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“Buckskins, Boots and Bondage is a story filled with deep-seated passion, erotic kink, sensual adventure and characters that are impossible to forget after the last word is read.”
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Chapter One

Miguel Cruz, code name Coyote, stared through the wall of windows of the beach house to the azure waters of the Gulf Mexico. The sun, beginning its descent, was a shimmering ball of fire.

What a great place for a vacation.

It was a stroke of luck that Dagger was such good friends with movie star Brice Benson and they’d scored the use of this Key West beach house for a few days. Or at least until their pagers went off, recalling them to base.

SEAL Team Arapaho had just been shifted to standby after a tiring and bloody mission in Afghanistan, and they were ready for some cold beer and hot women. They could be recalled to their base at Dam Neck at any moment so they’d better get their asses in gear if they wanted to have any fun at all. He and the other team members had talked about taking the jeeps into Key West and scout the action for the evening. He glanced at his watch. Friday, five o’clock and he was ready for the weekend of sun and fun to get started.

“Who’s still here?” he called, looking up the stairs to the second floor. “Anyone need a ride to town, or did y’all run off and leave me?”

“Zeus and I are here.” Ren “Ghost” Ramsey walked into the living room from the kitchen. “The others took off earlier and left the second SUV for us. I definitely need a ride into town. I’m meeting my best friend from back home in Oklahoma.”

“Yeah? What’s his name?”

The tall, broad-shouldered man grinned. “Her name is Sadie. She’s a doctor and she’s taking a couple of days off so we can hang together.”

Coyote grinned. “Best friend, huh? How come I’ve never heard you talk about her? You been best friends for a long time?”

Ghost’s skin flushed beneath his dark tan. “Since we were kids. And that’s all it is. We’re just…reconnecting.”

“Is that what you call it? Okay, okay.” He held up his hands when Ghost started toward him. “I’ll deliver you to your friend.”

“Let’s get it together, then.” Coyote grabbed the set of keys left on the hall table for him. “Hey, Zeus,” he called, then laughed. Jesus Calderon had taken the code name of Zeus, and the team members loved to tease him by calling out Hey, Zeus, a play on the pronunciation of his name. “Move it. This is the best time to hit Sunset Pier.”

And find himself a warm body for the next couple of days.

That’s all it would be. He’d long ago decided the single status suited him best. Team Arapaho often teased him that he planned to notch the name of every female he met on his bedpost. That was fine with him. If you didn’t give away a piece of yourself, you didn’t get it shredded and stomped on. He’d seen too many marriages break up because of the kind of life men like him and his teammates had to live. There just weren’t that many special women any more.

This last mission had nearly gone south so they were all glad to have a place to let it all hang out for a few days. A place with luxurious guest rooms, every amenity that a true Hollywood star could fit into a vacation home, and—courtesy of the same star—a well stocked refrigerator and bar. Being able to shower and not worry about the hot water running out was also a big plus.

Now he was ready for cold drink, a warm body, and hot sex. The hotter the better. And in the tourist town of Key West, he expected to find a veritable banquet of females from which to choose. He was already salivating at the thought.

“We’re burning daylight, guys,” he called as he cranked the ignition. He glanced at the house next door, knowing the current tenant would make Zeus’s stay in Key West one to remember. He hoped he got to see the look of surprise on his teammate’s face when he got a look at her.

“We’re coming, we’re coming,” Ghost huffed as he and Zeus climbed into the vehicle. “Jesus, keep your pants on.”

“Yeah.” Zeus laughed. “At least until later tonight.”

“I’m heading to Sunset Pier,” he said, pulling away from the house. “Ghost, I know you’re meeting your best friend there. Zeus, you good with that place, too?”

“Give me a cold beer and a hot woman, and I’m in heaven.”

As usual on a Friday night Key West streets were jammed with a mix of residents and tourists. Coyote had been here a couple of times on his own, and he loved the excitement and color of the city. If ever there was a place to forget his troubles and get happy, this was it. They moved slowly through the traffic on crowded Duval Street until they reached Sunset Pier at the very foot. Built where the Gulf of Mexico and the Atlantic Ocean met, the restaurant and bar jutted into the water.

Coyote considered himself lucky to snag a rare parking space just as someone was leaving.

“I’ll see you guys later,” Ghost said as he moved off toward the bar.

“Yeah, say hi to your friend for us,” Coyote teased.

Ghost grinned and flipped him the bird.

“What was that all about?” Zeus wanted to know.

Coyote explained it to him, and Zeus just laughed. “Yeah, we’ll have to get all the details on his friend. Okay, I’m heading straight for the bar.”

“Right behind you.”

The pier was jammed, both the covered area and the pier where tables were shaded with colorful umbrellas.

“I’ll get us a couple of beers,” Zeus volunteered. “You see if you can find us some pretty ladies to sit with.”

Coyote nodded his head and turned, smacking his elbow into something soft but solid.

“Watch it, you troglodyte,” a sharp female voice spit at him.

He would have laughed if the woman standing next to him hadn’t looked so mad. He guessed her height at five-foot-four. Her heart-shaped face was framed by a tumble of rich brown curls streaked with gold. Her eyes were the color of the Atlantic, but right now, they looked like they were spitting electric blue fire.

His gaze dropped lower, taking in her navy and white dress, a simple thing with narrow straps with a bodice that hugged her lovingly. It hugged her even more since he’d apparently knocked into her and made her spill her drink all over herself. Holy shit! This was better than a wet T-shirt contest. He couldn’t take his eyes from the way the material clung to her breasts, nipples outlined in detail. Nor could he do anything about his cock, which immediately stood at attention and begged to salute. He could only hope she was too distracted to catch the bulge at his crotch.

“Well?” she demanded. “What are you going to do about it?”

“Apologize? Help?” He reached between two bodies at the bar, grabbed a handful of small paper napkins, and started blotting her dress.

“Not that, you jackass.” She used her free hand to smack his away. “Keep your paws off of me.”

Coyote stepped back an inch, all the space allowed, and held his hands up in front of him. “Okay, okay. I said I’m sorry.” He flashed her what he thought of as his unbeatable smile. “How about if I buy you a drink?”

If she was outraged before, she looked to be at the screaming stage now.

“A drink? A drink? Are you crazy? Look at what you did to me.” She dumped what was left in the glass over his head. “Maybe that will teach you some manners.” She turned to the girl standing beside her taking it all in with unconcealed humor. “Let’s get out of here.”

“Leave? But Cori, we just got here.”

“So? Big deal. If all we’re going to find are jerks like that, then it isn’t worth staying. Besides, I’ve got to get out of these wet clothes. Damn.” She groaned. “And I was really looking forward to tonight, too.”

She turned on her heel and shoved her way through the crowd, leaving her friend to hustle to keep up with her.

“Here.” Zeus shoved a handful of material at him.

Coyote looked down at it. “What’s this?”

“Sunset Pier T-shirt. I figured you’d need something to wipe that egg off your face.” He slapped Coyote on the back. “Go change. It was worth the price of the shirt just to watch. I think I’m going to head home, if it’s all the same to you. I’m just not in the mood tonight.”

“You want the keys to the car?”

Zeus shook his head. “No, I think a walk will be good for me.”

“Okay. Later.”

“Don’t dump any more drinks.” Zeus grinned and walked away.

Grumbling to himself, Coyote pushed and shoved his way to the men’s room, stripped off the soaked shirt, and exchanged it for the dry one. In a spurt of anger, he tossed the wet garment into the trash and dusted his hands, as if erasing any trace of the spitfire who’d doused him. What was with her, anyway? It wasn’t as if he’d done it on purpose.

And what was up with his cock? Up being the operative word. It acted as if he hadn’t had any in weeks. Oh, wait. He hadn’t. He’d been fighting the grit of the sands in Afghanistan and the brutal winds of the Hindu Kush Mountains. Usually his body didn’t react so instantly to a female, but damn! This one had electrified him from the git-go. And not just because she was wearing her wet dress like a second skin. There was just…something about her that struck at his core.

How could he find her again? Would the bartender know who she was? Was she a tourist or a local? Shaking his head, he yanked open the door of the men’s room and headed back to the bar. The place was even more crowded than before, a feat he hadn’t thought possible. Now if Coyote could just find Miss Hot Body again, his night would be off to a better start. He inched his way through the tight jam of people, scanning the crowd for a glimpse of her.

There!

He spotted her off to the side of the bar, leaning against the railing with her friend. She held a fresh drink in her hand, but she’d apparently gone home to change or done a quick shopping trip on Duval Street. She wore white shorts and a blue tank top that matched the color of her eyes. She stood chatting with her friend, but a muscular blond surfer type was hanging over her shoulder, making Coyote’s anger bubble up.

I found her first.

Well, he didn’t know that for sure, but he wasn’t about to let someone bump him off her radar. Ignoring the rude comments as he shoved past people, he worked his way to where she was standing and planted himself next to her, elbowing surfer dude aside. What was her name? Cori. Right. That was what her friend had called her.

“Hey, Cori. You came back. Good.” He took in every bit of her body. “And I like your outfit.”

“Like I care.” She looked at him and moved her drink to the opposite hand, away from him. “You aren’t going to douse me twice,” she warned. “Why don’t you go bother someone else?”

“Please. I’m glad to see you here again so I can apologize once more. Really. I’m not usually that clumsy.”

“Okay. Apology accepted.” She waved her free hand. “Now go away.”

“This guy bothering you, Cori?” Surfer dude had moved closer in a protective stance.

“Yes,” she said.

“No,” Coyote said at the same time.

“And she’s already got a new drink,” surfer dude growled.

“Chill, Deacon,” Cori’s friend said. “The woman can speak for herself.” She smiled at Coyote. “If Cori’s not interested, you can buy me a drink.”

But he was focused on Cori. “I’m hoping we can start over. My teammates and I are staying at a buddy’s house here in Key West. I’m on a few days leave, and I’d like to spend at least an hour or two of it with you.”

He always got that out there first, to let whatever woman he was with know this was definitely short term.

Cori’s expression softened just a little. “You’re in the military?”

“Uh, huh. Navy.”

He saw interest flame in her friend’s eyes. “Really? Are you guys SEALs?”

But before he could deflect the question, Cori turned toward him, studying his face. “Military? Never mind, then. Go bother someone else.”

Coyote frowned. What was going on here? “You got something against the military?”

“You could say we don’t see eye to eye,” she told him.

“Look.” He started to reach for her elbow then stopped himself. “I’m just here for a few days, trying to get rid of the stress from our last mission. I’m sorry I spilled the drink on you, and I’m even more sorry if someone in uniform treated you badly. But that wasn’t me and I’d really like you to let me apologize to you.”

“Do it, Cori,” her friend urged, then grinned. “He’s cute. If you don’t want him I’ll take him.”

Cori shot a glare at the other woman before she turned back to him. “Okay. You can apologize.”

“Then you’ll let me buy you that drink?”

She nodded. “One drink. But let’s see if we can grab a couple of seats right out at the end of the pier. That’s the best place to catch the sunset. You get the drinks, I’ll steal two chairs.”

“What are you drinking?”

“A margarita.” She seemed to relax just a hair. “What else. We’re in Margaritaville, right?”

“Hey, what about me?” her friend teased.

Cori just grinned at her as she moved away from the rail. “You can entertain Deacon.”

Deacon didn’t seem too pleased with the arrangement, but Coyote didn’t care.

It took a few minutes for him to get the attention of one of the bartenders, neither of whom seemed the least bit phased about the crowd of people shouting at them. Holding Cori’s drink and a beer for himself up high, he managed to reach the end of the pier without spilling anything. Sure enough, somehow Cori had managed to steal two folding chairs from someplace.

She sat with her legs stretched out, head leaned back, and eyes closed, the sun kissing her face. Coyote wanted to caress all that soft skin and run his fingers through the rich brown hair, highlights glinting in the sun. The tank top was cut just low enough to see the upper swell of her breasts and the beginning of her cleavage. His palms itched to cup those mouth-watering mounds.

Below the cuffs of her shorts, her legs were as smooth and tan as the rest of her. Toned calves ended in slender ankles and graceful feet. Strappy sandals exposed her toes painted hot pink. Coyote wanted to take every one of them into his mouth and suck. And her scent, a combination of vanilla and lilacs, drifted across his nostrils on the early evening breeze, tantalizing him. His cock was sending him messages again, messages he was in no position to act on.

And yet, for all her unconscious sexuality—because there was no other way to explain it—there was something so erotic about her. A freshness to her sensuality. For all the women he’d had, and there had been more than he wanted to count, none of them had made his body react so quickly. But more than that, even in the brief moments they had together so far—at last half of which could be called antagonistic—she stirred something deep inside him that he wasn’t sure he wanted to acknowledge.

When he leaned down to hand her the drink, he caught a whiff of her scent again, the clean fragrance of vanilla with that hint of lilac, and his aching cock began to silently beg. Jesus, this woman was just doing it to him, and she didn’t even realize it. Easing himself into the chair next to her, he stretched out his legs to rest his feet on the rail.

“So, can we start here with a clean slate?” he asked.

“As long as it’s just for one drink,” she reminded him.

Yeah, he’d see about that.

“Mmm.” She took a sip of the frosty drink. “Yum.”

“To Margaritaville.” He raised his bottle to her.

“Margaritaville,” she agreed, clinking her glass with his beer.

“And maybe to another drink,” he said softly. “I hope.”

“Who knows?” Her voice held a touch of mischief. “You may be right.”

Coyote took another long swallow of his cold beer, hoping it would take the edge off the heat surging through his body. They sat there for a long moment, listening to the music behind them and watching the reflection of the sun on the water as it slid slowly from the sky.

“So,” he said, “local or tourist?”

“Local.”

“I wasn’t sure there actually was such a thing at Key West?”

“Someone has to take care of all you crazy tourists, right?” She laughed, a soft musical sound.

“And you take care of the tourists how?”

“Actually, I don’t take care of them at all. I work from home, testing software programs for a company in Tampa that makes computer games.”

He looked at her, surprised. “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who actually does that.” He laughed. “Although my friends and I are kind of addicts, like half the male population. It’s a good stress reliever when we’re between missions.”

“I’m guessing your home base is in Virginia rather than California?”

“Yeah, but home is really in Texas.”

She slid a glance at him. “How’d you end up here for the weekend? Or however long you’re here.”

“One of the guys has a friend who owns a house here. We don’t know how long this leave will last and this seemed like a good place to hang out.”

She nodded at the pager clipped to his belt. “You have to take that with you everywhere?”

“Orders are orders. We get paged if we’re being called back to base.

“Doesn’t that kind of put a crimp in your social life?”

He shrugged. “You get used to it. Try to make the best of whatever time you have.” He draped his arm casually along the back of her chair, his fingers idly fiddling with her hair. “I hope that’s what I’m doing now.”

“Making the best of it?”

“Uh, huh.” He studied her face. “It’s hard to make promises to people when you don’t know if you can keep them.”

“Promises?” She laughed, a musical sound. “You realize I don’t even know your name.”

“Sorry. Doesn’t say much for my manners. Miguel Cruz. But my friends call me Coyote so everyone else does, too.”

“Coyote.” He loved the sound of it on her tongue. “It suits you.”

“Your friend called you Cori, but there’s got to be a last name, right?”

She nodded. “Sutherland.”

“Cori Sutherland. Beautiful name.”

For a beautiful woman.

He said the words like a caress then found himself unusually tongue-tied. Normally by now, they’d be on their second round of drinks, he’d have sent a few signals, received some back, and he’d be working toward getting her up to his hotel room. But tonight the chemistry was different. He had an unfamiliar urge to put this in a different framework, to talk to this woman rather than just get her in a room, rip her clothes off, and go at it like monkeys.

Not that he didn’t have that in mind, too. But again, everything about this was different. He might only have this weekend with her, but he had a sudden urge to create a weekend of memories. Something he could take out and relive when he was hunkered down in Afghanistan or wherever they sent him next.

And maybe even hope to recreate if he had the opportunity.

But he had to be honest with her. “Cori, I want to be very honest with you. I need you to understand that I’m just here for a few days. I’m not looking to start a long-term relationship or anything. I just want to enjoy the weekend, and I want it to be with you.”

He didn’t expect the look of frank approval she turned on him. “I always appreciate a man’s honesty. That gets you a lot of points. So let’s drink to a fun weekend.”

“Does that mean we’re okay for a second round? Your glass is empty and my beer’s gone.”

“Sure. That’ll work.”

He stood up and reached for her glass. “Or would you rather take a walk?”

Take a walk? The words had rolled out of his mouth before his brain could catch up with them. No, no, no. The object was to ply her with alcohol and…

No. This is different.

Cori stared at him, startled. “A walk? You want to take a walk?”

He shook his head. “Never mind. It was probably a stupid idea. Let’s just sit here and enjoy the sunset.”

“No. Not at all.” She stood up. “We can walk on the beach and watch the sunset from there.” She pointed to a tray on a stand where the railing curved. “Just leave my glass and the bottle there. Someone will pick them up.” She smiled shyly when he reached for her hand.

It felt so small and soft in his. Heat that had nothing to do with the sun blasted him, and his heart did a somersault. What was he getting himself into?

“Come on. Let’s get away from this mob.”

For a moment, he thought she’d had second thoughts, was about to change her mind, then she smiled. “All right.”

“Then show me the way.”

The bar seemed even more crowded now than before, no surprise since this was Friday night. Coyote held Cori’s hand tightly as she led him out of the mob, back onto Duval Street and with a few twists and turns, they were on a beach with some of the finest sand he’d ever seen. Here he could feel the breeze coming in off the water, slightly diminishing the heat of the sun.

“Take off your shoes.” She stopped, pulled off her sandals, and hooked one finger through the straps.

Coyote let go of her hand only long enough to step out of his deck shoes and grab them with his left hand. Then he laced his fingers with hers and they walked slowly toward the water’s edge. He loved the feel of her hand locked with his, the consciousness of her next to him.

“A beach is probably nothing new to you, being a SEAL and all.”

“No comparison,” he said. “When we hit a beach, it’s in full gear and we are mission focused.” He took in a full breath and let it out slowly. “This is…nice.”

They walked in silence for a while, swallowed up in the quiet. But then Coyote couldn’t stand it any more. He stopped, pulled her around to face him and dropped their shoes on the sand.

“What—?”

The rest of her question disappeared as he cupped her face and lowered his mouth to hers. Jesus, she tasted so sweet. Her lips were full and soft with the feel of velvet and tasted slightly from the margarita. Just touching them sent a bolt of lust shooting through him. He licked the surface then drew a line along the closed seam.

“Open for me,” he whispered.

And she did, allowing his tongue to sweep inside where it was hot and wet and delicious. He felt her shiver against him and hoped it was from the same electric sensation surging through him. He ate at her mouth, angling his head this way and that, coaxing her tongue to dance with his, mimicking sex with a thrust and retreat.

Her hands crept up between them until they reached his shoulders, and she gripped them as if they anchored her. She was on her tiptoes, and he banded one arm around her to hold her steady, threading the fingers of the other hand through her soft-as-silk hair. He couldn’t seem to stop kissing her and only lifted his head when his lungs cried for air.

They stared at each other in the ambient light from the hotels along the beach. Cori looked as stunned as he felt. He brushed his knuckle lightly against her cheek. He had to clear his throat twice before he could speak. “I think we need to take this someplace besides the beach.”

“I agree.” She swallowed and let out a slow breath. “Come home with me?”

“Yes. How about right now?”


Chapter Two

Cori was silent as they drove away from Duval Street and the noisy crowds. She was still shaken by the intensity of Coyote’s kiss and her body’s reaction to it. She was certainly no shy virgin, although her lovers had been few.

She’d about had it up to there with the arrogant hot bodies who came to Key West for weekends and thought every female in town was a prize in a box of cereal. She especially disdained the ones who didn’t bother to learn names. Just called everyone babe or sugar or honey. Well, she was very happy with her own company and that of her friends, thank you very much. They could all take their juvenile sexual come-ons someplace else.

But she didn’t ever remember a man affecting her the way Coyote Cruz did. Even when she’d been drenched by the drink he’d knocked from her hand, her body had reacted to his in an unexpected way. It wasn’t just that he looked so sexy. Okay, so he was six foot plus of lean, hard-muscled body, deeply tanned, with eyes the color of espresso framed by thick lashes a woman could die for. His face had a classic bone structure, finely drawn, and he had a smile that made her toes curl.

But it was more than that. The moment she’d locked gazes with him something deep inside her uncoiled and sprang to life. Something beyond the sexual heat. Which was why she was breaking her own rule and bringing home a man she barely knew. Someone she’d just met. It was that unexpected connection, that indefinable something sizzling between them that said this was different. She hoped she wasn’t making a huge mistake.

Before moving to Key West she’d given her heart willingly to another man in the military who took it and squeezed the life out of it. The day he was transferred, they had a hot farewell with promises exchanged. And that was the last she heard from him. Ever.

But gossip had drifted back to her from others who knew him, remarks he’d made about still looking for that “special” woman. One who understood about his career. Apparently, she was lacking. Somehow she had nothing to offer a man like him to keep him.

Her friends had argued with her, told her it wasn’t her. That he probably used that as an excuse to keep from making a commitment to anyone. But it still wounded her and made her doubt herself.

Depressed and needing a change, she applied for the work-at-home position in the software company she worked for and moved to Key West, a place where she had happy memories from trips with her friends. She was lucky enough to find a small cottage to rent, and as she drove over the bridge to the key, she vowed never to put herself in such an emotionally disastrous situation again.

Don’t lay yourself open emotionally. You haven’t got what it takes.

Don’t hook up with anyone in the military. They are too full of themselves.

Don’t take anyone home with you. Go to their hotel or wherever so you can be the one to leave.

But that first kiss? Lordy, now she knew what women said about the earth moving. And it blindsided her. So here she was, breaking every single one of her self-imposed rules and rather than silently berating herself, she was actually filled with anticipation? What was that all about?

He’s gorgeous and hot, and the sex will be great. Leave it at that.

He was being totally up front with her. She didn’t need to start reading anything else into it.

As if sensing the turmoil inside her, Coyote reached over and stroked her hair, tucking it behind her ear.

“It’s okay if you want to change your mind,” he said in a soft voice. “We can go back to the Pier or anyplace else you want. Have another drink or two. Maybe even dance.”

She swallowed hard and shook her head. “No.” The word sounded scratchy so she cleared her throat. “No, I want this. I do.”

“Okay. Good. But I just want you to know the choice is yours.”

Damn straight the choice is mine.

She’d allowed herself to be hurt enough. She wouldn’t put herself in that position again.

By now, they were at her cottage. She directed him into the driveway next to a row of hibiscus bushes. Cori was glad she’d left a lamp on in the living room so the house wouldn’t be totally dark when she came home. Instead, it looked warm and welcoming. When he turned off the ignition, she sat for a moment, gripped by a sudden attack of nerves. Okay, just sex, but what if he found her lacking? A man like Coyote Cruz had probably had so many women he was in the Guinness Book of Records.

His warm hand closed over hers.

“It will be okay, Cori.” That same smooth honeyed tone that melted her inside. “You’re in charge.”

Crossing her fingers that he meant it, she smiled. “Let’s go inside.”

The house was a typical Key West cottage, two bedrooms, two baths, ceiling fans. But it had a few things that had attracted Cori. The polished wood on the floors blended with the cool soft pastels on the walls. A small front porch overlooked the street, but the back had a large pergola over the patio with built-in benches. The yard was filled with gorgeous flowering shrubs that she enjoyed keeping trimmed. And the rent was very affordable.

Coyote looked around, taking it all in. “Great place. Comfortable.”

“I was lucky to get it. Rentals on the island are outrageous. This is owned by a friend of a friend.” She wet her lips. “Would you, um, like a drink? Or something?”

He gave her his melt-your-panties smile. “Or something.” He held out his hands. “Come here, Cori. Let me touch you.”

She moved into the circle of his arms, and his mouth brushed against hers, stirring that crackle of fire inside her body. He took his time, his firm lips scraping back and forth over hers, one hand sliding up her back so he could wind his fingers in her hair. With his tongue, he traced the outline of her lips over and over again, then the seam, until finally she felt the soft pressure of his tongue silently urging her to open for him.

He tasted even better than the kiss on the beach. The spicy flavor of the beer mingled with the mint of toothpaste and the taste that was distinctively Coyote. His tongue slid gently over hers, the touch like a kiss, first gentle then demanding, and urged her to dance with him in erotic invitation. He fingers threaded through her hair and tilted her head one way then another to give him a better angle. He probed deeper, more possessively. Cori melted against his muscular body, her breasts pressed to his chest, nipples tingling. She could go on kissing him forever.

One hand slid easily down her back to cup her ass, pulling her against his groin where she felt the hard ridge of his cock. His large cock. Immediately, she felt the pulse in her pussy come to life and her thong dampened with the liquid of her arousal. In fact, it seemed every pulse point in her body suddenly pounded with the ferocity of a jungle drum.

Her surroundings disappeared along with any rational thought as he kissed the life out of her. His mouth was warm, his tongue scorching, and all she wanted was to become part of him. When he lifted his head, breaking the kiss, she blinked, dazed, bewildered. Was something wrong?

But Coyote’s smile and the hunger burning in his eyes wiped away any doubts.

“I don’t think we want to do the rest of this standing up, do we?” His voice was like warm molasses.

“Um, no. No we don’t.” Cori couldn’t seem to unscramble her brain. She stared at him but he seemed to be waiting for something. “Oh! Oh, this way.”

She took his hand and, on legs that threatened not to hold her, led him into the short hallway and her bedroom. She’d left a light on in here, too, a bedside lamp on low so the room was bathed in a soft amber glow. Should she turn it off? Leave it on? Did he prefer sex in the dark?

Could you think more like an idiot that you are?

She reached out to turn off the lamp, but his fingers closed around her wrist. “Leave it on. I want to see you.”

He cupped her cheeks lightly and tasted her lips with the tip of his tongue then traced a line along her jaw, down her neck, across to the pulse beating at the hollow of her throat. The touch of his mouth there sent shivers skating along her spine. Gripping his forearms, she tilted her head back to give him better access and was rewarded with the brush of his tongue across the upper swell of her breasts.

When he pulled one of her hardened nipples into his mouth, sucking it through the tank top and her bra, she couldn’t help the little moan that escaped. The nipple throbbed, and her breast ached with painful need. He brought both hands up to cup her breasts in his palms, and she leaned into his touch, wanting more.

“Let’s get this tank top off, shall we?” His voice still had that low, thick, heated sound.

Cori reached for the hem to pull the top over her head, but Coyote gently brushed her hands away. “Let me. Please.”

And when was the last time she’d had sex with a man who said please? That certainly said a lot about the men she chose to climb in bed with. When you deliberately choose men who won’t invade your heart, you give up a lot of other things along with it.

She raised her hands, and he gentle tugged the material over her head, tossing the garment aside. He stared in hunger at her breasts, covered in the nothing scrap of silk and lace that was her bra. He traced the flesh above them with the tips of his fingers, staring as if he’d never get enough of seeing them, then flicked open the front clasp and dispatched the bra with her top.

A chill skimmed over Cori’s skin, but it had nothing to do with cold and everything to do with the way Coyote was drinking in the sight of her. He lowered his head and very softly kissed each stiff nipple then scraped it lightly with his tongue. The shivers escalated. She could hardly wait to get to the next step, but he seemed determined to take his time. And was that such a bad thing, compared to men who blatantly made it plain that it was all about them?

He took a step backward, reached for the button on her shorts, popped it loose, and slid the zipper down in a slow glide. He pushed the fabric down to her ankles, and she stepped out of it, nudging it to the side. And there she stood, wearing only her white silk thong and strappy sandals. His gaze raked her from head to toe then he knelt in front of her, clasped her hips, and licked her pussy through the thin fabric.

Heat streaked through her body, and she thrust her hips forward, silently begging him to taste more. Deeper. But as with everything, he was taking this so slow she was ready to beg him to hurry, hurry, hurry. She pushed her fingers into the thick black silk of his hair, holding on for dear life as his tongue licked and lapped, traced the seam between hip and thigh before returning to her cunt.

Unexpectedly, an orgasm gripped her body, the walls of her pussy clenching, her body shaking. She anchored herself with her grip on Coyote’s hair as he continued to use his mouth on her, riding her through the release. Panting in the aftermath, she tried to remember the last time she’d come that easily without even being penetrated. God, the man had the most talented mouth.

He rose to his feet, folded back the covers on her bed, and lifted her onto the sheets. Alternating his movements with light kisses on her knees and thighs, he unbuckled her sandals, dropped them to the floor, and very slowly eased her soaked thong from her body. When he lifted the fabric to his face, slowly licked it then inhaled her essence, tremors raced through her cunt again.

“I could rub your scent all over my body, mi azucar,” he drawled. “I might take this with me when I’m on a mission. For luck.”

Oh, god!

“Wh—What does that mean? That word you just used?”

“It means my sweet.” He inhaled the fabric one more time. “And god, you are all that.”

He dropped the thong then tugged his T-shirt over his head. Lying back on the bed, watching him, Cori’s eyes drank in the sight of his ripped body, his hard abs, the fine mat of dark hair covering his chest. She wanted to lick him all over, the way he’d done to her, and take little bites out of him. Moisture pooled in her mouth, and she had to force herself to hold her body completely still.

He unclipped his pager and cell and set them on her nightstand before bending down to brush a kiss over her lips. Kicking off his deck shoes, he lowered the zipper on his jeans with agonizing slowness. He pushed them past his hips, and her eyes widened even more when she saw he went commando. But then the jeans were gone and all she could think about was the magnificent cock jutting from the nest of curls at his groin. It was thick and pointed straight at her, the head a deep plum with a bead of fluid sitting on the slit.

She lifted her gaze and found Coyote staring at her with such hunger in his eyes that instantly moisture flooded her pussy, so much so she felt the stickiness on the inside of her thighs. She ran her tongue slowly over her lips then rose to her knees and reached for him.

“Careful, sweet thing,” he warned. “I don’t want the party to be over before it starts.”

Mischievously, she leaned forward, wrapped her fingers around his hard length, and gave the velvet head one gentle swipe with her tongue. Coyote sucked in his breath and pulled her head away.

“Later. When I have more control.”

He reached into his jeans for his wallet, pulled out a three foil-wrapped packets, dropping them on her nightstand.

Cori’s eyes widened, and for a moment, she felt a quick stab of pain. It was obvious he’d come to Sunset Pier on the hunt tonight. She knew that, right? Apparently, any willing body would have done and didn’t she just provide one in a hurry. So what was her problem?

Stop it! You keep telling yourself you don’t want anything else either, so shut up and enjoy it.

Only Coyote Cruz was turning out to be much more than she expected. Much more than she’d been looking for.

Deliberately, she shut all those thoughts away and willed herself back to the feeling of eroticism that had been building in her since the first kiss. Whatever it was, she’d enjoy every minute of it.

Coyote stretched out beside her on the bed, the heat of his body surrounding her. He trailed the tips of his fingers over her then turned her to face him and dusting her face with soft kisses. He nibbled lightly on one earlobe before licking the tender spot behind it. One warm hand cupped a breast, the thumb brushing lightly back and forth over the nipple. Tiny shivers skittered over her at his touch. When he had one tip hard and pebbled, he turned his attention to the other until it, too, was stiff and aching.

Threading his fingers through her hair, he turned her face toward him. “Querida,” he breathed. “Mi amante. Mi bella. So, so sweet.”

Somehow the words sounded so much more sensual in Spanish, so erotic and arousing. She melted into his touch, opening her mouth for him, welcoming the hot flame of his tongue, feeling the iron-hard length of his cock against her skin like a branding iron. Her pussy throbbed with need, but Coyote Cruz was taking his deliberate time.

As with everything else he did, the kiss was slow and deliberate. He explored her mouth, tasting every corner of it, holding her head in place. He shifted his lips to trace her jaw with light kisses and little nips before feasting on her neck and finally nipping lightly at the hollow of her throat. She knew he could tell how furiously her pulse raced.

She slid her hand along his back, feeling the play of muscles beneath his skin. Pressing herself against him, she arched into his lips as they slid from her mouth along the valley between her breasts. Searching out the solid muscles of his ass, she raked her fingers lightly over them.

Coyote flexed the muscles against her touch and moved his mouth to places she’d never even thought of as erogenous zones—the inside of her wrist and elbow, the ridge of her collar bone, the underside of her jaw. Then he pressed a deep kiss to her navel. He moved his mouth so lightly and softly over the tummy and the sensitive crease where her hip and thigh joined, dropping her into a cloud no more substantial than cotton candy. She barely realized what he was doing as he rolled her to her back, gently spread her thighs, and began kissing the soft inner skin.

“Mmm.” His murmur was one of great satisfaction. “I can taste you already, mi hermosa. So sweet. So delicious.”

Then in another moment he had peeled back the lips of her cunt like the petals on a flower and was licking every inch of her slit. The touch of his tongue and his hands shot sparks of electricity through her. She tried to wind her legs around his neck and draw him closer, but he settled his hands firmly on her hips and held her while he feasted on her pussy, thrusting his tongue in and out and tormenting her with the slow movement of it. When he sucked the bud of her clit into his mouth and grazed it with his teeth, she screamed out her need, begging him for release.

But he was very good at this, knowing exactly how long to touch and where to caress, how deep to thrust his tongue and where to bite gently. Her entire body was one giant ball of need, and still he teased and tormented, skillfully taking her up one layer at a time. At last, he thrust his tongue far inside her and moved one hand to rub her clit as he did so.

The orgasm hit her with full force, every nerve singing, every muscle clenching. He pinched her clit, sending her even higher, his so very educated tongue licking the inside of her pussy like a thirsty cat. She tightened around it, bowing her hips as spasm after spasm rocked her.

He took her down gently, the movement of his tongue slowing incrementally, his fingertips still stroking her clit until the last of the tremors subsided. She played with Coyote’s thick silken hair as she came back to herself, basking in the pleasure of what had been one of the best orgasms she’d ever had. She was completely drained, limp and relaxed, yet need and desire still thrummed through her.

Coyote moved slowly up the length of her body, trailing kisses as he went until he reached her mouth. She could taste herself on his lips, an erotic flavor that set her on low simmer again.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her mouth. “Carina extraordinairia.”

She loved the sound of the Spanish swords rolling off his tongue. They were in themselves a seductive caress, lighting her nerves like little torches.

“What does that mean?” he asked. “It means my very rare sweet. And that’s exactly what you are.” He framed her face with his hands, his lean fingers brushing against her temples. “Very sweet. Very rare. And mine.”

Even though Cori knew he didn’t mean it she liked the sound of the words. This was the most exciting, the sexiest, the most intriguing man she’d met since…Well, since. Even after a few hours, she knew if she allowed herself to, she could lose her heart to him. It wasn’t just the sex. It was the way he treated her so carefully. Held her hand. Made love to her. With her. For this one night she could pretend everything was real. At least, she’d have memories to take out and wrap around herself. After.

He brushed damp strands of hair back from her face.

“Deep thoughts, cara?” He smiled. “I must not be doing my job right. I’ll have to do a lot better.”

He dropped his head to take one nipple into his mouth while his fingers played with the other one. He knew exactly how and where to touch, which nerves to play, how to knead the soft flesh of her breast. She moved restlessly against him, her body coming to life again, but she wanted more than what he was giving her. She wanted to touch him, too. Feel him respond. She slid one hand between them and reached for his cock, swollen and flexing at her touch.

Coyote closed his strong fingers around hers.

“Cori, mi amor. You don’t know how much I want you to do that. But I’m begging you, have a heart. I want to be inside you so badly, one touch and it could all be over.”

“All right,” she whispered. “But do it now. Please.” That quickly she was ready for him again.

He reached for one of the foil wrappers, ripped it open, and sheathed himself with one quick movement. He knelt between her thighs, bracing himself with his hands and looking into her eyes. Cori looked into his and thought she could see clear into his soul. Her heart gave a little stutter.

Spreading her wide, he poised with the tip of his cock at the entrance to her cunt and steadily, but excruciatingly slowly, slid into her waiting body. He was thick, stretching her muscles and filling every inch. She sucked in a breath and forced herself to relax, to accommodate him. His hard shaft scraped her inner walls, her pulse rate shot up beyond rapid, and all the time his gaze was still locked with hers. It was one of the most sensual experiences she’d ever had, as if more than their bodies were sealed together.

Then he moved, slowly at first, rocking into her again and again. But as the heat built between them, as her juices poured around him and her muscles held him in a tight grasp he increased the tempo. When she wrapped her legs around him, her heels digging desperately into the small of his back, he reached between them to find her clit and rubbed it with his thumb.

Everything fell away. Ceased to exist. There was nothing but her and this man and a sexual intensity she had never believed could exist. It encompassed mind, body, and spirit. Lust surged through her as she responded, and the orgasm unwound inside her like a tightly coiled wire. When it exploded, she arched, crying out.

With one last hard thrust, he fell over the edge with her, shouting her name. There was nothing but space and bright colors and a force of nature that shook her body so hard Cori was sure her bones would shatter. But he was right there with her, riding the same whirlwind, his cock pulsing hard inside the thin latex sheath.

When the aftershocks subsided, Cori managed to unwind her legs from his body and let them fall helplessly to the side. She could barely catch her breath, and Coyote wasn’t doing much better. His head lowered as he dragged air into his lungs, and when he rolled to the side, taking her with him she could feel the heavy beat of his heart against her.

She closed her eyes while they lay that way, spent, content merely to touch each other, to maintain the connection. But Cori was stunned by what had just happened. Much as she wanted to deny it, this was more than just sex.

When she finally opened her eyes, it was to see Coyote’s dark ones staring into hers with ferocious intensity, and something else she could quite define. He lifted one hand and ran his knuckle down her cheek. “Tell me, cara. What just happened here?”

She wanted to know that herself.


Chapter Three

Coyote disposed of the condom, splashed cold water on his face, and made his way back to the bedroom. He was propped up by pillows against the headboard when Cori walked back into the room, carrying a beer in one hand and a glass of wine in the other. And still completely naked. Saliva pooled in his mouth, and his recently abused dick tried its best to come to life.

He smiled broadly. “You should never wear clothes. It’s a sin to cover that astounding body.”

She laughed but a faint blush crept up her cheeks. “It might get a little cold that way. Or I might get arrested.”

“I wasn’t suggesting you go outside like that, cara. You think I want to share this slice of heaven with anyone else?” He held out his hand to her. “Come here.”

He could tell she was suddenly self-conscious as she sat on the edge of the bed.

“I don’t usually have beer,” she told him, “but I bought some for my next-door neighbor when he came over to fix my sink. Luckily, I still had a couple left.”

“Doesn’t your landlord fix the sink? And how old is your neighbor?”

She laughed again, a sound like silver bells that lit a fire under his hormones. As if he even needed one with her that close. Jesus, what was going on with him, anyway? This was supposed to be a stress-reliever weekend, lots of sex with a hot babe and then adios. Why was it, after just a few hours, he was starting to get possessive about this woman and wondering when he could see her again? He didn’t even know anything about her. And he’d sworn to himself no attachments. Life was too short.

“Coyote?”

He blinked and realized she was staring at him.

“Did you take a short vacation?” she asked. “I said my neighbor is fifty, and my landlord was out of town. Why?”

He gave himself a mental shake. “Nothing. Just curious.” He took the beer from her and drank a long swallow. Maybe the icy liquid would cool him off because it seemed just being around Cori Sutherland raised his thermostat several degrees. He patted the bed beside him. “Come sit up here, next to me, and tell me about yourself.”

She maneuvered carefully, juggling the wine glass, then stretched out beside him. She sat a good three inches away, as if she needed to put some distance between them, but he wasn’t having any of that. He let his right hand fall casually to her thigh and squeezed lightly. He waited, but she didn’t brush it away. He had the distinct feeling she was as shaken by their chemistry as he was and also trying to figure out what to do about it.

She sipped at the wine. “What would you like to know?”

“How long have you lived in Key West? What brought you here? How come you live here when you work for a company in Tampa? Any ex-husbands or ex-boyfriends hanging around? Or anyone not so ex?”

“Whoa, sailor. That’s a whole lot of questions.”

He took another drink of his beer. “First of all, I’m not a sailor. I’m a SEAL. There’s a whole lotta difference.”

“Oh. Sorry.”

She blushed again. Coyote couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen a woman blush. Probably because he’d been hanging out with the wrong kind of women.

“It’s okay. But it’s a very important difference. We’re part of the Joint Operations Task Force that takes on special missions.” He squeezed her thigh again. “And damn proud of it.”

She slid a glance at him. “I’ll definitely remember that. And no exes of any kind hanging around.”

“Or current?” He tried to sound as casual as possible.

“Coyote.” Her voice was firm and a little ticked off. “If there was a current one hanging around, we wouldn’t be here in my house in my bed doing this.” She lifted his hand and shoved it away.

He eased it back, realizing he hadn’t phrased his words too well. “I didn’t mean to insult you, Cori. Maybe I just wanted to know if I’ve got any competition?”

“For what? I thought you were just looking for a great weekend.”

How to phrase this so it came out the right way? He wasn’t making a commitment here, but Cori Sutherland had unexpectedly blindsided him. Along with the unbelievable sex, there was an emotional connection that he sure hadn’t expected and wasn’t even sure he wanted to pursue. But he didn’t want to walk away from it, either.

Make up your mind, you stupid asshole.

He reached for her hand and laced his fingers with hers.

“That was the original plan,” he told her. “But there’s something a little more than sex going on here. I don’t know what, but I also don’t want to poach on someone else’s territory. Even if that other someone is just a maybe.” He squeezed her hand. “Am I saying this right?”

She was silent for so long, staring down at their joined hands, he wondered if he’d blown it altogether. Then she let out a long sigh. “Uncomplicated really works best for me.”

Coyote got a tight feeling in his gut. He’d blown it, obviously. But at least he could enjoy what was left of his standby leave.

“But,” she went on, “hard as it is for me to admit it, I felt that little extra something, too. It’s just…just…”

“Just what?” he prodded.

“I don’t do complicated.” Then, so softly he almost didn’t hear it, she added, “At least, not any more.”

Well, shit. What did some asshole do that made her feel this way?

He set his empty bottle on the nightstand and took her nearly empty wine glass and put it aside also. Then he turned and took her in his harms, pressing her back against the pillows. Very gently, he smoothed the lines on her forehead and stroked the soft skin of her cheeks.

“Cara, I don’t know what kind of history you have that makes you feel this way. If someone hurt you badly, I’d like to punch holes in him. But I can promise you I’ll never be anything but honest with you. Never knowingly do anything to hurt you.”

“But…” She caught her lower lip between her teeth. “But with the military, you can’t really promise that, can you? And besides, people like you look for a very special kind of woman.”

Okay, worse yet. The asshole was in the military.

“Being a SEAL doesn’t mean I have to lie to people, it just means there are things I can’t tell anyone except my teammates.” He brushed his lips against hers, stroking the lower lip she’d bitten with his tongue. “The thing is, I’m not used to dealing with emotions. I packed mine away when I became a SEAL. You’re the first woman I’ve been with who could make me think about dragging them out again. I’m not asking for any kind of guarantee here. Just a chance to see where it goes. Can we try that?”

He held his breath, waiting for her answer. She stared into his eyes, as if searching for the answers there. Finally, she gave a slight nod. “But let’s just take it slow. See where and how it goes.”

“All right, but my leave could end any minute, so I can’t take it too slow.” His hand drifted down between her thighs.

She burst out laughing. “Did anyone ever tell you you’re a sex maniac?”

He grinned and the tightness in her chest eased. “I’ve been accused of that before.”

Still smiling, she removed his hand. “I don’t know about you, but I’m starving. We missed dinner tonight, remember?”

He brushed her hair back from her face. “I wasn’t exactly thinking about food.”

“Me, either. But let’s stoke our engines before we pass out. You promised me my turn, remember?”

The thought of her slim fingers wrapped around his cock, her tongue stroking the head, made him instantly hard again. Yeah, he’d definitely need some food. “Yes, I did. Good suggestion.”

“Sandwiches okay? I don’t shop until tomorrow.”

He eyed her with hunger. “Maybe I could just eat you.”

She laughed again, that magical sound that turned him on.

“That’s a great idea, but I don’t think it’s very life-sustaining.”

“Depends on how you look at it.”

She swung her legs off the bed. “Let’s start with the sandwiches.”

He was glad she felt comfortable enough with him not to pull on a robe or any other type of cover up. He loved the line of her naked body and the gentle sway of her ass as she walked out of the room. He’d certainly seen more than his share of naked women, so why was this one so different? What was it about her that made him feel things he hadn’t expected?

He remembered a friend of his, a lady-killer of long standing who’d recently gotten married, telling him, “When it happens, amigo, you’ll feel like a ton of bricks fell on you. You won’t see it coming and you won’t even be able to get out of the way.”

Could this be happening already in just a few short hours? What about his life as a SEAL? Others in that special force had married successfully, but there were some who’d fallen by the wayside. And still more like him who chose not to make that commitment until they finally retired. Whenever that was.

He wondered what the other members of Team Arapahoe would say. Of course, Zeus had his thing going with Kim, and that would definitely be on track after this weekend and her surprise visit. Jagger was spending his time with a childhood friend and who knew where that would go. Dagger had suddenly seen the sister of Brice Benson, their erstwhile host, in a whole new light. Ghost and Ice were spending their time with women they had long-standing but fragmented relationships with.

Even Aiden, whose injury had swept him off the team, was on the way to something solid. And then of course there was Trip—Garrett “Trip” Trippington—the eighth man and Jagger’s BUD/s partner. A man who took three bullets and didn’t see them as more than minor wounds. Each one different, each heading in a different personal direction.

Did all of this mean that he, Coyote, would now be the odd man out? Was it time to re-examine his priorities and reach for the brass ring before it was too late? When they’d first accepted the use of Brice Benson’s house for their standby leave, they’d called their plans SEALs on fire. But apparently, as he listened to the plans the others were making he was the only one who took the words “on fire” literally.

So what now?

Go with the flow. That’s what the woman who’d struck this unexpected chord inside him wanted. Okay. He’d be open to whatever happened, but he planned to get to know Cori Sutherland a lot more in the short time they had together.

“You look like some heavy thoughts are weighing on your brain.”

Cori’s voice startled him, and he gave himself a mental shake. Her voice held just the tiniest edge of uncertainty, and he didn’t want that at all. He smiled at her, an easy task as she stood there stark naked holding a tray of sandwiches and fruit.

“Only thinking how empty this bed is without you in it.”

“And how empty your stomach is?” she teased.

“Yeah.” He chuckled. “That, too.”

She set the tray carefully in the middle of the bed before settling herself beside him again. Handing him half of a thick ham sandwich loaded with meat, tomatoes and cheese, she watched until he took his first bite.

“Great,” he told her, talking around a full mouth.

He watched her relax and pick up a half for herself, taking a dainty bite and nibbling slowly. He’d shared food with a lot of women in a lot of bedrooms, but he didn’t ever remember being so relaxed or enjoying it so much. Yup, she was definitely worming her way into his system, and he wasn’t the least bit unhappy about it.

“So tell me all about Cori Sutherland.” He washed his sandwich down with a long swallow of the beer she’d brought.

She shrugged. “There’s really not much to tell. I live in Key West and test software. No biggie.”

He looked at her. “Oh, I think there’s a lot more to it than that.”

As they ate, he managed to pry details from her. Her family—she had one brother, married, an attorney, and a sister engaged to a high school football coach. She had a degree from the University of Florida in computer science, loved to watch football, and read romance novels. He still couldn’t get out of her why she’d decided to make the move to Key West. He had a feeling the story was painful to tell. But he had the rest of the weekend to coax it out of her.

He talked about his own family, five brothers and sisters, all of whom still lived in Texas. His brothers worked the family ranch with his father. And he told her why he wanted to be a SEAL and how he’d never regretted his choice.

“The proudest day of my life,” he said, “was when I graduated from BUD/s training and got my trident.”

“You’re really dedicated, aren’t you? I can tell when you talk about it.”

“I am.” He lifted the tray and set it on the floor. “But right now, I’m dedicated to something else.” Rolling off the bed, he reached for her, lifting her into his arms.

“What are you doing?” she squealed.

“I thought it might be time for a shower. Besides, I want a chance to see the stuff that makes you smell so good.”

Her bathroom was exactly what he’d have expected of her given the rest of the house. The walls were a soft blue, and instead of wallpaper, someone had painted fanciful murals on the wall. The tile was a darker blue, the fixtures ivory. Feminine but not frou frou. Just like her.

Towels were stacked on wicker shelves, and he took two of the biggest ones, placing them on the counter. He set Cori on her feet then reached in to turn on the shower, testing the water until he was happy with the temperature. Being careful not to slip, he lifted her again, stepped over the edge of the tub, and set her down on the slick porcelain surface.

“Oh!” she squeaked when the water hit her full force.

Coyote laughed and shifted them so he took the brunt of the spray. He reached for one of the plastic bottles on the shelf set into the tile, noting with satisfaction that he’d guessed the blend of scent correctly, and poured some of the thick liquid into his palm. Rubbing his hands to work up a lather, he stroked slowly over Cori’s satiny skin. She leaned her head back, an expression of pure pleasure stealing over her face as he caressed the slick surface of her body.

He started with her shoulders and arms, lifting each one to caress the sensitive inner skin. Then her breasts, smiling to himself in satisfaction as her nipples hardened beneath his touch. Then down along her rib cage and across the slight round of her tummy. Holding his shoulders for balance, she spread her legs apart to make room for his hand but he teasingly avoided her beckoning pussy and concentrated instead on her legs. Kneeling, he ran his hands along her ankles and calves then her thighs, dancing his fingers along both the outer and inner flesh.

She moaned in protest when he rose to his feet and turned her around, added more soap, and did the same thing to her back. When he got to the sweet curve of her ass and massaged her globes he just couldn’t help himself. He let his fingers trail between the two globes into the hot crevice, finding the tempting ring of her anus.

Cori sucked in a breath and reached out to the wall to balance herself, but he was thrilled when she didn’t pull away from him. He rubbed the hot entrance with the tip of one finger, allowing himself to penetrate just a tiny fraction.

He lowered his head to gently nip the lobe of one ear. “Has anyone ever had you here, carina?”

He smiled as a blush suffused her body. Silently she shook her head.

“Can I ask you why? Don’t you think you’d like it?” He waited a long time for her answer.

“There was only one person I ever wanted to be that intimate with.” Her voice was so low he had to lean to hear it.

“And? Did you change your mind?”

Again a long pause. “He changed his.”

Uh, oh. He definitely did not want to go there right now. He had a feeling it was all tied up with the move to Key West.

“When you trust me enough, Cori, I want that with you. But only then.”

He went back to stroking her body, covering every visible inch of her with the sweet-scented lather. Turning her around, he knelt in front of her again and lifted one of her feet to rest on his shoulder. She closed her eyes, leaning back against the slick tiles.

Coyote took a moment to drink in the sight of her, his cock hardening painfully and his balls aching at the picture she made. Carefully, he rubbed the lather into her soft pubic curls before parting the lips of her cunt. He rubbed her swollen clit with the tip of one finger, and she shuddered and gasped, her fingers grasping his hair to hold herself in place.

He rubbed it back and forth, watching the flesh darken as blood rushed to the surface. Soft cries of pleasure drifted from her as he worked the delicate nub. The moment he slid two fingers into her waiting channel, her inner muscles clamped around him. Satisfaction surged through him at her response. Slowly, he worked his fingers in and out, adding a third and synchronizing them with the movement of his thumb.

It didn’t take long before her hips were rocking and the little whimpers became one long cry. He kept her on the edge as long as he could until she was begging him to let her come. Finally, he tipped her over the edge, and she came apart completely. He braced her with one arm around her as her body shuddered with its release. Slowly, slowly, as the last tremor died away, he slipped his fingers from her body and his thumb from her erotic little nub.

Easing her foot from his shoulder, he lowered it to the tub then stood up to take her in his arms. She leaned against him, the water sluicing down both of them until he felt her relax completely. He settled her on the edge of the tub while he quickly soaped his own body and then rinsed them off. Shutting off the water, he lifted her to the tub mat and wrapped her in a big bath towel then did the same for himself.

“I don’t know which is more fun,” he grinned. “Soaping you up or drying you off.”

“I know what I vote for,” she told him in a lazy voice.

“And I know what I vote for next.” He lifted her, towel and all, and carried her to the bed. “Something you’ve been trying to do since we got here.”

He saw the heat sparking in her eyes as he placed her on the bed. She swept her tongue along her bottom lip in that little movement he found so very sexy and rose to her knees. This time, when she reached for his shaft, he didn’t pull away. Instead, he moved closer until his legs touched the edge of the bed.

At the first touch of her hand, his entire body contracted and tensed, lust surging through him like a tropical heat wave. The softness of her fingers as they circled him made his cock pulse with need, but it was looking down and seeing her slide his dick into her mouth that just about did him in. The inside of her mouth was so soft and slick and hot, her tongue so tantalizing as it swirled around him. But when she drew back and slowly licked the head of his cock, lapping up the fluid that sat on the tip and prodding the slit with her tongue, he really had to grit his teeth. He couldn’t remember the last time—if ever—a woman had aroused him so quickly, so repeatedly and so fiercely.

He’d always been proud of his sustaining power, but with Cori, he had the feeling he could go on for hours. It wasn’t just the physical contact, either. There was something in her touch that sizzled his nerve endings and pulled out every emotion buried deep inside himself.

Hell!

He was in deep shit here! Something had exploded between them with cataclysmic force, sneaking in from nowhere. Racing into the deepest part of him and grabbing him with unexpected force. And the weirdest part was he didn’t even care.

Then his brain went on vacation as Cori worked her magic. She took her time, alternating strokes of her fingers with the sucking movement of her mouth. Her other hand, which had rested on his hip, slipped between his thighs to cup his balls, rolling them in her fingers.

Oh, Jesus! Oh, god!

He ground his teeth together as he reached for control. He didn’t want this to end too soon. Wanted to enjoy the heat of her sweet mouth, the slide of her small tongue. Dragging his fingers through her hair, he held her head in place as he fucked her mouth, all the time watching. God, she was so damn hot.

Up, down, her mouth and hands working with the coordination of a symphony orchestra, rubbing and licking and sucking. Everything ceased to exist except this woman, her enchanted mouth, and what she did to him with it.

As the muscles in his back tightened and he felt the familiar icy heat sliding along his spine, he tried to withdraw from Cori’s mouth and hand, but she gripped him harder, massaged his balls more, sucked him deeper until everything coalesced in his balls and he erupted with force into her mouth. He tried to hold back, to temper his release, but she’d have none of it. When he tried to pull her head back, she clamped down harder on him and sucked him dry.

Cori was not only unfazed, but from the look of pleasure on her face, she was getting as much satisfaction out of it as he was. Watching the muscles in her throat as she swallowed every bit of his cum was an incredibly erotic sight. And she didn’t stop until she’d milked every drop from him and the tension eased from his body. Then she sat back on her heels and smiled up at him.

“That was good.”

He loved that soft voice of hers.

“Good? Jesus, cara, it was beyond good. It was magnificent.” He let out a long, slow breath. “That’s something to dream about when I’m out on a mission in the bitter cold or steaming hot, and all I’m surrounded by are men who smell as bad as I do.”

She laughed again. “I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not.”

Coyote dropped onto the bed and eased her into his arms, cradling her very sweet body against his. He’d be thinking about her mouth on him for a very long time. As well as everything else they’d done together. Jesus, she just did it to him.

She curled into him, her head on his shoulder, her body still carrying the tantalizing scent of vanilla and lilacs. He stroked the line of her back and the curve of her hips and her ass, enjoying the silken feel of her skin. The sexual tension eased for now, he pulled the covers up over them and kissed Cori’s forehead. “Sleep, carina. Time to rest.”

She murmured something then her breathing evened out, a soft breeze against his neck. Coyote closed his own eyes and in seconds was deep in sleep.


Chapter Four

Cori stood beside her bed holding two mugs of steaming coffee and looking down at the man sleeping there. They’d apparently kicked off the covers during what was left of the night, at least he had, and now he lay on his side with the sheet twisted over one thigh. She had adjusted the shutters so enough sunlight streamed in to allow her a good look at him.

His face, with its chiseled features and thick dark lashes, framed by the rich black silk of his hair, could have been used for a painting. His well-toned body, with its sculptured muscles, had a dusting of dark hair on the tanned skin. Last night, she’d reveled in the feel of the soft mat of curls on his chest, but now she could see them in full detail. He had a thin three-inch scar on one thigh and a round puckered one at his right shoulder. Symbols of the war he fought every day, she was sure. She drank in the sight of him, memorizing every inch and feature, not knowing if or when she’d ever have the chance again.

She probably would have stood there forever except at that moment his eyes opened, his sexy mouth curving in a smile.

“An angel brings me coffee,” he said and pulled himself up to a sitting position. “I’ll have to stay at this place more often.”

She handed him one of the mugs, carefully ignoring what he said. It’s just a saying, she reminded herself. He’ll be gone and that will be that. She’d just bottle up those feelings that had burst loose with such unexpected force and move on with her life. Nothing good lasted. She’d learned that the hard way. Meanwhile, she’d enjoy every minute they had together.

He took his first sip of the hot liquid. “And she makes great coffee, too.”

“I aim to please.”

“But you covered up that beautiful body,” he protested. “I wasn’t through looking at it.”

She looked at the old T-shirt she’d pulled on, one that came to the middle of her thighs. “I wasn’t sure if Annie would decide to come by and check out the situation.”

“That your friend from last night?”

She nodded.

“And what would you have said if she did?” he asked.

Cori grinned. “That it was none of her damn business.”

Coyote took another deep swallow of coffee. “What time is it, anyway?”

“Ten o’clock. Way past the usual time I get up.”

“Ten o’clock?” His eyebrows flew up. “No kidding? Holy shit. I think the last time I slept this late was when I was a kid.” He tossed back the sheet and rose to his full nude magnificence. “We’re wasting daylight, querida. Time to move.”

A tiny knot formed in her stomach. “You have someplace to be?”

He kissed her again, this time a little more firmly. “Yes. With you. And I want to start by taking you to breakfast. Pick the place.”

“Really?” She hated the squeaky sound in her voice.

“Cori.” He was so close she could feel his breath on her face, and she had to hold her mug to the side to avoid spilling. He put his hands on her shoulders, squeezing slightly. “Did you really think I was just going to put on my clothes, give you a quick thank you, and disappear?”

She shrugged, trying to appear as nonchalant as possible. Despite what he’d said about this…connection, or whatever it was between them, she’d learned to have little or no expectations.

He cradled her face in his warm palms. “I don’t know how long this leave will last. We could be recalled at any time. But however much time I have, I want to spend it with you. Stay here in your cottage with you. Get to know you better. See…what this is between us. Besides sex.” He winked. “Although it is outstanding sex.”

She felt herself blush and lowered her gaze. “Okay. I’d like that, too.”

“So. Breakfast first, okay? I’m starved.”

She gave him an impish grin. “Me, too.”

“I have to go to the house where we’re staying to shave and pick up more clothes.” He studied her face. “Some of my teammates might be there. They aren’t always, uh, discreet.”

“It’s okay,” she assured him. “I’ll just ignore any rude male remarks. I’ve been around military men before.”

She snapped her mouth shut before she let anything else out. She didn’t plan to ruin the weekend, or however long they had, by telling him her sad and painful story.

“Let’s get dressed, then.”

She could sense he was deliberately ignoring the reference to the military. “Okay.”

“Breakfast first,” he went on. “Then the house, then whatever you want to do for the rest of the day.”

Breakfast took much longer than she expected. They ate slowly, talking about themselves. Things like what music they listened to and their favorite books and movies. He told her about his team, what each man was like. She laughed when he told her about Zeus’s habit of knitting to relieve muscle tension. Little things that gave insight into the people they really were. And with each minute that passed, each detail shared, Cori found herself unavoidably falling harder for this man.

I need therapy. I must be a real glutton for punishment.

But as they left the restaurant, she deliberately closed off that portion of her mind.

Her mouth dropped open when Coyote pulled into the driveway of the house where he was staying.

“Are you kidding me? That’s Brice Benson’s house.”

“Yeah.” He winked at her as he put the SUV in park. “He and Dagger have been friends since they were kids. Come on. I’ll give you the tour.” He opened the side door and ushered her inside. “Hello. Anyone around?”

“In here,” a female voice called.

Coyote steered them into the kitchen.

“Hey, Coyote!” A woman who looked vaguely familiar to Cori slid off her stool, careful to cover her ass as she went to throw her arms around him.

“Kim. Glad you made it, girl.” He threw one arm around her and the other around Cori, drawing them both close. “Let me introduce you all. This is Cori. Zeus Calderon. And Kim Stansfield.”

Cori shook hands, studying the woman beside Coyote. “Wait. I think I know you. You’re that woman that those Bedouin tribesmen took in Egypt a while back, aren’t you?”

Kim blushed. “I am.”

Cori grinned. “Wow. You’re even better looking than on TV.”

Kim rolled her eyes to the ceiling and pulled at the old T-shirt she was wearing. “Thanks. Credit for the wardrobe goes to my rescuer here, Mr. Calderon.”

“I’ve heard about the infamous Zeus.” Cori’s eyes flashed with humor.

“Oh, no,” Zeus objected. “If Coyote is spreading rumors then you need to hear a few facts from me.”

“Yeah? Does Coyote knit, too?” Cori asked Zeus, her shoulders flexing as if she and Zeus were sharing secrets.

“Aw, hell, man,” Zeus groaned while Cori elbowed Kim. Everyone except the man in question had a good chuckle.

Kim cleared her throat. “You…um…you knit, do you, Zeus?”

Brandishing a bunch of celery at the three of them, Zeus muttered, “Only when my shoulders get too tight.”

Kim widened her eyes at him. “Does that occur often?”

“Yeah,” he growled. “As often as when my pal, here, gives away classified intel.”

“Well, hey, Zeus, mea culpa, buddy,” Coyote said, looking painfully sheepish. “We’re just here to get some clothes for me for today. I’m spending the rest of our standby with Cori at her cottage.”

Zeus turned toward the stove and dumped in some chicken.

Cori, totally out of the loop, saw Coyote staring at Kim with a “What’s up with that?” expression in his face.

Zeus’s gaze flashed to Kim.

She spread her hands in the air in a “Give me a chance” gesture.

“Something going on here I need to know about?” Zeus asked.

Coyote shot him a look. “Yeah.”

“Kim?”

An apology flashed in her sad eyes. She licked her lips. “I need to tell you a few things.”

Every line in Zeus’s body went taut, and his eyes narrowed. “Yeah? Tell me what? What kind of things?”

Coyote thrust his hand in the air. “Excuse us, please. Cori and I are tiptoeing away now. Sorry, Kim. Zeus.”

Cori called over her shoulder, “Goodbye, nice to meet you,” as Coyote grabbed her hand and led her up the circular staircase to the second floor. “What was that all about?” she asked when he drew her into one of the bedrooms.”

“They have a few problems to work out. I helped her set up the surprise visit but the rest is up to them.”

“You could tell how much they’re into each other,” Cori remarked. “I hope they work it out. But with him being a SEAL and all…” Her voice trailed away.

Coyote stopped tossing things into his duffle and turned her to face him. “Okay, enough. Something about the military really bothers you, and I think I need to know what it is. Don’t keep shutting the door on it, Cori. And don’t make me pay for someone else’s mistakes.”

She nibbled on her lower lip, looking down at her feet. “Okay,” she sighed. “But not now. Later. Let’s just have a great day first, all right?”

“Yes, but I’m not forgetting it.” He kissed her, a hard press of his lips against hers, his tongue thrusting into her mouth in a possessive way. He smoothed his hands up and down her back then shoved his fingers into her hair to hold her head steady. When he lifted his head, she was breathless.

“Okay.” The word came out on a breath of a sigh. “Later.”

No one was in the kitchen when they headed back to the car. Cori hoped whatever Zeus and Kim were dealing with, they were working it out.

The day was even better than she could have hoped. They spent a long time at the beach, just lying in the sand and then swimming in the cool water. They drank fancy cocktails at one of the beach bars and ate grilled fish at a beachside restaurant. And talked about everything and nothing.

It was the most relaxing day Cori remembered having in a very long time. Just being like this with Coyote made her feel so good. Whatever happened, she’d never regret this.

On the way back to her house Coyote pulled up to the curb in front of a large store that seemed to sell everything under the sun.

“Just getting more beer and wine,” he told her. “Be right back.” When he returned, he had two large bags in his arms that he stashed in the back seat.

“You were gone a long time for just beer and wine,” she pointed out.

“Busy store. Okay, let’s get home. I can hardly wait another minute to get your naked.”

As they drew closer to her house, the sexual tension between them grew until it filled the SUV.

“Forget the drinks for right now,” Coyote said as he slammed the gearshift into park and practically dragged her out of the SUV.

She was just as eager as he was. She fumbled at first with the key to the door, and when she finally got it open, he pulled her inside, slammed the door, and pressed her up against it.

“Being with you all day at the beach,” he breathed, “seeing you in that excuse for a bathing suit. It was all I could do to keep my hands to myself. Cori, Cori, Cori. Jesus.”

The kiss was hot and hard, his hands gripping her head to hold it steady, his tongue plundering her mouth. He kept his mouth fused to hers as his hand yanked up her T-shirt and pulled down her shorts.

“Wait, wait, wait,” she said against his lips.

“Can’t wait,” he gasped.

He moved enough to pull off the rest of her clothes, unzip his jeans, and fish a condom from his wallet. Placing his hands beneath her ass, he lifted her until her legs wound around his waist then drove into her with a single thrust. Cori tightened around him—her legs, her cunt, her arms—until there was no space between them. With hungry speed his pistoned in and out, holding her so her clit rubbed against him with each stroke. It took barely seconds before they both exploded, gasping for breath, bodies shaking.

Coyote leaned his forehead to hers, waiting until their breathing evened out, before moving. He carried her just as they were, locked together, into the bedroom, where he set her on the floor and disposed of the condom. By unspoken agreement, they finished undressing each other, exchanging soft kisses as they did so. Cori was shaken to her core. Yes, this was a lot more than weekend sex. And now she’d have to tell Coyote her sad story. He’d see her as a loser and that would be that.

“Okay.” He had carried her to the bed with him, and they lay face to face, his hand stroking up and down her skin. “I have to know what the problem is with the military before we take this any further.”

Doing her best not to shed tears, she told him the story in short, choppy sentences.

“I tried this once before.” She closed her eyes and buried her head against his chest, not wanting to see his face while she talked. “When I lived in Tampa, I got very involved with a man stationed at MacDill AFB. And I mean really involved.”

Cruz stroked her hair, his touch soothing and reassuring. When she paused, he urged, “Go on, mi corazon.”

“He called me and came to see me the day before he was deployed.” She swallowed a sob, tried not to feel the pain in her heart again. “We spent an incredible night together. Made promises to each other.”

“What happened to him?” His fingers tightened in her air. “Oh, god, Cori, was he killed?”

“No. That might have been easier, although I didn’t wish him dead.” She shrugged. “He just never called again. I heard he was back at the base and tried to call him with no luck. Then I heard from other people he was hanging out with someone new. Telling people he was still looking for that one special woman. One for whom he didn’t mind giving up his freedom.”

“Jesus!” He tilted her face up and kissed the tears tracking down her cheeks. “What an idiot not to realize he already had the most special woman of all.”

She hitched a breath. “You think so?”

“Cori, I told you I don’t tell lies. I might have to keep secrets but not about feelings. I told you I got in the habit of keeping my feelings to myself because, being a SEAL, I’m not necessarily in a position to make a commitment to a woman.”

“I know,” she began, “and—”

He touched the tip of one finger to her lips. “But you’ve changed all that in such a very short time. I guess it’s true that time can telescope when it’s necessary. I know there are assholes in the military,” he went on, “but they exist everywhere. And you can’t paint us all with the same brush. I’ve never lied to a woman, and I don’t intend to start now. Whatever this is between us, Cori, for the first time in my life I don’t want it to end. You’re more woman than any man could ask for. Ever.”

She looked up at him, studying his face, trying to read what was in his eyes. What she saw made her entire body heat up.

“You know what my life is like,” he continued, “but other SEALs have had successful relationships. For the first time, I want one. With you.” He paused. “How do you feel?”

She let out a shaky breath. Do it or not, Cori. “I feel the same way. I want to take a chance.”

“Mi corazon,” he breathed. “My heart.”

They made very slow, delicious love this time, exploring each other’s bodies. Drawing out the pleasure. At last, they fell into an exhausted sleep, curled into each other.

A sharp piercing noise woke her, and she sat up, rubbing her eyes. What was going on?

“Shit.” Coyote reached for his pager and pressed a button on it then picked up his cell phone and pressed a speed dial number. “Yeah?” he said when apparently someone answered. “Okay. Right away.” He disconnected the call and turned to Cori.

“You have to go.” She said it before he could. “It’s okay. I knew that from the beginning, and I’m all right with it.”

“Cori.” His cell phone rang. “Damn. Don’t move.” He clapped the phone to his ear. “Yeah, yeah, I got the page, too. I’m on my way.” He tossed the phone to the foot of the bed and pulled Cori toward him. “This is just the beginning, querida. I can’t tell you when I’ll get back but I will be back.” He grabbed for his jeans and T-shirt, hastily yanking them on. “Write down all your phone numbers for me and your email and keep your cell with you at all times.”

He started for the door.

“Wait. Cruz. Don’t just run out the door like that. I—”

“My master calls, mi amor, but I’m not gone yet. I’ll be right back.”

She waited impatiently, wondering what he was doing outside, for one brief moment panicking that he’d decided to split after all. Then, seconds later, the front door opened and he was back. In his arms, he carried a large stuffed animal.

“What—?”

He grinned at her, holding the big toy. “It’s a seal, Cori. And his name is Coyote.” He thrust it into her arms. “Read the message. That’s what took me so long in the store.”

She reached for the ribbon around the animal’s neck where gold printing sparkled. One wide tail of the bow had the kind of writing she’d seen created by embroidery machine. The kind they had at county fairs and amusement parks. She had to read it twice to be sure she understood. Then happy tears clouded her eyes as she read it yet again.

“Cori. I will always, always come back to you. Coyote.”

He was fully dressed now, pager and cell phone clipped to his belt. He reached down and hauled her to her feet, stuffed animal and all.

“I mean what this says, Cori. And I wanted you to have this to look at every day so you’d know for sure I’m telling you the truth.”

“I believe you.” She smiled through her tears.

“I’ll call you every chance I get,” he assured her. “And email you whenever I have a connection. Please, Cori. Please, please let me into your life. I want to spend mine with you.”

She leaned into him, the seal squished between them. “Of course. Same goes here. I know we started out this weekend saying it was just good fun, but—”

“But it’s a lot more than that,” he finished. “Just because we didn’t expect it doesn’t mean it isn’t real or it won’t last. Because it is and it will.”

“And this Coyote and I will keep the lights on for you,” she promised.

He kissed her, hard, then whispered, “Te amo.”

“Te amo,” she answered.

She followed him to the door and stood there in the open entrance long after he’d left, fingers touching her lips, holding the stuffed seal. Wrapped in promises of the future.

Warmed by Coyote heat.
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Getting in the party mood for a weekend with his SEAL teammates is no easy deal for “Zeus” Calderon. He’s hung up on a woman he saved from terrorists months ago. He should be able to forget a gutsy blonde reporter who showed resilience and humor under fire. Shouldn’t he?

Kim Stansfield got the instant hots for the hunky Navy SEAL who led her out of harm’s way—and she’s got proof Zeus feels the same about her. He’s stubborn about declaring how much he cares for her, but she’s devised a plan to conquer him.


Thank you for purchasing
this Wild Rose Press, Inc. publication.

For other wonderful stories of erotic romance,

please visit our on-line bookstore at

www.thewilderroses.com.

For questions or more information

contact us at

info@thewildrosepress.com.

The Wild Rose Press, Inc.

www.thewilderroses.com

cover.jpeg





