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      Officer Finn Hallan has never run from a fight. With Niall’s life and love at stake, he’s not about to start now.

      Finn Hallan is a member of the elite Norwegian Emergency Response Unit, code name Delta. When the team is sent to respond to a hostage situation on an Oil Platform, he has to face demons he thought he had buried a long time ago.

      Scottish engineer Niall Faulkner’s skills in oil platform decommissioning takes him to the Forseti platform at the worst possible time. When he’s captured by terrorists, his only thought is that he will never get to tell his lover how he really feels.

      Can Finn keep Niall alive? Or will they both die at the hands of hijackers in the frigid waters of the Norwegian sea?
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      “This is the second fucking time we’ve had to do this, and I’m telling you now, I’m not staying for the whole thing.”

      Finn Hallan glanced over at his teammate and wondered if he should check him for any visible weapons. Erik was one of those guys who was never happy about sitting still, let alone in a seminar dealing with health and safety.

      “Cap’s not going to like you backing out of this,” Finn warned. He was just as restless, more familiar with action and getting on with things than sitting in a briefing room listening to changes in policy. Thing is, this shit was statutory, and Cap had made Finn and Erik attend, in case there was anything important about oil platform safety. Finn was certainly not going up against Cap, and he knew Erik needed to keep his ass in the chair if he wanted to stay on the team.

      Delta was a highly sought after group of people to join and if you made it, you didn’t refuse to sit in meetings that you’d been ordered into.

      “We need a serious emergency,” Erik groused. “A hostage negotiation,“A hostage negotiation or at the very least a terrorist threat.” or at the very least a terrorist threat.”

      The woman in front of him turned and frowned at the words, but she took one look at both Erik and Finn and turned back to face the front. Finn knew they looked out of place. Both in the dark dress colors of the Delta uniform, not long off duty, they probably gave the impression of some kind of hardass security detail. Certainly, not the kind of guys you told to shut up. She would know who they were, members of the ERU, code-named Delta, and the ones who policed for terrorist activities in Norway and out into the Norwegian Sea. Which, incidentally, was where most of these NorsDev employees in the briefing worked.

      Erik grinned and raised his eyebrows suggestively before cupping his groin and looking pointedly at the back of the blonde’s head. Finn shook his head. She was a NorsDev exec, and everyone knew the high-ups at the energy company had nothing to say to the ranks. If only she knew how much Finn and Erik could do for her if she were in trouble. If only she was aware of the kind of men they really were—ones who never sat still—then maybe she’d be a little more understanding of the boredom factor.

      The presentation on the large screen at the front of the room switched to a new slide with a name in block capitals. Niall Faulkner. Not a name that Finn recognized and he couldn’t help the groan when he saw the line under the name. Platform Decommissioning Engineer.

      “Oh Jesus fuck. Save me from nerds with clipboards and PowerPoints. I think my last brain cell up and died,” Erik muttered.

      The speaker indicated the slide, “And now I’d like to hand it over to Niall Faulkner. Some of you will recall Niall was responsible for the X220 additions.” A ripple of murmurs around the room indicated that at least some knew what the hell that meant. Evidently, this Faulkner guy was someone with a name at NorsDev. A man stood in the front row of the lecture theatre and made his way up the four steps to the stage, tripping on the last step and grabbing at the retreating previous speaker as he left. Luckily the new guy, Niall, Finn assumed, didn’t fall flat on his face, but he couldn’t help the smile on his face. It was funny shit seeing someone fall over.

      Niall made his way to the lectern, looking down at his notes and shuffling them into some kind of order. The main spotlight flickered then focused directly on him, and Finn had an instant gut reaction to the man on the stage.

      Short and slim, with dark hair and glasses, he was the hottest safety officer Finn had ever seen.

      “Woo boy,” Erik said under his breath. “You thinking he’s way tooAnyone. pretty to not be utterly and entirely gay?”

      Finn didn’t dignify the comment with a response. Erik was the only member of the Delta team who knew Finn himself was gay and that comment was directly aimed at Finn and the fact Erik kept trying to get Finn hooked up with someone. Anyone. Last week it had been this short guy with glasses who worked in legal A month ago, it was a random stranger who fixed Eric’s car. The guy didn’t stop.

      “Even if he is, he’s not my type,” Finn lied very quietly. Actually, this Niall guy was pretty much the epitome of Finn’s type. Preppy with a side order of nerdy was just exactly what Finn liked under him, or over him, or hell, anyway which around him. And the glasses? Hell, glasses got him every time.

      “I totally think he’s batting for your team,” Erik said, obviously waiting for Finn to shout him down. Instead, Finn went the opposite way just to fuck with Erik.

      “Absolutely,” Finn deadpanned.

      Erik’s eyes widened, and then he frowned and peered to the small stage below. “Seriously? You can tell from here?”

      Finn punched Erik in the leg, “No, fucker. I can't.”

      Erik huffed and pulled out his cell phone, putting it in his lap and shielding the glow with his hands.

      “This is all bullshit anyway,” he announced. “I’m out of here,” Erik was clearly booking out of this presentation. On the other hand, Finn found himself absolutely fixated. He wasn’t entirely sure what Niall was saying because he wasn’t listening to the words, but Finn could listen to Niall’s soft Scottish accent all day. Kind of a cross between Ewan McGregor and Sean Connery.

      All too soon this Niall guy, who apparently could remove oil platforms in a responsible and environmentally sound way, had finished the presentation. There was a polite ripple of applause before he threw the meeting open for questions.

      Finn had a lot of questions, only none of them were to do with…he peered at the last slide…ethical decommissioning.

      Erik leaned over, “Bathroom,” he said. “Or maybe I’ll just fuck off and find a bar.”

      Finn gripped his friend’s jacket. “Cap will kill you for flunking again.”

      Erik shrugged free. “Cover for me,” he hissed, then left out the side door. Fucker. The woman in front turned to face him, but this time she didn’t turn away. In fact, she was looking at him expectantly, as was the whole row. He scanned them, wondering exactly what to say.

      “Sir? Did you have a question?” The soft sexy burr of the Scottish voice asked over the microphone.

      Shit. Evidently, Erik’s leaving had caught Niall’s attention, and he thought the kerfuffle was a freaking question. The woman in front smirked at him, then raked him with her eyes with a large dose of disdain. She was daring him to say he’d been fucking around with Erik and hadn’t listened to a word the presenter said.

      “Yes,” Finn said smoothly. The woman looked surprised, but she didn’t turn in her chair. “Is decommissioning of oil platforms what you always wanted to do?”

      And no, he had no idea where that came from, but it seemed like a reasonable question. People asked that kind of thing? Right?

      Niall stared out at him with a look of consternation. Finn waited for that moment when Niall said that in all of his however many years he had never had such a strange question. Then Niall’s expression cracked and he shook his head ruefully.

      “I wanted to be an astronaut,” he admitted. “But mild vertigo and a propensity for being sick whenever I flew meant that wasn’t going to happen. Seemed to me the ocean and the unexplored depths was the next best thing.”

      As soon as he’d answered, another question came from the front row, from the lick-asses who actually paid attention in these seminars. The pressure was off Finn. Damn woman was still looking at him, although the rest of the row had turned back to face front. Her expression had changed, and she was looking at him with a speculating gleam. He leaned forward toward her.

      “Can I help you?” he half whispered.

      She lowered her lashes at him. “I don’t know. Can you?”

      Finn leaned even closer. “Unless you have a cock under that pretty red dress, then I’m not sure I can.”

      Her eyes widened, and she turned her back to him with an audible huff. It was all Finn could do not to laugh out loud, even if he did feel a bit of a dick for saying that. But then, she had been the one staring.

      The rest of the seminar passed in all it’s boring glory, a combination of industry information, safety notes, and that speech from Niall-with-the-accent. When Finn turned on his cell phone, he saw he had three missed calls from Cap, and a picture message from Erik of a cup of coffee and a Danish. Just seeing the food made Finn’s stomach grumble and knowing Erik was sat somewhere relaxing pissed him off no end.

      He listened to Cap’s messages. If the matter had been urgent, then he’d have been pulled from the seminar, but these messages were more on the line of is-Erik-there and I-just-saw-Erik-with-coffee.

      Like I have any control over Erik.

      He sent off a quick text to Cap, assuring him that Erik must have been on a break, then another to Erik saying he’d been spotted. Let Erik and Cap fight that one out. As for Finn, he’d earned points today by staying through the whole thing, and he’d seen the edible morsel that was Scottish-Niall, so it was a win/win for him.

      In the breakout area with coffee and snacks, Niall was holding court. A gaggle of women surrounded him, all talking, and Niall looked like he was doing okay. Laughing and smiling and talking, and Finn wanted some of that. Using his best seek-and-destroy tactics, he made his way around the edge of the room until he was behind Niall and a single step forward had him up close and personal with the man. He realized a few things in quick succession: Niall smelled of a fresh aftershave, he was a good six inches shorter than Finn, and his voice was even sexier close up.

      Please if there is a god, let Niall Faulkner be gay, or at the very least bi or curious.

      “So astronaut, then,” Finn inserted in a lull in the conversation. Niall looked at Finn sharply, then, obviously realizing he was looking right at Finn’s chest because of their height difference, his gaze travelled upward, then down to groin level, then back to Niall’s face. Quickly, but with enough focus to have Finn thinking that Niall was checking him out.

      Oh yes, he certainly checked me out.

      “Until I was eight at least,” Niall said with a small smile.

      Finn wasn’t letting this drop. He wanted to tease Niall, and he sure as well didn’t want Niall turning back to the NorsDev women who surrounded him. “I wanted to be a cowboy like Clint Eastwood.”

      “But you ended up a cop,” Niall pointed out with a nod to the uniform that Finn was wearing. “ERU? That’s the special team out of Oslo, right?”

      “Yeah, and same thing,” Finn said. “Fighting the bad guys.”

      “Except you don’t have a horse.”

      “I had to leave the horse outside. He never pays attention in seminars.” Finn held out a hand. “Finn Hallan,” he introduced himself. “On loan to the Norwegian Emergency Response Unit.”

      “On loan from where?”

      “Metropolitan, London.”

      “A Londoner working for the Norwegians. I didn’t know the Beredskapstroppen opened to non-Norwegians.”

      “My father is Norwegian. And you’re Niall Faulkner, the decommissioning expert from Scotland, if I hear right? And you work for NorsDev.” There, that turned the whole conversation about what Finn could or couldn’t do on its head. He’d much rather hear what Niall had to say about himself. And the interesting twist of a Scot using Norwegian words was just the sexiest thing ever. The women around him, all four of them, melted away and just about on time Finn was in a one-on-one situation with the sexy engineering guy.

      “Were you actually listening to what I was saying today?” Niall asked with a tilt of his head to punctuate the question. He had the most intriguing eyes but the light there was too bright to properly make out the color. How did Finn explain he was looking at Niall and listening to the tone of his voice rather than taking in the content of what Niall was saying?

      “Of course,” Finn lied. “You’re an expert in the field of decommissioning.”

      Niall raised an eyebrow, silently mocking Finn.

      “And you’re ethical as well,” Finn added.

      “I can summarize for you now,” Niall said. He opened his mouth to begin, but a man stepped up next to Niall with a plate of snacks and coffee.

      “Eat something,” the new arrival insisted. He spared Finn a quick glance and a smile then focused back on Niall. “Seriously, if you don’t eat you’ll fade away to nothing.” The new guy had a similar Scottish accent to Niall, but it wasn’t enough to hold Finn’s attention like Niall’s. Finn didn’t imagine the look of exasperation on Niall’s face, nor did he think for one minute Niall would fade away. He may be a little on the small side, but then, most people were next to Finn with his six-four in height to be fair. But there was something solid about Niall, he was all lithe muscles and slim build…in fact, he was built for⁠—

      “Mr. Hallan, this is my brother Ewan,” Niall said. “Ewan, meet Mr. Hallan⁠—”

      “Finn.”

      Niall ignored him and carried on with the introduction. “He’s with the ERU.”

      Ewan whistled and looked impressed. “A real-life Delta in our midst. Are you here for your annual health and safety briefing?”

      “Just picking up what we need to know.”

      “Might help if you listen to me then,” Niall deadpanned. “I was examining the fact that when we’re deconstructing the oil platforms that security is lower and there’s a skeleton staff until handover and that this could well be a security risk.”

      Finn wasn’t entirely sure what to say to that. His role in Delta was the backbone of the war against terrorists in Norway and the locale, which covered the oil rigs in the Norwegian Sea. He should really have listened to Niall. So how did he apologize, then ask for a recap without looking like a complete dick?

      “I heard all that,” he lied.

      “Yet you asked me about what I wanted to be when I grew up?” He stepped out of the light a little and Finn was blown away by Niall’s eyes, a stunning mix of golds and browns. They were damn near twinkling with the teasing.

      “I didn’t exactly phrase it like that,” Finn defended himself. Then he backed down. “Maybe I could get a private consultation,” he said slyly. This was the perfect time to test the waters with the decommissioning engineer, or whatever he was called.

      “Call your team, and I’ll do a group talk before I leave on Friday,” Niall offered. “It was good to meet you, Mr. Hallan.”

      “Finn,” he repeated in the hope he would hear his name on Niall’s lips in that soft bur.

      They shook hands again, then Niall was lost to the crowd, his brother at his side guiding him around the different people. Finn resolved to look Niall Faulkner up when he got to a quiet space. There was something intriguing about the man with the hazel eyes and the soft steady voice. Oh and his pants, there was something about what was in his pants, and the way they hugged his groin tightly…and that ass…
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      Niall allowed Ewan to guide him away and was thankful for the interruption. “Thank you,” he said in a quiet voice.

      “Was he making you nervous?” Ewan asked with a backward glance at the man they had left by the back window.

      Niall considered the tall, broad, in-your-face, dark-haired, blue-eyed man. Nervous no, a little turned on, yes. That Delta ticked every single one of Niall’s items on the checklist. Taller. Bigger. Stronger. Fuck, even his libido had his cock hardening in his pants and he couldn’t do allow himself to get turned on like some horny teenager. Not here. In this place, he was a respected engineer with years of experience behind him and his opinion was requested. He held a high position leading a team of engineers at NorsDev, one of the biggest energy companies in the world, and he wasn’t even thirty yet.

      He did not have time to fuck that all up by mooning over Mr. Tall and Sexy in his uniform. And hell, that uniform. It stretched in all the right places, and add in the trim waist and flat stomach, and Niall was a goner. God knows what he would have done if he’d actually gotten a look at Finn’s ass, but it had to be fine given the way his uniform pants clung to muscled thighs and⁠—

      “Earth to Niall,” Ewan interrupted is thoughts. “You okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine…and no, he didn’t make me nervous. So, who’s next on the agenda?”

      “Adam’s here from finance, something about budgets.”

      Oh. Hell. No. “You have to get me out of here,” Niall said urgently. “That man will kill me with boredom.”

      Ewan turned to say something but it was too late, Adam was there, folders under his arm, and Niall abruptly saw an hour of his life disappear into a black hole. When he glanced back at where he’d left Finn, he saw the man was still there. He was leaning back against the window, arms crossed over his broad chest, and he was staring right at Niall.

      Flustered, it was all Niall could do to concentrate on Adam and his wish to cut three million from the budgets for decommissioning the Forseti platform. When next he got a chance to check on Finn, the sex-on-legs guy had gone. Niall couldn’t help the bite of disappointment. Yes, Finn Hallan made him feel all kinds of nervous, but it was a good nervous, and he already missed the sight of him.

      And what did that say about the attraction between two people? Because Niall was ready to jump the man’s bones and they’d barely shaken hands.

      “I’m going up to get some work done.” The time had long since passed eight p.m., and he was off the clock now. Someone else could be the expert, the one who answered questions, all Niall wanted was a tumbler of whiskey, his PJs and his laptop. And sleep.

      Ewan passed him another plate of whatever leftovers there were on the main table. Niall took them because he knew it was a waste of time arguing with his little brother. After all, Ewan was just looking after him.

      “I know you won’t call room service,” Ewan said with a sigh. He tucked a plastic bottle of Coke into Niall’s laptop bag and handed him the whole thing. “Go. Before someone corners you again.”

      Niall did as he was told, edging his way out and making sure not to meet anyone’s gaze. He only did these safety audit assessments once a year and it seemed like everyone in NorsDev wanted a piece of him. When he made it out to the main corridor juggling plate and laptop bag it was like the last day of the summer term, and he had the long stretch of weeks ahead of him. Okay so it was only one night but that was a long time in a really nice hotel with a shower built for two.

      Unbidden, thoughts of Finn in the shower had him groaning at the rush of lust. Jesus, he was losing it big time today. He pressed the button for the elevator and stood back. He was on floor seventeen of the Radisson Blu with a wonderful view of Oslo, and he couldn’t wait to see it all lit up in the dark again. The elevator was way up there at twenty-four, but he wasn’t moving. He’d have a long wait, but climbing up seventeen flights of stairs would probably mean he’d be found near dead on floor thirteen. He chuckled at the thought but stiffened when a familiar voice spoke behind him.

      “Niall,” Finn said softly. “You going up?”

      Niall turned very slowly to face the object of his fascination and he swallowed. Finn had changed out of his uniform and into jeans that hugged his legs like a second skin, and a scarlet T-shirt that stuck very close to every single muscle. In uniform, he looked edible, but dressed like this with damp hair from the shower he looked like every gay man’s wet dream. His eyes were so damn blue, his lashes long and dark. He may have showered but he hadn’t shaved, and stubble darkened his jawline, which gave him an almost dangerous look. Niall needed to say something, Finn had asked him a question. Something about the elevator.

      “Seventeen,” he said.

      Clearly, that was enough, Finn nodded. “Are you finished for the day now?”

      Niall nodded and heard himself sigh. “All done for another year.”

      “Except for my one-on-one,” Finn pointed out.

      “I didn’t say a one-on-one. I said I’d talk to your whole team.”

      The elevator arrived and they both got in. He pressed seventeen and stood back with the expectation that Finn would press for his own floor. When he didn’t Niall assumed that they were on the same floor. That was until the doors shut and Finn stepped right up in his space.

      “I wasn’t talking about the security briefing,” he said all sexy-growly. Niall moved back until his back hit the mirrored wall and Finn stepped forward.

      Abruptly Niall was flustered and words failed him. “Wh-what were y-you referring to.”

      Carefully, oh so gently, Finn used a single finger to tilt Niall’s chin up.

      “Our one-on-one,” he said.

      “Ours…” Oh God, oh fuck, I am going to break the zipper in these pants.

      “Unless I read this wrong and you don’t want me to hold you down and suck your brains out through your cock.”

      Finn hadn’t moved any closer. In fact, it appeared he was deliberately well out of Niall’s space. This was the moment that Niall had to make a decision. He could brush this off, ignore the erection pressing painfully against his zipper, forget the fact that desire and lust fought for every inch of his body. Hold me down. Fuck… Or he could take everything those blue eyes promised and have one night of the kind of sex that he imagined he would have with Finn. He heard his brother’s voice. Go for it. No one is ever promised a tomorrow. What do you have to lose?

      Swallowing, Niall shifted the weight of his computer bag from his shoulder, distracted by the flash of numbers as the elevator passed twelve, thirteen…he had to make a decision.

      “You didn’t read it wrong,” he said. His voice came out surprisingly normal despite the fact that his tongue felt too big for his mouth.

      The elevator came to a smooth stop, and Finn moved his finger and stepped back.

      “Is your room okay?” he asked softly.

      Niall attempted to remember how he’d left his room. The maids would have been in to tidy, but Niall wasn’t the neatest. He’d been in the hotel three days and was still living out of his suitcase.

      It seemed suddenly sensible to set guidelines. “Yes. Tonight, just tonight. Okay? And do you have…are you…”

      The elevator doors began to close but Finn held out a hand and stopped them. “Condoms, lube. Check.” He didn’t address the whole one-night thing.

      “This all seems a bit clinical,” Niall said, simply for something to say.

      In answer, Finn held out a hand and took the plate of food. He stepped out of the elevator and waited for Niall. When Niall let them into his room, he had to concentrate on getting the card in the slot and disengaging the lock. He considered the sad fact that he wasn’t exactly coming off as the most competent engineer in the world.

      When they were in, Niall placed his laptop bag on the floor under the desk and watched as Finn placed the food on the desk then shrugged off a small runner’s backpack. That must be where the condoms were because there was absolutely no room in the pockets in Finn’s jeans. Niall didn’t know what to do next. He’d never really had a one-night stand. How did it happen? Did they just get on with it? The first times he’d had with all three of his boyfriends had been after dinner where wine had played a part. “You look really worried,” Finn said. He was using a soft tone like you would with a child and that gave Niall a bit of confidence to prove he wasn’t actually in need of the tone.

      “I don’t really do this.” He waved between them.

      “Have sex?”

      “Have one-night stands.”

      Finn stepped in his space again, and this time, with the desk at his back, Niall had nowhere to move. Then Finn did something that had Niall near melting into a puddle. The damned cop cradled his face gently.

      “I never actually agree to one night.” He tilted Niall’s face and leaned down at the same time. With his hands cradling Niall, he kissed him. The kiss was firm but not pushy. There was none of the shit that happened in clubs whenever Ewan managed to drag Niall to one. Seemed like all that happened there was tongues and teeth and a whole lot of demands. This was…

      Different.

      Finn touched his lips with tongue, pressing inside. With a whimper that Niall hoped to hell was just in his own head, he opened his mouth and tentatively matched the movements. He didn’t know what to do with his hands. Should he leave them at his sides, or could he touch…? He rested them on Finn’s biceps but couldn’t stop with that touch. Instead, locking his hands at the base of Finn’s spine and pulling him closer. They kissed that way for the longest time, and Niall was so hard it was painful.

      Finn moved one of his hands from Niall’s face and trailed his fingers down Niall’s back, finally coming to rest on his ass, pressing and lifting so that Niall was near on tiptoe. If they didn’t do something soon, release the pressure, if he couldn’t undo his pants, then he might do serious damage to his cock. As if he’d somehow telegraphed the message, Finn’s hand moved and this time it was to slip under the top button of Niall’s pants. He lowered the zipper, finally pushing his fingers into Niall’s jersey boxers and closing around Niall’s hard cock. Niall pulled back sharply from the kiss and cursed loudly.

      All Finn did was chuckle, the bastard, then guide Finn back for more kissing while twisting his fingers and tugging on Niall. Niall could stand like this until he came, held up just with the desk at his thighs and Finn holding him upright, but he wanted his hands on Finn, and he wanted it now. Copying Finn’s movements, he loosened the tight buttons on Finn’s jeans and finally managed to get his hands inside Finn’s pants. Just the feel of his hands on Finn was enough to have him deepening the kiss, more frantic in his need to taste Finn. Then Finn released his hold of Niall’s cock but before Niall could complain, Finn yanked at Niall’s hand on him, releasing the hold, then lifted him, hands under his ass, and carried him the short distance to the bed.

      They tumbled onto the wide mattress, bouncing and awkward and a mess of uncoordinated limbs. But all too soon they were stripping clothes until finally, they lay naked and hard against one another. There were questions in Finn’s eyes and Niall instinctively wriggled and spread his legs, letting Finn settle between them. He wanted a lot, he wanted everything: Finn’s mouth on his cock, Finn’s fingers in his ass, more kissing, fucking. He wanted it now. Finn slid off and grabbed his bag, emptying the contents on the bed. Lube and condoms showered the quilt and in a quick movement he covered his erection and had his hands slick with lube.

      Crouching over Niall, with his fingers pressing against Niall, he paused. “Are you sure?” he asked.

      Niall didn’t say a word. He simply grabbed a pillow and pushed it under his ass, lifting himself, then held onto to the metal framework at the top of the bed. He didn’t want to turn over. If he was going to break all the rules and have some muscled cop fuck him into tomorrow, then he wanted the visuals to go with it. Finn groaned and kissed him, a single finger breaching Niall, the burn of it a discomfort that edged away. For the longest time, they played. Finn kissing a path from Niall’s lips to his throat then from one nipple to another, all the time pressing his fingers inside and adding lube.

      “Now,” Niall said a little desperately. He didn’t know what he was asking for. Finn’s lips were so close to his cock, but the fingers in his ass were making him want to screw down on them, and he was torn.

      “If I suck you, will you come?” Finn asked raggedly and breathing heavy.

      Niall whimpered. “Yes, I don’t want…need you inside…please…fuck me…”

      There was time for blowjobs later. There had to be time for blowjobs later.

      Finn sat back on his heels and used more lube on his sheathed cock. He shuffled forward, his muscled thighs lifting Niall that little bit higher and guiding himself to Niall’s loosened hole. Then he pressed and slowly he moved inside. Niall inhaled sharply. He would never get over this first intrusion, the feeling that this wasn’t going to work. Then abruptly that stopped, he relaxed, and he tilted his hips and inch-by-inch Finn was inside until finally he stopped and hunched over to steal a heated kiss.

      They kissed until Niall couldn’t breathe and he realized Finn was moving, slowly, powerfully, he was pushing Niall to feel. Finn gripped the headboard hard, the slide of pillows under his ass and head meaning he couldn’t control his movement. No, the control was all Finn’s. With every push, Finn talked. He praised Niall, thanked him, his voice increasingly ragged as he was getting closer.

      “Touch yourself,” Finn said. Niall didn’t argue, circling his cock. He set a counter rhythm that made sense in his head, pushing down onto Finn then up into the circle of his hand. Above him Finn tensed, staring down at Niall, his lips parted. Then he was coming, great pushes into Niall’s body and the sight of this big man tensed and hard, his face contorted in pleasure, was enough to have Niall coming hard over his belly. He closed his eyes at the last minute, savored every ripple of orgasm as it hit him.

      Finn collapsed against him, taking care to rest just to one side. Then, as he softened, he eased himself out and dealt with the condom. Niall didn’t want to move, but someone had to deal with the trail of wet on him. He grabbed the tissues by the bed and wiped himself down.

      What happened next? Was Finn going to take his twenty or so remaining condoms, his lube and his tight body and go back to his own room? Or would they cuddle? Or maybe some more kissing?

      What actually happened next was not on Niall’s list of scenarios. Finn reached for the plate of food and set it on the bed before sitting cross-legged, unashamedly nude, his softened dick still an impressive size against the dark curls there.

      “Want food?” he asked.

      Niall scooted to sit in a similar position. Something about the decadence of this, of a one-night fuck, of sharing what they had just shared, had him not caring he was naked with a near stranger. Super-Confident Niall was running this show. Of course, it wouldn’t be long before Introverted Niall took control, but he’d work with what he had now.

      They picked at grapes and cheese and biscuits and shared the bottle of water. Neither spoke much until Finn opened his mouth and said something that was an unexpected to Niall as sitting naked was.

      “We have to do this again.”
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      “You seeing Finn this weekend?” Ewan asked.

      “Hmm?” Niall entered the last row of data and saved the spreadsheet. That was the last of the preliminary workups on the Forseti platform, and he had the buzz of achievement. Numbers were not his thing. Pipes and oil and steel and the mechanics of decommissioning, that is what he was good at.

      “Tall, dark, cop, gruff English accent, all around bad guy, three months of monkey sex.”

      “He’s a good guy, not a bad guy.” Niall chose to comment on that one point on a yawn. He pushed himself back and away from the desk and stretched tall, his fingers just scraping the low ceiling. “And no, he’s training this weekend up in Urskar.”

      “It’s been a few months you’ve been seeing him now. You getting kinda serious?”

      Niall huffed a laugh. Finn was the farthest from serious that a man could get. He was all fuck and leave. Yes, they talked, yes, they sometimes shared the same bed, but Finn wasn’t all hearts and flowers. He was a Delta, and that meant he was on call in the hairiest of situations in Norway. Terrorist threats, hostage negotiation, riot. All the big bads that no one expected in a beautiful, peaceful country like Norway. But it was the oil at the end of the day, the platforms in the Norwegian Sea, the proximity to the UK, all of this created a volatile mix that Finn was in the middle of.

      They’d only managed five hook-ups in three months. Niall knew this because he counted. Seven days was all they’d enjoyed, but hell, those seven days had been more than enough to keep Finn’s orgasm tally at a healthy level. A combination of alpha male who loved to be in charge, with Niall’s capacity for apparently being able to push all of Finn’s buttons and made their sex explosive. Added to that they talked about a lot of things from engineering to being a cop in London. Niall had fallen in love, and he hated the feeling that he wasting his heart on someone who could never care.

      “I’m out of here,” Ewan said. He picked up his laptop bag and the files from his desk. What very few people knew was that Ewan held the same degrees as Niall, that he was just as much of an expert as Niall was. Ewan was just happy being the one in the background. Not that Niall particularly enjoyed all the talks he had to give or the conventions he needed to attend, but he was, after all, the big brother and he’d taken his responsibility well enough. “I’ll pick up the bags and meet you at the helipad.”

      “Yeah, okay. But, Ewan is Mel okay with you coming to Forseti with me?”

      “You already asked that twice today.”

      Niall shrugged. “I’m just making sure.”

      “She said, and I quote, ‘It’s a boy, and if he takes after his father he’ll be late, and I’m having a baby, not dying’, so I think we’re okay.”

      Ewan left with a small wave and Niall closed everything down before turning off the lights and locking the door of their shared office. He had about an hour to collect his luggage from his apartment then it was his least favorite thing about working on the oil platforms. Getting to them.

      The Super Puma was on the helipad, rotors unmoving, the pilot talking to his co-pilot with a clipboard in his hand. There were six passengers. Niall was there before Ewan, who arrived five minutes later, still talking to Mel on his cell phone and gesticulating wildly.

      Niall crossed to his brother and caught him just outside the white ring of the landing area. “What’s wrong?” He’d never seen his brother as upset as he looked at that moment.

      “They’ve taken her in, I told her she looked all puffy, and she just cried, and I didn’t mention it again, but her blood pressure is climbing, and they’re saying it could be the start of pre-eclampsia.”

      Niall laid a hand on Ewan’s shoulder. This was a three-week stay on an oil platform in the middle of the Norwegian Sea. This wasn’t a quick five-minute drive from home to hospital. Quickly, he assumed big brother mode.

      “You stay here with Mel. I can handle this one.”

      Ewan blinked, his mouth open. He was going to argue, but Niall said nothing and waited. He could see all the decisions going on in Ewan’s head. The work Niall and he were doing on Forseti and the scheduling for decommissioning was something that with two would take three weeks, but with one would take longer.

      “I could come out when Mel’s been seen,” Ewan said finally.

      “There is nothing more important than Niall Jr.,” Niall said with a reassuring smile.

      “We’re not calling him Niall.”

      The brothers exchanged a hug and grins, and Ewan stood on the pad until the Puma wheeled up and away, and both his brother and the station were ever-decreasing dots in the blur of rain.

      Sitting as comfortably as he could between the others on the copter, Niall took a moment to look around. The other four passengers were all in the standard black jackets of security and would be relieving the other team looking after the platform. Forseti itself had run dry two years before, and the decision to decommission instead of move led to all the oil workers, except for a skeleton crew of six, being moved off.

      Now it was Niall’s turn to go in and make decisions. And these would be the men he would be spending the new few weeks with. They were all big men, and he realized they all had the same look about them as Finn did. Determined, sure of themselves.

      That just made him miss Finn. Which was stupid. They were fuck buddies, nothing more serious, and the fact Finn disappeared like a thief in the night after most of their hook-ups just underlined that.

      He couldn’t talk to his companions; the blades were thunderous in the spare metal interior. He was more interested in what was out the window anyway. Rain and more rain. The wind didn’t appear to buffet the helicopter, but it was enough to cause great blasts of rain against one or other of the windows. He wriggled a little to get comfortable and pulled out his cell phone, selecting a playlist and hoping to hell it was loud enough to drown the noise.

      They landed in wind and rain, a dramatic moment when the helicopter had to hover away from the platform for a few seconds, but not enough to worry Niall. He’d had worse crossings.

      The leaving security team exchanged nods as they climbed into the Puma and suddenly it was just Niall, the new security team and a rather agitated man in a thick slicker waving them over to the sheltered area. The security operatives went their separate ways, and the guy in the slicker grabbed Niall by the hand and shook it hard.

      “Welcome,” he shouted over the noise of the driving rain on the steel. “Let’s get inside.”

      Niall followed him in, never happier than to be inside from the cold and rain, slipping off his bulky coat and shaking the other man’s hand.

      “Jeff Fjelstad, Chief,” he said. His words were heavily accented Norwegian, and Niall smiled at the tone of it. He’d worked for NorsDev for six years now and loved splitting his time between Edinburgh and Oslo. He spoke more than enough Norwegian to carry on a decent conversation at work if needed but the NorsDev way was English as a common denominator.

      “Niall Faulkner.”

      “Welcome to Forseti, Mr. Faulkner.”

      “Niall. Call me Niall.”

      “I’ll show you to your accommodation then we have the initial planning meeting set up in the media room. Is that okay with you?”

      Niall and Jeff made small talk about the state of the oil industry, about NorsDev, about the Forseti platform itself, but nothing that took too much thought because Niall was already in engineering mode. Decommissioning a platform wasn’t just a numbers exercise, and it wasn’t about dismantling the steel structure. It started a long way before that and could take up to two years to complete. From dismantling staff accommodation to ecological impact on a wider scale, this is what Niall was here for as team leader. The platform would be his home on and off for the next six months at least. A week here, a week there, and how much time did that leave to meet up with Finn? Not much at all.

      At least he got a private room. Well, two rooms actually, given Ewan was supposed to be there. The door between the two rooms opened up, and that was the first thing Niall did just to get more space. The office was another door off of his room, and he opened it to have a look inside. A large well-lit space with three flat screens, plenty of wall area, and storage. This would be one of the last places dismantled before the main structural work, and this was where he would be doing all his planning.

      He slipped on his glasses and took a moment to stand at the window, the northern gales smashing into the rig, the rain so hard it sheeted down, and Niall couldn’t make out individual raindrops. Because of that, he could see the structure ahead of him, part of the platform and views of the heaving sea beyond. Behind him, out of sight, were the machines and pipes, the steel and concrete, the electrics and the decisions he had to make, but outside of the window was the very thing his job sent him to protect. Mother Nature in all her finest anger.

      He stopped in the small bathroom and washed his face; his cold skin was prickly with the heat of the water and he stared at his reflection for a moment. He often wondered what people thought of him. He wore glasses, was an engineer with all kinds of letters after his name, a nerd, but he was respected. Just, sometimes, being so small and skinny he was perhaps not seen as able to handle the sea or the oil or, hell, anything.

      Except for Finn. Finn thought Niall could handle anything given to him. Just the thought made Niall smile. He removed his inner jacket and instead pulled on a thick cable knit sweater. Tomorrow was soon enough to go traipsing around the exterior; today was all about meeting the skeleton crew, talking to security, and learning who his team would be.

      He sent off a quick email to Ewan asking after Mel, even though he couldn’t tell when it would go. Communications would be secure and connected from the drilling deck or the media room when he finally got there. At least he’d made some effort at checking in and he’d send something else as soon as he set foot in the communications area, or as he knew it, comms.

      With a last look around the two rooms, he made sure Ewan’s door was locked, then his own before he stepped outside. Then, shoulders back, he made his way up in the direction where he recalled the media room was placed. He got lost a couple of times but finally made his way to the same deck as the media room at least.

      A loud bang had him startled from his relaxed I know my way vibe. Then a rumble and a shake that could only have meant that lightning had hit Forseti. Thank fuck we landed earlier. Niall sent a quick wish that the helicopter had landed safely back in Grane and carried on. He rounded the last corner, and another explosion rocked the path he was taking. He stopped and steadied himself against the wall. That didn’t sound like lightening?

      Cautiously he stepped forward to the corner and came face to face with one of the security guards from the ride over. He didn’t know who was more startled. The security guard was armed, pointing a gun upward, not at Niall. Then the guard reacted, pointed the gun at Niall, and his demeanor screamed to Niall that he should run.

      In the split second it took for all that to happen another explosion rocked the walkway they were on, and both men knocked heavily into the wall. The guard flailed and fell back, a bullet embedding itself in the wall next to Niall’s head. With years of experience on walkways that weren’t stable, Niall regained his footing. Without hesitating, he turned and ran. Time didn’t slow down; it was a frantic terrifying stumble to the next door in the corridor, and a desperate heave through the space, kicking the heavy metal door shut and turning the exterior lock. A bullet hit the door, and the guard, red-faced and determined, was at the handle trying the lock.

      Niall stumbled backward, hitting the wall and sliding to the side, falling to his knees and facing the other corridor. Jeff was there. Sprawled on the cold floor, his sightless eyes wide open, a bullet hole in the center of his forehead, and blood pooling around his head.

      Terror gripped Niall and shock drove him to stand and back away even more. What was happening? He could see the armed man through the tiny glass porthole in the door and for a split-second Niall froze, looking into the dark eyes of the man who had shot at him. Then he turned and ran again. Left, right, along, down—the schematics of the accommodation block changed from one platform to another, but once he was into the bowels of Forseti, he’d be able to stop and breathe.

      His breathing was tight, but his thoughts were suddenly clear as he jumped the last flight of stairs into the drilling deck. He had to grab his glasses as he realized he was losing them and he removed them and shoved them under his sweater. He’d be blind without them.

      This is a terrorist threat. This is a hostage situation. He stopped at the base of the stairs and forced himself to focus. Whatever the fuck was going on he had to follow protocol. Information and communication. He bent at the waist and supported his arms on his knees, his breathing easing. He was fit, but he wasn’t a freaking marathon runner. His long hair flopped in his eyes and, irritated, he swept it back as he stood.

      Communication meant one thing. The drilling deck, where the brains of Forseti was, or the media room, where the workers contacted families.

      The media room is compromised, he told himself. What would Finn do?

      Decision made, he jogged through the maze of the drilling deck and stopped only at the main door out into the open air. The rain hadn’t let up; he wasn’t going to make it to the other side of the deck without being soaked through. He could go down two levels and come back up in the comms room, but that would add time to this.

      What if the comms room is compromised as well?

      He stepped back away from the window and pulled out his cell phone. It was just a regular iPhone, and there was no way there would be anything in the way of a connection. If he couldn’t get to the main deck to connect to NorsDev then he had to find a satellite phone and hope to hell the weather subsided enough for a message to get through.
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