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Ty and Zane were so heartbreakingly beautiful and so realistic that these two will go down as two of the most fascinating characters written in this genre.
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Literary Nymphs

Divide & Conquer is a triumph. It will make you cry, its fun, it will lift you up, and ultimately give you the best reason to continue reading books.

Reviews by Jessewave

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com


THE CUT & RUN SERIES 

Cut & Run

Sticks & Stones

Fish & Chips

Divide & Conquer

Armed & Dangerous

BY ABIGAIL ROUX

According to Hoyle

The Archer

My Brothers Keeper

A Tale from de Rode

Unrequited

BY MADELEINE URBAN AND ABIGAIL ROUX

Caught Running

Love Ahead

Warriors Cross


[image: img2.png]


Copyright

Published by

Dreamspinner Press

382 NE 191st Street #88329

Miami, FL 33179-3899, USA

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Armed & Dangerous

Copyright © 2012 by Abigail Roux

Cover Design by Mara McKennen

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the written permission of the Publisher, except where permitted by law. To request permission and all other inquiries, contact Dreamspinner Press, 382 NE 191st Street #88329, Miami, FL 33179-3899, USA

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/

ISBN: 978-1-61372-512-2

Printed in the United States of America

First Edition

May 2012

eBook edition available

eBook ISBN: 978-1-61372-513-9


To those who stay the course.


Flying solo, especially with this book, was a difficult endeavor. I could not have done it without the unwavering support of everyone reading this. And without the unseemly likes of Jaclyn the Canadian Kean, Amanda the Flash McDonough, Stacey Thats What She Said Sheiko, Nik Glitterpants Simmons, Jennifer Smurfette Taylor, and Ely the Baking Panda Verdesoto, this book would not be what it is. They are the best friends I could ever ask for.






Chapter 1

[image: img3.png]



THE scratch of the Montblanc pen whispered in the quiet, well-appointed office. Thick stone walls and double-paned bulletproof glass worked to dampen the traffic noise of downtown Washington, DC, and sumptuous carpet and soundproofing in the walls kept his office a haven of solitude amidst one of the busiest cities in the world.

Richard Burns, executive assistant director of the Criminal Investigative Division of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, flipped through page after page, initialing and signing. The Bureau may have moved into the digital age, but paperwork still made the gears turn. With a sniff, he closed the folder and tossed it into his outbox for his assistant to pick up. At least he didnt have to write out his full title every time.

He was reaching to replace the fountain pen in its box when the buzzer on his phone interrupted him.

Sir?

Yes, Nancy?

Security just called, sir. You have a visitor, his assistants tinny voice announced over the speaker.

Who is it? I dont have any appointments until two.

The ID provided is for a Mr. Randall Jonas. Central Intelligence Agency.

Burns looked at the phone in surprise. Send him through, he said as he stood and began straightening his tie and suit jacket.

It took five minutes, give or take, and the buzzer went off again. Sir, the escort is here with Mr. Jonas.

Burns walked around his desk to greet his old friend when he came through the door. Randall Jonas had been one of three men in Burns original Marine Corps squadron who had returned from Vietnam. Earl Grady was the other. They were like his brothers, and Burns would never turn down a surprise visit from one of them. But when the door opened and Jonas was shown into his office, Burns knew immediately that something was wrong.

You look like hell, he said before he could think of a more appropriate way to say it.

Jonas nodded. With good reason. 

Jonas didnt look at all like the sharp CIA section chief Burns saw for an occasional drink at an upscale DC bar. Jonas looked worn, mussed around the edges, wild around the eyes. He was a large man with a lantern jaw, trending toward heavy in recent years, with gunmetal gray hair and eyes that were a washed out brown. He was usually full of good humor and charm, more a mischievous gnome than a spook. Right now, though, he looked like a bear being chased through the woods by bigfoot.

Burns offered him a hand to shake and then gestured toward the leather sofa in the corner of his office. Forgive me for skipping over the pleasantries, but it seems like you might want me to. Whats happened?

Jonas dragged a hand through his hair. I really stepped in something nasty, Dick. I was about five minutes from being detained at Langley, he said as he thumped onto the couch and pulled at the knot of his tie.

You what? Burns sat down across from Jonas.

I came across something I was never meant to see. Long story short, someone within the Company has been using government assets to pull personal jobs for profit, and then offing the assets when they got wise. They turned the CIA into a hit service.

What?

There was some paperwork that made me suspicious, so I started snooping around. And when I followed the trail, that son of a bitch led right back to me.

Burns blinked at him. What?

Richard, focus for me here. Someones setting me up to take the fall for ordering private hits. I found out before they got everything in place. So I picked up and ran. Jonas waved a hand, dismissing any further detail of his escape from Langley.

Burns nodded, frowning hard. Abuse of power happened in the alphabet agencies just like anywhere else. Only it usually ended with death and destruction instead of bankruptcy, bailouts, or moving a factory to China. 

Someone within the CIA is eating their own. And youre the fall guy. I gather following the trail in reverse cant prove your innocence.

No, theyre just notes from one lackey to another, issuing orders, Jonas said, leaning forward, bracing his elbows on his knees. Its bad, Dick. Im being framed for misuse of resources, running operations on my own authority, unsanctioned elimination of personnel, and if it really goes bad, treason. Id definitely be put in jail for the rest of my natural life. Thats if whoever is responsible doesnt just come after me as well. Assets are being cleaned. People are losing their lives.

Jesus, Randy.

I need some help, and youre the only one I trust right now.

Burns realized he was staring, and he nodded curtly. He knew this man, had known him for the better part of forty years, and he knew if Jonas said it, it was the truth. Even if he was a damn spook. What do you need?

I need a contact brought in.

A contact?

From what details I was able to pull together before I ran, theres just one guy still alive who has the information needed to point to the bastard in charge of all this. They tried to clean him a year ago, but he got away. Jonas shook his head. Theyve been eliminating agents, Dick. Agent and handler teams going down or disappearingfor a couple of years now. Slowly, almost randomly, and I cant say I would have caught on without coming across that file and getting suspicious.

Jonas nodded as he sat up and then leaned back, looking truly miserable. Ive worked my ass off for the Company, Dick. Im not going to let it go down this way. Theres a cell inside, one thats not sanctioned and not supervised. Im not sure how high it goes, other than too high if theyre gunning for me.

Do you have the stats on this contact? The one with the information?

Sort of. He went dark over a year ago. Ive been in touch with his former handler.

Okay. Well get him pegged down and then Ill send an agent after him. Well bring this to someone we can trust.

You cant dispatch FBI resources, Dick. Theyll be monitoring everything.

Burns raised an eyebrow at the paranoia, but that was a spook for you.

Look, Richard, I dont know much about your operations, other than the CIA uses you and whatever assets youve cultivated over here for certain jobs. I know youve got the means to do this off the board.

Burns pursed his lips and scratched at his nose, trying to hide the discomfort. I might know someone. Ill mobilize him. And until we can get this mystery asset of yours in, youll stay here. Even the CIA isnt going to storm FBI headquarters to get to you. Whos the contact?

Hes a foreign national named Julian Cross. Records say hed been taken out, but then he popped back up on the radar and rumor was he was still alive. When I talked to Blake Nichols, his former handler, he confirmed Cross is alive. For now. But he cant get Cross to come in. Jonas tapped his fingers on the arm of the couch, visibly agitated. I have an address, and I can only hope this guy has the information I need. Hes the only one who could have it. All the others are dead.

Julian Cross, Burns muttered as he scratched at his chin. Why does that name sound familiar?

Jonas shrugged.

Burns stood and went to his desk, waking his computer to type in a search. It returned nothing. But he knew the name. He tapped in a code and then searched again. This time the computer searched through a cache of hidden files, and it popped up with one file.

Burns snorted when he scanned the information contained in the file. Paris. Of course. He looked at Jonas. Give me all the information you have. Im putting my best man on it, he said as he pulled a cell phone out of a locked drawer.

If Cross doesnt know who was giving those kill orders, no one does. But I have a feeling he put everything together and he thinks it was the CIA trying to kill him. Thats why he went off the grid. He wont be easy to bring in, Jonas said as he walked over to the desk, pulling a folded piece of paper out of his pocket. This is it. Name, contacts, addresses. And your man should know Cross is a high-level federal asset and wet works operativeconsidered armed and extremely dangerous. Hes… very capable

Burns nodded as he dialed, and he couldnt help but smile. Theyll get along famously.







Im sorry. Walls are closing in and I need to go.

Love you.



ZANE sat straight up in the bed, soaked in sweat, ears ringing as his lovers name echoed off the walls. He had been dreaming, his mind taking him back to Tys living room and the dance they had shared. Tys name was still on his lips. He could still smell him and feel his arms around him as they swayed together. But that had been over a week ago.

It seemed he could still hear the music.

Zane shuddered and leaned over to grab up his cell phone. He swiped the screen to answer the call, interrupting the ringtone. Ga-Garrett.

Zane.

The smooth voice struck Zane hard enough that he fell back onto one elbow, struggling to swallow the butterflies. He was too caught up in the dream. He wasnt sure he was awake at all. 

Ty? he said after too long a pause. It sounded plaintive. He rubbed his hand over his face.

You sound horrible. Are you okay?

Zane shook his head, and his gaze fell on the shaft of moonlight that painted the wall across the room. He tried to focus his eyes on it. It was just enough to provide a soft blue glow in the room. He wiped a hand across his forehead. It came away damp. I… where the fuck have you been?

Calm down and Ill tell you.

Zane growled. He leaned over and groped for the almost empty bottle of water on the nightstand. It was tepid, but he took a few swallows anyway. Calm down, my ass. Where are you?

Well, Ty said, the word drawn out. Zane recognized the tone of voice Ty used when he was trying to figure out how to explain something that didnt happen to normal people. Ive been told Im in Tennessee. Or Kentucky. It wasnt really clear. Thats not why I called.

Are you in one piece? Zane asked. He curled his free hand into the sheet.

So far. But listen, Zane, I dont have much time. I got a call from Burns.

Zane shivered and shifted back to lean against the headboard. That meant Ty wasnt coming home any time soon, Zane was sure of it. When he spoke, his voice was dark and just barely controlled. Im listening.

Ty was silent for a moment. I miss you, he said. He sounded wrecked, which didnt help Zane feel any better. But I have to go dark. He didnt give me a choice this time.

It was on the tip of Zanes tongue to demand an explanation, but the regret in Tys voice stopped him. With anyone else, this conversation would have been ludicrous. Zane rubbed at his eyes. Hed only gone to bed a couple of hours ago, and far earlier in the evening than normal. Ty wouldnt have expected to wake him.

You scared the hell out of me, Ty.

I know, Ty said, and though he sounded sympathetic, he didnt necessarily sound contrite. But I had to go. I dont….

Zane had known Ty wasnt himself after their two weeks of hell. Zane had known, and hed hoped to have the chance to help once theyd both caught their breath. But Tys midnight exit had upset that plan. Frustration and anger swamped Zane again, drowning his brief feeling of relief. Do you know what I thought when I woke up without you?

Hopefully that you couldnt wait to see me again? I left you a note, Ty said, voice hopeful.

Yeah, and you know what? It didnt help! Zane said, giving up on trying to be understanding. Thats not something you want to find when you wake up to whats supposed to be the first day of the rest of your life!

The what, now?

Zane groaned, turned sideways, and flopped down onto his side. He pulled a pillow over his head and then talked anyway. His words came out muffled and stilted. Beaumont. Tyler. Grady.

Wait, whoa, full names? What the hell, Garrett?

I told you I loved you, and the next day you were gone.

Ty was silent, but Zane could hear him breathing. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and hoarse. Im sorry. I didnt think of that.

Did you think at all?

Zane.

Asshole!

I love you, Zane. I do, and you know it. And when I get home, were going to sit down and talk this out. I promise.

I told you I loved you.

And I appreciated that.

Zane pulled the pillow away and rolled onto his back to stare up through the dark at the ceiling. I told you twice.

Zane.

What the hell does Burns want now? Youre supposed to be on wellness leave.

Ty didnt answer for a long time, long enough that Zane checked the display on his phone to make sure the call was still connected. Then he heard Ty huff. God, I love it when youre cranky like this. Promise to still be pissed when I get home, okay?

I dont think thats going to be a problem.

Ty laughed affectionately, and Zanes body responded to the sound despite the anger still washing over him. Zane grunted. There was no denying that his exasperating lover would be able to charm his way out of this. Damn him. But Zane was by far too angry to let it go so easily. Are you saying you knew I loved you before I said it?

Come on, Zane. Im a trained profiler. You really think I cant tell when someones head over heels in love? You were just crunching the numbers.

The first time I told you

You were scared shitless.

Zane was silent. He wanted to deny it, but Ty was right. The day Ty had danced with him in his living room, hed told Ty he loved him before hed even realized the words were slipping out.

You were terrified as soon as it came out, werent you? Ty asked.

Yes.

If I hadnt given you an out, what would you have done?

Zane closed his eyes. 

You would have freaked out. And you were already freaking out anyway. Do you know how much it hurt to dismiss that? But you werent ready. And I needed you to say it for you. Not for me.

Zane sniffed, feeling somewhat mollified. Jesus, Ty. You know me too well.

Tell me about it.

Head over heels, huh? Zanes lips twitched into a very reluctant smile, and he rubbed at them, then dragged his fingers through the dark beard hed let grow in during the past weeks as hed been blind. He was still angry, but he tamped it down for the moment, just relieved to hear Tys voice. What else do you know about me?

Ty hummed. I know youre sleeping in my bed right now.

Zane glanced around Tys bedroom and sighed. Dammit. Im still upset, he muttered, not admitting anything. I understand you were strung out, but goddamn, Ty. You couldve said something, you could have talked to me about it instead of just

I have no excuse. Sometimes Im a selfish asshole.

Dregs of the scare still sloshed through Zane, enough that he didnt want to let it go, but he knew it wouldnt solve anything to harp at Ty over the phone. He sighed instead. What did Burns want? he asked in a more even tone, knowing it was a question he wouldnt have asked a week ago.

Im sorry, Zane, Ty said, refusing to answer.

Zanes jaw clenched. For good or for bad, Zane knew the drill. You were ordered to go dark?

Yes.

Meaning immediate deployment off the grid, no contact with noncombatants, no trail to trace, no idea when youll be back.

I had to call you.

Zane swallowed hard as that sank in. With this call, Ty was breaking protocol and disobeying a direct order, something Zane knew Ty didnt take lightly. All sorts of responses crowded on his tongue before a wry observation won out. I hope theres not a trace on your phone, or were seriously busted.

Quite frankly, Zane, I dont care if we are, Ty said with conviction. Not anymore.

Grady, Zane said, throat aching. Do what you have to and then get your ass home.

Im sorry, Zane. Ill make this up to you.

There better be groveling involved, Zane muttered.

Sleep well. 

The call disconnected. Zane was left with silence and a sudden overwhelming sense of helplessness and worry. Ty was out there working a job alone, and Zane didnt know any more now than he had a day ago. He swallowed hard and let the hand holding the phone fall to the side. After several minutes of focusing on trying to sort the upset from the lingering anger and not having much luck, he climbed out of the bed, yanked the sweaty sheets off the mattress, and headed down to the basement to put them in the washer.

He needed a shower and some iced teapreferably from Long Island, but that wasnt a good idea, so instant mix would do. He just hoped he could find enough work to keep him distracted until Ty returned and he could kick his ass.





RANDALL JONAS sat on Dick Burns couch with his head in his hands. There was a cot in the corner with pillows and folded blankets where hed been sleeping, and there were whispers going around the office about why Burns wasnt taking meetings.

When the cell phone in his pocket rang, Jonas nearly jumped out of his skin. Burns bit his lip to keep from smiling. His old friend had been out of the game too long for this cloak and dagger stuff.

Burns glanced over at him from where he sat at his desk. The phone was a burn phone, the number only known to two people: Burns and Blake Nichols, Julian Cross former handler.

Jonas turned the speaker on with an obvious sense of relief. Nichols, he said in a grave voice

Hello, sir.

Tell me.

I was able to get in touch with Julian Cross, sir. He understands the situation.

Thank Christ.

But he wants no part in it.

Excuse me?

He told me that hes out and intends to stay out, sir. He wants no part in any of it. He said if anyone is sent to pick him up, theyll return in a body bag. Since you know where he is, hes packing up right now and preparing to move.

Jonas closed his eyes. Burns slid his palm across his mouth.

Cross is my friend, sir, Nichols voice said on the speaker. I dont want him hurt. But I also know that if this doesnt end hes going to be a target for the rest of his life.

What are you getting at?

I want assurances that after this is over, Julian will be left alone.

Assurances?

Your word will do.

Jonas met Burns eyes across the office. Ill go to bat for him.

I suppose that will have to do. He wont be easy to detain, but I may have a way.

What do you propose?

I can arrange for his boyfriend to be at home at a certain time. If he calls Julian, Julian will come and could possibly be detained. But it has to be today.

That can be done.

Julian wont go gently.

Were aware of that fact.

Even so. If I were you, sir, Id sure as hell send more than one guy.





THE heavy thuds of wrapped fists hitting a punching bag echoed off the concrete block walls, as did the soft grunts of effort coming from the man abusing it. The FBI Baltimore field office gym was almost empty in the very early morning. That just meant Special Agent Zane Garrett didnt have to deal with people watching him beat the stuffing out of a bag.

Again.

He focused on his target, using hands, feet, arms, legs, whatever combination worked as he let his body attack and his mind empty. Then, after one vicious kick, the stationary bag swung backward and a deep oomph and a hard thump interrupted Zanes concentration.

Garrett, whats good, man? Special Agent Fred Perrimore muttered wryly from where he sprawled on his ass on the mat behind the punching bag hed been holding in place.

Zane lowered his fists and wiped the trailing sweat from his forehead with the back of his forearm. Sorry, Freddy. I figured you were paying attention.

I was! the stout, muscled black man said from the floor.

Zane offered him a grin and a hand. He helped the man to his feet.

Need to talk about the prickly thing that crawled up your ass and died? Perrimore asked, rubbing his hip with one hand.

What do you mean? Zane asked as he walked to the nearby bench and picked up his towel.

Youve been pissed for days, Garrett. Youd think your fifteen minutes of fame would make you friendlier, but no.

Dont talk about publicity with me. Zane had not enjoyed the continued media attention after his touchdown run with a bomb at Green Mount Cemetery last week. His snowflake of a partner had been granted a reprieve, three days off work to deal with the mental fallout. But not Zane, no, because he had used up all his comp time being blind and helpless.

Im just glad Grady hasnt been here. You two would be taking each other apart in the ring, Perrimore said with a nod to the boxing ring in the middle of the gym. He sprayed his face with his water bottle. How the hell does he have so much damn leave time, anyway? Is he on psych eval again?

Zane shrugged. Hed been a little on edge ever since he woke up and found a good-bye letter in bed next to him instead of his lover. Zane didnt even know if Tys little mental health trip had helped him. That phone call had been two days ago, and no Ty in sight.

He needed some time after the building fell in on us, Zane murmured.

Hell, Zane, I dont doubt that. Id be shocked if he were here. In fact, Im shocked that youve been here. Perrimore crossed his arms and focused his disapproval on Zane. You were blind for a week. And being in that building when it came down on you and Grady? You should have taken time too. The docs would have signed off on the leave, no question.

Zane edged up one shoulder as he punched halfheartedly at the bag, watching it waver. I had plenty of time to sit and think when I couldnt see. I need to be doing something, even if it is just paperwork. Macs not letting me go out, anyway.

Yeah, Perrimore said with a firm nod. Because youre mean. He cant risk the PR nightmare if you were on the streets.

Zane didnt think his behavior had been that bad. Youre exaggerating.

You told Clancy to take her pom-poms and go home.

Zane wrinkled his nose. She was going on about how great Whats-His-Name from Financial Crimes is.

Yeah, well, you probably ought to apologize.

Im not apologizing when shes dating the guy. Zanes phone, sitting on the bench with his towel, began to chime. He turned to pick it up.

They hooked up? Michelle and Whats-His-Name?

Yeah. Keeping it quiet, though, so keep your mouth shut, Zane said as he looked at his phones display. It was a Washington, DC number, one he didnt know.

Why is she dating a guy from Financial Crimes? Perrimore asked. He sounded exasperated.

Zane shrugged and hit the button to answer the call. Special Agent Zane Garrett.

Garrett, Burns here, the caller said. He didnt offer his title, even though it was an impressive one. He didnt even offer a hello. I need you on a plane in less than two hours.

Zane figured he must have looked surprised, because Perrimore frowned and pointed at the phone, mouthing, Who is it?

Zane shook his head. A plane to where?

Chicago, but I dont have time to explain further. There will be information in your locker, Burns said, sounding harried and impatient.

Zane glanced at the clock high on the wall. It was almost five in the morning. Normally a call at this time would have caught Zane still in bed. Guess its a good thing Im at the office.

Should I tap someone else for this, Agent Garrett? Burns asked, his customary composure somewhat lacking. Because Ive got less than fifteen minutes to find my man a backup, and I recall that you used to be less talkative.

Zane frowned. There was something weird about this. No, sir. I can leave immediately.

You do that, then. Take a lesson from your partner, Zane. Every minute you spend being a smartass is one minute on the other side that youre not there for someone whos counting on you. He ended the call without waiting for Zanes response.

Zane pulled the phone from his ear and looked at it as if it might lunge and snap his head off. What the hell? Whatever had happened had Burns more riled than Zane had ever heard him. Zane looked at Perrimore. I gotta go. He grabbed his towel and took off at a run for the locker room.

Hey, whats going on? Garrett! Perrimore called after him.

Zane didnt stop to answer. He could be showered and dressed and in his truck in ten minutes. BWI wasnt far away.


Chapter 2
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IT HAD been a whirlwind few hours. A single card of informationairline and flight time out of Baltimore; a time and place in Chicagohad been waiting on the top shelf of Zanes locker, along with a ticket for a nonstop to OHare.

Zane had, upon occasion, worked with less information. And he knew enough about how Burns worked not to even be bothered with his methods.

Hed made it to BWI with barely enough time to change into the suit hed had in the truck. Hed taken the time during the past two days to repack the small duffel bag he kept in the truck for when he needed a change of clothes and more than a couple of spare magazines for his Glock. Hed been able to check the duffel, along with his arsenal.

That he was in a hurry to serve as backup for another agent, he understood. Why it all translated into Burns being so tense, he had no idea. It was more than a little unnerving, actually, because it brought back memories of clandestine assignments hed thought hed buried. It made him wonder what Ty could possibly be doing for Burns that Burns needed to call Zane in on a job. This wasnt the first time Zane had worked for the assistant director at the order of a single phone call. It was just the first time hed done it since he was sober.

Zane tried to clear his mind as he waited for the plane to land and taxi to the gate. After the all clear, he pulled on his wool coat and headed up the skyway with a purpose. His plane was on time, not too surprising for an early morning flight, and his contact was supposed to meet him at the security point where the gate let out of the concourse proper, near baggage claim.

At quarter to seven, OHare was bustling, and it helped Zane shrug off the last of the lingering unease from the flight. He had to walk at least half a mile through the sprawling terminals, maneuvering through throngs of people as he tried to get out, but he made it to the security point in under fifteen minutes. Right on time. Now he just had to find his contact.

He got stuck behind a group of college kids, some kind of sports team, as he came through the terminal exit. He stopped to try to look around and over them, searching for anything that might give him a clue as to whom hed be meeting.

Suit and tie, he would guess that much.

Several people fit the bill as he surveyed the milling crowd. A man in an expensive suit with no luggage other than a briefcase was reading a newspaper. A woman in a sharp pantsuit and her hair in a tight bun stood near the entrance to a café, checking her watch. Zane gave her a second glance before his gaze coasted past a well-built man leaning over into a cold drinks case, wearing an expensive trench coat and a T-shirt and jeans. The T-shirt and trench combo didnt get rocked often.

Zane smiled when it made him think of Ty. The pang of hurt that had lodged in his chest a couple of days ago twinged, and he rubbed at it, ignoring the frazzle of irritation that followed. Ty would wear something like that. He would probably get to Chicago, think Damn, its cold, and then go right out and buy a high-dollar trench to wear with jeans and a T-shirt because hed be able to wear it at work when he got home, and who cared what he looked like in the meantime? Zane chuckled despite the frustration and lingering sense of loss. It would make sense to Ty, anyway.

He tipped his head to one side to try to see what the T-shirt said. The man straightened and brought into view the face of one Special Agent B. Tyler Grady.

Zane did a literal double take, hardly able to believe who he was seeing.

Ty.

Ty looked up and met Zanes eyes across the crowded terminal, and shock registered on his handsome face. He was wearing a pair of jeans Zane had intimate knowledge of and a T-shirt he had never seen before. It was pink and vintage-looking with an orange half circle on it. There were two cartoon characters in front of the circle, an alligator and a crocodile, one saying, See you later, and the other replying, After while. He hadnt shaved in a day or two and looked a touch harried, but he also looked healthier than he had the last time Zane had seen him, less worn and more at peace with the world. As Zane drew near, he could see that Tys hazel eyes were the same as he remembered: alight with life and humor.

Zane! What are you doing here?

Zane was torn between a nearly overwhelming urge to pull Ty into his arms and the driving need to shake him silly. Zane curled his hands into fists, all too aware of the people all around them. Burns sent me.

Ty turned his chin. Youre my backup? he asked, a smile forming as he spoke. His eyes sparkled, and the smile lines around them appeared before he took an impulsive step forward and hugged Zane tight. Then he kissed him, heedless of the crowds milling through the terminal.

Zane clutched at Tys arms in surprise, but the warmth of Tys lips melted the shock away within seconds, and Zane squeezed his eyes shut as everything else faded.

It seemed like forever before Ty broke the kiss and took Zanes face between his hands to look at him. I thought itd be days before I got to see you.

Zane turned his head just enough to press his lips to Tys palm before he frowned. The swell of absolute relief and ridiculous happiness didnt stand a chance against the stored-up anger and frustration. He pulled back and took Ty by his shoulders, shaking him just like hed wanted to. What were you thinking?

Ty laughed and grabbed him. Stop! Okay!

I should shake you until your teeth rattle, Zane said as he let Ty go.

Ty nodded as his smile fell away. His hands dropped from Zanes face, his fingers dragging against Zanes skin.

Zane had almost a week of frustration built up, and he wasnt about to let it go that easily, even if Ty did look like a kicked puppy because Zane sort of wanted to kill him. When he spoke again, he was surprised that it came out in a growl. Where the hell have you been?

Ty shrugged, looking away at the thinning crowd. Here and there. In theory, Tennessee was involved. Or Kentucky. Im still not sure. He looked back at Zane. Which one has the bluegrass and which one has blue grass?

Zane barely resisted the impulse to shake him again. It wouldnt help, but it might help him feel better. Im not asking where Burns told you you were.

Ty nodded, refusing to comment on that.

Zane shook his head and then glanced up at the ceiling before meeting his lovers gaze again. You just left, Zane said, and he made no effort to hide his upset.

Ty glanced around the terminal, then looked back at Zane and flopped his hands. I had to. I dont know how to explain it; its just sometimes it feels like… like the world is shrinking around me. Like if I dont get out and away that itll catch me and crush me. And I know that sounds stupid, but its a real feeling and I panic. I woke up that morning and I just had to go. He reached up and put his palm against Zanes cheek again. It was like he couldnt help himself. I tried to wake you, I really did. I even shook you!

You shook me.

Well… I poked you.

Ty!

I know! You were sleeping so soundly and…. You looked happy and safe so I let you sleep.

I was, Zane said, too loud, and Ty glanced around. Zane stopped and gritted his teeth before continuing, his voice lowered again, I was. And then I woke up.

Ty met his eyes with difficulty. Even with the fear Zane could see, Ty was more rested and pulled together than he had been five days ago, when hed resembled a train going off the rails. He looked so much more like himself. Zane recognized just how stressed Ty must have been before taking off, and he could see that wherever Ty had been, it had helped.

When I left that morning I intended to be back that night. Or at least the next morning. I swear, Zane, if Id known Id be gone this long I would have tried to stick it out. Ty waited a few breaths and then added, Im sorry.

It didnt help Zane feel any better about the situation, especially when Tys sincere remorse highlighted how he was acting like a stereotypical jilted lover. Jealous, demanding, cranky. Zane grimaced. It just wasnt fair that he had been the one left behind and yet he still looked like the asshole. Theres no way Im going to come out of this looking good.

Ty grabbed his arm as Zane turned away, stepping in front of him to face him. What do you care if you come out of it looking good? The only person seeing you is me, and I know what I did was shitty. What do you care if we fight in front of a bunch of strangers wholl never see us again? I know youre angry, Zane. Show it. Just get it out so it doesnt sit inside you and blow up later.

Zane looked into his eyes and saw the near desperation there, and suddenly he could see the core of what had been bothering Ty. Neither of them had ever felt comfortable showing what they were feeling. For the first time, Zane could see just how badly Ty needed that. But Zane was too close to losing his temper as he stood there and looked into Tys eyes. What do you want me to say? The words came out graveled and curt.

Ty put both hands out, palms up. I dont know, bitch at me? Tell me its okay? Say something. Im damn near groveling, here, Zane.

You scared me, Ty. Scared me, Zane snapped back, loud enough that people started glancing at them.

I know, Ty said, still calm. Im sorry I scared you. Im sorry I bolted without saying anything to you. Im sorry I left when you needed me. If I could go back, Id do it differently. But Im not sorry for going. You and I both know I needed it. And somewhere in there, you know I needed to do it alone.

I wouldnt have stopped you, Zane said in a more controlled tone.

I know, Zane.

Then why the hell didnt you wake me?

I was afraid… I was afraid if I woke you and looked into your eyes I wouldnt be able to go. And I had to go, Zane, I had to.

Zane sighed. The anger was melting away, even after almost a week of percolating. Zane wanted to resent Ty for being so easy to forgive. He had expected to be hit with Tys charm, not this disarming sincerity. Even though fear and worry remained, they were blunted by the desperately happy part of him that just wanted Ty with him, no matter what. And he was glad to see Ty looking healthy again.

Ty nodded. Youre understandably pissed.

Youre damn right I am.

Why dont we go get your bags, take a cab ride to my hotel, and you can take it out on me there?

Take it out on you. As opposed to what, the world? Zane asked as he turned and started to walk through the breezeway.

Zane heard his partner sigh, but Ty kept his mouth shut as they walked.

Zane suspected he was overreacting, and he tried to swallow the anger. This wasnt how hed wanted to see Ty again. He was not supposed to be angry and hurt and Ty all understanding and apologetic, making him feel like a caveman for being upset.

After checking the directory sign outside baggage claim, Zane found the baggage conveyor for his flight and stood waiting for his black leather duffel to scroll past. Ty stood at his side, silent and close. Zane could feel him. He took a steadying breath and turned to look at Ty.

He was watching Zane, eyebrows raised.

Zane sniffed in annoyance. Still upset, he muttered, the words almost lost under the shuffling sound of people moving around them. But he sighed and relaxed a little; just being able to see Ty and feel the bundle of energy that was his partner allowed that.

Ty gave him another serene, amused smile. He glanced over his shoulder, and then he stepped forward and took Zanes elbow. Before Zane could do anything but draw a breath, Ty kissed him again, right there in the middle of baggage claim.

Zane grabbed his elbows, holding him still so he could deepen the kiss. To hell with whoever was watching. Ty felt so good in his arms, and he smelled like sandalwood, of all things. Zane didnt care why Ty was suddenly so comfortable with the PDAs. He was going to take advantage while he could.

Does it make you feel better to know I missed the hell out of you? Ty whispered, lips moving against Zanes. And I hope youre still just a little angry when we get to my hotel room.

Zane let out a shuddering breath. Itll be more than just a little.

Ty hummed, the sound deep and anticipatory. It was almost a purr. Promise?

Zane gripped Tys upper arms tight. Absolutely.

Ty smiled rakishly, damn him, and took a step back, looking Zane up and down before nodding at the conveyor belt. There went your bag.

Zane glanced around and had to dart after his duffel. When he pulled it off the belt and looked back at Ty in exasperation, Ty was still smiling.

Come on. Ill show you the hotel Dick ponied up for, Ty said as he turned to head for the exits.

You really have a hotel? But when do we move?

I dont know.

Zane slung the small bag over his shoulder and loped after Ty. Why was Burns in such a hurry to get me here this morning if the meet isnt set?

Probably because he knew I was here alone with nothing to do but something stupid. Ive been stalking this guy for two days now, Ty said as he dug around in his pockets, fussing with the heavy trench coat he wore. Took me a full day just to get a whiff of him. Burns needed to give you time to get under. Itll be this evening, so well have time to buy you some new clothes, give you time to scruff yourself up. Maybe give me time to scruff you up.

What do you mean scruff me up?

I mean screw you through a wall, Ty said, waving his hand up and down at Zane.

Zane laughed in surprise. That idea sounded pretty damn good. 

And you look like a Fed. Were not supposed to look like government on this one, so well need to find you some new clothes.

If you say so. All I know is Im backup. And a lot happier to be here than I was thirty minutes ago.

Tys hand snaked around Zanes waist and pulled him closer as they walked. Burns didnt give me anything but the city and hurry and that hed call me to give me an address later. Then I sat here cooling my heels for two days because he decided I needed backup. I didnt even get a chance to run down this dude, who apparently is pretty good at not being found.

Who is he?

I dont know. Do you really want to talk about a case well be handling in less than twelve hours, or do you want to go see my kickass hotel room and discuss your feelings instead?

Are you seriously asking me that question right now? Zane said as he moved his duffel to his other shoulder so it didnt hang between them.

Is that a no, then?

Zane reached to dig his fingers into Tys ribs, smiling when Ty twisted to get away. You might get there without being mauled in the back of a taxi, but Im making no promises.

Fair enough. So how was your week, anyway? Ty asked, passing through the glass doors and out into Chicagos frigid March morning. He began to search his pockets again, not looking where he was going.

Zane stopped their forward progress toward the curb after Ty almost ran down a couple of nuns dragging neon paisley rolling cases. What are you looking for?

I got you something, Ty said as he lifted one side of his trench coat and peered under it. This damn thing has so many hidey holes I cant remember which one I put it in.

Zane couldnt help but laugh again. You got me something?

Ty looked up, his eyes wide and sincere as he nodded. God, he was handsome. Zane had to shake the urge to kiss him again, and he let the warmth in his chest spread through him as he met Tys eyes. Ty, as always, remained outwardly oblivious to the effect he often had on Zane.

Ive been here an hour or so. Walked through the gift shop. He flopped his hands and gave up the search. Itll fall out eventually, he muttered as he smoothed his hands down the front of his coat. Hed definitely bought it for the exact reason Zane had thought.

You didnt need to bring anything home but yourself, Zane said, sighing as he took Tys arm and got him moving again, following the ground transportation signs toward the taxi queue. It was the same Ty Grady he knew and loved. Really loved. And wasnt that still an odd thought?

I didnt know when Id get home after this, Ty said with a wave of his hand. I couldnt call you. I was pretty sure you were going to be frothing at the mouth by now, so I had to have a plan B in case a sincere apology and groveling didnt work.

I wasnt frothing at the mouth.

Ty cleared his throat and glanced at Zane with a knowing look.

Zane shoved his hands in the pockets of his long overcoat and tried to ignore him, but he could just feel Ty watching and waiting. Okay, so I was a little put out. He shrugged as he glanced over at his partner.

Ty nodded as they came up on the cab in the front of the line waiting for passengers. He opened the door and they both climbed into the back of the car, and Zane stashed the duffel between his feet. Ty said something to the cabbie Zane couldnt make out over the traffic noise, and the car was moving a few moments later.

I am sorry I left like that, Ty said as soon as they were sitting next to each other, a careful two feet of empty seat between them.

The structures whizzing by outside cast weird shadows into the cab, but Zane knew the features of Tys face without having to see them, and a short glimpse in the sunlight showed him that Ty was watching him, eyes intent.

Im sorry you felt you had to.

Ty gave an elegant shrug and smiled. Shit happens, he said as he looked away.

Usually because youre full of it, Zane muttered, leaning back in the seat to take the first easy breath hed been able to draw in days. He glanced at Ty and felt more of the pressure in his chest ease away.

Ty rested his head against the seat and turned to look at Zane. Nice suit.

Zane looked down at himself. It was a deep black suit with sharp lines and tiny charcoal pinstripes, bought to replace the suit ruined last week at Lydia Reeves funeral and picked up from the tailors just yesterday. The jacket had been cut a little fuller to allow for his gun holster, and the sleeves a little longer to cover his knives. Burns caught me in the gym. This was what I had for work, since I didnt have time to run home. 

Ty was still watching him, his head lowered, his lips twitching as he fought a smile. No, Zane, he said in a low voice, an entirely different tone to the words. I meant nice suit.

Zanes mouth went dry as the honey-smooth tone of Tys seductive voice seeped into him. A slash of light caught in Tys eyes, and they glittered green with flecks of gold, focused on him. Zane felt his cheeks flush. Well. I… uh.

Ty didnt respond. He continued to watch Zane as the city passed by the cabs windows. Zane raised an eyebrow, and Ty smirked. Zane knew that look. He knew it very well, and the cab could not get to the hotel fast enough.





TY LED Zane through the lobby of the hotel Dick had put them up in, bypassing the front desk in favor of the elevators. Technically, they had two rooms for the day. They wouldnt need both.

Ty had to admit that he was nervous. Hed been nervous ever since the morning Richard Burns had called him and hed realized he wouldnt be able to get back to Zane before Zane completely flipped out. As soon as the elevator doors closed, Ty glanced at Zane and breathed in deeply to calm himself.

Zane turned to lean against the side wall, facing Ty, watching him. His dark eyes didnt stray, not that Ty had anywhere to hide.

You mad? Ty asked, lips twitching as he fought a smile.

Zanes eyes narrowed, and the calm façade melted into something that looked a little more dangerous. A thrill ran through Tys body, and he could not suppress the shiver.

You want to talk?

Is there more to say? Zane asked. His voice carried a cautious undertone. Im angry, youre sorry.

Honestly? Ty said, losing the teasing note. I think we have shit tons of things to talk about.

Zane frowned, looking pained. But he nodded in agreement.

The elevator lurched as they reached their floor. Ty waited for the doors to open before he stepped closer and took Zanes hand in his.

Zane laced his fingers with Tys, and the frown faded, replaced by an unusual vulnerability. This isnt going to keep me angry.

Yeah, thats not exactly my plan, Ty whispered as he led Zane down the hallway. They passed a few people on their way to their door, but he never let go of Zanes hand. He didnt let go of it as he fished his key out of one of his many pockets and unlocked the door, and once they were inside, he didnt let go of it after he let Zane drop his bag. Instead, he pulled Zane closer to kiss him.

Zanes free hand dug under Tys trench coat to slide around his waist, pulling Ty to him as their lips met.

Tys eyes fell shut and all the tension drained out of him as he wrapped around his lover. Zane was so warm, and his familiar scent seeped into Ty, pushing away all the worries hed been harboring. He reached out and slid his hand along Zanes waist, pulling at his shirt. I love you, Zane.

Zane sighed, leaning to place a soft kiss at Tys temple. I know.

Ty turned his head to instigate another kiss, delving into it with more heat. Ive been looking forward to this for days.

Zane clutched him close, heat and anticipation building between them, and Ty heard a soft groan escape Zane as the kiss continued. The sound went straight through Ty, and his hands began tugging at Zanes dress shirt, undoing buttons, pulling at his belt as they shuffled further into the room. Ty was forced to take a step back to keep his balance. He found himself against the side of the wet bar, and he just had to laugh and lean against the edge of the counter. Zane shoved Tys coat off his shoulders and pulled at his T-shirt.

Been too long, Zane said before claiming another kiss.

Ty nodded, not able to say anything in reply. He pushed onto his toes and sat on the marble counter so he could slide his knees against Zanes hips and pull him closer. Zane wedged in, obviously determined to have skin on skin contact sooner rather than later.

Ty began to laugh again, pushing off Zanes shirt and dragging his hands against his shoulders. He leaned in to get another kiss, but just as their lips touched, Ty opened his mouth to say one last thing before he forgot and let it slide too long. Zane spoke first.

Ty, Zane said between kisses, his hands firm on Tys body. Be mine, just for now. Theres time.

Ty reached for Zanes face, meeting his eyes. I was always yours, he said with difficulty.

Zane pressed his fingertips to Tys lips. Why?

Ty shook his head, searching for the answer. His chest tightened and breathing became difficult, but he landed on the words he needed. He met Zanes dark eyes and realized he was feeling light-headed as he answered. Because… you make me the kind of person Ive always wished I was.

Zane was silent, his gaze tracing over Tys face. Ty held his breath until Zane spoke. Ive always wanted you just like you are. As much as you infuriate me, youre who I want.

Ty couldnt put his finger on what those words felt like. It was somewhere between relief and elation. He didnt have any more he could say, so he just leaned forward and kissed Zane again, hooking his feet behind Zanes thighs so he couldnt get away.

With a groan, Zane started pulling at Tys T-shirt to get it over his head.

Dont hurt it! Its new, Ty said with a grin as he lifted his arms for Zane to pull the shirt off. It hit the floor, and Zanes hands splayed over Tys chest and ribs while he latched on to Tys neck. Ty moaned and let his head fall back, cursing when he banged it against the mirrored cabinet above the wet bar.

Zane sank to his knees, tugging Ty off the counter, mouth still on Tys body, his beard leaving a trail of prickles. His hands slid into Tys jeans, and he pulled them down as he moved.

Zane, Ty said, breathless as he looked down at Zane on his knees. He put his hand on Zanes head and pulled at his overgrown curly hair. 

Zane dragged his tongue down the dark trail of hair along Tys abdomen before he tipped his head back to look up at Ty. 

Is this a bad time to tell you that I hate that beard? Ty asked.

Youll deal with it, Zane said, that spark returning to his almost-black eyes.

Ty laughed, his hand tightening in Zanes hair. Zane retaliated by dragging his cheek down Tys hip. Ty tugged at his hair harder. Come back up here.

Zane stood in one fluid motion, reaching out to cup one hand over the back of Tys neck as he pulled him into a voracious kiss.

Something inside Ty flipped over, and he dug his fingers into Zane with a grateful moan. Something about Zanes touch felt different. There was more confidence in him, something more firm than just the muscles of his back that Ty was digging his fingers into. Something more certain. 

Zane pulled him closer and squeezed him tight, then reached down to slide his hands under Tys ass and lift him with a grunt. Ty wrapped around him so he wouldnt fall, and Zane swung around and took the three steps to the bed before tossing Ty down to the mattress.

Ty was still bouncing when Zane crawled over him to kiss him again. He remembered the first time theyd ever tried this: Zane had picked him up like that, in the bathroom of that damn Holiday Inn in New York City. If Ty told Zane that he enjoyed it, hed be getting tossed around all the time. Hed probably end up with a broken arm or something. Or Zane would ruin his back.

He let Zane take over, letting his lovers touch brush away all the stress and worry of the last few months, letting himself forget everything hed been holding onto, letting Zane wipe the slate clean for him. He tangled his hands in Zanes hair and kissed him like it was their first time.

When their mouths parted, both of them gasping for breath, Zane set his forehead against Tys and slid his hand through Tys mussed hair. His body was heavy against Tys, his heart racing, warmth and anticipation flowing between them.

This feels different, Ty said, breathless.

Yes. Zane shifted down to one elbow, laying all of his weight on Ty and pressing closer, nosing against Tys chin and cheek.

Ty spread his legs wider, letting Zane settle between them. It had taken a few months, but hed finally gotten comfortable with just how much he enjoyed having Zane top him. Hed taught himself quite a lot on that cruise ship job over Christmas.

He reached up to slide his fingers into Zanes hair, meeting Zanes eyes and lifting his hips, making Zanes breath catch. 

Ty, Zane drew out, a shudder coursing through him and into Ty. You make me crazy wanting you.

Thats the way I like you, Ty said as he dragged his fingers up Zanes back. Come on, we have time.

Zane shifted and ground down against Tys thigh. Good. I intend to make you as crazy as I am, he said against Tys ear before pushing himself up and to his knees. And I believe you invited me to work off a little aggravation.

Less talky, Zane, Ty said with a smirk he knew would get Zane even more riled.

Zane gave him that narrow-eyed glare again and scooted back and off the bed. Get those jeans off now if you want them to be wearable later, he said as he stripped off the rest of his clothes.

Ty did so without ever letting his gaze leave Zane, watching his lover disrobe with a shiver of anticipation. Then he spread himself out flat and stretched his arms above his head. He met Zanes eyes, laying his body out to offer up control. If Zane deserved anything from him, it was enough trust to give him that.

Zane growled low in his throat and again crawled up Tys body, rubbing his chest and cock against all the skin he could as he worked his way up, leading with his tongue… and that damn beard. Ty dismissed that obscenity to fuss about later, pushing his body up against Zanes, forcing his hands to remain above his head instead of touching Zane like he so wanted to do.

How do you want me to touch you? Zane asked in a voice that rasped against Tys skin.

I just want you.

Zane rubbed against him more insistently as they kissed, hard and long and wet. His hands squeezed and petted until one followed the lines of Tys muscled arm to close over his crossed wrists, holding them fast. I thought you werent kinky.

Im not kinky.

Zane hummed. Want me to hold you down while I fuck you senseless? Is that why youve got your hands up like this?

Yeah. Ty could barely get the word out as he stared up into Zanes eyes.

I can certainly oblige, Zane said, voice raspy and dark. He pushed down on Tys wrists as he ground their hips together.

Ty whimpered at the tone of Zanes voice and the promise in it. I should do this for you more often, he said in a tortured voice.

Do what?

Give you everything I have.

Their eyes met in the breathless silence. Ty could feel Zanes heart beating fast against his chest. Zane finally kissed him in a violent rush and then pushed up and away from him.

Stay there and spread your knees. I want to see you.

As Zane left the bed and disappeared into the bathroom, Ty did as he was ordered, placing his feet flat on the mattress and letting his knees fall to the sides. Zane had certainly gotten comfortable with his inner Alpha. Before Ty could form another thought, Zane was back, on the bed, between Tys legs and licking his way up the inside of Tys thigh to his cock.

Ty sighed, an almost inaudible release of air. The look in Zanes eyes was something Ty had never seen. It was intense and heated, possessive, filled with emotion that made Tys chest hurt all over again, like the first time hed ever looked into that fire in Zanes eyes and known that there would be no one else in the world for him.

Zane worked his way back up Tys body before saying, I love you, Ty.

Ty didnt have time to respond before Zane was kissing him, his lips and tongue demanding on Tys, his body pressing down, insinuating himself between Tys open legs.

One hand gripped both Tys wrists as Zane rested his elbow against the bed near Tys head. The other hand groped its way down Tys body, a languorous, intimate exploration of the space between them. Ty closed his eyes as warmth and pressure spread through him. He felt Zanes long fingers, slick with cool lubricant, slide under his balls to rub.

Fuck yes. Tys back arched and his fingers stretched for anything to grab onto as Zane held him tight. He hooked one leg over Zanes hip and moaned into the kiss. He could feel Zanes cock, hard and demanding against him, and every inch of Zanes body was tense where he touched Ty.

Zane, Ty whispered shakily.

Its been too long since I got to do this, Zane said, his voice rasping and harsh. The head of his cock pushed against Ty, and Ty pulled his leg up higher to help the entry.

All you have to do is ask, Ty said, unable to catch his breath over the rapid butterfly beating of his heart.

Zane nodded even as he turned his head and deepened the kiss. Ty lost himself in the sensations, submerging in the familiar scent of his lover and the absolute joy of being touched and taken like this. Then the head of Zanes cock pushed into him with a slow rocking of Zanes hips that forced him into Ty, little by little.

Jesus, Zane. Ty pulled at his hands as the pain seared through him, desperate to be able to drag his fingers down Zanes back, but Zane held fast. His other hand came to rest on Tys thigh, fingers digging in, pulling at Tys leg as he worked himself in with infinite care.

Ty pulled his knees up higher as the pain ebbed into something dull and throbbing, letting Zane spread him wider and push deeper into him. He absolutely loved the feeling of Zanes hips, warm against the inside of his thighs and pressing against him. Loved the sensation of the shaft of Zanes cock sliding against tight muscles, of being pushed into as he was held down.

Grunting as he stretched out over Tys body, Zane flexed his hips until he was as deep inside Ty as he could get. A soft moan escaped him, and after kissing Ty again, he began to move, a slow rocking motion that built into a real rhythm. The first true thrust wrung an involuntary gasp out of Ty, and he pushed his hips into each one that followed. It spurred Zane on, his movements sliding Tys shoulders against the expensive sheets, the bulk of Zanes weight on that one hand forcing Tys wrists to sink into the mattress.

Ty couldnt describe how it felt to be pinned beneath Zane and taken in such an intimate, forceful way. Sex with Zane in any form was always enjoyable, but this was something different, something more than hed ever given anyone.

He wrapped his legs around Zanes hips, his back curling as he met Zanes thrusts. A desperate stutter of a moan passed his lips, and he jerked his head to the side as Zane shoved into him. Zanes free hand came up to grip Tys hair, pulling his face back so he had to look up. It was an odd feeling, looking into the eyes of the man who moved inside him. It wasnt uncomfortable, though. Far from it.

Zane flexed his hips as he bit at Tys lip. Kiss me, he said, voice hoarse and demanding.

Ty nearly whimpered. His hands moved to reach for his lover, but Zanes restraint on his wrists stopped them. Ty gasped instead and rolled his hips again, then pushed back with his shoulders to lift himself just enough to press his lips to Zanes.

Zane crushed their mouths together, the passion flaring out of control as he sank deep. Tys ears were filled with the thuds of their bodies meeting, the barely there gasps that wrung out of him, Zanes grunts of effort and pleasure against his neck. He curled to combat the brutal pounding, a cry escaping as his fingers splayed. Zane leaned even more of his weight forward on Tys hands, thrusting in and then grinding close before pulling back, only to push in again.

Ty writhed and let out a shameless whimper, then moved again to hook his ankles behind Zanes lower back for lack of any other way to hold on to him. Zane moaned as the angle of his entry changed, and the soft sound ratcheted up the heat inside Ty, pleasure curling in his groin. Zane hissed before shifting to start in on him harder, his hips ramming against Tys ass. As it went on and on, Ty cried out, and the hoarse sounds werent quite words.

He twisted as Zane pounded into him, unable to do anything but open himself up to the vulnerability of pleasure. Breathing hard, Zane started to slow, changing the hard thrusts to long, smooth slides. He lowered himself to lie against Ty, reaching up with his other hand to pull Tys wrists down. Zane kissed him, slow and sure. Ty moaned and spread his captive hands, letting Zanes fingers thread into his, feeling helpless in Zanes grasp but loving that he could trust Zane with that feeling. Not once did it cross his mind to panic or try to escape the grip of Zanes fingers. At that moment, he was totally Zanes.

I love to see you like this, Zane whispered against Tys ear, causing a shudder to travel through Tys body. So fucking perfect.

Zane must have felt Tys reaction, because he gasped and snapped his hips hard and then moved back up on his knees. He let go of one of Tys hands, then reached down to slide his free hand against Tys hip, holding on to him. Ty arched into his touch, reaching out to drag his fingers over Zanes shoulder and down his chest. Short, tortured breaths escaped his parted lips. He couldnt force himself to open his eyes as Zane started to move inside him again.

Ty, Zane said as he released Tys other wrist and moved his hand to splay his palm across Tys chest. Look at me. Open your eyes, baby.

Ty whimpered with the words, almost a pained gasp as he forced his eyes open.

Zane swallowed hard as he drew a shaky breath. Are you feeling this too? he asked, breathless as he rolled his hips against Ty.

Ty met his eyes for a brief moment before the pleasure and the proximity caused his eyes to fall shut once more and his body to jerk as he reached for Zanes neck and pulled him close. Zanes fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there.

Yes, Ty answered, surprised at how desperate the honest answer sounded. He moaned, licking his lips as he tried to process through the haze, and then pressed his mouth to Zanes ear. The flare of heat had Tys blood pumping so hard that at first he couldnt be sure the words were coming out. He couldnt hear a thing but his own heartbeat. Ill always be yours, baby.

Zane shuddered against him, managing a dozen more thrusts before tensing hard. He shouted as he came, and his hips stuttered with each abbreviated thrust as he moaned Tys name. Through his climax, Zane continued rolling his hips, providing the friction Ty needed, and it was enough to push Ty over the edge. They held tight to each other as they shared their pleasure, letting the world spin out of control for a few short moments together.
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