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    Big Guns




    by Jessica McQuinn




    “NEW GUY BUYS THE first round,” Dane Barton called out as the unit made its way to an open table just off the dance floor.




    The sun had just settled into the Pacific when the SWAT squad walked through the doors of Spray in Santa Monica. It was their club, the one they often frequented to unwind after a training day. Any hope that entering the building would relieve the oppressing heat of the first hundred-degree day of the summer was quickly put to rest as the combined body heat of the already crowded bar settled over the team. The group of men drew the attention of most of the club. The power shift in the room was palpable as eleven men who played with big guns for a living walked in.




    One man broke from the group. AJ Moreno headed to the bar without argument, his swagger working overtime as he sliced through the pulsing crowd. On his way, he took stock of the female population, trying to decide which of the scantily clad women writhing on the dance floor would be the lucky recipient of his time and efforts tonight. On a normal night, AJ’s dark Latino features and cocky attitude were more than enough for him to have his pick of any woman he wanted, but today he was on a high after his first day as a member of the SWAT team, and it showed in his even more exaggerated strut.




    The whole squad sat down and Sergeant Brody Flynn, the leader of the squad, tipped his chair back as he watched the newbie work the bar. A smile played on Brody’s lips. He remembered his first day on the team almost eight years ago, that feeling of indestructibility. A day training with high-powered weapons tended to get the blood pumping—everywhere. Flynn, himself, had met his wife after a long day of training. He shook his head to rid his mind of thoughts of Delaney. This wasn’t the place for those thoughts. Later, when he was home, he would allow those memories in.




    “Damn, Flynn,” AJ said, placing an ice cold beer in front of his new boss. “You look like someone pissed in your Metamucil this morning. We’re at a bar with a bevy of beauties. Stop acting like the old man that you are. Tell you what, big guy, you can have one of my cast offs. That should put a smile on your face.”




    “Fuck you, Newbie. You might not want to go popping off when your life is in my hands on a daily basis.” A slow smile slid across Flynn’s lips and AJ wasn’t sure if he was joking or not, but he didn’t concern himself too much with it. He knew Flynn was probably on his way out, considering the guy had to be close to thirty-five already, if not past it.




    Moreno liked Flynn okay, but being an eight-year veteran of LAPD’s elite SWAT team meant he was already on the downhill slide toward a desk job, and AJ knew that he and the other young guys on the team were the future. Brody Flynn definitely had a badass reputation, but rumor had it that he’d been off his game lately and would be gone by the end of the year.




    Flynn knew what the young kid thought of him, that he was walking the tightrope to a transfer. But he’d been the leader of this team for more than five years now, not to mention being the youngest member to join at the age of twenty-eight. Well, he had been the youngest until Moreno came along. And just like every other new recruit that came on, Newbie thought he was hot shit and was going to be doing Flynn’s job in the next six months—most of those other guys hadn’t been able to keep up with him and had moved on. The only reason he didn’t bust Moreno’s balls was that for all his bravado, the little shit could actually shoot, and after the New Year’s incident, his team was in need of another top sniper. And Moreno’s background in Special Ops definitely qualified him.




    Turning back to the table of his men, the sergeant noticed a sly smile sliding across Moreno’s face. Following his line of sight, Flynn took a deep breath as he easily figured out what the arrogant asshole was thinking. With this little bit of information percolating in his mind, he began to formulate a little fun for the boys for the night…well, all the guys but one.




    “I saw your ass trying to catch me on the course today. You should just give that shit up. It’ll never happen.” AJ’s voice was loud, even over the din of the music pumping in the club, as he addressed one of the element leaders, Dylan Clark. “And you ain’t gonna catch me now, as I snake you out on that hot brunette working it on the dance floor. I saw you eyeing her, and just to prove that I excel over you in all areas, I’m going to go over there and walk out with her.”




    Clark’s fingers instinctively curled over to form a fist under the table. He’d not been a fan of the newbie during training today. The guy’d tried to showboat and prove he was the man. In the field, that shit got people killed. And now he thought that he could slide right in and go after the woman Clark had been staring at since walking in the door? That wasn’t going to happen. Even if he had to shoot Moreno himself—he’d just wound him—Moreno was not going to get a pinky toe near her, let alone any other part of his body.




    AJ, taking his life into his own hands, slid his chair back and slowly got to his feet. Flynn had been watching the exchange and quickly formulated a plan to let Moreno know that he was still just a pup playing with the Alphas. Before Clark could spring out of his chair and draw his weapon, the sergeant seized his arm and held him in place.




    “Aw, fuck that, Flynn. You’re going to have to actually cuff me if you want me to not beat the little prick’s ass,” Clark barked out, scowling as he pushed a lock of dark hair off his forehead. “He’s about to hit on Brea, and that shit ain’t gonna happen.”




    “Don’t worry, Clark. By the end of the night, I plan to have Moreno in cuffs.”




    Dylan Clark looked at his boss, evaluating the tone in his voice. Flynn’s eyes were sparkling with a mischief that Clark had witnessed on several occasions, but had been absent for almost six months.




    “Text Brea and tell her to meet us out back. I think we’ll have a few minutes before Moreno gets there.” Flynn tilted his head toward the dance floor.




    Clark looked up and took a deep breath at seeing that the newbie had been accosted by two very familiar women who now had him trapped between them as they violently slammed their bodies against his.




    “Who’s responsible for Lola and Sascha?” Flynn asked the rest of his squad.




    “We put in a call while Newbie was preening in the locker room,” one of the men offered.




    “Come on, Sarge. We just thought a dick, or two, for the dick.” Laughter burst out around the table, and Flynn couldn’t help but join in. The fact that some of his men could laugh about Lola and Sascha now was a true testament to how tight a bond they all had.




    The two women that Moreno currently had pressed against him like it was rush hour on the bullet train in Tokyo were a rite of passage for pretty much every new guy on the team. Lola and Sascha were two of the most impressive transvestites the city of Los Angeles had to offer. These two “women” were so believable that the last five new guys had all been extremely surprised when, after a night of groping and grabbing at the bar, they got home only to find that there was no “Slot A” to insert “Tab B” into. No matter how hot shit a newbie thought he was, once he’d been felt up by a chick with a dick, his ego seemed to deflate greatly.




    Clark pulled out his phone and sent the requested text to Brea. Just as he received a scathing reply—his woman did not like to be told what to do—Flynn stood up and began to head for the backdoor. Clark made sure he followed right behind. He didn’t want Brea to shoot the head of one of LAPD’S SWAT squads as he burst into the alley.




    As the two men pushed through the metal door at the back of the club, Clark glanced back and couldn’t help but let out a laugh at the sight of Moreno trying to worm his way out from in between the two predators that looked like they were getting ready to lick him clean. Unfortunately, this distraction had prevented him from warning Flynn until it was too late. Brea, with her weapon drawn and pressed against his boss’s temple, looked almost as surprised as Flynn.




    “Damn it, Brea! I was the one who texted you. Why the hell would you think that it would be a trap?” Before he had finished the sentence, Brea had lowered her gun and tucked it back in its secret hiding place.




    “Sorry, Flynn. I’m a little jumpy these days.” Brea flashed a bright smile at him.




    “That’s okay. Better safe than sorry. Things could have gone differently if Delaney…” Brody Flynn trailed off as he quickly tried to hide the hint of pain that was threatening to bubble up. “How ya doin’, Brea?” Flynn covered up his momentary slip with a small chuckle.
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