it was hard, because the truth was I didn’t want to defend the piece of crap in the courtroom. I’d read the papers, seen the news. He was going to be found guilty—the evidence was indisputable. 
 
    “Freya,” Ricardo said, concern in his voice. “Maybe we should get you out of here.” 
 
    “No! Absolutely not.” 
 
    I stood my ground as my shield was jostled so hard I struggled to keep a hold of it. 
 
    “Bitch!” Another hard shove and a kick to my lower leg. 
 
    I’d had no intention of drawing a weapon but at that point I pulled my pistol from the holster on my leg. 
 
    If they’re going to get physical, what choice do I have? 
 
    “You should be in there on trial with him.” A mean-looking older woman yelled at me. “Bitch.” 
 
    What the ever-loving fuck! 
 
    “Stop!” I shouted, stepping forward and lowering my shield. “Just stop and listen to yourselves.” 
 
    “Freya,” Ricardo said as he and Jonathan flanked me. “What are—?” 
 
    “You’re protecting the motherfucker who rapes and degrades women yet pretends to be an upstanding member of office.” The older woman was in my face again. 
 
    “I hear you,” I said, holding up my hand—the hand with the gun. “I hear all of you, now listen to me.” 
 
    There was no response. If anything, the intensity of noise elevated. 
 
    I fired off a single round. Harmlessly. Into the air.  
 
    Silence. 
 
    A small cloud of plaster fluttered down. 
 
    A sea of horrified faces turned my way, including the police officers by the doors who’d been trying unsuccessfully to persuade angry women back through them. 
 
    “Now that I have your attention,” I shouted and flicked up my visor. “Perhaps we can all calm down and put a lid on the hysteria.” 
 
    “Hysteria? No, it’s anger.” 
 
    “And I get that.” I re-sheathed my gun and held my palm towards the woman who had spoken. “I am angry too.”  
 
    “You’re protecting him. You believe he’s innocent.” 
 
    “No.” I shook my head. “I don’t believe he’s innocent. But the truth is what I believe about his guilt or innocence doesn’t matter any more than a speck of dust does.” I wiped some white debris from my nose. “What matters is our belief in the justice system our good country has had faith in for over a century. That is what’s important.” 
 
    “What’s important is that man sits in an electric chair.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Again I held up my hand. “In this state we have the death penalty so you may all get your wish, but that’s exactly that…a wish. We have Judge Saxton presiding over this case and I have faith he will come to the right decision.” 
 
    “Walter Riley needs castrating.” 
 
    “Most likely.” I nodded and attempted a smile. I stepped a little farther into the crowd. A few women parted to let me through. “Your quarrel isn’t with me, or these other good police officers who’ve sworn to protect and serve you all. It’s with one man, and one man alone, who will have justice served.” 
 
    “What if he walks?” 
 
    “Yeah, scumbags like him have friends, corrupt friends. What if he does a deal and walks?” 
 
    I steeled myself. “He won’t walk.” The women before me were such a mixture of race and colour, but they all had the same defiant look, the same fear, the same determination to see justice done. “I’ll make you a deal,” I said, swinging my gaze around and trying to catch as many people’s eyes as possible. 
 
    “Deal?” a woman near the back called. “What deal?” 
 
    “How many of you have sons, brothers, nephews? Show of hands.” 
 
    A wave of arms lifted. 
 
    “My deal is, you all go home and speak to those young men. You tell them that no means no, that consent is everything, and that women deserve nothing less than one hundred percent respect. That is our duty as mothers, sisters and aunts, to show the men in our lives right from wrong when it comes to consent.” 
 
    “Of course we’ll do that.” 
 
    “Good.” I nodded and again managed a tight smile. 
 
    “And in return, what will you do for us?” someone shouted. 
 
    I looked at Jonathan, his eyes were narrowed, then at Ricardo, his lips were pressed tight. I turned back to the crowd. “I promise, in return, Walter Riley will be served justice for all of his crimes.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Jonathan muttered. “You can’t promise that.” 
 
    I held up my hands, my heart thudding. “We have to believe in our great city and the great men, yes the great men who walk alongside us every day, to deliver us from this evil. And I, Officer Freya Sweeny, promise to uphold this. It is my word to you as a fellow female and police officer.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    It was so quiet a feather would have been heard hitting the floor. 
 
    “Freya. Freya.” The chant started. “Freya. Freya.” 
 
    The revolving doors opened and a few women wandered out, placards held low. They were followed by more, and after only a few minutes the lobby was nearly empty. 
 
    “What the fucking hell was all that about?” Jonathan said, lowering his shield and tugging off his helmet. 
 
    “You can’t promise any of that.” Ricardo looked unusually concerned. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Balko nudged me with his shoulder as he walked past to supervise the last of the women leaving. “That was awesome. Girl power. I’m impressed.” 
 
    “It wasn’t girl power,” I said. “It was not wanting to be accused of siding with a lowlife like Walter Riley.” 
 
    “So instead you promise to be the dealer of justice on their behalf?” Sean said. “What you gonna do? Put him in an electric chair yourself if he walks?” 
 
    “I cleared the fucking lobby, didn’t I.” I hadn’t needed to say it as a question. It was pretty damn obvious I had. 
 
    “Can’t deny that.” Sean shrugged. 
 
     “You’ll likely get a repair bill, though.” Ricardo pointed upward. 
 
    I followed his line of sight. “Ah, shit.” My one bullet had taken out a chunk of ornate mosaic showing a set of scales and a sword. “Bound to be fucking gold-plated as well.” 
 
    Jonathan chuckled and I was glad to hear the sound. “One thing I know, Freya. It’s never dull when you’re around—it’s a gold-plated surprise a minute.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if Jonathan had been turned on by my outburst at the courtroom or if he’d decided I needed taking down a peg or two. But when he whispered in my ear at clocking-off time that we were going to The Dungeon, I didn’t complain. 
 
    In fact my heart leapt at the thought. My ass tingled too, as I remembered his promise of a flogging. 
 
    And now, standing at the entrance, wearing a little black dress, high-heeled boots and the tiniest pair of panties I owned, I could hardly contain my excitement at the thought of the orgasms he could give me. 
 
    “Here,” he said, drawing a small, black velvet eye mask from his pocket. “You need to wear this again.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He was already wearing the same style mask. He always did, he’d told me it helped with anonymity. And it didn’t hurt to be anonymous when kinky and in public. 
 
    Not that The Dungeon was particularly public. Madam Gutard privately owned it, and all members thoroughly vetted. As a guest I was to stay with my Master at all times, and if asked to leave do so without question. Getting down and dirty in The Dungeon required rules and trust, whether it was in the arena or a private booth. 
 
    “Comfortable?” he asked, tying the mask into place beneath my high ponytail. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You left your phone in the car?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good.” He paused. “But don’t forget this.” He pulled a small leather collar from his pocket. It was one I’d worn before. 
 
    I nodded. “Of course not.” 
 
    He slipped it around my neck, his big fingers taking a moment to fasten the small silver buckle. I understood the significance of it. Now I was under his command. Now I was his. 
 
    “You’re all set for pleasure and pain, my sweet little sub.” 
 
    A tremble ran down my spine as he took my hand and led me through the doorway. I was happy to let him lead me, when so often it was me shouting the commands. 
 
    The lighting was low and complemented by candles perched on ornate wall sconces. The carpet and walls were a deep burgundy. Behind a polished reception desk sat a woman with a sharp, glossy-black bob and huge gold-hooped earrings. 
 
    When she spotted Jonathan she sat a little straighter and licked her bottom lip which was painted matt purple. 
 
    A kernel of jealousy stabbed at my chest. Had Jonathan dominated her in the past? Was she a submissive who hoped for his attention? 
 
    He tightened his hold on me, squeezing my fingers, and I was glad of the reassurance, even if it was unspoken. Jonathan loved me—he’d told me only a few days ago that he did, and many more times before that. 
 
    “It’s good to see you, Sir,” she said in a heavily-accented voice. I recognised the accent—it was similar to Balko’s. 
 
    “Anouka, you too,” he said, reaching for the pen she handed over. 
 
    Her attention turned to me, and her gaze dipped to my exposed cleavage. 
 
    “Where are you from?” I asked. 
 
    She appeared a little taken aback. “Originally from Slovakia.” 
 
    I nodded, tucking away the information about my new colleague. He must be from there, or at least a country close by. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jonathan said, placing the pen on the register. 
 
    “Have a fun evening,” Anouka said, fluttering her eyelashes several times. 
 
    “I’m sure we will.” Jonathan slipped his arm around my waist and steered me down the corridor. 
 
    “When were you last here?” I asked. 
 
    “About a month ago.” 
 
    “Did you fuck her?” 
 
    “No!” He shook his head. “Why would you think that?” 
 
    “The way she looked at you.” 
 
    “I’m not saying she wouldn’t like me to fuck her, or to paddle her, cane her, and have her begging for mercy because she just can’t handle another orgasm, but that’s not to say I’m going to do that.” 
 
    My mouth dried at the thought of not being able to handle another orgasm. Was that even a thing? 
 
    “But I might dominate her,” he said. 
 
    “Jonathan?” 
 
    “The thing is.” He stopped, then pressed me against the wall. His lips hovered over mine and his palms flattened on the wall either side of my head. “I only want to fuck you, Freya. You’re my woman. You own my heart. But I have needs, Dominant needs, and I can come here and satisfy them without having sex.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “So I’m not cheating, if I come here and flog Anouka, make her come with a vibrator, I’m still yours.” 
 
    I touched his ruggedly handsome face, stroking over his cheek then down his nose which had a bump in the centre. 
 
    “You fuck Ricardo,” he said, “because you need more than one man in your life. And the only way you can do that is to have men like us, like me, who understand desire and kink and different ways of having a relationship.” 
 
    I nodded. “What you’re saying is true.” 
 
    “I know.” He kissed me. “And my love for you is true. Never doubt it.” 
 
    He skimmed his hand down my neck, over my right breast and then slid it around my waist. “But enough talking. I want you naked and screaming my name.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Jonathan.” It wasn’t a scream, more of a gasp. 
 
    “Hold on,” he said, curling his hands over mine. 
 
    He’d taken me to a private booth and drawn the curtain across so we couldn’t be seen. Then, once I was naked, he’d stood me beneath a bar and raised my arms. 
 
    “Hold it tight,” he said against my forehead. “You’ll be punished if you release it before I tell you to.” 
 
    “Yes… Master.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    I was rewarded for my rare use of the word Master by a lovely, deep kiss. His tongue swept over mine and his lips were firm. 
 
    When he pulled back he tugged a lever to his right. The small bar I was holding raised. 
 
    “Don’t let go,” he ordered. 
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered as my arms stretched, then my torso. I had to go up on my toes to hold on. I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to maintain the grip. 
 
    “So fucking beautiful,” he murmured, tracing the shape of my arms, my outer breasts, waist and hips. “How do you feel?” He slid back up again. 
 
    “Stretched, Master.” 
 
    “I’m sure we can make you feel a few other things too.” 
 
    He stepped away and I swung a little struggling to stay so elongated. But I would. I was determined to. My nipples were tight peaks and my pussy already damp in anticipation of what Jonathan had planned. 
 
    He hadn’t taken off a stitch of clothing yet. 
 
    In the corner of the room was a black leather bench complete with stirrups. I’d seen that kind of thing in a medical setting before, but not here. 
 
    Jonathan was at a cupboard. His back was rod straight beneath his crisp white shirt and his head stooped. 
 
    When he turned with something in his hand, I knew what it would be. 
 
    A flogger. 
 
    I gulped. It was much bigger than I’d imagined. And when he thwacked the side of his leg, each strip of leather seemed to crack against the material of his black pants. 
 
    “You know why you’re getting this, don’t you, sub?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Pardon?” 
 
    “Yes, Master. For a defiant tone.” As I’d spoken I remembered the moment. We’d been in the staff gym. There I’d been his master, his superior. Now the tables were turned. It still stunned me that I enjoyed his dominance, that I allowed it. 
 
    But I did. I adored giving up the responsibility and having Jonathan call the shots. To let him be completely in charge, and allowing myself to trust him totally, with everything that I needed. It was a refreshing to have that weight lifted from my shoulders. 
 
    He allowed the flogger to hang low as he undid the buttons on his shirt. Slowly, one by one. He tugged it from the waistband of his pants and slipped it off. My mouth watered at the sight of his broad chest and lean abdomen. He was so damn big and strong—I hoped he remembered that when he started swiping that flogger on my ass. 
 
    He tossed the shirt aside. It landed on a soft leather armchair. 
 
    “Now it’s time to empty your mind,” he said, coming up behind me. “All that exists is this room, me, your body, and this flogger. I don’t want you to think of anything else.” He set a warm kiss on the nape of my neck. “All other worries, responsibilities, are no longer yours, Freya. I’ve taken them on for you. That’s what a Master does.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said breathily. He was hot against my back. My entire body was so aware of him, vulnerable to him. 
 
    “There’s nothing to think about, so close your eyes and just feel.” 
 
    I did as he’d instructed, the darkness falling inward as if the mask were an extra layer against the outside world. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, “drop every thought downward, let it flow from your head to your feet.” He swept the flogger softly from my shoulders to my ass, then over the backs of my legs. “The team, the job, your bills, are no longer yours to think of. Let them soak from your toes into the ground.” 
 
    “Yes,” I murmured, tipping my head back and imagining each worry that kept me awake or slid through my mind during the day being absorbed by the Earth. 
 
    “You are light, Freya, light and perfectly in tune with your body and desires.” He paused and the flogger lifted. “You should brace yourself now.” 
 
    My belly tensed, a quiver travelled over my ass. I was aware of the air moving a fraction before the flogger hit across both of my buttocks. It was a sharp, stinging slap, the sound of it a short scream as leather hit flesh. Instantly heat spread over my skin and it was impossible not to jerk away, teetering on my toes. 
 
    “Keep hold,” he said sternly. “Letting go will not bode well for you.” 
 
    I gripped tighter, worrying that if my skin dampened with sweat, I’d slip. 
 
    He struck me again, another layer of heat over the first. I groaned, enjoying the sensation but still wary of it. Jonathan could deliver much harsher strikes if he decided to. 
 
    Another thwack, and another. Now I didn’t have to think about letting my thoughts go—they were just a wisp of dust in my memory. The delicious discomfort building on my ass cheeks was seeping to my pussy and my internal muscles were clenching and releasing, my clit pulsing gently. 
 
    “You pink up nicely,” he said, stepping close so his small patch of chest hair brushed against my skin. “And such a sweet ass.” He rubbed his work-roughened hands over my buttocks. “Is it making you wet?” 
 
    “Yes, I think so.” I still had my eyes closed and my head tipped back. “Please…” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Oh, you’ll get me.” 
 
    The flogger was on my front now. He trailed it from my right shoulder, over my throat, to my left. Each frond created a trail of anticipation. 
 
    “Hold on,” he murmured. 
 
    A sharp slap covered both of my breasts. I hadn’t been expecting that and cried out. Each nipple had taken a direct hit. 
 
    “You’re mine to do with as I wish, remember,” he said, his voice low and with a decidedly dirty edge to it. “So keep still and be prepared for anything.” 
 
    I staggered to the right, my toes aching and my shoulders at full stretch. 
 
    Again my breasts took a strike from the flogger. It wasn’t hard or particularly painful, it was just a surprise and the initial heat intense. 
 
    “I own every bit of you,” he said, trailing the flogger over my stomach to my pussy. “Every sumptuous inch.” 
 
    His fingers replaced the flogger and he slipped them between my legs. 
 
    “Jonathan,” I murmured, trying to part my thighs but succeeding only in unbalancing myself. 
 
    “Sweet sub,” he said against my lips and gliding through my folds. “You are wet.” 
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
    He pushed into my entrance. 
 
    I gripped him, but as soon as I did, he withdrew. 
 
    I held in a moan of complaint. I knew from experience I wasn’t allowed to object or demand anything of him when we were here, playing this way. 
 
    The flogger was against my butt again, then it lifted and a sharp smack rained down on my ass cheeks. It was harder than before, twice as hard. 
 
    I sensed a shift in his mood, as if the warm-up was over and this was the real thing. 
 
    Another strike. 
 
    I danced on my toes as the pain bloomed. But it was good pain, sensual and hot, and it made my arousal flow faster. I fought for breath as another strike landed over the first ones, then another, and another. 
 
    Now my hands were sweaty and I had to concentrate to hold onto the bar and keep my torso pulled long and thin as he’d ordered. 
 
    My world had become black, though my body red-hot. Each nerve was alive and needing—needing it to stop. Needing more. 
 
    “Breathe.” He cupped my right breast, catching my nipple between his fingers. “Take deep breaths, Freya, you can do this.” 
 
    I did as he’d asked, sensing the pleasure in his voice. He was enjoying having me like this, naked and at his mercy. 
 
    He’s such a kinky motherfucker. 
 
    And if he was…so was I. 
 
    He started up again with the flogger. Just as hard as before. I knew he wasn’t putting all of his strength into it, but it couldn’t have been far off. The snap of his wrist was powerful and deadly accurate. 
 
    My eyelids moistened. The sensation began to overwhelm me. My left hand released the bar, slipping in the dampness, and I struggled to catch hold of it again. 
 
    A clatter to my right. 
 
    “You’re done.” I was in his arms, my chest pressed to his. “Let go. I’ve got you.” 
 
    I allowed my aching arms to drop around his neck as I sagged against him. 
 
    “You must say the safeword if you need to, Freya.” 
 
    “I… I don’t need to.” 
 
    “No medals for not saying it.” He breezed his lips over mine. “I know you’re a tough nut to crack, but I don’t want to break you.” 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Good.” His tone was firmer again. “You can open your eyes if you want to, sub.” 
 
    I did, blinking as I refocused even though the lighting was low. I’d been so immersed in my own world of pain and heat and arousal, the room had slipped away. 
 
    Jonathan walked to the bench and sat me on it. The leather was ice-cold on my blisteringly hot ass. 
 
    “Lie down.” He urged me onto my side, then my back. “Lie down and rest a moment.” 
 
    I stretched out on the skinny bench, aware of every inch of my skin touching it.  
 
    “Like this.” He drew my arms to my sides then fastened a buckle around each of my wrists to keep them harnessed there. 
 
    I studied his face, adoring the concentration which had pulled his dark eyebrows low, and the way his jaw had set tight as he focused on his task. Everything Jonathan did made me feel special to him and adored. 
 
    I want to see his pleasure. 
 
    A long, quivering sigh left my chest, any last remnants of the day leaving me. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, as if understanding the final bit of my tension had dissipated. “It’s just us now.” 
 
    He lifted first my right leg, then my left, placing them in the stirrups and baring my pussy. I curled my toes as again he strapped my limbs into position. 
 
    He stepped between my legs, not looking at my pussy but at my face. “You’re beautiful.” He trailed his finger down my sternum and dipped it into my navel. He travelled lower to my pussy and again found my entrance. He pushed in, two fingers, knuckle deep. 
 
    I groaned and pressed my head into the bench. “Master.” 
 
    He smiled. “You can come now,” he said, withdrawing a little then pushing back in, stretching me. 
 
    Already?  
 
    “Come now,” he said again. “Quickly, I want to watch you.” 
 
    He began to finger-fuck me, each shunt of his fingers stimulating my G-spot. 
 
    I moaned as the pleasure immediately kicked in. Then when he ducked and swiped his tongue over my clit, I bucked from the table, yanking at my constraints. 
 
    He was so damn clever with his mouth. 
 
    Within seconds he was driving me to climax. I was already so turned on, so in tune with my body. And he was wickedly good at stimulating my hot spots. 
 
    I thrashed my head from side to side. Soon I would come. It was racing towards me like a steam train. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck,” I gasped. I was so wet, soft noises came from my pussy as he jammed his fingers in and out of me. “I’m…oh…I’m coming…” 
 
    “Yes, come.” He lifted up and replaced his tongue with the heel of his hand as he leaned over me, watching my face. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I stared into his eyes. The pressure was wild. It almost hurt, he was putting so much energy into it. But that intensity, that shoving in and out and over my clit was what ultimately tipped me over the edge. 
 
    I held my breath for a few beautiful heartbeats as the bliss reached a crescendo. It tumbled upward, outward, and through me. I wailed and battled with the straps on my wrists and legs. The bench shook. 
 
    He kept on going, staying with me as my climax spun me through pleasure. I felt so owned and possessed by him. I was his to do with as he pleased. 
 
    My pussy pulsed around his fingers, gripping him over and over. 
 
    He finally slowed, then stopped. He kissed me, though I struggled to kiss him back. I was panting hard. 
 
    “I love the grip of your cunt when you come,” he whispered. “It’s like it’s pulling me into you, deeper, higher. I want to be in you, part of you, Freya.” 
 
    “Yes,” I managed. “I want that too.” 
 
    “Say you’re mine.” 
 
    “I’m yours.” 
 
    He smiled and his eyes flashed. “All of you?” 
 
    “Yes…all of me.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    He lifted up and stepped away. 
 
    I was still struggling to catch my breath and my heart was thudding. For a moment I stared at the wooden ceiling and an electric light designed to look like candles set in an iron frame. 
 
    Then I was aware of him back between my legs and the trickle of oil through my folds. 
 
    A low moan rumbled through my chest. He wasn’t finished with me yet. Nowhere near. Jonathan had stamina for fucking. He also had stamina for foreplay. 
 
    “Relax,” he said softly. “While I take all of you.” 
 
    A firm pressure touched against my asshole. 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    “Let me in,” he said, setting his palm over my mound. “Into you…here.” 
 
    The pressure increased, my hole opened around whatever was being inserted into me. It wasn’t his fingers—it was cool and smooth and growing in diameter. 
 
    I moaned and closed my eyes, concentrated on staying relaxed and beating away a small nip of pain. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” he murmured. “Take it, sub.” 
 
    “Oh…it’s so…” When would it stop? It was too much… “Master.” 
 
    “Nearly there.” 
 
    The slickness continued, my ass filling, then whatever it was popped into me, my hole clamping around a bar to stop it going farther. 
 
    “You’re so fucking hot,” he said, “And now, with this butt plug in, when I put my cock into your pussy it’s going to be so tight, so fucking amazing.” He slid two fingers into my pussy. “Yes, can you feel that?” 
 
    “Jonathan!” Damn, would he even fit his cock in there? I was so full already now that my ass had the plug. 
 
    “But not yet,” he said, withdrawing and coming to stand at the side of the bench. “There’s more to be done.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    I groaned, wondering what Jonathan’s erotic imagination still had in store for me. 
 
    He scooped up my left breast, taking my nipple into his mouth. He sucked, then nibbled, his teeth applying just enough pressure to make me squirm. And then something tight clamped over it. 
 
    I cried out and again fought the straps holding me to the bench. Damn, that was like a whip of fire. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay,” he said against my lips. “Stick with it, the pain will become warm and delicious in a few seconds.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    He kissed me, catching my protests. I knew I could safeword, but I didn’t want to. I wanted Jonathan’s games and his scene to go as he’d planned. 
 
    I released a breath and harnessed my control. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, walking around my head, his hand trailing over my skin. “And now for this one.” 
 
    Again he massaged and suckled my breast. I knew what was coming, though, and didn’t relax into it. But that meant when the clamp was applied I didn’t startle. I counted to ten and waited for the pain to become a sensual dull throb. 
 
    “I’ll always want you,” he said. “Your mind, your body, your heart, and your submission.” He kissed my forehead. “You’re everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman.” 
 
    He stepped away and began to unbuckle his belt. 
 
    I watched him, always finding it sexy to see him or Ricardo do that. It meant fun was coming, hot, sexy fun. 
 
    He slid it from the first loops and let the leather hang, then he undid his fly and shoved his pants down over his thick thighs. There were no boxers—Jonathan always went commando when we came to The Dungeon. 
 
    He toed off his shoes, then removed his socks and pants completely. 
 
    Gloriously naked, he stood at the head of the bench again. 
 
    “How are you feeling, sub?” he asked as he tenderly stroked my hair back from my brow. 
 
    “Hot, a little twitchy…needy.” 
 
    “What do you need?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “You’re going to get me. But you’ll have to trust me, okay.” 
 
    “You know I do.” 
 
    He slipped one hand beneath the crown of my head and held it up slightly from the bench. I was aware of movement, a little tugging and then the top of the bench, where my crown had been resting, was gone. If he released my head, I’d have nothing there to support it. 
 
    “This is a little different for you,” he said. “But it will be amazing.” 
 
    I didn’t answer, instead I put my trust in him to hold my head as I relaxed my neck. Jonathan totally owned me in that moment. Legs high and wide, butt plug inserted and nipple clamps creating sweet torture. 
 
    “Relax your neck,” he said. 
 
    I did as he’d asked and he lowered my head so my throat was stretched. 
 
    I was practically upside down now, his cock all I could see. 
 
    “Open up,” he said, still holding the back of my head. “And take this.” 
 
    With my mouth stretched wide, I took the tip of his erection between my lips. Its taste and shape were familiar and as he fed it into me I groaned around his shaft. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said, his voice tense. “Good girl. Good sub.” 
 
    The way he said ‘girl’ and ‘sub’ further removed me from my daily life. It made me feel so distant from everything except for pleasing my Master and him pleasing me. 
 
    “Keep wide, and let me in here.” He stroked beneath my chin, to my throat. “I can get real deep from this position.” 
 
    My cheeks bulged and I took in ribbons of air through my nose. He was travelling smooth and steady and sliding over the back of my tongue. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” he said. “I can see the outline of my cock filling your throat. Fuck, that’s hot, take it. Take more.” 
 
    I swallowed around him. 
 
    He groaned and gently caressed my neck and the underside of my chin. He was so damn big and solid, and the salty tang of pre-cum laced my tastebuds. “Oh, Freya.” 
 
    He withdrew a little, then pushed back in, his angle the same and filling my throat. He repeated the action. For several minutes the rhythm continued. 
 
    I tensed around the plug in my ass and curled my toes. I was trembling. I wanted him to come and I wanted to come again too. My pulse whooshed in my ears, my upside down position intensifying the sound. My skin prickled with sweat and the small hairs on my arms stood to attention. 
 
    “Fuck, I have to stop,” he said, pulling out. 
 
    I gasped for air and he raised my head so it was level again. Within a second the bench had been put back together and I could rest my crown on it. “Jonathan,” I said, missing his cock in my mouth. “Please.” 
 
    “Not Jonathan—Master.” He released the clamp on my left nipple.  
 
    The sudden shot of discomfort had me squeezing my eyes closed and rising from the bench. The blood rushing to the area was white-hot. 
 
    He set his mouth over it, laving it with his tongue. 
 
    I groaned and thrashed my head. My pussy was throbbing and damp. I needed him. I needed fucking. 
 
    But I knew better than to demand that. 
 
    It would get me nothing. 
 
    “You’ve got me so hard it hurts,” he said, kissing from my breasts to my belly. “And now I’m going to fuck you…hard.” 
 
    “Yes.” I was panting. “Yes, oh…yes…” I was glad I was strapped down, I hardly knew what to do with myself. My need for him was so intense. I was sure just one flick of my clit and I’d come. 
 
    He stepped between my legs, holding his cock. 
 
    I tensed my thighs, tugged at the straps around my shins. I wanted to wrap my legs around his hips, drag him close, closer still and deep into me. But I couldn’t. I was sprawled helpless before him, his to do with as he pleased and he was certainly having a good play with me. 
 
    “You’re still so wet.” He slipped two fingers into my pussy. “Sucking my cock turns you on.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “Dirty little girl.” He chuckled. “You look so sweet, but I know the truth.” 
 
    I didn’t think I looked sweet, but if he thought so, that was fine. So long as he gave me some cock, soon. 
 
    “I love your pussy,” he said, “so warm and greedy for it.” He wriggled his fingers and his thumb brushed over my clit. 
 
    I moaned and bit on my bottom lip to stop from crying out for more. 
 
    “And my cock loves it too.” He withdrew his fingers and finally I felt the tip of his glorious erection at my entrance. 
 
    “This is going to be a squeeze,” he said, pulling the skin on my mound to expose my clit. “But worth it.” 
 
    He eased in, stretching me around his glans. 
 
    Damn, he was right. The plug seemed to take up half the space in my pelvis. I could sense its hardness through the thin membrane between my ass and pussy. 
 
    “Oh God, yes…” Jonathan tipped his head back and gritted his teeth. “That…is…it.” 
 
    I tensed around him. 
 
    He grunted and shoved in some more.  
 
    The discomfort was erotic and sensual and when he hit full depth and buffeted up against my clit, I knew an orgasm would be easy to claim. 
 
    “I can feel it,” he said. “The plug, against my shaft.” 
 
    “Yes, I can feel it, too. All of it. All of you.” 
 
    “I want you to come,” he said. “Now.” 
 
    “I will…oh…” 
 
    He’d ground his hips, working deeper into me and rotating over my clit. 
 
    “Oh…oh…I’m…” 
 
    It was there, so fast. A brilliant bright and willing climax. 
 
    I held my breath as it grew, then burst. My pussy spasmed, my asshole clamped tight and my clit bobbed against his body. 
 
    “That’s it, come for me,” he said, not letting up with the wicked rubs of his body and shunts of his cock. “And hold it there, you’ll come again.” 
 
    I cried out and closed my eyes. Sensation overload. He kept on doing what he was doing, and the moment the orgasm began to abate, another was there.  
 
    “Again,” he demanded. “Come again around my cock.” 
 
    “Jonathan… Master…” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    I yelped as burning heat tortured my right nipple. He’d removed the clamp and again the return of blood had taken my breath away. It stung and bit and sent more ropes of desire and excitement winging over my skin. 
 
    “Freya, I order…you to…come.” 
 
    He was close too, I could tell. His shaft was rock solid, his voice strained. 
 
    The rubbing on my clit was relentless and I allowed myself to spiral into another orgasm. I pulsed and shook, came hard and struggled to catch my breath as my back arched and bowed on and off the bench. 
 
    He gripped my breasts in his big hands and drove in and out of me like a man possessed. If I hadn’t been so swept up in pleasure it would have hurt, this wild treatment, but I lapped it up. Allowed it to take me to new highs where my orgasms owned me, and my heart overspilled with love for Jonathan. 
 
    “I’m coming. I’m coming in you so fucking high in you I’m fucking coming…” he yelled, then moaned my name. Completely uninhibited and abandoned, he released his cum and his masterful demeanour slipped, allowing me to feel and see into his soul. 
 
    I stared at him as he screwed up his face in pleasure. “I love you,” I gasped. 
 
    He didn’t reply. He was lost to his moment. I hoped my words had entered his soul on a very primal level in his few seconds of abandonment and he’d never forget them. 
 
    “Freya.” He caught my mouth with his, his chest pressing against his hands which still held my breasts. 
 
    I kissed him and yanked my arms and legs, again wanting to circle them around him. 
 
    “You’re so fucking awesome,” he said onto my lips. “I’m never… going to want…to stop…doing that to you.” 
 
    “That suits me.” 
 
    The stillness after such frantic fucking seemed to swell around me. I closed my eyes, sinking inward on myself as my last orgasm abated. 
 
    Jonathan lifted up, then slid from me. 
 
    I moaned and stretched my toes and fingers wide, then let them relax. 
 
    “I’m taking this out now,” he said. 
 
    The butt plug wriggled inside of me, then slid outwards. My asshole widened and then clamped tight closed. It was strange without it there—even though it had been big, I’d gotten used to it. I shivered, the sweat on my skin cooling. 
 
    “We’ll soon have you wrapped up and warm.” He released the straps on my legs, then on my arms. Like the plug, I missed the feel of them. For a while they’d given me the excuse to do nothing and be responsible for nothing. 
 
    A large, soft blanket rested over me. 
 
    “Come here.” He scooped me up, holding me tight to his chest. 
 
    I rested my head on his shoulder as he carried me to the armchair in the corner of the room. 
 
    “Try and keep your mind empty for a while,” he said, sitting and positioning me on his lap. “It will do you good.” 
 
    I didn’t answer. Instead I breathed in the scent of his skin and absorbed the heat of his body through the blanket. 
 
    I kept my eyes closed as he rubbed my back gently, soothingly, and murmured how much he loved and adored me. 
 
    It was a heavenly dreamy state, as if I’d taken drugs. Jonathan and his kinks were my drug—Jonathan and Ricardo were two addictions I had no intention of recovering from. 
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said after a while. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “I was wondering if one time we should bring Ricardo here.” 
 
    He was quiet for a moment. I wondered if I’d unsettled him. Then, “Could you handle us both? Imagine if I’d just finished with you and he started.” 
 
    I looked up at him and stroked his chin. “I’d give it a go. I like it when we have a threesome. It’s been a while.” 
 
    “I like it too. Watching you get fucked is hot.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Because I can watch without doing, without any responsibility for it. And you look amazing when you orgasm.” 
 
    I understood what he meant by giving up responsibility. “Then we should all get together soon. I’ll enjoy knowing you’re having fun watching me and Ricardo. I like the way he fucks.” 
 
    “Maybe not here,” he said. “Maybe this can be just for us. It’s intense.” 
 
    I relaxed against his solid muscles. “You’re probably right.” 
 
    “It’s strange,” he said. 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “When I found out you and Ricardo were an item, I thought I’d be jealous. When I know you’ve been together fucking, I thought it would make my skin crawl and a rage grow in me.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t?” 
 
    “No. Perhaps it’s maturity, maybe it’s just you. But I don’t feel like that. You’re one hell of a sexy woman, Freya, and in tune with your needs. I’m happy for you to fuck other people on one condition.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I studied his face, searching his eyes for a clue as to what he was about to say. 
 
    “You’re always honest with me and it makes you happy.” 
 
    “I like to think I’m an honest person, and happy, and yes, I like sex.” 
 
    “I know.” He laughed softly. “Believe me, I know you like sex.” 
 
    “And I like men who don’t pussyfoot around and know how to satisfy me. Men who aren’t scared to take a risk. I can’t cope with guys who have histrionics if I have other people, other lovers, in my life.” 
 
    “Luckily you’re in the right profession to surround yourself with characters who seek only to be the best at whatever they’re doing and can keep their cool in unusual situations.” 
 
    I didn’t answer, instead I listened to hard strikes landing on flesh. They were coming from the booth next to ours and sounded particularly evil and were accompanied by muffled, agonised cries. 
 
    “What do you think of Sean and Balko?” I asked. 
 
    He was silent for a moment. I wasn’t sure if he was also listening to the noises next door or if he was considering his answer. “I think Sean has something to prove to the world, he has a reckless glint in his eye, and Balko, he seems like a man who won’t be shaken easily.” 
 
    “Really? You think that already?” 
 
    “Yes. Maybe it’s because Balko’s a fraction older, he’s got a few more years in the force under his belt. I just get that impression.” 
 
    “So Sean is the one to watch?” 
 
    “I’d say so.” 
 
    More strikes from the booth next door. A deep, stern voice accompanied them. 
 
    “That sounds really painful,” I said, sitting forward.  My body had become mine again. My heart rate normal and my breaths steady. 
 
    He frowned. “Yeah, it’s extreme.” 
 
    “You worried?” 
 
    He helped me to standing. “Get dressed, we’ll take a peek on our way out. It’s my responsibility as a Master member to make sure no one is in trouble, though there should be security staff discreetly keeping an eye out.” 
 
    I stood, then slipped into my underwear, dress and boots. Before we stepped out of our booth, I reached for the collar. I undid it and it slid from my neck. “Here.” I held it out. 
 
    He stared at it for a second, then took the strip of leather and pocketed it. “Until next time, boss.” 
 
    I nodded. Playtime was over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    We stepped from our booth into the main club wearing our masks again. I’d pulled the strap of my purse over my head so it sat securely. 
 
    On a stage were two poles with girls dancing around them. A large mattress to the right was hosting an orgy and in a cage a man was bound and gagged and it appeared his Dominatrix was taking bids for him. 
 
    But I barely noticed any of this. The muffled cries from next door were becoming one long groaning, pain-soaked wail. 
 
    Jonathan, also dressed again, frowned at me, then flicked his head. “Come on, let’s check this out.” 
 
    He pulled back the thick velvet curtain. 
 
    In the booth was a naked woman spread-eagled on a wooden cross. Her head was twisted towards me and she wore a leather ball gag. A heavy silver chain appeared to be clamped from her nipples, around her waist, down the cleft of her ass and to her clit. She danced on her toes as a thick cane sliced over her buttocks. 
 
    And it really did slice. Her bright red cheeks were striped with wounds, some of them dripping blood. No. They were all dripping blood. 
 
    I stared at her tear-stained face again as Jonathan pushed into the room. Her eyes were wide and pleading. Her cries were real—her pain not sensual but obviously miserable. 
 
    “Hey,” Jonathan said, stepping up to a guy with a short brown beard and wearing a black cap. His eyes were thin slits and he wore a dark roll-neck despite the warmth. 
 
    “Stop,” Jonathan demanded. “Drawing blood is against the rules.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” The cane landed again. 
 
    The woman jerked and squealed behind her gag. 
 
    “Stop now.” Jonathan set his hand on the cane, preventing the man from delivering another blow. 
 
    “Fuck. Cut the movie.” 
 
    It was then I noticed another guy crouched in the corner. He was filming the caning with a small black camera. It looked reasonably professional and he too had a cap pulled low. 
 
    “Get the hell out of here,” the guy with the cane said to Jonathan. “This is none of your fucking business. She wants this.” 
 
    The woman was sobbing, her ribs evident as she pulled air in and out of her lungs. 
 
    “It is my business. Filming is against the rules. So is having a sub who can’t speak or gesture a safeword.” 
 
    “Fuck off.” The guy shoved Jonathan’s shoulder and yanked the cane free. “Before I make you.” 
 
    Jonathan widened his stance. He glanced at me. 
 
    I nodded, just once, a small tip of my head. This was trouble. 
 
    Jonathan whipped his badge from his pocket and flashed it at both guys. “I’m a cop. Time to get real.” 
 
    “Real. I’ll tell you what’s real. She’s enjoying it and that isn’t a real fucking badge.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it is,” I said, also flashing mine. “Drop the cane and get her down. She needs medical attention.” 
 
    “No fucking way.” He took a swing for Jonathan. A sharp right hook. 
 
    Jonathan stepped to the right and batted him away as though he was an annoying gnat. 
 
    The man gritted his teeth. Spittle had formed at the corners of his mouth and his nostrils flared. He was clearly furious at being interrupted. 
 
    “You want to try that again, asshole?” Jonathan made a bring-it-on gesture with his hands. “Because I’m all for it.” 
 
    “Motherfucker.” Cane Man shoved at the curtain, billowing it to the right, and disappeared. 
 
    His friend with the camera was quick to follow. 
 
    Fleetingly it crossed my mind to give chase, but the sorry sight of the woman hanging on the cross urged me to her. 
 
    Quickly I removed the gag. 
 
    She was gasping and her face wet with tears, sweat and saliva. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “We’ve got you, it’s okay. It’s over now.” 
 
    Sobs wracked her chest. “I don’t know them. They pulled me in here…from out there. I was just…” 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay.” 
 
    “You don’t know them?” Jonathan crouched and released her ankles. 
 
    “No, I came here alone…looking for a Dom.” She paused and sniffed. “I’ve done it before, lots of times, no problem. The Dungeon is usually a safe place to kink.” 
 
    I slipped the straps from her wrists. 
 
    As soon as I did that she started to slither to the floor. 
 
    But Jonathan was there, a large blanket at the ready. He wrapped it around her and lifted her up. 
 
    She yelped as the material touched her welts. 
 
    “Shit. Sorry,” he said, grimacing and holding her against her chest. 
 
    “No, it’s okay. Thank you.” She closed her eyes. “Thank you for saving me.” 
 
    “No thanks necessary. Doms like that shouldn’t be here.” 
 
    She clasped her hands beneath her chin. Her bare feet stuck from the blanket. They were spotted with blood. 
 
    “Come on,” Jonathan said to me. “We need to get her some help.” 
 
    I held the curtain back then followed him through the main arena and back towards the reception. 
 
    Just before we got there he stopped at a door and used the flat of his foot to push it open. 
 
    It hit the wall with a bang and he strode in. 
 
    I followed. 
 
    “Madam Gutard,” he said, standing feet hip-width apart and seeming to fill the small, purple-walled room. 
 
    A woman, slim, grey-haired and with huge gold hooped earrings stood from a chair. She had a cigarette in a holder between her fingers. “Master Jonathan. What have you here?” 
 
    “This,” he said. “Is unacceptable. I just found this woman being abused and filmed. Where the hell are your security?” 
 
    Her expression changed from one of surprise to horror. “What? Where?” 
 
    “Out there, in a private booth.” Jonathan carefully set the woman on her feet. 
 
    She held onto him as though her legs weren’t working. 
 
    “Look,” he said, lifting the blanket to expose her bloody ass. 
 
    “Oh my.” Madam Gutard looked at me and touched her temple. She drew on her cigarette. “That’s against the rules.” Smoke filtered out with her words. 
 
    “Of course it fucking is.” Jonathan pointed at Madam Gutard. “I know that. Every other fucker here knows that.” 
 
    “Please calm down.” 
 
    “No, I will not. And you shouldn’t be calm either. The Dungeon has a good reputation. The fact this woman came here alone proves that. But look what’s happened. She was accosted and caned until her blood flowed with no chance of giving a safeword or gesture.” 
 
    “You poor dear. I’m so sorry this happened to you here.” Madam Gutard stroked the woman’s hair, then wrapped her arm around her. “I will see to her. See that she gets what she needs.” Her face darkened. “And I can assure you, no, I promise you, my security staff are going to have a stern speaking to.” 
 
    The woman allowed Madam Gutard to pull her into an embrace. 
 
    “Shh, there we go dear, all better now.” Madam Gutard looked at Jonathan and a flash of anger went through her eyes. “Find whoever did this.” 
 
    “He’ll be on your security camera when he arrived in Reception.” 
 
    “Perhaps he wore a mask, the way you like to… Officer.” 
 
    Jonathan paused. “Can I look at your register?” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s all I have for you, the camera went down yesterday, it’s getting fixed tomorrow.’ 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but do look at the book and please.” She led the woman to a low sofa. “Catch him and cane his ass like this.” 
 
    “I’ll do more than that.” Jonathan reached for my hand. “I’ll put him behind bars. Goodbye.” 
 
    He tugged me from the room. His strides were long and determined and his wide shoulders tensed upward around his ears. 
 
    Once at Reception he didn’t speak, just took the book. 
 
    Anouka, still sitting behind the desk, reached to pull it out of his hands. “I’m afraid that is private and—” 
 
    I flashed my badge at her. “This is evidence.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” She sat back, her eyes wide and stared between the two of us. She’d clearly had no idea Jonathan was a cop. 
 
    “Anything?” I asked, also bending over the book.  
 
    He ran his finger down the list of names. “Nothing of use, but we’ve seen the asshole’s face. I won’t forget it.” 
 
    “Neither will I.” I pulled out my phone and took a shot of the book, just in case it came in useful. “He’ll pay for what he did.” 
 
      
 
    Jonathan and I met Ricardo, Sean and Balko in the precinct lot the next morning. We’d shared a ride after spending the night together. I’d slept well—several orgasms and his strong arms around me had ensured that. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” Balko said, looking between us. “Car pooling?” 
 
    “Something like that.” I shrugged and patted my vest, checking everything was in its place. 
 
    Ricardo grinned at me. He knew where we’d been the night before. “How was your evening, boss?” 
 
    “Nothing out of the ordinary.” I made a point of not looking at Jonathan and continued to stride towards the precinct, the morning sun already heating up. 
 
    “First day out in Miami,” Balko said, walking alongside me. His T-shirt was tight on his shoulders, his beefy biceps bulging around the sleeves and his vest, like each of ours, was loaded with equipment. He wore black combats and sturdy boots, and his cap sat backward on his head. 
 
    “Yeah, and you’re going to get a whole load of weird shit thrown at you,” I said with a huff. “Get ready for it. You ain’t in Boston anymore.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it.” He pointed at the sun. “Hot enough to melt a nun’s candle.” 
 
    “A nun’s candle?” Ricardo said. 
 
    He shrugged. “They’re not allowed to play with cocks and there’s plenty of candles on the altars. Stands to reason that’s what they’d substitute the real thing for.” 
 
    His sideways glance at me was telling. He wondered if I’d be offended or laugh at his crudeness. 
 
    I laughed. Being one of the boys wasn’t a new gig for me. 
 
    We wandered down into the basement to get our morning update from the chief. 
 
    Our team room was large, windowless, and in the centre was a large desk at waist height with several computers placed on it. There was a huge whiteboard covered in scrawling snippets of information, and a projector and screen. 
 
    The chief was already there. A crisp line ran down his smart black pants and his short-sleeved white shirt had the Miami Police Department logo on the chest pocket. 
 
    “Good, you’re here,” he said, looking up from one of the laptops. 
 
    “Morning, sir,” I said with a nod. 
 
    He returned the gesture then swung his gaze over Balko and Sean. “I hope you’re ready to get thrown in at the deep end.” 
 
    “Only way we like it, sir,” Sean said, clasping his hands behind his back and raising his chin. 
 
    He reminded me of a Hollywood actor arriving on set. He was damn cute in the clean-cut, clean-shaven way. His SWAT outfit hugged his body to perfection and enthusiasm radiated from every pore and every breath. His blue eyes were the colour of the ocean on a sunny day and shone with intelligence. 
 
    The chief ran his gaze over him. 
 
    I wondered what was going through his mind. New team members always disrupted the status quo for a few weeks, until it was proven everyone was competent and had each other’s backs. We had to become family—there were no lone riders here. Team meant together, no matter what. 
 
    “This guy.” The chief flicked on the projector. “Who is it?” 
 
    “Walter Riley,” I said, looking at a politician whose face had been all over the papers for weeks and who we’d been to protect at the courthouse the day before. 
 
    The chief set his hands on his hips and turned to me. 
 
    I didn’t like the line that had formed between his eyebrows. 
 
    “I’m glad you know exactly who it is, Officer Sweeny, because he will apparently be brought to justice…by you.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I straightened my arms at my sides and resisted the urge to look at my team. 
 
    “This.” He flicked a switch and another image appeared on the large screen. It was a newspaper headline. 
 
    Female SWAT becomes vigilante. RILEY will face justice says female SWAT officer. 
 
    Beneath it was a grainy photograph of me, all in black, visor down, and holding a gun up to the ceiling. The shoulders of my team were hustled against me, the back of a few female heads at the front of the shot. 
 
    “You thought it was okay to blow a hole in the courtroom and promise justice to an angry mob?” 
 
    I swallowed. 
 
    Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 
 
    He tipped his head and studied me. “Wildly unconventional crowd control.” 
 
    “I know, sir. I’m sorry, sir. It just seemed like the best thing to do at the time.” 
 
    “And it worked,” Balko added. “They were out for blood.” 
 
    “As is often the case with an angry crowd.” 
 
    “They were all women, all feeling the pain of the victims,” I said. “And let’s face it, that asshole is going to be found guilty.” 
 
    The chief sighed. “I dare say he will be, but that art deco mural is going to take a chunk out of our budget to repair, so you’re going to have to work super efficiently.” 
 
    “Yes, chief. Sorry, chief.” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    “There was new evidence in court yesterday,” the chief went on. He fiddled with the projector. 
 
    “What kind of evidence?” Sean asked. 
 
    “The jury were shown some particularly nasty hardcore porn, clearly non-consensual, and in all cases horribly violent.” He paused. “Sick from what I understand and all on Riley’s computer.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure where this was going. 
 
    “But one good thing came out of it from the defence. A name and a face of Walter Riley’s supplier of filth.” 
 
    Again the screen flashed. Another image came up. Of a man—a man with a short brown beard and mean slitty eyes. 
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered, glancing at Jonathan. He was staring at it, his jaw set tight and his lips a flat, straight line. 
 
    “This is Mark Sands.” 
 
    “Mark Sands,” I repeated. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jonathan muttered, stepping up to the screen. 
 
    “What?” the chief asked. “You know him?” 
 
    Jonathan was silent. 
 
    My heart flipped and my mouth dried. There was no way we could confess to where we’d been the night before. The last thing I wanted was for the chief to know my kinks. Nor Balko and Sean for that matter. Ricardo, I didn’t care, he knew I could be way out there, and a trip to a BDSM club wasn’t unusual. 
 
    Jonathan swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I recognise him.” 
 
    “From where?” The chief frowned. 
 
    Jonathan didn’t speak, but glanced at me. 
 
    I shook my head a fraction, almost imperceptibly. 
 
    Ricardo sent me a quizzical look. He knew something was up. 
 
    “I can’t recall,” Jonathan said, shoving his hands into his pockets and turning away from me. “But he looks a mean motherfucker.” 
 
    “He is.” The chief flicked his notebook open. “Which is why I’m pleased we have an address for him.” 
 
    “We do?” Good. This was getting us somewhere. I wanted the bastard to pay for what he’d done the night before and to every other woman he’d encountered and tortured just so he could sell their pain and misery to other creeps. 
 
    “Yeah, we know exactly where he is.” The chief nodded. “And you guys are going to get him. Now.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    I climbed into the back of the sun-heated van, the air sticky and clinging to my skin.  
 
    “Get the aircon on,” I called to the front and buckled up the strap on my helmet. I slipped on my shades. 
 
    Balko did as I’d asked, then set the GPS. He wore fingerless, non-slip gloves with a strap around each wrist. His forearms were coated in light brown hair. “It’s four and half miles to this ass-wipe’s trailer park.” He glanced over his shoulder at me. 
 
    “I hate them,” Ricardo muttered, turning the engine on. “Damn rabbit warrens.” 
 
    I agreed with him, but felons loved the maze they offered so it wasn’t unusual for us to execute a raid there. 
 
    We’d studied a detailed map, knew which trailer we were headed for. Now it was just a case of getting on with the job and causing as little ruckus as possible. 
 
    As Ricardo drove, Jonathan, who sat to my left, leaned close. “Didn’t expect to be seeing him again so soon, did we?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, but it seems the stars are shining down on us. Let’s get this pervert.” I glanced at Sean, wondering if he was listening. He didn’t appear to be, he was tapping on his iPhone. 
 
    Jonathan squeezed my knee. 
 
    I frowned—gestures of affection on the job weren’t our style. And it definitely wasn’t okay on the job. “What?” I shifted away from him. 
 
    “He’s a woman-hater, don’t forget that.” He set his clenched fist on his thigh. It was as though he was having to force himself not to touch me. 
 
    “I should think he’s a cop-hater too, which puts us all in the same boat.” I gave him a look that dared words to spill from his mouth that suggested he didn’t think me as capable or tough as my team. 
 
    It seemed common sense reigned after all, and he was quiet as he shifted his attention to the road ahead. 
 
    I glanced again at Sean. His head was bowed to his phone, but I had the distinct feeling he was very much listening to us, watching us. You didn’t get on a SWAT team without being alert to everything and everyone around you. 
 
    We edged through several sets of lights, then hit the one-way system. After passing the airport, the easy banter Balko and Ricardo had set up dampened down. We were getting into the zone. Putting ourselves in the headspace needed to think and act fast…to survive. 
 
    Eventually we pulled up a block away from the trailer park. No point advertising our arrival with bells and whistles. 
 
    “Right, let’s get this piece of shit.” Sean released the safety on his weapon and stood. 
 
    Balko jumped from the van and we all followed suit. 
 
    Once again the heat of the day hit me—it really was going to be a scorcher. Not that I should be surprised, it was mid August. 
 
    After a quick check of my gun and adjusting my glove straps, I led the way, my men following. 
 
    There was a small, clumsily-fashioned gate in the perimeter, no doubt made by kids or dog walkers. We slipped through it, our footsteps silent, sticking to the shadows the hedging provided.  
 
    We were only five trailers away from Sands’ and we covered the ground quickly. Heads and shoulders hunched, moving in stages. 
 
    As pre-arranged, we sectioned off at the trailer. Myself, Jonathan and Balko at the main entrance. Ricardo and Sean beside a large window which would be an obvious second exit point. 
 
    “Position set,” I said, then heard Sean’s reply in my earpiece. “Go.” 
 
    Balko used the sole of his boot to ram the door open. It flew easily on its hinges as he stepped back and regained balance. 
 
    Jonathan rushed in. I was so close behind him as he turned right and I turned left, weapons poised, our torsos slid against each other. 
 
    “Clear,” he shouted, obviously eyeballing the kitchen and living area. 
 
    “Going in.” I stepped forward, heart thudding, but my nerves steady. All my attention was on spotting movement—a face, a gun pointed my way. 
 
    I scanned a grubby-looking bathroom to my left, then continued towards a closed door. 
 
    Jonathan had my back. I sensed Balko also in the trailer now. 
 
    “SWAT! Show yourself, hands up!” I kicked the door. Again it flew open. 
 
    Jonathan had turned and we stepped in together, sweeping the room with our gazes and guns, fingers on triggers. 
 
    I spun as movement to my left captured my peripheral vision. 
 
    A small window. Curtain flapping. 
 
    “Shit, he’s gone through there,” I shouted, rushing up to it. 
 
    The window was at the opposite end to where Sean and Ricardo were. “Suspect exited through rear of trailer,” Jonathan shouted. “Get round there.” 
 
    “On it.” Through my earpiece, heavy breathing as Ricardo and Sean ran. 
 
    I can’t let this bastard get away. 
 
    I went out the window. I was small enough, even with my kit on. 
 
    Landing in a crouch, on dusty ground littered with cigarette butts, I saw my mark.  
 
    He was running, his bare feet kicking up behind him. I clocked the pistol he held in his right hand. 
 
    “I’m giving chase,” I said, breaking into a sprint, gun aloft. 
 
    “Freya,” Jonathan shouted, then muttered, “Damn it.” 
 
    I knew he couldn’t get through the window. He’d lose precious seconds backing through the trailer. But I was on it, my legs pumping, feeling like I was flying, my surroundings passing by in a blur. 
 
    I turned this way and that, trying desperately to keep him in my sights. Luckily his bright-red trousers made him easy to spot. His torso was bare, but like at the club, he wore a black baseball cap pulled low. “Stop or I’ll shoot.” 
 
    He didn’t. I knew he wouldn’t. Instead he sent a bullet my way. 
 
    I paused behind a grimy and dented SUV, then gave chase again. The game had just changed. He’d released his weapon with intent to kill a police officer. Now I could wipe the floor with his sorry ass and bury a bullet in his head. 
 
    There was someone alongside me, racing as fast, no, faster than I was. 
 
    Sean. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said, “where’s he gone?” 
 
    “Through there.” I pointed at a hole in the fence. 
 
    Sean ducked his head and sprinted, his long legs covering ground faster than I could. 
 
    But that didn’t stop me trying. I wouldn’t be beaten. I raced past a length of trellis, a couple of black trashcans, and two pushbikes each missing a wheel. A dog rushed towards me only to be halted in its tracks by a chain around its neck. 
 
    I was a split second behind Sean, who was only a few seconds behind our suspect as I ducked through the fence, dodging the razor-sharp lengths of cut wire which hung down like claws. 
 
    In front of us was a road, then an open park dotted with trees and members of the public.  
 
    A bullet hit the ground beside us. 
 
    “Jesus!” I dashed to the right and peered from behind a gnarled trunk, my gun aimed, the perp slipping in and out of my view. Sean sheltered behind me, his chest against my back and his gun held steadily next to mine. 
 
    “Shit! There’s too many people around.” As I’d spoken, a woman with a stroller had gotten between my sights and the perpetrator. 
 
    “I’ll get closer.” Sean took off after him. 
 
    “No, there’s no cover and too many…” 
 
    But he was gone, rushing over the road. There was a screech of tires. A big white sedan filled my vision. 
 
    Shit! 
 
    It didn’t hit Sean, not because it stopped in time, but because he slid over the bonnet on his ass and landed neatly on the other side. Then his legs were pounding the baked grass of the park. 
 
    The sedan sped off. 
 
    Sands turned again, fired. 
 
    Sean dodged to the right. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Members of the public were scattering now. Screaming, too. This situation had just gone to hell. And what was worse was one of my men was running towards the shit storm. 
 
    More bullets fired from near a crowd of people who appeared to be joggers panicking in the chaos. It was impossible to keep track of Sands between them. 
 
    Sean had no cover. He was completely out in the open. He stopped and raised his weapon. 
 
    I held my breath. It wasn’t a clear shot. No way. Surely he wouldn’t… 
 
    Suddenly he dropped his hand, weapon aimed at the ground. He stamped his foot and although he was far away, as he turned I could tell there were a whole load of curses spilling from his lips. 
 
    I released a breath even as anger swelled inside me. The guy was exactly as Jonathan had suspected… a loose cannon. 
 
    “What the hell?” Ricardo was at my side. 
 
    Jonathan and Balko were quick to follow. 
 
    “We lost him,” I said, ramming my hands on my hips and pacing left then right, scanning the perimeter of the park. “Damn it.” 
 
    “How the hell did that happen?” Ricardo asked. 
 
    “He was fast,” I said, thinking of the evening before. “Sands is a slippery motherfucker.” 
 
    “No.” Ricardo frowned and pointed at Sean. “How the hell did hotshot there end up in the middle of a park, gun aimed at civilians, and no damn cover?” 
 
    “That’s something I’ll be rattling his cage about.” My anger bloomed. Sean had been reckless and he’d put himself at risk. Not to mention he’d forced my blood pressure through the damn roof. 
 
    Sean marched back over to us, still panting, his cheeks red. “There you are,” he said, frowning at Ricardo, Jonathan and Balko. “What took you so long, kids?” 
 
    “Don’t give them shit.” I stepped up to him and jabbed his vest with my finger. “You’re the one being an asshole here.” 
 
    “What?” He raised his eyebrows and looked down at me. He slid his shades on. “I was the only one anywhere near him.” 
 
    “Exactly. What the fuck were you thinking running out into the open? No cover. You in a hurry to get yourself killed?” 
 
    “I’m wearing.” He slapped his vest. 
 
    “Never rely on that,” I said. “And never, ever aim your gun at a group of civilians, not on my watch.” 
 
    He gritted his teeth and his nostrils flared. 
 
    I was on a roll. “In SWAT we’re team players. No one breaks off, we stick together, and we will live together. We run as a fluid team, not stray dogs on their own mission.” 
 
    He glanced over his right shoulder, as if distancing himself from me by still watching out for Sands. 
 
    I stepped around, got closer—got in his face. “I mean it, Sean, this is your first damn day on the job and you’re making me nervous. I don’t want to go and tell the chief, your mother, your girlfriend, that you’ve taken a bullet.” 
 
    He turned back to me. “I don’t have a mother or a girlfriend.” 
 
    I paused. 
 
    “So don’t give me that shit, boss,” he went on, “because you haven’t got to worry about it and neither do I.” He paused. “I’m alone.” 
 
    “No! No you’re not. You’re here in Miami now. With us. We’re your people and I will not sit back and watch you get yourself shot.” 
 
    “I have no intention of getting shot.” He scowled down at me. 
 
    I saw my reflection in his shades, but despite the shock at seeing the fury in my own face I continued, “The problem with your attitude is it’s more than goddamn likely it’ll be the officer standing next to you that gets killed. So it stops…now.” 
 
    He pressed his lips tight together and turned away. 
 
    We’d drawn a bit of a crowd. Uniformed cops were at the location now, their vehicles lighting up the road in front of us. 
 
    I spun my gaze to the other three officers. They stood in a row, thumbs hooked in their belts and wearing grim expressions. 
 
    “We should get out of here,” I said. “No point hanging around and these guys have it.” I gestured to the cops swarming the park. 
 
    “Yes, boss,” Ricardo said with a nod. 
 
    “Get your buddy,” I said to Balko. “And keep him away from me for a while.” 
 
    Balko nodded then stepped past me and clasped Sean’s shoulder. He didn’t say anything. 
 
    I wondered how close they were—wondered if maybe Sean at least considered Balko to be one of the people on this Earth who cared about him and meant he wasn’t completely alone. 
 
      
 
    We made our way back to base. 
 
    The chief was pacing in front of a large wall-mounted TV screen, as I’d known he would be. 
 
    Some smartass at the park had recorded Sean getting shot at and uploaded the video to social media. The local news team had picked up on it and were making a meal out of Sean swinging his firearm in the direction of civilians. To make matters worse, it really did look as if he was completely on his own and with no backup. I was out of sight, out of range, as I should have been. 
 
    If I hadn’t been so worried about Sean I could have slipped to the right, perhaps caught Mark Sands from a different angle as he took off. 
 
    “Damn it!” the chief said, slamming his hands on the desk and sending a pen flying. He glared at us. “This damn case stinks.” 
 
    “We’ll get him, sir,” I said. “He’ll have buddies at the trailer park who’ll talk.” 
 
    “You reckon?” He didn’t look convinced. 
 
    Which made me more determined, and more ashamed that he’d gotten away. 
 
    “Yes. And forensics are at his place now, doing a sweep,” Jonathan said, folding his arms, his knuckles pushing against his biceps. 
 
    “They’ll probably find a load of filthy porn,” Sean muttered. 
 
    “We’ll go and ask around tomorrow,” Ricardo said. “Ruffle some feathers at the trailer park.” 
 
    “I’ll send uniforms to do that this afternoon.” The chief frowned between us all, his gaze finally settling on Jonathan. “Where did you say you’d seen the perp previously?” 
 
    “I didn’t, sir.” 
 
    Fuck. If I’d been uncomfortable before, now I was getting ready to squirm. 
 
    “So?” The chief stepped close to Jonathan. “Speak up. Where’ve you seen his face before?” 
 
    A tendon flexed in Jonathan’s jaw, then, “At a club.” 
 
    “What club?” 
 
    “Downtown.” 
 
    “Its name?” 
 
    Jonathan glanced at me. “I can’t recall.” 
 
    The chief pulled his eyebrows low and switched his attention my way.  
 
    I shifted from one foot to the other. The guy didn’t hold a senior SWAT position because he was a fool. 
 
    “Do you remember, Officer Sweeny?” he asked. “I’m guessing you were there together.” 
 
    “Yes, sir, we were, but I don’t remember either.” 
 
    “Too many beers, huh.” He clicked his tongue on the roof of his mouth. “Call yourself damn detectives.” He turned and raised his hand as he stared at the TV screen. “Go get yourselves some food and cool the hell down.  We’ll be back on this in the morning. And Sean, pull a stunt like that again and I’ll give Sweeny permission to smack some sense into you.” 
 
    Sean stared straight ahead. He didn’t speak. 
 
    Damn the guy. I shoved my hands into my pockets and turned. I needed some coffee. And I needed to hit something or get myself to the range and shoot a few rounds. Yeah, shooting would help. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Later that day I went home alone, my apartment strangely silent after several hours at the range. 
 
    After stripping off, I showered, washed my hair and tried to empty my mind of the frustrations of the day. It bugged the heck out of me that Mark Sands had slipped through our fingers, and it sure as hell irked me that Sean had behaved the way he had. 
 
    “And he didn’t even apologise,” I muttered as I dried off. 
 
    Despite my efforts, I couldn’t relax. I poured a glass of white wine as I cooked pasta and salmon. I put mellow jazz on, and tried to think of my mother and aunt—her twin sister—in Tampa, who I’d be visiting in a few weeks to celebrate their birthday. I needed to get gifts organised. 
 
    But despite trying to distract myself, the case played on my mind. And it wasn’t just Mark Sands taking off, or my rash promise to the women of Miami at the courthouse. It was also the sorry state of the woman at the club the night before. 
 
    How could that happen? 
 
    Sure, Jonathan had me strapped down, he’d flogged me too, and pushed me through several orgasms. He’d fucked my mouth, as good as fucked my ass, and when he’d come hard and long, I’d struggled to catch my breath and my heart had beat so wildly it had nearly leapt from my chest. But it was all pleasurable and anyone watching would know that. 
 
    Wouldn’t they? 
 
    Either way I had the option of safewording. I knew during every second of the scene had I wanted it to stop it would have in an instant. 
 
    Mark Sands was scum to lure in a victim and draw blood like that. And to think he made a profit creating videos of it. It made me wonder why he’d picked a club for this one. Why he hadn’t chosen somewhere more private. Perhaps it had been opportunistic. He’d been there and so had she. Maybe he’d considered it worth the risk for the authenticity of the environment. 
 
    Well it hadn’t been. Because he’d yanked my chain, and my team’s, and I wasn’t going to rest until we had him locked away along with his filthy pervert friend Walter Riley. 
 
    My team. 
 
    I paced to the window, caged wildcat style, and thought of my team. One member in particular. What the hell was I going to do with Sean? 
 
    Sure, it was only his first day, but he’d proven the kind of SWAT officer he was with his rash stunt. And he was dangerous. That was the only way to describe him—tall, too damn good looking for his own good, and dangerous. 
 
    And tomorrow I had to do it all over again with him. 
 
    I wound my hands together. Restlessness had well and truly taken hold. The last thing I wanted was a team member who’d put Ricardo, Jonathan or Balko at risk. Ricardo and Jonathan were my lovers—I adored them, would do anything for them. Balko I was sure would soon slot into the team. He was a good solid guy, professional, dedicated. The kind of colleague you want to have your back. 
 
    It was dark outside and I marched into my bedroom. 
 
    The bed was uninviting. I wasn’t tired. I was too wound up. 
 
    Making a sudden decision, I pulled open the wardrobe and dragged out my gym kit. Black Lycra shorts, a short orange active-wear top that doubled as a support bra, and sneakers. 
 
    I’d hit the gym at the precinct. It was only a ten-minute drive away and would be empty this time of night. An hour of thumping out my irritation, kicking a bag, would mean I’d get some sleep later. 
 
    The night air was still warm and humid, though there was a slight breeze blowing in from the ocean. Even so I whacked the aircon to low in my car. 
 
    The streets were emptying. A cop car on patrol rolled past in the opposite direction, two officers I vaguely recognised peering out with solemn, slightly bored expressions. 
 
    Two women were on a street corner, clearly looking for business. 
 
    A guy on a skateboard wearing a sparkly purple jumpsuit raced over the road, carrying a McDonald’s paper bag. 
 
    Soon I parked up. Even though the gymnasium light was shining through the one high window, this end of the lot was empty. I breathed a sigh of relief. Company was something I didn’t need. 
 
    I grabbed a towel and water bottle from my bag in the trunk, then used my ID to let myself in. 
 
    Bang. Bang. Bang. 
 
    The familiar thud of fists hitting a bag echoed towards me. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    I wasn’t going to have the solitude I craved. 
 
    I braced myself as I pulled my hair into a high ponytail. I’d have to be polite, call hello, then get down to the serious business of burning up some adrenaline—while that was in my bloodstream I didn’t have a chance of sleep. 
 
    I walked in, taking a slug of water. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I recognised the long, tanned back and short blond hair of the man thumping and kicking seven shades of shit out of a red punchbag.  
 
    Sean. 
 
    The very man I’d wanted to get away from—or out of my head at least. 
 
    “Fuck it,” I muttered. 
 
    He was grunting with each hard hit of knuckles and bare feet. His skin shone with sweat and damp strands of hair clung to the nape of his neck like thick commas. 
 
    For a moment I paused, watching him. He could be a goddamn advert on TV for physical fitness, cologne or some other overpriced product which hoped to sell a lifestyle. 
 
    He must have sensed me watching him for he suddenly stopped and turned. He frowned and swiped the back of his hand over his brow. “Freya.” He was breathless. “What you doing here?” 
 
    “Couldn’t sleep.” I strode up to a second bag and toed off my sneakers and socks. “Too much crap going on in my mind.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know the feeling.” He resumed punching hell out of his bag. 
 
    I decided to also forego gloves and started on my usual routine of double punching, double kicking. Working on the accuracy of my aim and hitting each spot I located a fraction before impact. 
 
    Soon I was sweating, my ears ringing with the sound of flesh whacking onto leather. The tops of my feet stung and turned pink, my knuckles began to ache. 
 
    It was then I noticed he’d stopped. 
 
    He was staring straight at me. 
 
    “What?” I said, slamming my hands onto my hips and dragging in oxygen. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    No way is it nothing. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    I strutted over to him, wiping my face on my towel as I went. “Spit it out.” 
 
    “What club did you go to with Jonathan?” 
 
    “None of your business.” 
 
    “You two an item?” 
 
    I hesitated, then, “Why’d you think that?”  
 
    “I saw him touch your leg in the van, on the way to the hit. It was intimate, man and woman, not colleagues.” 
 
    I couldn’t deny that Jonathan had slipped up there. “We fuck from time to time.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows. “Did you fuck him last night after you went to the club?” 
 
    “None of your business.” 
 
    He held up his palms. “No, it’s not.” Pause. “Is it Ricardo’s business?” 
 
    I paced past him and slipped between the cool ropes into the empty ring. “You need to remember who you’re speaking to.” 
 
    “How could I forget.” He was watching me with his head tipped. “When you’re the woman who might get permission from the chief to smack some sense into me.” 
 
    “I don’t need permission.” I flexed and unflexed my fingers. “If it needs doing, I’ll do it.” 
 
    He came closer, his abdominal muscles tense and his thick arms stiff at his sides. His blue shorts were silky and didn’t hide the bulge of flesh they covered. 
 
    He hooked his arms over the ropes and let his hands dangle. “So does it need doing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The sense. Smacking into me.” 
 
    Oh, he knows how to make me see red. 
 
    I threw my sense out of the window and said, “Yeah, it really does. Get in here.” I could take him, I was sure of it. He was big, but I was small and wriggly and knew just what pressure points could bring down a grown man, no matter how strapping his muscles. 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    That just made me madder. “Get in here.” 
 
    He climbed into the ring. 
 
    As he stood tall, a small tremble of nerves attacked my belly, but I pushed them aside. 
 
    “Are we playing by the rules or dirty?” he asked, stepping close. So close I could smell the fresh sweat on his skin. 
 
    “You don’t seem to understand the concept of rules.” I hopped on the spot, shaking out the tension in my arms. The punchbag had made the muscles contract. 
 
    He raised both arms to the ceiling and clicked his neck from left to right. His underarm hair was damp, and I noticed a small tattoo on the inside of his right arm—a black rose with a thorny stem.  
 
    “Show me what you’ve got,” I said. 
 
    He grinned and I wanted to slap it from his face. 
 
    “And no going easy on me because I’m a girl.” 
 
    “You’re not a girl…you’re all woman.” 
 
    I tutted. “Just the same, no going easy.” 
 
    “If you insist.” 
 
    “I insist.” 
 
    Oh, I’d have him. Cocky son of a bitch. 
 
    I squatted low, then stood and lunged towards him, hands at the ready. Grabbing him around the waist, I threw my weight into spinning him. 
 
    He staggered. 
 
    But my grip slipped from his hot torso and I smacked into the ropes. Quickly I bounced off and went at him again. This time I got my hands through his legs, clasped the backs of his thighs and kept on hurtling forward. 
 
    He gripped my waist but couldn’t counterbalance me—the advantage of being smaller than him and low—and he flew backward. After two steps I felt him going down. 
 
    The base of the ring shuddered as we crashed into it. 
 
    I landed on top of him, my cheek on his shorts, the outline of his cock on my face. 
 
    He was quick to respond, wrapping his legs and arms around me, twisting and flipping me beneath him. 
 
    I knew I had to stay mobile and slippery and wriggled to the left, catching him in the crotch with my knee. It was an accident, but I made the most of his pause to groan and shoved at his left side with my heels. 
 
    He was after me again, determination on his face. 
 
    I blocked his two attempts at grabbing my waist by rolling out of reach. My brain was a cacophony of moves. Fast thinking meant survival. 
 
    Or in this case the upper hand and proving a point. 
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered when I jumped up and skipped past his head. 
 
    “Can’t catch me.” I laughed and jogged on the spot. 
 
    “Wanna bet.” He spun on his back, terrapin-style, and wound his legs with mine. 
 
    I went down, landing hard on my butt. “Motherfucker!” 
 
    He grimaced as I twisted my shins with his and arched away from him. Now our legs were coiled together as we both battled to force the other to rotate. 
 
    Unfortunately this was a battle of brawn, not brain. 
 
    He flipped me over and was on top of me, his belly on the bare patch of skin on my lower back, between my top and shorts, and his legs in line with mine. 
 
    I huffed out a breath and scowled. 
 
    His breath was hot in my ear. 
 
    “You know I’d fucking headbutt you right now, Sean.” 
 
    “You would?” 
 
    “Yeah, but your nose is too damn pretty to break.” 
 
    “So’s yours.” Suddenly he was off me and on his feet. “There you go, let’s say you’d thrown your head back and shook the hold.” 
 
    I jumped up. I was sweating, my heart thumping. I didn’t like to be given a free card, but he had saved himself a broken nose and perhaps a few missing teeth. 
 
    I stalked around him, feline-like. 
 
    He bounced on the spot, watching me. 
 
    I’ll have you. 
 
    His skin shone and a red patch had bloomed on his back where I’d first got him and he’d slapped the ring. 
 
    I knew I had to do it again, but he’d be expecting it. I couldn’t do the same move twice. 
 
    I slipped from his line of vision, just for a split second, and while he turned his head I grabbed his right wrist and swept his feet out from under him. 
 
    He didn’t go down.  
 
    But he did stagger. 
 
    I shoved again, twisting his arm up behind his body. 
 
    Now he did fall, but the way he landed on his knees made me wonder if he’d given up his balance too easily. 
 
    “Don’t fucking give me a break,” I said, then hurtled my full weight at his back. 
 
    He tipped forward, landing with a slap on his front, his face mashing onto the base of the ring. 
 
    Now it was my turn to get over him. I straddled his hips and leaned into his back. 
 
    He groaned and screwed up his eyes as I yanked his arm up between his scapulas. 
 
    “And what would you do now?” I asked by his ear. “And don’t say headbutt, we’ve done that move…hypothetically.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” he muttered, then groaned, “You want me in work tomorrow or in the hospital?” 
 
    I breathed deep, inhaling his hot scent, and squeezed my thighs around his hips. “Yeah, I want you in tomorrow. We’ve got a job to do. Now tell me, what’s your next move and I’ll decide if you get a free pass out of this one, though of course you could always tap out.” 
 
    “I’m not tapping out.” He gritted his teeth. 
 
    “So tell me.” 
 
    “My next move…” He jerked, trying and failing to get out of my hold. “Is I’d fucking fuck you.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    “What?” I slackened my grip. Had I heard him right? 
 
    He took full advantage and in a second was on his back staring up at me, his eyes flashing and his cheeks flushed. 
 
    I was still straddling his hips. Wedged up against my pussy, through our clothing, was one big, thick erection. 
 
    In an instant the dynamics had changed. The end goal a completely different one to what we’d started out with. 
 
    “You heard me,” he said, gripping my upper arms. “Don’t pretend you didn’t.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard you.” Damn it. Why was a throb of arousal rushing through me? Why wasn’t I getting the hell off him? “Getting beaten up by a woman turns you on, does it? Gets you hard. There’s a name for that.” 
 
    He grinned, one of his self-assured grins that just made him better looking and disarmed me further. “I’m hard all right.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. The fact hardly needed confirming. 
 
    “And I’m hard because you’re fucking hot, Freya, and it’s been a while since I was in this close contact with a woman who’s hardly wearing anything.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you. I bet you have your pick of women.” 
 
    He slid his right hand up to my neck and circled the back of it. He raised his head. “Life’s been a bit shit for a while. To tell you the truth, I haven’t been in the mood.” 
 
    “Is that why you’re here, in Miami?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He swallowed and his eyes narrowed. “But can we talk about it another time?” 
 
    “Now’s as good as any.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” He pulled me to him. “Because now I am in the mood.” 
 
    “Sean, I—” 
 
    “Is Jonathan going to shoot me in the butt if I do this?” he asked, his breath warming my face. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “You know what, boss.” 
 
    I wanted to kiss him. Damn, I wanted his cock too. Sean had driven me crazy today in so many ways, and now I was crazy with lust. “No, he won’t shoot you in the butt or anywhere else. Jealousy isn’t his style.” 
 
    “Ricardo?” 
 
    Again I was puzzled. We tried to be so careful. Why would Sean bring the subject of Ricardo up? “No, but how do you—?” 
 
    “I’m not stupid, I know the look a guy in love gives his woman.” 
 
    His mouth was over mine, his tongue probing. I returned the kiss, desire flooding my veins and combining with the adrenaline, the thrill of a fight and my frustration. 
 
    “You really think you can fuck your commanding officer?” I said breathlessly as I ground against his cock. 
 
    He moaned. “How about you fuck me if that makes you feel better.” 
 
    “I might just do that.” I kissed him again and shoved my hand downward, over his slick abs and to the waistband of his shorts. I slipped beneath them and took hold of his hot, hard cock. 
 
    Damn, he’s seriously hung. 
 
    “Ah, yeah.” He tightened his hold on the back of my neck. “Do it, Freya, fuck me.” 
 
    “I will.” My mind had been made up. I was going to claim Sean as I had my other men. And I would fuck him hard, right here, right now, hell to the consequences. 
 
    I worked his cock root to tip, my fingers only just reaching around it. 
 
    He tipped his head back, teeth clenched and eyes closed. 
 
    “You ready for it?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes. But…” 
 
    “I’ve got contraception covered if that’s what you want to know. And I take it you just had a medical, same as me?” 
 
    “Yeah. All clean. Oh God, yeah, keep doing that…” 
 
    “No. I want to come too.” I released him, then lifted up and shoved at my shorts. They were off in a second and I was back over him. 
 
    He clasped my thighs and stared at my pussy as I fed him towards my entrance. Despite his size I wasn’t in the mood for slow and sensual and as soon as he was there I sat deep, taking him in to the hilt, his way smoothed by my arousal. 
 
    He cried out, his fingers digging into my thighs. “Ah. That’s good.” 
 
    “You handling it?” I asked. Fuck. I was stretched so wide it kind of hurt, in a good way. 
 
    “More,” he panted. “More. Do it.” 
 
    I gave it, grinding my hips and filling myself up with him. I made sure he hit all my hot spots and my clit rubbed against his hard body. 
 
    He was kissing me again, hot and breathlessly. 
 
    I ran my hand into his hair and gripped it, gave it a hard tug. I wanted him to really feel me fucking him. 
 
    He gasped as his head stretched to the left. 
 
    I gave it another yank, right at the roots. 
 
    He winced and closed his eyes. 
 
    I didn’t let up my furious pace, fucking him with every gyration of my hips and keeping him buried deep. With my other hand I cupped his chin. “Look at me.” 
 
    He opened his eyes, his pupils wide and dancing with excitement. 
 
    “You’re mine,” I said. “And I’m yours. That’s how it is with SWAT We’re together.” 
 
    “Yes. Fuck, yes.” 
 
    “And you do as I say.” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “You want to come?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m going to. Jesus…” 
 
    I knew I was giving it to him good and he was loving being fucked by a woman who wasn’t afraid to show strength and control. Whatever the hell he’d been through, I’d make him feel better again. I’d make him conform to the team rules. I’d make him mine in every way. I needed to keep my loose cannon wrapped up for a while, so he and everyone else were safe. And I’d keep him wrapped up in me. 
 
    “Is it there yet?” I squeezed his chin harder and spoke onto his parted lips. “Is it there? Mine is. Oh fuck, yes, my orgasm is here…” I adored being on top like this and it had been some time since I had. Full control of my climax was bliss. 
 
    And it was within reach. 
 
    I upped the pace, his cock so damn solid and dense, and then teetered on the brink of absolute ecstasy. I didn’t let up my rapid movements. I wanted him to come with me. 
 
    And he did. He bucked his hips and grabbed my waist. He dragged me onto him and cried out as he released. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” I shouted, my pleasure extending. “Fuck, yes.” 
 
    He caught my mouth and kissed me. I kissed him back, moaning through each clash of our teeth and grope of our tongues. 
 
    Again he surged upward, nudging my cervix and making me groan all over again. My pussy clasped around him and my clit sent more fingers of bliss shimmering over my skin. 
 
    “Ah, damn it,” I moaned, finally slowing. 
 
    “Damn it?” He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly against mine. “You regret it already?” 
 
    “No.” I grinned. “And I won’t tomorrow either. You’re good to fuck, Sean.” I paused for breath. “I feel better than when I walked in here.” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment.” He dropped his head back with a whump. 
 
    I released his chin and hair, my fingers aching from gripping him so tightly. I wondered if he’d have finger mark bruises on his jaw line tomorrow. “Much as I’d like to snuggle,” I said, lifting off his cock and standing. My legs were a little shaky. “Best we don’t when anyone could walk in here.” 
 
    “That wasn’t bothering you a few seconds ago.” He looked up at me, blinking at the harsh overhead light. 
 
    “A few seconds ago I was only thinking of one thing.” 
 
    “Me.” He grinned. 
 
    “Your huge cock, actually.” I laughed and pulled on my shorts. I then held my hand out to him. “Come on, big boy.” 
 
    He ignored my hand and jumped up. He tucked himself away then gripped the ropes, still breathing hard. 
 
    I rested my hand between his shoulders. “You okay?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “You gonna tell me why you haven’t been in the mood?” I paused to breathe. “Why life has been so shit?” 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder at me, then ducked and slipped through the ropes. He landed softly on the floor. 
 
    I stayed where I was while he wiped his face on his towel then took a slug of water. 
 
    When he remained silent I frowned. “I thought we were bonding here.” 
 
    “Is that what it’s called these days?” 
 
    “Come on.” I climbed out of the ring and reached for my own water. “I care.” 
 
    He rubbed his jaw and made a show of clicking it from side to side.  
 
    “Ah, don’t be a baby, you can handle a bit of rough.” 
 
    He chuckled and I was glad of the sound. 
 
    “So tell me.” I stepped close and this time I cupped his chin very gently. “A problem shared and all that.” 
 
    “This one can’t be halved, if that’s what you’re going to say.” 
 
    “I can listen. Been told I’m good at that.” 
 
    He sighed. “I lost my mother, recently, in a car smash.” 
 
    “Shit. I’m sorry.” 
 
    He raked his hand through his hair, flashing his tattoo again, and closed his eyes. “It was a cop car that hit hers. I knew the guys driving it. It was an accident, or so the verdict ruled.” 
 
    “That’s bad. I’m really sorry.” Fuck, that must have been hard to go through. 
 
    “Which is why I couldn’t stay in Boston. I couldn’t keep seeing their faces. I put in for a transfer.” 
 
    “And Balko came with you?” 
 
    “Yeah. We’ve always been buddies, had each other’s backs. His family went back to Slovakia a few years ago, so he had no ties to Boston. He said he wanted a change, but really I knew he wanted to look out for me in a new place.” 
 
    “Wow, good friend.” 
 
    “He is.” 
 
    I ran my hand from his chin, down his neck and over his shoulder. His skin was warm and a little damp and perfectly smooth. I traced the shape of his biceps and forearms and took his hand in mine. “I hope you’ll be happy here with us. Well, as happy as you can be on a SWAT team and getting shot at by bad guys every day.” 
 
    He half smiled. “It all happened two years ago. I should be ready to move on.” 
 
    “But as you said that is recent to lose a loved one.” 
 
    “In my head, yeah, but I know she’d want me to be happy. She was a single mom, loved me with everything she was.” 
 
    “The way you loved her.” 
 
    He nodded and squeezed the bridge of his nose. 
 
    “What was her name?” 
 
    “Rose.” 
 
    “Ahh, the tat.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Yeah. Rose and thorns. They come together because love hurts, huh? No matter who it is you love.” 
 
    “Not always.” I paused. “Can you promise me one thing?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I went on my toes and brushed my lips with his. “Don’t go trying to join her in Heaven too soon. She won’t be pleased to see you if it’s before your time. She’d clip your ear, I bet.” 
 
    He half smiled. “She would. And I’ll do my best not to head upward for a while yet.” 
 
    “Good man.” I stepped away. “I’m going to hit the road.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He was so big and sexy standing there, I was sure women would have been throwing themselves at him while he’d been grieving. It sounded like he not only hadn’t noticed, but also hadn’t cared. I, however, saw something else in him now, vulnerability mixed with determination. 
 
    He wanted to be okay. 
 
    He wanted to move on, and fit in. 
 
    “Come back to my place if you want.” I shrugged as though it was no big deal, even though it was. I wanted to get to know Sean better, dig into the recesses of his mind so when push came to shove I could predict his moves. 
 
    Not only that, something told me I’d have room in my bed and my heart for him. Ricardo and Jonathan took up a lot of space, but a heart always has the capacity for more. It was one of the many things I’d learned about love. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hide the fact that I was arriving at work with Sean the next morning. Officers rode in together all the time. 
 
    But Jonathan and Ricardo were in the lot. Both dressed in black, pistols strapped at the ready to their thighs and vests loaded up. To them, this was something unusual. 
 
    Jonathan looked between me and Sean, his thumbs hooked into the pockets of his combats. “You switched car pool partners.” 
 
    “Yes.” I studied his eyes. “You okay with that?” 
 
    “If you’re happy.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    He nodded then turned away. 
 
    I could tell by the relaxed hold of his shoulders, the way he walked, that he had no problem with me spending time with Sean. Knowing how Jonathan’s mind worked, he was probably glad I was taking some control of our loose cannon. 
 
    “Ricardo?” I said, falling into line with him as he strode across the lot. Sean was on my opposite side and unusually silent. “Is it a problem?” 
 
    “He’s one of the team.” Ricardo shrugged stiffly. 
 
    “He is now.” There was hidden meaning in my words and Ricardo would pick up on them. Sean was now one of my lovers and stood in line with Ricardo and Jonathan. 
 
    Ricardo gave Sean a sideways glance, his eyes narrowed and his mouth a thin line. “You need to know your place, Mendez.” 
 
    “I do,” Sean said. 
 
    “And you need to keep your mouth shut.” 
 
    “I’m not an idiot.” 
 
    “You haven’t proven that to me yet.” 
 
    “Ricardo, it’s fine,” I said. 
 
    “You’re always careful, Freya. You have to be, we all do. This…relationship would go down like a ton of bricks with the chief.” 
 
    “You hardly need to tell me that.” I glanced around to make sure we weren’t being overheard. “But risk is something we all thrive on.” 
 
    “And this is a calculated risk, and worth it,” Sean added. 
 
    “Huh, have you fallen in love already?” Ricardo huffed. 
 
    “No.” Sean grinned. “But I might if she keeps fucking me when we—” 
 
    “I don’t need to know,” Ricardo shot back. “At least not until I’ve got used to the idea of sharing my woman with two guys instead of one.” 
 
    I brushed my arm with his, our skin connecting. “Hey.” 
 
    He sighed. “It’s okay. I’m cool.” 
 
    “We’ll talk more about this. Later.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” He sped up. 
 
    I’d need to give him attention. Make him see I still loved him even with Sean on board. 
 
    “I thought you said he wouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    “He isn’t, Sean. A problem would have meant you were flat on your ass with a blackened eye.” 
 
    “He could try, but—” 
 
    “You’ve spent the night with his girlfriend. Give him a break.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Now come on, let’s see what our detail is.” 
 
      
 
    Another SWAT team greeted us in the briefing room along with the chief. It was Hal and his guys. 
 
    I nodded. “Hey.” 
 
    He rarely smiled and tipped his head at me as he gave a gruff, “Morning.” 
 
    I liked him. He was great at his job, kept his team tight and had a knack for thinking out of the box when it came to using tactics in unusual situations. 
 
    “It’s the big day.” The chief pointed a remote at the TV screen and silenced it. “The verdict.” 
 
    I folded my arms. “Okay.” 
 
    “And I want you all down there. There’s been a bomb threat.” 
 
    “Really? From who?” 
 
    “If we knew that, Freya, we’d go pick up their sorry asses.” 
 
    Oh, he was in a bad mood. Bomb threats always did that to him. “What I meant is did they claim any allegiance? I mean, it’s not the usual scenario we’re dealing with.” 
 
    “You seem to be in bed with these women protestors,” one of Hal’s team said. “Saw you on the news with your little speech.” 
 
    “I diffused a situation.” I frowned. “How did the threat come in?” 
 
    “Old fashioned letter.” 
 
    “Forensics?” Ricardo asked. 
 
    “Of course.” The chief nodded. “Nothing yet.” 
 
    He stepped up to his projector and turned it on. An aerial view of the courthouse filled the screen. “There’ll be guys on the ground but I want SWAT up here, on the roof.” He tapped it with the control he was still holding. “One on the east wing, one on the west. That will give you good views of the entrance and what’s going on in the lot. But it’s going to be hot up there. I don’t want you dropping like flies. Take breaks, cool down.” 
 
    “Yes, chief,” Hal said. 
 
    “And spread out. That’s a lot of ground for your sights to cover.” 
 
    The thought of lying in the baking sun in all my gear staring down the barrel of my gun didn’t particularly appeal. I much preferred to be ducking in and out of aircon on a day like this. But it was my job and I’d get on with it. If I complained, how could I expect my team to perform? 
 
    The chief looked at his watch. “Get yourselves down there soon as. Proceedings kick off in two hours. Protestors are gathering. Anything suspicious, report it in to the officers on the ground. Anyone draws a gun, you know what to do.” He turned away. “Damn this ass-wipe politician, I hope he rots in hell.” 
 
    “We got time for a coffee?” Balko asked me quietly. 
 
    “Sure, go grab one. I’ll meet you by the van.” 
 
    “I’ll join you,” Sean said. 
 
    They wandered out. Jonathan followed. 
 
    “You want a coffee?” I asked Ricardo. 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I’m going for a piss.” 
 
    He turned and strode from the room. 
 
    Hal was giving his guys a pep talk. Mine had scattered. Again I scowled. 
 
    It was Ricardo who was playing on my mind the most. I needed to connect with him before the day kicked off. 
 
    I spent a couple of minutes talking to the chief about Sean, reassuring him that I had him under control—though I didn’t give details of exactly how we’d worked it out—then headed in the direction of the corridor. 
 
    When I reached the male restroom I glanced left and right. There was no one around. 
 
    I pushed in. 
 
    Ricardo was washing his hands. He looked up. “What you doing in here?” 
 
    “We need to talk.” I ducked and checked in the two cubicles. They were empty. 
 
    “In here?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I walked up to him, grabbed his vest and pulled him close. I set my mouth over his and kissed him hard. As I did that I pushed him up against the tiled wall, our vests clashing. 
 
    “Freya,” he gasped against my lips. 
 
    “Never doubt that I want you,” I said, staring into his dark eyes. “I’ve loved you for a long time. Nothing is going to change that.” 
 
    “I know.” He glanced at the door. 
 
    “There’s no one around, at least for another few seconds.” I kissed him again, a little gentler this time, hoping he understood the depth of my feelings for him. 
 
    I broke the kiss. We didn’t have long. 
 
    “You really like Sean?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, and he’s opened up to me.” 
 
    “His stunt yesterday was—” 
 
    “We’ve discussed that. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “But you’ll fuck him again?” 
 
    I hesitated. “Will it upset you if I do?” 
 
    He nipped my chin and frowned. “I don’t mind you being with Jonathan. In fact, I think you’re great for each other. But I need to know you’re getting something out of Sean and it’s not one sided. He can’t be the only one who gains from it.” 
 
    “He’s got a big dick.” I grinned. 
 
    He frowned. “Freya. I’m being serious.” 
 
    I let my smile drop. “Of course I’m getting something…I will. And I want to get to know him, find out how he ticks. It’ll be good for everyone and with a few orgasms thrown in.” 
 
    He was quiet for a moment, as if mulling over my words, then, “I want to fuck you again soon.” 
 
    “Just tell me when, Ricardo, and I’m yours.” 
 
    Suddenly I was aware of footsteps outside, in the corridor. 
 
    I snapped back and pointed at Ricardo’s chest. “Try not to be late again for—” 
 
    The door opened. Hal stood there. He stared at me with wide eyes. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “I needed a quick word with Ricardo.” 
 
    Ricardo scowled and set to work pulling on his gloves. 
 
    “Are you done, Officer Sweeny?” Hal asked, raising his eyebrows. 
 
    “Yes, we’re done.” I nodded at Ricardo. “See you in the van in five, not a minute later.” 
 
    “Yes, boss.” 
 
    I swiped my tongue over my bottom lip, gathering his lingering flavour. Whenever I was near him, I wanted him. It was probably just as well Hal had come into the restroom. I’d taken too many risks with public sex recently, letting my libido rule my actions. My luck would run out sooner or later. 
 
    I walked past Hal, making a promise to myself to have my next fuck in private.  
 
    But as I walked out of the precinct, down the steps to our vehicle, I pushed thoughts of sex from my mind. It was time to get into the zone. I had a job to do; a crowd to keep safe while justice was delivered in the courthouse. 
 
      
 
    Soon we were piling out through the van’s sliding door. Hal’s team had parked in front of us, and were making their way through a throng of women—all carrying placards and chanting much the same as they had been earlier in the week. 
 
    “All set?” I asked, checking over my guys. Each wore dark shades, were dressed in black, and had SWAT written on their chest in white block letters. They were also laden with gear—weapons including long rifles, pistols, cuffs, medical kit, and coms equipment. 
 
    Jonathan looked up. “We’ll have a good view from the roof.” 
 
    “So let’s do it.” I turned and led the way past the coms trailer, walking quickly because I had no intention of getting drawn into a debate with these women again. I’d promised justice would be done, and now I was here to keep the peace while that happened. 
 
    An echoing stairwell led us to the top level and I used a drop key to open the door onto the roof. 
 
    The air was furnace-like, humid, and the sun blazed down. 
 
    On the opposite roof, Hal’s men were taking up position—one guy alone in the middle, two together at each end. 
 
    We’ll do the same. 
 
    “Copy their formation,” I said pointing opposite. “Ricardo, Sean, you’re up that end, watch the approach.” 
 
    It will be good to put them together…hopefully. 
 
    “Yes, boss.” Sean nodded then strode away, Ricardo close behind him. 
 
    “Jonathan, you’re in the middle, eyes on the entrance.” 
 
    He nodded and stepped to the left, getting his weapon ready. 
 
    “And you’re with me, Balko. This way.” 
 
    He walked next to me, his strides long. “Je dosť horko na to, aby pražilo.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, taking a swig of water. 
 
    “I said it’s hot enough to roast a pig.” 
 
    “It is.” I huffed. “But don’t start talking foreign to me.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Surely you want to learn a few Slovak curse words?” 
 
    “Ah, well, that might come in useful if you piss me off, Balko.” 
 
    “I’m gonna try not to do that, just for the record.” 
 
    “You’re doing well so far.” I spotted our vantage point, next to an air vent that provided a rectangle of shade we could fit in side by side. 
 
    “And Sean? How’s he doing so far?” Balko asked. 
 
    “Sean and I are working it out.” I flicked my earpiece to one way, so I could talk without being listened to. 
 
    “He’s a great guy. Yesterday was…maybe he was trying to prove himself.” 
 
    I rested my weapon on the gritty rooftop then followed it down, glad that I’d bothered to put knee protectors on. I flicked down my stand then lined up my sights. “He doesn’t need to prove himself. If he’s on my SWAT team it means he can do the job.” 
 
    “Yes, but he’s not going to think that, not with a move south like this and after…” 
 
    I studied Balko for a moment. He had chiselled features, his nose had a slight bump in the centre and his mouth was either a flat, serious line or tipped into a smile. “I know what happened, with his mother.” 
 
    “You read his file?” 
 
    “No, he told me.” 
 
    “Oh.” He seemed a little surprised. “Well that’s good.” 
 
    “Sounds like one heck of a mess.” I used my sights to sweep the area, looking out for anything or anyone suspicious. It was busy and noisy, but so far peaceful and just the usual banner waving and huddles of women talking. 
 
    “Yeah, it was.” Balko was performing the same ritual as me. Scoping out the crowd. “I know everyone loves their mom, but Sean, she really was all he had. His only family.” 
 
    “No father?” 
 
    “Nope, nothing, not even a distant cousin.” 
 
    “That’s rough.” 
 
    “It explains a lot.”  
 
    “He’s got us now,” I said quickly, my emotions coming with the words. 
 
    “I’m glad you feel that way.” He lifted his head and studied me. “It’s why SWAT is the best. It’s more than teamwork, more than just having each other’s backs, it’s one hundred percent trust, honesty, respect and even…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He shrugged and turned back to his sights. “Love.” 
 
    “I’d agree with that.” I glanced over at my men. They were each flat on the roof, weapons aimed. “I’ve worked with Jonathan and Ricardo for a while now. I love them.” 
 
    “Like brothers?” 
 
    I didn’t respond. 
 
    “Ah…” He glanced at me and raised his eyebrows a fraction. “I see.” 
 
    “What does that mean? Ah, I see.” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    I frowned and looked down the sights again, swung to the right. “It must have meant something, Balko.” 
 
    “I guess I can sense chemistry in the way you three are together.” 
 
    “You’re reading too much into teamwork.” 
 
    “You’re a fine-looking woman,” he said. “In Slovak we would describe you as silná žena s vášňou vo svojich hĺbkach.” 
 
    “And what the heck does that mean?” And why was his native tongue so damn sexy? Like it was laced with mystery and danger and the unknown. 
 
    “A fine woman with passion in her depths.” 
 
    “You do remember who you’re speaking to, right?” I could take a compliment, but Balko was my new team member. 
 
    You angry fucked the other one. 
 
    “Forgive me,” he said. “It is the way of my people, to speak from the heart and always seek the truth.” 
 
    “And they’re great qualities in a cop, but don’t get carried away with your detective work on me.” 
 
    “So there is something to detect?” 
 
    “Oh, shut the hell up.” I shoved his shoulder. 
 
    He raised his head and chuckled. “I like you.” 
 
    “And at the moment I don’t like you. I should have partnered with one of the other guys.” 
 
    “So go join one of them.” 
 
    “No. This is our detail. This is our spot.” 
 
    “And it’s getting real hot.” 
 
    “Yep, get used to it.” 
 
    He went quiet and I felt bad for being snippy with him, because the truth was he’d hit the nail on the head. It just scared me that both he and Sean had picked up on my relationships so quickly. 
 
    Does the chief know too? 
 
    I had to push that worry aside. Having it spinning web-like around my head would distract me from crowd watching. 
 
    After a few minutes our silence became deafening. “So tell me about your home. How old were you when you came to the USA?” 
 
    He adjusted his weapon stand a fraction of a centimetre. “Ten, with my parents. My father had an opportunity that meant it was worth moving the whole family here.” 
 
    “Sounds interesting. Tell me more.” 
 
    I settled in for the duration, happy to listen to Balko’s voice as the sun beat down and I kept an eye on the female protestors.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    “Hey, boss, we’re back.” 
 
    “Thank the Lord,” I muttered as Ricardo tapped my leg. 
 
    “I need to pee,” Balko said, lifting his face from his weapon. 
 
    “You go. I’ll take over here.” Ricardo squatted down next to us. 
 
    I glanced at Sean who was settling back into position, and at Jonathan who’d moved a few yards to the left but was lying still and quiet. I knew he’d be in the zone now he had a full stomach like Ricardo and Sean. 
 
    I moved, cursing my stiff limbs and the way my clothing stuck to my skin. I’d drunk two bottles of water but didn’t need to pee; it was all coming out of my pores. 
 
    “Be back in thirty minutes,” I said, thinking longingly of taking off my vest and downing an ice-cold glass of cola. 
 
    “Yeah, no rush. This lot are as loud as geese, but harmless.” 
 
    “Don’t get complacent,” I said, unfolding and grimacing as my knees and spine complained. “We got a bomb threat, remember.” 
 
    “Yeah, I remember.” Ricardo sank to his knees, weapon at the ready. 
 
    I took my gun and held the business end facing the floor. Damn thing felt heavy to my fatigued, hot muscles. “Watch that white Honda beside the Fox News van, it’s parked out of the zone.” 
 
    “Copy that.” 
 
    Balko stood beside me and arched his back with a groan. 
 
    “We need some cool air,” I said, looking at his profile again. Now he’d told me more about his time working in Boston I felt I’d gotten to know him better. And there was no doubt about it, the guy was tough, and his skills were honed. But he had that internal substance, like a steel rod, that made him strong and resolute. I liked that, a lot. It reminded me of what Jonathan and Ricardo had inside. For me strength, morality and the ability to overcome physical and emotional hardship were incredibly alluring. 
 
    We headed back down the stairway, the chants from the crowd getting louder. 
 
    Once outside, I took the lead, Balko a pace behind me. Wary looks from the protestors were directed my way. 
 
    Please don’t recognise me. 
 
    I flipped my visor down and marched ahead, using my peripheral vision to scan the area. I hoped it was my gun they were staring at, and the huge guy behind me. 
 
    It was then I saw her. 
 
    Late twenties, pink floral dress, sensible flat shoes and a denim jacket that was way too bulky for her slim frame. 
 
    “Shit,” I muttered, coming to a halt. 
 
    “What?” Balko said, his shoulder nudging mine as he turned to where I was facing. 
 
    “Her.” I flicked my earpiece back on and raised my weapon. “She’s wearing.” 
 
    “Súložiť,” he muttered.  
 
    I guessed that was one of the curse words I needed to learn. “Ten, thirty-three,” I said into my radio. “White female, to the right of the main walkway, pink dress, blue jacket.” 
 
    “Ten-four,” came the reply. 
 
    “We need to clear the area,” Balko said, his gun barrel parallel with mine. “Fast.” 
 
    “Yeah, we do.” I glanced around. There was no way to get two hundred women away without making some noise. 
 
    But that could mean we all paid a heavy price. 
 
    “We can’t let her get into the courthouse,” Balko said, taking a step forward the way a stalking lion might. 
 
    “I agree.” I glanced at the control van. There was nothing else for it. Panic was the best form of defence. “You! Stop right there,” I shouted. I was beside Balko, my sight aimed at her forehead. 
 
    She froze and turned my way. Eyes wide. Mouth gaping. In her left hand was a button, the red wire leading up the sleeve of her jacket. 
 
    “Get out of here,” Balko yelled, sweeping his free arm to the right. “Everyone out of here. Bomb!” 
 
    Instantly screams rang in my ears. The stampede created a vibration in the ground then juddered up my legs. I kept my gun steady. 
 
    God knows how much she’s packing. 
 
    For several seconds we stood frozen, waiting for peaceful protestors to get away. Every metre counted in this kind of situation. 
 
    “You need to back up.” It was the chief’s voice in my earpiece. 
 
    “Didn’t know you were here, sir.” 
 
    “Gotta keep an eye on my men…and women.” He paused. “Now retreat. We have no idea what the reach of that explosive is.” 
 
    “In a moment, sir, let me…” 
 
    The woman had terror in her eyes and her hand was shaking. 
 
    “Officer Sweeny. Now.” 
 
    I ignored him. “What’s your name?” I called. 
 
    “Get away from me,” she shouted, spittle joining the words. 
 
    “We’re nowhere near you and we’re not coming closer, ma’am.” 
 
    She pointed at Balko. “Get him away from me or this goes up.” She undid the top button on her jacket and it fell open. 
 
    “Sme tu na hovno,” Balko muttered. 
 
    “Which means?” 
 
    “We’re really in the shit.” 
 
    I huffed. “Yep. You could say that.” 
 
    “I just did.” 
 
    “I mean it, get him away.” The woman shook her hand, the one holding the detonator. 
 
    “Retreat, Balko.” 
 
    “And leave you?” 
 
    “Your manliness is clearly freaking her out.” 
 
    “Damn it.” He took a step back. I knew it was against his instincts and was impressed that he’d obeyed my order. 
 
    “I only want to talk,” I called. “Nothing else.” 
 
    “I need to get in there.” She nodded at the courthouse. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Justice has to be served.” 
 
    “It will be. That’s what this place is for, to bring justice to people who have committed crimes.” 
 
    “Walter Riley has more than committed crimes. He’s abused, raped and degraded women whilst in a position of power and trust.” 
 
    “I agree, that does seem to be the case.” I held up my free hand. “I’m just going to take off my helmet, okay?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m hot.” 
 
    “Okay.” She shuffled from one foot to the other and looked at the empty pathway to the courthouse. 
 
    “Look at me,” I said, removing my helmet. My hair was flattened to my head, my brow damp. “Do you recognise me?” 
 
    She frowned. “No.” 
 
    “Were you here the other day? When the protestors stormed the lobby?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, but so what?” 
 
    “I was here too.” 
 
    “I’m going in there, to blow up that bastard and the cunt attorneys who are defending him.” 
 
    “And kill yourself in the process?” 
 
    “If that’s what it takes.” 
 
    “How about negotiation, allowing justice to take its course, using your voice instead of violence.” 
 
    “My voice isn’t heard. I’m a woman, or hadn’t you noticed?” 
 
    “Of course, and I’m a woman too.” I paused. “Do you think I’m not furious at what Walter Riley has done?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    I winced as the explosives jostled. “Keep still.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…you don’t want to go up.” 
 
    “I’m prepared to die.” 
 
    “I’m not prepared for you to die…tell me your name.” 
 
    She paused, then, “Julie.” 
 
    “Julie, I’m Freya. And if you saw the news the other day you would have seen me in there.” I nodded at the courthouse. “Promising that I would do everything in my power to see Walter Riley get his just dues.” 
 
    “That’s okay for you to say.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Look at you. You’re a SWAT officer.” 
 
    “Only because I worked hard to get here. What do you do?” 
 
    “I work at the women’s refuge.” 
 
    “Jeez, you must see some sights.” 
 
    “Yes, and all delivered by men.” 
 
    Damn, she really hates men. 
 
    “You got a dad?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    “Brothers?” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “They good guys?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d say so.” 
 
    “So you don’t hate all men.” 
 
    She glanced down at the explosives. 
 
    “What are your dad and brothers going to say when they see you on the TV like this? Wired up like a terrorist—“ 
 
    “I’m not a terrorist.” 
 
    “Hate to say it, Julie, but it looks like it and those guys up there…” I nodded at a circling helicopter, “are going to view it like that if you take one step closer to the courthouse. One step closer means with that amount of dynamite the blast will infiltrate the building.” I paused. “What if a shard of glass kills the judge?” 
 
    “If he was going to let Riley off…good.” 
 
    “But what if he wasn’t going to let him walk? What if he was going to send him down?” 
 
    Uncertainty bloomed in her eyes. She was already pale but whitened a little more. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at Balko. He was only ten steps behind me, weapon poised, sun glinting off his shades. 
 
    I was glad he had my back. 
 
    But I didn’t want him to shoot Julie. 
 
    “You know what I think,” I said. 
 
    “What?” Her shaking had picked up, the hand holding the detonator jiggling in the air. 
 
    “I think you’ve made your point. I think the entire state, no make that entire country, knows how angry you are. How angry all these women are, myself included. I think it’s time to call in the bomb squad and get that off you.” 
 
    “No, no. I’ll press it. Don’t let them…” Tears were rolling down her face as she raised her hand higher. 
 
    “You really want your father and brothers to watch you die on live TV?” I took a step closer and held out my hand. “That will break their hearts.” 
 
    “I can’t…be responsible…for their…hearts.” 
 
    “But you are, don’t you see? They love you and with love comes great responsibility.” I took another step. 
 
    “Freya,” Balko said. “No more.” 
 
    I ignored him. I took another pace. There were only ten feet between us now. 
 
    “Back the fuck up, Sweeny,” the chief said in my ear. 
 
    “You don’t want to die, Julie, neither do I.” 
 
    She was quiet apart from a hiccupping sob. 
 
    “And there’s a simple solution—we get the good guys in to take this off you.” 
 
    “I could just run, in there.” She nodded at the entrance. “It would only take me a few seconds, and then I could take them all out.” 
 
    “You really think this big fella standing behind me won’t do his job and take you out?” 
 
    She glanced at Balko. 
 
    “He’s a good guy,” I said, “one of the best, and a damn good shot.” 
 
    “How can he be a good guy if he’s going to shoot a woman?” 
 
    “A woman wearing an explosive vest about to commit mass murder, come on, you can see how he’d get in shit with his boss if he didn’t.” 
 
    “I bet his boss is a bastard. A man who thinks he can do what he wants.” 
 
    “No.” I shook my head. “I’m his boss, and I’m afraid I’d have to give him permission to shoot.” I paused, took a slow step forward. I was getting close now, and switching my attention between the detonator and her face. “Julie, let’s end this. No one needs to die today.” 
 
    “But I—” 
 
    “There’s no buts. There’ll be a bit of drama. What the hell were you thinking, but you haven’t hurt anyone and if you give it up, let us help you then you can carry on working at the refuge. Those women need you, right?” 
 
    That all seemed to make her think. 
 
    “Be fucking careful,” the chief said through my earpiece. “She’s a head case.” 
 
    I bit on my bottom lip. Talk about stating the obvious. “Let me hold the detonator while I call in the bomb squad.” 
 
    She didn’t say no, which I took as a good sign, but I was worried about the amount of tremor in her hand. 
 
    I reached for it. “Can I?” 
 
    A thick sob bubbled up from her throat. 
 
    “All you’ve got to do is…” I was right beside her now. It was within reach, but fuck, I was so in the blast zone it was unreal. 
 
    “I’m going to take it now,” I said. “And this can be over. Your father and brothers won’t see any harm come to you and you will still have made your point.” I held my breath and reached for the detonator. 
 
    As soon as our skin connected she released it. 
 
    My heart leapt and my stomach lurched. Luckily my fingers seemed to work on their own and hold it up, steady, the small red button on the top clear of being pressed. 
 
    “Send them in,” the chief yelled. 
 
    In my peripheral vision Balko sprang into action. He was at my side in an instant.  
 
    “Keep still, Julie,” I said, maintaining eye contact. “Keep real still while we get you fixed up.” 
 
    “What the hell is this?” Balko stared at the vest. 
 
    Julie sobbed again. 
 
    “It’s okay.” Balko reached for her free hand and gave it a squeeze. “We’ve got guys who will have this off in the shake of an ear.” 
 
    “Leg,” I said. “Shake of a leg.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Same thing.” 
 
    And then we were surrounded by officers from the bomb squad, dressed in protective gear from head to toe. 
 
    “I’ll take that, ma’am,” one of them said, reaching for the detonator. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    He took it from me and I was relieved to let it go. 
 
    “Julie,” I said. “You’re going to be fine, okay.” 
 
    She looked at the courthouse, hate still in her eyes. 
 
    “Never think you failed today,” I said. “Today you lived, living is never failure.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Balko and I walked up to the coms trailer. If I’d been hot before, now I was on fire, the adrenaline pumping through my system seeming to heat my blood to lava. 
 
    “You two nearly gave me a heart attack,” the chief shouted, stomping down the steps and pointing at us. “Why’d you get so damn close?” He tapped his ear. “This not working, Sweeny?” 
 
    “Yes, sir, it’s working.” I halted and set my arms straight at my sides, ready for a dressing down. 
 
    “Goddamn.” The chief stamped his foot on the ground, something I’d never seen him do before. 
 
    I looked at Balko. 
 
    He glanced at me. 
 
    What is going on? 
 
    “I should have you hauled over the coals for this,” the chief said. “Pulled up for disobeying orders, but I can’t.” 
 
    “You can’t?” I asked, confusion swimming in my brain which was already a myriad of thoughts and emotions. 
 
    “No, because you damn well saw it through.” He pointed at the bomb squad who were carefully lifting the jacket from Julie. 
 
    The moment it was free of her shoulders she was handcuffed, but not roughly I was pleased to note. 
 
    “Go gentle on her,” I called. 
 
    “Don’t go soft on me,” the chief said. “Because that I will have you over the coals for.” 
 
    “Women are sick of being victims, that’s all she was trying to say.” 
 
    “With a vest of nitro.” 
 
    “I agree, not the best plan.” 
 
    He huffed and pointed up the road. “Get out of here, both of you. Out of my sight. I don’t want you back on duty for a couple of hours. Go get something to eat and cool the hell off.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Balko said. 
 
    He hadn’t needed telling twice and set off at a fast walk. 
 
    “Thanks, chief,” I said. I rushed after Balko. “Where you going?” 
 
    “To my rental, it’s the next block.” He turned to me but didn’t pause. “You wanna join me?” 
 
    “You got food and aircon?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    Balko’s apartment was a penthouse, open plan and decorated in gray, black and white, exactly what I would have predicted had I thought about it before I’d stepped inside. 
 
    But I was hardly thinking. I was so damn hot I reckoned I could fry an egg on my butt. I was parched too, I needed a drink. 
 
    He set down his weapon, then shrugged off his vest, dropping it on a low, black leather chair. A streak of sweat down the column of his back darkened his T-shirt. 
 
    I removed my vest—glad to be rid of the weight even though I was very used to it. 
 
    He walked to a sleek chrome refrigerator and pulled out a couple of cans of cola. “Here.” He threw one my way. 
 
    I caught it. “Thanks.” I popped it open and drank long and deep, the cool, sweet liquid dampening the fire in my gullet. “That’s good, thanks.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    “You have a shower here, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure, through there.” 
 
    “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Have at it, there’s towels on the shelf.” 
 
    I bent and removed my boots—even my socks were soaked—then walked over the wooden floor to the door he’d indicated. 
 
    The bathroom was large with a huge window covered with a black blind, a roll-top bath, walk-in shower and separate room housing the toilet. A long black granite worktop held two sinks and a meagre amount of toiletries. It seemed Balko wasn’t one for preening, but I could have also guessed that if I’d taken the time to think about it. 
 
    I stripped off, kicking my clothes into the corner. I’d have to put them on again soon, but perhaps I could at least get my T-shirt rinsed out and dried before I had to do that. 
 
    I flicked on the faucet and dragged my hair from its low ponytail. 
 
    I set the water to cool and when I stepped in, holding my face to the stream, I let out a sigh of relief. As I stood there, letting my skin chill, I slowed the thoughts rushing through my mind—Julie’s tear-stained face, the detonator in her hand then in mine, the horrific sight of deadly dynamite strapped to someone’s body. 
 
    I blew out a breath, water droplets spraying from my mouth, and turned. A bottle of shampoo sat on a small wire shelf so I helped myself to some and lathered my hair. Balko’s hair was so short I wondered why he even had it. A bottle must last him a year. 
 
    As the bubbles rinsed away I felt normality returning. Not just in my body, but in my mind. I was good at parking up the job. I had to be, otherwise I’d go mad. And it wasn’t as though I didn’t have enough experience. 
 
    And the chief knew that, he knew a couple of hours, some food and a chance to cool down and I’d be back on the job with a rock-steady hand. 
 
    Eventually, I forced myself out of the shower, knowing Balko would want one too. 
 
    I helped myself to two large grey towels, wrapped one around my hair turban-style and the other around my body. 
 
    Knock. Knock. 
 
    “You finished?” Balko’s deep voice. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m done.” 
 
    The door pushed open and he walked in, naked. 
 
    “You desperate, huh?” I raised my eyebrows at him. 
 
    “I feel like a snake on a spit.” 
 
    I chuckled. “We don’t want that, officer.” My gaze drifted over his long, lean body as he stepped into the shower. His pale skin hugged his muscles which rippled beneath the surface. He had indents on the sides of his buttocks and his chest was practically hairless. 
 
    His cock was large and flaccid. 
 
    “So what’s with the eagle tat?” I asked, then helped myself to toothpaste and finger-brushed my teeth. 
 
    “Slovak military.” 
 
    I watched his reflection in the mirror, enjoying how uninhibited he was at being naked in front of me. He held his face to the stream of water, his arms raised, hands running over his hair and his torso stretching. The water darkened the already near black image of an eagle on his right pec. It was different to any kind of American golden eagle tattoo. To me it screamed Eastern Bloc and Russia, places I’d never been. It was a symbol rather than trying to be lifelike. The eagle’s head was turned to the right, its wings were spread, with four thick feathers hanging down from each one. Between its legs was a shield with a cross and two swords fanning out from it. It screamed military. 
 
    “I thought you moved here when you were ten, how come you have Slovak military inked on your body?” 
 
    “When I was eighteen I returned to my home country for national service.” 
 
    “Surely you didn’t need to do that if you were living here and—” 
 
    “I wanted to. I wanted the experience and the training.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. And did you get what you wanted from it?” 
 
    “Yes.” He nodded and turned so his back was to me and reached for the shampoo. 
 
    I cupped some water in my hand, rinsed and spat. “And then you came back here to your family. I like that you did that.” 
 
    “My family aren’t here any more. When the political climate changed in Slovakia a few years ago they made a decision to move home. My father’s business had peaked and he sold it for enough money to keep them comfortable in Bardejov, the town I was born in.” He shrugged and scrubbed at his hair. “They’re happier now.” 
 
    “And you stayed here.” 
 
    “This is where my life is. I’m a SWAT officer. The people I protect are the people I grew up with. I feel it’s my duty to them.” 
 
    I reached for a towel and walked up to the cubicle. 
 
    The last of the suds were slipping down his shins and calves. “And we’re lucky to have you, officer,” I said with a smile. 
 
    He didn’t reply. Instead he stepped out, taking the towel from me. His cock wasn’t as flaccid as it had been. 
 
    Ah, so he’s not quite as cool as he pretends to be about being in here with me, naked. 
 
    “What was that?” he said, glancing at the door. 
 
    “Coms, I think.” I wandered out, sashaying my ass just a bit. 
 
    Balko was hot, and exotic, and if I was honest, he fascinated me. 
 
    I picked up my earpiece. “Chief?” 
 
    “It’s over,” he said. “Find a TV.” 
 
    “Yes, chief.” I shoved the piece under my vest and reached for a remote, flicked on the large black screen hanging on the wall over a polished grey table. 
 
    The courthouse filled the screen, and a ticker was rolling over the bottom. 
 
    Walter Riley found guilty on all counts. Life sentence doled out by presiding judge. 
 
    “Thank fuck for that,” I said. “Balko, come out here.” 
 
    I turned. 
 
    He was already standing next to me. How had I not noticed? I frowned slightly. “Look.” 
 
    “Good,” he said, folding his arms over his bare chest. “Bastard got what he deserved. Let’s hope they throw away the key.” 
 
    “I agree.” It was like a weight had been lifted off me. After my rash promise to the women of Florida and then my too-close-for-comfort encounter with a suicide vest, the situation had concluded peacefully. Justice had been served. 
 
    As I stared at the screen, watching the jubilant crowd of women on the road outside the courthouse, I became acutely aware of how close Balko was standing. The scent of shampoo swirled in my nose, and my skin reacted to the heat of his, my small hairs seeming to stand to attention. 
 
    I looked up at him. 
 
    He was staring at me with an expression I didn’t recognise on him, but damn it was sexy. With his eyebrows pulled low, a small line between them, his cheeks a little flushed and his lips parted I had the urge to trace the angles of his face. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” I asked. 
 
    He’s thinking about sex, I’d put money on it. 
 
    “You tell me what you’re thinking first.” He tipped his head. His eyes were thin slits but I could see them flashing. 
 
    “I could order you to come clean about what’s on your mind, officer.” 
 
    “What’s on my mind isn’t clean.” 
 
    I knew it. 
 
    “So,” he said, “are you going to demand it of me? My inner thoughts and desires.” 
 
    Desires. 
 
    “It depends—are we standing here as commander of the team and her SWAT officer or as a man and woman?” 
 
    “I’d definitely say man and woman.” He moved a little closer and I could make out the small details on his eagle tat. 
 
    “Balko.” 
 
    “You want to celebrate?” 
 
    “Celebrate Riley going down?” 
 
    “No.” He nipped my chin between his thumb and finger. “Being alive.” 
 
    I swallowed. My nipples were tight and a fizz of excitement was working its way through my torso and settling between my legs. 
 
    I’m going to fuck him. 
 
    “Being alive is good,” I managed. I had an overwhelming urge to find out how Balko fucked. There was something edgy about him, layers I had yet to discover. “And it’s worth celebrating.” 
 
    “It is.” He lowered his head and pressed his lips over mine. Not a wild kiss, and no tongues, just a touch of lips. “Is that okay?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “You got a boyfriend?” he asked. “And I want honesty now.” 
 
    “Have you got a girlfriend?” 
 
    “No.” He smiled. “I haven’t.” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “You need to answer me,” he said, then licked his lips. “Before we go any further, what are Ricardo and Jonathan to you?” 
 
    I watched every tiny movement of his mouth, his eyes. I was hooked and I wanted him. “I suppose they’re my boyfriends—not that we advertise it,” I said, “I love them and they love me, but they’re not the jealous sort.” 
 
    His jaw tightened. 
 
    “You’ll have to trust me on that one.” I shrugged. 
 
    “I’d trust you with my life, Freya.” 
 
    “And I would protect you with mine.” 
 
    We need to fuck. 
 
    “Any other men on the scene?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    He kissed me again, just as gently as before. “I have a feeling there are,” he said onto my lips. 
 
    “Yes, but just one.” 
 
    Another kiss. “Who?” 
 
    “I spent last night with Sean.” 
 
    “Sean as well.” He paused. “So if we fuck, here, now, you’ll have a full house, right?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “You want that?” 
 
    “I want you and I want them.” 
 
    “You’re unbelievable, you know that?” 
 
    For a moment my heart stuttered. Did he have a problem with it? Had I misjudged the situation? Would he go to the chief and tell him, get us all suspended or worse, fired? 
 
    Then he smiled, an utterly filthy curve of his sexy mouth that had my knees weakening and a glut of lust shooting through me. “And I love it, Freya, I love that you’re not afraid to take what you want from your men.” 
 
    “You won’t say anything?” 
 
    “Hell, no.” He ran his hand down my neck, over the rise of my breast and took hold of the towel tucked at my cleavage. He tugged and it fell to the floor. Cool air washed over my body. “Because if I did, I’d be in the shit too.” 
 
    “We haven’t done anything.” 
 
    “Give me five seconds.” 
 
    “Five seconds…oh…I…” He’d spun me around, fast, tipping me over the table and spreading my legs with his feet quicker than I could react. Which was saying something. I wasn’t exactly easy to overpower. 
 
    But damn, it was hot. 
 
    My palms slapped on the wood, my breasts flattened. 
 
    “You’re going to come real good,” he said, one hand on my right ass cheek, the other between my legs. “And real quick.” 
 
    “Balko.” I tried to push up, but he held me firm. His dominant hold excited me further. “Get inside me.” 
 
    He did. One fast rush into my pussy. His cock was long and hard and from this angle hit my G-spot. 
 
    I cried out, loving it. 
 
    “Ah, yeah,” he said, gripping my hips as he withdrew. 
 
    He pushed back in. It was fast, but it wasn’t wild. It was controlled and I got to feel each inch of his shaft. 
 
    He didn’t linger at full depth. He pulled out, thrust in again. 
 
    I bucked back to meet him and he dragged me onto him. My clit was rubbing on the smooth lip of the table. 
 
    Each time his balls bashed up against me and he filled me to the max, the air was shoved from my lungs. I screwed up my eyes and enjoyed the growing pressure in my pussy. It was going to be a lovely G-spot orgasm and my pussy was tightening around his Slovak cock. 
 
    “How you feeling, boss?” 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” I muttered. “Shut up.” 
 
    He kind of chuckled, but it was strained. “Your pussy is like Heaven, boss.” 
 
    “I’m gonna come, don’t stop.” 
 
    My words seemed to spur him on. 
 
    I writhed on the table as my climax came within reach. Every glorious ride over my G-spot sent me higher. “Ah, ah, I’m coming… Balko.” 
 
    “Áno, aj ja prídem.” 
 
    I had no idea what he was saying, but damn it was sexy, grating from his throat in a rasping, hoarse tone. 
 
    I held my breath, tensed, and rose onto my toes. My orgasm spilled free. I was out of control, my body pulsing on the table, my spine spasming. I cried out as I throbbed around his cock, arousal spurting from me. I was hot, trembling, I wanted more. 
 
    He gave it. Pounding into me like a man fucking for his life. 
 
    And then he, too, was coming. He roared out his pleasure as he released and tugged me harder onto his shaft. I knew there’d be bruises on my hips tomorrow, but I didn’t care. 
 
    “Yes, yes, fuck yes,” he moaned, burying deep. “Damn it, you’re hot.” He shunted in some more, shifting me up the table. 
 
    I groaned and clenched my fists. My orgasm had been delicious and hard and long and had sated my whole body. Now I was rapidly relaxing, becoming floppy and boneless. 
 
    He ran his hands down my sides, skimming the outer curves of my breasts, my waist and my hips. He leaned forward, his chest on my back. “I hope we can do that again,” he whispered. 
 
    “I think it would…be crazy not to.” I was struggling for breath. 
 
    He kissed the side of my head. “I would never want to be called crazy, moja láska.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    He withdrew and scooped me up, twisting me in his arms. 
 
    I leaned against him, clinging to his shoulders and absorbing the strength in his body. 
 
    “It means, my love.” He stroked my hair. “You do know that when a Slovak fucks he’s making love, no matter what else it feels like. No matter how wild, how animal like.” 
 
    “That felt like fucking.” 
 
    “It was also making love.” He paused and a small smile pulled his lips. “You have to accept, Freya, that if you let me do that to you, I will fall in love with you.” 
 
    It was early for the ‘L’ word, but I liked his honesty and openness. I nodded. “I can handle that.” 
 
    “Good, because I want more than your body. I want your respect, your time and, one day, your heart.” 
 
    “My heart is capable of holding a lot of love.” 
 
    “That is what I wanted to hear.” 
 
    He kissed me again, slower this time, deep. Showing me with every move of his lips and stroke of his tongue that he’d spoken the truth. That there was something between us…a future.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Balko and I reported back at the precinct feeling fresh, energised and satisfied. It was getting late, the sun slipping from the sky and spreading fingers of orange, lilac and pink over the horizon. 
 
    “Good, you’re here,” the chief said as we walked into the ops room. 
 
    Ricardo, Jonathan and Sean were standing in a row, feet apart, hands behind their backs. 
 
    The screen showed a picture of Mark Sands. 
 
    “You got something on him?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, and I’m handing it to you guys. I hope you’re not tired, it’s going to be a late one.” 
 
    “Not tired, chief,” I said. “Give us the detail.” 
 
    “This slippery son of a bitch just slipped up. We intercepted a call and he just happened to be in the background.” 
 
    “Did you get a location?” 
 
    “No, well, not for where he was then, but he was quite open about where he was going to be later tonight.” 
 
    “Sir?” Ricardo said, obviously keen to know what we were dealing with. 
 
    “A club,” the chief said. “You two might know it.” He gestured between Jonathan and I. 
 
    I resisted the urge to look at Jonathan and stared straight ahead, keeping my expression neutral. 
 
    “What’s it called?” Jonathan asked. 
 
    “Fets.” 
 
    “Never heard of it.” Jonathan shrugged. “Where is it?” 
 
    “Lower South, and I’m glad you haven’t been hanging out there. Seedy place, notorious for drugs and we’ve picked up a few unsavoury characters in the last six months from its basement.” 
 
    “Did he give a time?” I asked. 
 
    The chief shook his head. “No, but we’re presuming midnight. That’s when the scumbags come out to play.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. What do you need us to do?” 
 
    “I need you there.” He frowned. “Undercover. No coms.” 
 
    “Really?” This was unusual. 
 
    “Yes, I don’t want him spooked.” 
 
    “I agree,” Jonathan said. “Third time lucky and all that.” 
 
    “We don’t need luck,” the chief said, “just for you to do your job.” He cleared his throat. “It’s a sex club, you’ll have to er…blend in.” 
 
    For a moment everyone was quiet. 
 
    I mentally went through my wardrobe, wondering what would conceal a weapon. There was no way I wasn’t carrying tonight. Mark Sands was a lowlife. 
 
    “We’ll be there,” Sean said. “Guy aimed a couple of bullets my way, I’ve got a score to settle.” 
 
    “As long as it’s within the reach of the law,” the chief eyed Sean. 
 
    “Naturally, sir.” Sean nodded. “Well within reach.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    Several minutes before midnight, I walked through the doors of Fets with Sean and Balko. 
 
    Jonathan and Ricardo were already inside. 
 
    I’d picked a flared leather skirt from my wardrobe—beneath it I had a pistol strapped to my thigh. Teamed with a silky purple corset, fastened super tight so my breasts spilled over the top, I was pleased with the look. I’d fit in just fine. 
 
    It seemed Sean and Balko were also pleased—neither had been able to stop glancing my way since we’d exited our vehicle a block away. 
 
    “You’re not members.” A fat man chewing gum stared at us through piggy eyes. He was seated behind a messy table that held a lamp with a tasselled shade. The shade was stained, as if it had been too close to the bulb at some point. 
 
    The reception was small and dark and smelled of takeout. On the wall was an obscene photograph of a woman with her legs spread and a vibrator and butt plug inserted. She was bound and gagged and her eyes wide so all the whites were visible. 
 
    “How do we join?” Sean asked, resting his knuckles on the desk and leaning forward. It was a typical gorilla, give-me-what-I-want pose. 
 
    “Five hundred bucks each.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s steep for a bit of kink.” Sean turned to Balko. “Wouldn’t you say?” 
 
    “Yeah, I would.” Balko crossed his arms over his tight black shirt. “Especially when we’ve brought our own woman to fuck.” 
 
    “Well, lucky you. Most of the sad guys in there are on the lookout.” He huffed. “Pay up or get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “I’ve got another idea,” Sean said, picking up the mug in front of him. He sniffed it and screwed up his nose. “What’s this shit?” 
 
    “Give me that.” The man took it from him. “And get out before I call the cops.” 
 
    “Do you really want the cops here?” Sean asked, leaning forward again. “Seems to me there’s a few things going on they might take issue with.” 
 
    “It’s all consensual.” 
 
    Balko nodded at the photograph. “She doesn’t look like she’s having a great time.” 
 
    “Women like it rough. They like being treated like whores.” He looked at me. “Don’t you, eh, bitch? A bit of slapping around, being told what to do, taking it. That’s why you’re here, to get messed up, take what you’re given.” 
 
    Balko took a step forward and uncrossed his arms. His fists were clenched. 
 
    I decided to keep quiet…for now. 
 
    Sean looked over his shoulder at Balko. He held up his palm and gave a small shake of his head. 
 
    Balko stilled. 
 
    “The thing is…” Sean said, as if waiting for the man to give him a name. He didn’t. “We are the cops.” 
 
    The man nodded at me. There was a glimmer of uncertainty in his eyes. “Cops don’t dress like that.” 
 
    “They do if there’s an asshole in there we need to take off the streets.” 
 
    “I vet all my members.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me, you only let sick perverts in,” Balko said. 
 
    The man stood. “I’ll tell you what’s going to happen, you are—” 
 
    “No.” Sean flashed his badge under the man’s nose. “I’m going to tell you what’s going to happen. Now sit the fuck down before I start listing things I’m going to haul your fat ass down to the precinct for.” 
 
    The man sat with a bump. His brow and top lip were heavy with sweat. 
 
    “We’re going in there, and you’re going to sit here and shut the hell up. And if any of my colleagues, some of which are already inside, instruct you to do anything, and I mean anything, including take all your clothes off and crawl around the floor like a fucking baby, then you do it, right?” 
 
    “What the fuck?” The man scowled. 
 
    “Do I have your cooperation?” Sean asked.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “You have one second to think about it.” Balko stepped forward again. “And then—” 
 
    “Yes, yes, sit here, do as I’m told. I’ve got it.” He held up his hands. “Whatever. Okay. I get it.” His brow folded into three lines. 
 
    “Good,” Sean said, picking up the man’s cell, which sat on the desk. He pocketed it. “That means you won’t have to take a beating from the crazy Russian here who tends to have his own version of law enforcement.” 
 
    I wondered if Balko would object to being called Russian. He didn’t. I guessed it was part of their good cop, bad cop routine. 
 
    “Do you have a register?” I asked. “A list of everyone coming and going?” 
 
    He looked at me like I was mad. “No.” 
 
    “You should.” I spun my finger in a circle. “No register, no cameras—how do you know who’s in your club and what’s going on?” 
 
    “It’s in here.” He tapped the side of his head. “I’m the eyes and ears of this place.” 
 
    “And if things get heated, you got security?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re looking at security.” He puffed up his chest. “I run a tight ship.” 
 
    “Somehow I don’t believe that.” I nodded at Balko and Sean. “Come on, we’re going in.” 
 
    The club was grim. It was dark and dingy. The air stale with sweat and sex. But that didn’t seem to put people off and there was quite a crowd around a podium where two guys were fucking a woman, one in each hole as she was held wide with spreaders. She seemed into it, though, her high-pitched gasps and toe curling a tell-tale sign. 
 
    I drew my attention away. 
 
    There was only one thing I wanted to see. Mark Sands’ ugly face, so we could bring him down. 
 
    I was jostled by a guy with thickset shoulders and was shoved to the right. 
 
    Balko was there, his arm around me. “You okay?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Sean swept his gaze over the room. “You see Jonathan or Ricardo?” 
 
    I shook my head. Though I was at a disadvantage because even in heels I was shorter than nearly everyone. It was then I realised that ninety percent of the clientele were men. Unlike The Dungeon, which was fifty-fifty male and female, this place was all about the dudes. “Is it for gays?”  
 
    “No,” Sean said. “It’s for hardcore pervs who are into non-con.” He took my hand. “Which means there must be more to it than this because she’s having a fucking awesome time. Let’s take a look around.” 
 
    I followed behind him. It was odd to let one of my team take the lead—take me in hand—when on a job, but here, it was the best way not to draw attention to myself. 
 
    Sean wound through the men. The action on stage was hotting up. Another man had joined in, adding his cock to her mouth. 
 
    A sliver of desire went through me. If she was enjoying it as much as she sounded like she was, then good for her. To have three cocks at the same time, that was fun. Though personally I’d ditch the audience. 
 
    I spotted someone surreptitiously filming the action on stage. Oh yes, I’d definitely lose the crowd. Wouldn’t want that turning up on YouTube. 
 
    “There’s another room, back here.” Sean pulled a heavy black curtain to one side. 
 
    This area was smaller and the ceiling lower. It was a fraction darker too and we paused to let our focus adjust. 
 
    I spotted Jonathan to my right. 
 
    “Over there,” I said into Sean’s ear. 
 
    He spotted him and nodded. 
 
    “Any sign of Sands?” I asked when we reached Jonathan. 
 
    He shook his head. “No, but there’s been two extreme scenes in here.” 
 
    “You didn’t stop them?” 
 
    “It was touch and go. I’m not going to watch something non-con, but equally I don’t want to blow our cover.” He seemed in conflict with himself. “Luckily it stopped just as I was about to make my way on stage.” 
 
    It was hardly a stage, just a large bed on a platform, and beside it wooden stocks and a rack holding a variety of whips, canes and cuffs. 
 
    “Good. Where’s Ricardo?” 
 
    “He’s checking back there.” He jerked his head to the right. “We don’t want Sands to get through this section if he’s disturbed from whatever he’s doing by us. Seems to me this place isn’t hot on fire escapes either.” 
 
    “Only one exit, right?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Makes our job easier.” 
 
    “And makes it a human oven if someone drops a cigarette in the wrong place.” 
 
    I hated the thought of being trapped in a fire, but I pushed that from my mind. We had work to do. 
 
    “Do you know what’s back there?” I asked. 
 
    “I’d guess private booths, but this place…it’s not your usual BDSM club. It’s playing without rules.” 
 
    “We figured that,” Sean said.  
 
    “Look.” Balko jerked his head to the right. 
 
    A tall guy with swept back, greasy hair was walking along the outskirts of the room with his arms around the backs of two young girls, twenty-somethings perhaps. He seemed to be ushering them, no, more than ushering…he was dragging them. 
 
    They were dressed modestly, jeans and T-shirts, barely any makeup and flat shoes. Each seemed a little staggery, as if drunk or maybe even drugged. 
 
    “A bit out of place, wouldn’t you say?” I ran my hand over my leather skirt, instinctively checking my weapon. 
 
    Jonathan looked me up and down, then turned his attention back to the man and the girls. “Do we know who he is?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, but he’s giving me bad vibes. I’m surprised the uniforms outside didn’t spot him.” I paused. There were eight uniformed cops waiting as backup on the next block. “He must be twenty years older than those girls, and I’m guessing not the kind of guy their fathers would want them to bring home.” I turned to Balko. “You wait here, cover that exit with the curtain.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Lead the way,” I said to Jonathan. 
 
    We slipped through the hordes of men packed in watching the stage, waiting for the next sordid scene. Most were dressed in black casual clothes, not an attempt to dress up for the occasion the way the Doms at The Dungeon would. 
 
    As we went deeper, the sense of menace and disregard swelled around me. 
 
    One guy grinned at me, flashing a lack of upper teeth. 
 
    Sean pulled me tighter to his side. 
 
    I wasn’t sure why. Sean knew damn well I could look after myself. 
 
    A low, thumping rap song started, reminding me of a heartbeat. There were a few whistles and shouts of ‘get on with it.’ 
 
    I was sandwiched between Jonathan and Sean, but that didn’t stop another man, tattoo covering half of his face, leer my way. He slid his hand up my skirt, luckily the leg without the concealed gun. 
 
    I knocked his arm away, glared at him and raised my other hand, ready to throat punch his thick neck. 
 
    A firm grip went around my wrist. 
 
    “You’ll blow it,” Sean said into my ear. “Let me.” 
 
    Adrenaline had surged into my bloodstream. Fight or flight…fight! 
 
    I blew out a breath and struggled to release the tension in my arm. There were only four men on the planet who were allowed to touch my thigh that way. And the lingering sensation of his gross touch made me shudder. 
 
    “Stay away from my woman,” Sean said, menace in his tone. 
 
    “You need to share women here, pretty boy. Get her up on stage so we can all have a go.” 
 
    “I’ll fuck you up,” Sean said. “Get out of my face.” 
 
    “You really think you can?” he snarled. 
 
    “Yeah, actually I do.” 
 
    I turned to Sean, not sure how much of this was an act now or if he was really going to take this guy down. “Sweetie,” I said, cupping his jaw, “it was nothing, leave it. Come on, you said you’d take me to a booth.” 
 
    “Want company?” Again the asshole leered at me. “Two cocks are better than one.” 
 
    I smiled. “My fiancé doesn’t share.” Linking my fingers with Sean’s, I tugged him away. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re under the thumb, pretty boy.” A loud guffaw trailed after us. 
 
    I was pleased when Sean didn’t pause. Didn’t react. Instead he leaned close, his chest against my back. “Fiancé, huh?” 
 
    “I had to say something.” 
 
    “Ah, I thought you were proposing.” 
 
    “In your dreams.” 
 
    He laughed and kissed my neck, just below my ear. 
 
    A lovely warmth wound around my shoulders. I liked being close to Sean. I hoped I would be again soon. 
 
    “This way,” Jonathan said, rounding the corner. 
 
    A narrow corridor, brick-walled, stretched before us. It was dark and the pulsing music echoed around it. At the far end light spilled from an open doorway. 
 
    “Let’s go see what’s going down in there.” Jonathan smoothed his hand over his shirt and I knew he was checking his weapon, a subconscious action. 
 
    “Is that where the two girls went?” I asked. 
 
    “I’d put money on it.” Sean was close behind me as we walked. 
 
    When we reached the end, I ordered Sean and Jonathan to switch places. “If Mark Sands is in there, he’ll see you, Jonathan, and if he remembers you from the other club our cover will be blown.”  
 
    “Good call, boss.” 
 
    “He’s seen me too,” Sean said, “when the motherfucker was shooting at me in the park.” 
 
    “That was only for a split second. You’re going in, Sean.” I paused. “Hopefully Ricardo is already in there.” 
 
    The door was ajar. Jonathan and I held back as Sean pushed it wider. 
 
    “Hey, you. Stop!” A gruff voice. 
 
    Sean held up his hand. “Just hoping for an invite, guys.” 
 
    “Haven’t seen you here before.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” Sean sounded relaxed, but I knew he was a highly-skilled machine, ready to leap into action. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s going to be the first time for these girls too, first time having some pain with their fucking.” A different voice. I wondered if it was the guy with the greasy hair. 
 
    “At least we’ve found the girls,” Jonathan whispered. 
 
    “And no one is going near them,” I added. 
 
    “Second that.” 
 
    Sean stepped in a little farther. “So what you doing…filming it?” 
 
    “Yeah, so if you’re camera shy, get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “The girls know you’re filming it?” 
 
    A few fast footsteps, a bang, then, “Too many questions, and I don’t like your face, fuck off.” 
 
    “Get ready,” I said, reaching for my weapon. 
 
    “You don’t recognise my face?” Sean said. 
 
    “No, and I don’t fucking care who you are. Everyone else in here is hard and ready. I mean look at those girls, fresh meat, ripe for real men. So if you’re not hard, take a hike.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m not hard.” Ricardo’s voice. 
 
    “You will be, dude.” Laughter followed the words. Sick laughter. 
 
    “Mmm, I’m not sure about that,” Ricardo said. “I like my women willing, sober and to be honest, a bit older than these girls.” 
 
    “So get the hell out.” 
 
    There was a sudden shift in atmosphere. Experience told me now was the time to get our asses in there. 
 
    I rounded the door. 
 
    A single bare light bulb shone on a dozen or so men all standing against a wall. Some kind of wooden and leather harness stood in the centre of the room. Beside it the two girls huddled together. Both had tear stained faces. Greasy hair guy stood next to them. Like before, a man in the corner was at the ready with a camera. 
 
    “Stop, police.” I swung my weapon around, located Ricardo, Sean and then Mark Sands. 
 
    God, he makes me sick. 
 
    I should have remembered what a slippery fuck Mark was, because he seemed to melt backward, into the group of men, and then he was gone. 
 
    “How the hell? Get after him.” 
 
    Jonathan spun around. “There must be another door.” 
 
    “Find it.” 
 
    I nodded to Ricardo. “Get the girls.” 
 
    He strode up to them, weapon aimed at the son of a bitch who’d drugged them and brought them down here. “I hope you’re ready for a long spell inside. Get on your knees, asshole.” 
 
    The guy put his hands up and lowered. 
 
    Ricardo rested his free hand on one of the girls’ shoulders. “You’re safe now. We’re SWAT We’ll soon have you home again.” 
 
    Their sobs increased with what I guessed was relief. 
 
    “Everyone, down on your knees. You’ve all got some serious questions to answer. My uniform colleagues will be seeing to you.” Everyone in the room dropped as I swung my gun around it—pale faces that had been drained of lust and bravado. 
 
    “I’m going after Sands,” I directed at Sean. 
 
    “We’ve got it in here.” 
 
    I slipped out and ran up the corridor. 
 
    Where the hell had they gone? The place might only have one way in and out but it was a warren. 
 
    We can’t lose him. Not again. 
 
    I paused on the periphery of the crowd and looked around, weapon held low. “Fuck it.” I wished we had earpieces. 
 
    Suddenly I saw movement to my right. 
 
    It was Jonathan pushing roughly through the crowd, his concentration straight ahead.  
 
    It was then I spotted Sands, shoving his way forward. He glanced over his shoulder and I swear I saw the devil in his eyes. 
 
    I’ve had enough of this asshole. 
 
    “Stop! Police. Everyone on the floor.” I raised my weapon. 
 
    My loud yell created a moment of silence, except for the music, then all eyes turned my way. 
 
    “Now!” Jonathan shouted, also revealing his gun. “Get down.” 
 
    The crowd collectively sank to the floor. There were a few gasps and curses. I hoped they were all shitting themselves about how they’d explain their presence at Fet to their families. 
 
    One man was left standing. 
 
    Mark Sands. 
 
    He glared at me down the barrel of his handgun. 
 
    My weapon was aimed at him. I knew damn well I wouldn’t miss if I took a shot. I applied pressure to my trigger. 
 
    “Drop the gun,” Jonathan shouted, stepping over crouching bodies. “Now.” 
 
    “Stay away or the whore gets it.” 
 
    A little more pressure—if he so much as tensed a muscle in his forearm I was going to blow his brains out. 
 
    Sands’ focus was twitching between me and Jonathan. 
 
    “You’re going to let me leave,” he shouted, “or I’ll shoot her.” 
 
    His panic was rising, which meant his common sense was leaving. This situation was going to hell. I had to get out of it. I had to take him down. 
 
    A figure rose directly behind Sands. Unfolding, weapon in hand. 
 
    Balko. 
 
    He put the point of his gun on the back of Sands’ head. “Drop the weapon, you son of a bitch.” 
 
    Sands’ eyes widened, his chest puffed up, then he did as instructed, his head bowing as his arm came to his side. 
 
    I blew out a breath.  
 
    Balko snatched the gun from him, then swept his legs from under him. Sands hit the deck with a loud, bone-crunching whack. 
 
    “That’s for shooting at my buddy,” Balko said, grabbing his arms and dragging them behind him. “And you’re lucky you’re not getting a bullet for pointing a gun at my girl.” 
 
    Jonathan was there too. Between them they secured Sands and dragged him to standing. His audacity had evaporated. He knew he was beaten. The evidence against him was stacked a mile high. 
 
    A guy to my left was crawling towards the door. 
 
    “Stop. You.” I aimed my weapon his way. 
 
    He turned, looked at me, then sprang up and broke into a run. 
 
    It was the damn cameraman. How had he slipped out? 
 
    I had no intention of letting him get away. But protocol said I couldn’t shoot him, he had no weapon drawn on me. 
 
    So I lunged after him, anger at his crime spurring me on. Luckily I was fast and as I caught up with him I aimed a kidney punch at his back. He yelled and fell forward onto his stomach, doing my next job for me. 
 
    “Stay down, asshole.” 
 
    He tried to twist away but I grabbed his right arm, then his left. I gripped them in mine and dropped over him. I made sure my knee was between his legs, pressure on his balls. “I’m going to make sure you do a lot of time,” I said. “On behalf of all women, you’re going to pay for being part of this sick setup.” 
 
    He was breathing hard, his eyes tight shut. 
 
    “You got this?” Jonathan was at my side. 
 
    “Yeah, go get the uniforms. I want everyone taken in and questioned. They’re all guilty in supporting Sands’ disgusting film production.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    It took an hour for the uniforms to clear the club. The three perpetrators were removed first, and then everyone else herded out. Even if the crowd didn’t get prosecuted, I hoped they’d get a tough time from wives, girlfriends and families for being here. 
 
    Now the place was empty, the music was off, and it was just me and my team standing in the dim sex theatre where we’d made our arrests. 
 
    “Did they get the owner?” I asked. “Fat gum guy at the front desk.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Jonathan nodded and looked around. “I made sure of it. He was enabling this to happen.” 
 
    I placed my weapon on a table. “Nothing like The Dungeon, eh?” 
 
    “The Dungeon?” Sean asked. 
 
    “A place these two go from time to time.” Ricardo nodded our way. 
 
    “It’s classy,” I said. “And everyone wants to be there.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind being there…with you.” Sean grinned. 
 
    “Don’t run before you can walk,” Jonathan said. He walked up to me, a sexy smile curving his lips. “You’re hot in that outfit.” 
 
    “It’s for undercover purposes.” 
 
    “It’s not covering up much.” His gaze dipped to my breasts. “And you look amazing.” 
 
    “You just get turned on when I tackle bad guys to the ground.” 
 
    He laughed quietly. “Maybe that’s true.” He paused, then, “Want to fuck?” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows. “In here?” 
 
    He slid his arms around my waist and ducked his head to mine. “Yeah, it’s got everything we need.” 
 
    “We as in me and you, or…” 
 
    “We as in all of us.” 
 
    I swallowed and glanced at the huge bed on the stage. The covers were smooth and flat. It seemed the performers preferred the other equipment up there. 
 
    Fuck all four of my men at the same time? 
 
    I couldn’t deny the thought thrilled me even though it made me nervous. Could I handle them all at once? “Someone might come in.” 
 
    “The uniforms have gone and I locked the door.” 
 
    “Presumptuous.” 
 
    “Hopeful.” He swept his lips over mine. 
 
    I sank against him. Jonathan had the ability to turn me on with just a few words. And he always pushed me, just a little bit. I liked that, it kept life interesting. 
 
    “I won’t collar you,” he said. “You’ll be in total control, I promise you that.” 
 
    “You really want to do this?” 
 
    “I know you love Ricardo, and I know you have a hot new connection with Sean and Balko.” 
 
    “Balko?” How did he know that? 
 
    “I’m not stupid. Neither is Ricardo—we can see the signs. And let’s face it, it was only a matter of time before you completed your control over your team.” 
 
    “I guess it didn’t take much time.” Damn, it was impossible to keep anything from lovers when they were shit-hot detectives. 
 
    “Life is too short to wait around. We of all people know that.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “So what do you think?” 
 
    I wanted to, I really did. But… 
 
    “I’ll make sure it’s good for you,” he whispered. “I always do, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Ricardo, Sean and Balko were looking my way. I guessed they’d caught the gist of our conversation. 
 
    “Look at them,” Jonathan said. “Lovesick puppies.” 
 
    I laughed. “There’s nothing cute and cuddly about any of them.” 
 
    “So it’s a yes?” 
 
    I hesitated, then, “Yes, let’s do this.” 
 
    “You won’t regret it.” He cupped my face and kissed me, his tongue sweeping for mine. 
 
    A small tremor of anticipation wound up my spine. It was three a.m. and I was in some kind of sex cave with four incredible, amazing men, who all made me giddy just thinking about them inside me. This was going to be a great end to a long day. 
 
    “Come here.” Ricardo wound his arm around me. “You’re mine to start with.” 
 
    I went into his arms, missing Jonathan, but knowing he’d soon be with me again. And I wanted Ricardo desperately. We needed to join and to be as one. 
 
    He led me to the bed, and once there turned me to face the others. Slowly, he released the ties on the back of my corset. 
 
    It loosened around my ribs and waist and gaped at the back. When it was free, he removed it. My breasts hung heavy, my nipples hard points. 
 
    My men stood there, as if reporting for duty, feet wide, thumbs looped over belts, and watching Ricardo and me on the stage. 
 
    A tight sigh squeezed from my throat. 
 
    “You okay?” Ricardo asked from behind me. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He slipped his hands around my waist then scooped up my breasts, flicking his thumbs over my nipples. “See how much they adore you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. My panties were dampening. 
 
    “And feel how much I love you.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    “And now I’m going to fuck you and they can watch. Will that turn you on, to be watched?” 
 
    I hesitated for a moment. “By them, not by anyone else, but my team, yes.” 
 
    “Good.” He drew down the zipper on my short skirt. In a second it had shimmied down my legs and pooled at my feet. “We’ll leave the heels on, they’re sexy.” 
 
    He led me to the bed. 
 
    Excitement was growing inside me. A threesome with Ricardo and Jonathan wasn’t new, but to be watched like this, by Balko and Sean—it made me feel so wanted, so feminine, and so in tune with my men. 
 
    Ricardo was kissing me again, his hands wandering. 
 
    I clung to his hot, hard shoulders as he lay me down. 
 
    As my back hit the cool sheets, his kisses trailed lower. He suckled on each of my nipples, taking them into the warmth of his mouth. 
 
    I groaned and speared my hands into his hair. “Ricardo.” 
 
    After a minute he slipped lower and between my legs. 
 
    I spread my thighs, a tug of longing dragging at my pussy. 
 
    “The orgasms are going to start now,” he said. “Put on a good show for the boys.” 
 
    And then he parted my labia and licked up my folds. When he reached my clit, he circled it with the point of his tongue. 
 
    I didn’t have to put on a show, it felt divine and I threw back my arms and bowed from the bed, a long, low groan leaving my chest. 
 
    He continued to work my clit, building up the pressure. 
 
    “Inside me,” I panted. “Please.” 
 
    He sought my entrance and added one finger. It wasn’t enough and I moaned in frustration. 
 
    The bed dipped to my right. I opened my eyes. I hadn’t even realised I’d closed them. 
 
    It was Jonathan. 
 
    “Give her more,” he said with a smile. “She’s had a hard day.” 
 
    “She’s going to get hard cock now.” Ricardo pulled from me then slid up my body. 
 
    I gripped him, coiling my arms and legs around his torso and thighs. 
 
    His cock nudged my damp entrance. 
 
    “Please,” I gasped, reaching for a kiss. “I need you.” 
 
    “And I need you too.” He set his mouth over mine, and as his cock penetrated me his tongue dipped into my mouth. 
 
    I clamped around him, tilting my hips and seating myself onto him. 
 
    He moaned and sank balls deep. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, that’s hot,” Jonathan said, stroking my hair. “He’s filling you, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes, yes…” 
 
    Balko was behind Jonathan now, and on the other side of the bed, standing, was Sean. Excitement danced in their eyes. They’d all removed their tops and were bare-chested. 
 
    “Fuck me, Ricardo,” I managed. “Oh yes…fuck me.” 
 
    I hoped all the guys would enjoy my words. 
 
    Ricardo was doing just that, claiming me with every drive of his hips. My clit was getting a delicious beating, each thrust taking me closer to orgasm. 
 
    Suddenly I was being tipped over, Ricardo clamped around me. I was on top. 
 
    I gasped and pushed hair from my face. 
 
    “Like this,” he said, gripping my thighs. “Lean forward and fuck me like this.” 
 
    “Yes, oh…fuck…yes.” I ground against him, knowing it wouldn’t be long. 
 
    But after several strokes Jonathan placed his hand on my lower back. “Stop.” 
 
    “What?” I didn’t want to. My climax was building, the sweet sensations in my pussy growing. 
 
    “Keep still while I fill you too.” 
 
    His slid his hand down the cleft of my buttocks and settled his finger over my asshole. It was cool, as though coated in lube. 
 
    Talk about always being prepared. 
 
    “Jonathan,” I said. “I…” 
 
    “You can take me there, you know you can.” 
 
    I groaned. Sure, he’d fucked my ass before, but never when Ricardo was inside me. 
 
    “Just let me…” He found the centre and slipped in. 
 
    “Oh God.” I buried my head in Ricardo’s neck. 
 
    He ran his hands up my back and into my hair. “Relax, Freya, just relax. You know this is going to be good.” 
 
    Jonathan worked in another finger, travelling knuckle deep. 
 
    I shifted on Ricardo, stimulating my clit to combine the stretching sensation in my ass with the pleasure of being near to climax. 
 
    “Just get inside her,” Ricardo said. “Or she’s going to come too soon.” 
 
    He was right. It was all so much. So damn hot. And knowing Sean and Balko were watching—their cocks likely throbbing in their pants—made me all the more turned on. 
 
    Jonathan withdrew, then his cock was there. 
 
    “Relax,” he said, smoothing one hand up my hot back, the other tugging my right buttock to expose my hole. “Keep still and let me in.” 
 
    I forced myself to do as he’d instructed. 
 
    I stared down into Ricardo’s eyes as he held my face. 
 
    “I’ve got you,” he whispered. “It will be worth it.” 
 
    “I know. Oh…”  
 
    Jonathan was applying pressure—the dome of his cock feeling impossibly wide. 
 
    I reminded myself that he was a master of fucking and forced myself to relax. 
 
    “Good,” he said, “you’re doing it.” 
 
    He rubbed the stretching skin, applying more lube. His glans popped in. 
 
    I stuttered out a breath. He was so big, and I was already so full of Ricardo. 
 
    “Nearly there,” he said, pushing forward. “And then you’ll have us both at your mercy, Freya. You’ll own us both.” 
 
    “Yes, fuck me.” Now he was in I wanted it all. I wanted the heavy, dense sensation of his cock deep inside my ass. 
 
    He leaned forward, his hands flat on the bed, and penetrated me until his balls pressed up against me. 
 
    I wailed, a wild, satisfying sound that stole my breath as it tailed off. I was stuffed full, my pussy and ass stretched. To be so close to my men, to have them there, was incredible. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, that’s good,” Ricardo said. “I can feel your cock, Jonathan.” 
 
    “You don’t have to like that, Ricardo.” Jonathan huffed, then kissed my ear. “We’re going to fuck now, and just so you know, you can still safeword.” 
 
    “I know…but I don’t want to…I want to come. Oh…I want to…” 
 
    “You will.” 
 
    Jonathan slipped halfway out then rocked back in, moving me over Ricardo and in turn applying pressure to my clit. 
 
    He continued to rock, a mesmerising thrust of his hips that took control of everything. Soon my orgasm was there. I was gasping, the pressure building. “Oh God. Please.” 
 
    “Take this.” Balko was kneeling on the bed, naked. He had his cock in his hand. “Open up.” 
 
    He cupped my chin. 
 
    I did as he’d asked, and stretched my mouth wide. 
 
    He slid his cock between my lips and over my tongue. 
 
    “Freya,” Ricardo gasped. “Fuck yeah, suck him.” 
 
    The tone of Ricardo’s voice and the long, low groan from Balko made my stomach flip in excitement. I was so full of my men. 
 
    Luckily they were all thinking for me. Jonathan taking my ass and working me over Ricardo, and Balko smoothing in and out of my mouth, gently, not ramming in. I appreciated that. 
 
    “One more,” Sean said from my other side. “Here.” He lifted my hand from the bed. 
 
    Ricardo held me steady. 
 
    “Take me too.” Sean wrapped my fingers around his shaft. He was so damn hard. “Make me come, Freya.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, lost to them. I had each guy’s cock and they were all moaning and breathless and soon we’d all come. 
 
    I pumped Sean and he quickly started leaking pre-cum. 
 
    I also had the tangy taste of Balko on my tongue and his grip on my chin had increased. 
 
    The moment had arrived. I could hold off no longer. I had to give in to it. I had to climax. 
 
    I wailed around Balko’s shaft as bliss took hold of me. I was so full, and as my pussy and ass spasmed it rolled me into another orgasm. My clit was pulsing against Ricardo. He was coming too, his shaft hammering in and out of me now. 
 
    “Baby, yes, yes…” Jonathan shouted. “Fuck, keep doing that.” 
 
    He came too, deep inside me. I felt so utterly owned at that moment, but also powerful. 
 
    Balko was going deeper now. He was gasping, a few Slovak words spilled from his lips. My ecstasy continued as he came in my mouth. I swallowed him down and caught my breath around his shaft. A thick trickle of cum ran from the side of my mouth onto my chin. 
 
    “My turn,” Sean gasped. “Let me. Oh, fuck…” 
 
    Balko pulled from my mouth. I immediately turned to Sean who slid his cock in, coming as he did so. 
 
    I shook and trembled. My orgasm was extending, my whole body on fire with bliss. 
 
    And then Jonathan slowed and stilled, as did Ricardo. 
 
    Sean pulled out, holding his cock and breathing hard. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, dropping my face into the crook of Ricardo’s neck. 
 
    “You okay?” he asked, stroking my hair. 
 
    “Yeah, are you all right, Freya?” Jonathan asked. 
 
    I nodded. Tears were welling, then they overspilled. I gulped and held back a sob. I didn’t want them to see me crying. The moment had been so intense, so perfect, and I could hardly believe how lucky I was to have these men, all of them, to myself. 
 
    “Hey.” Sean stroked my hair. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Nothing.” I blinked and halted the tears. “Nothing.” 
 
    “Did we hurt you?” Concern laced Balko’s voice. 
 
    I lifted my head. I couldn’t bear for them to think they’d done something wrong when it had been one of the most amazing and fulfilling sexual experiences of my life. “No, of course not, you were all gentle…even though I’m pretty tough, you know.” I managed a smile. 
 
    I wasn’t sure I was fooling Ricardo as he stroked his thumb down my cheek, but Balko smiled and said, “Yeah, you’re tough, but you also need to be treated and pleasured like a lady.” 
 
    “I’d say I’ve been well and truly pleasured.” 
 
    “Fuck…me too.” Sean flopped onto the bed, making it bounce. He took his softening cock in his hand and held it. 
 
    “I’m pulling out,” Jonathan said, straightening and holding my hips. “Get ready.” 
 
    I was aware of every inch of his shaft as he withdrew. The sensation was sexy and I hoped he’d take me there again…soon. 
 
    Jonathan crawled past Sean and lay down, his forearm over his eyes as though exhausted. 
 
    “Thank you,” Balko said, then kissed me. “For being so open and giving.” 
 
    I smiled as he too lay down. 
 
    They were all worn out, not surprisingly—it had been a very long day, and action-packed in more ways than one. 
 
    “Come here,” Ricardo said, his cock slipping from me. He bundled me into his arms and held me against his chest. I was more than happy to snuggle with him and wrapped my legs around his.  
 
    We lay for a while. I was sure Ricardo was sleeping. Sean definitely was, I heard his snores. 
 
    But then common sense returned and I remembered where we were—at a crime scene. 
 
    I wriggled from Ricardo’s embrace and scooted to the end of the bed. I retrieved my clothes and began to put them on. 
 
    “You going somewhere?” Jonathan asked, propping onto his elbows and watching me. 
 
    “We have to get out of this place.” 
 
    “Why don’t you come here for a while first?” He held out his hand. 
 
    “No, officer, we have to get out of here.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “No buts, we need a few hours proper sleep before we go catch the bad guys all over again.” I clapped. “Hey, guys! Come on, wake up.” 
 
    Balko moaned. Ricardo jumped. Sean didn’t appear to hear me. 
 
    “Hey, you.” I jiggled Sean’s feet. “Officer Mendez, wake the hell up.” 
 
    “Uh? What?” 
 
    “Wake up, sleeping beauty, we have to go.” 
 
    There was still no enthusiasm, no one made an attempt to rise from the huge bed, so I folded my arms and stared them all down. “Get up, and get dressed. That’s an order, SWAT fifty-five.” 
 
    And, of course, they all obeyed my order. 
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