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Chapter One

"You've got to be the dumbest SOB alive, Jagger," Trip muttered from his sprawl in the lime green plastic chair. The man might look half-asleep, but Trip would know every marked exit, possible exits and have a memorized the passing individuals while sizing up their threat level.

Yeah, tell him something he didn't know, but Jagger kept his expression bland as he turned to look at his teammate, BUD/S partner, and best friend, Garrett "Trip" Trippington. "You didn't have to play tag along."

Tyler Jaggerstein regretted ever mentioning his leave to his mother. Because she just happened to tell her best friend. The same best friend who happened to be the mother of his childhood pen pal. A confusing relationship to be sure, but once the Westlake's moved away, the mothers were determined their children would grow up as friends even if distance separated them.

Now thanks to the combined efforts of his mother's Catholic guilt and Mrs. Westlake's Jewish passive aggressive double speak, he and his buddy were waiting at the airport.

"Shit, it's been fifteen years, man." Running a hand through his shaggy sun-bronzed hair Jagger paced the small arrival area in the Key West airport. "What the hell am I doing here wasting my—our—vacation time?"

Finally lifting his dark head, Trip narrowed his pale blue eyes as the two SEAL’s gazes met. Alpha male to alpha male, knowing neither one would give or cry uncle. "Hell, yes, I did have to play tag a long. The other guys are never going to believe me when I tell them about your little imaginary friend come to life."

"Trip, man, she's not imaginary. Hell, if she didn't exist, then why did our mothers set me up?" Again, Jagger pulled at the longer-than regulation length of his black hair. He thanked God his job allowed for something other than the buzz and brush most active members of the military suffered with.

"Cause your mama is tired of her baby boy lookin' like a dumb fuck and this is her way of helping you locate your balls." Pulling the tip of his straw cowboy hat over his eyes, Trip smiled around the toothpick rolling between his teeth.

"You're a moron," Jagger replied lamely as he lifted his watch for another time check. "She's a real woman, an author of some sort, and she's coming here for something to do with her books. I guess she'll try to pimp her books at that conference we saw the flyers to."

"Pimp her books? You suck, my friend. What if this chick is actually successful? Maybe she doesn't have to 'pimp' herself anywhere." The lecture came from beneath his buddy's hat without Trip moving once.

Damn, sometimes jealousy burned hot and bright at the ease the big Texan seemed to take in the world. It didn't matter if they were dropping out of a plane over enemy territory, playing World of Warcraft or driving through rush hour traffic on their way home from the Virginia base. Nothing shook Trip up to the point their C.O. ordered him through a complete physical after their last mission.

Trip, it seemed, felt three bullets in his body was nothing more than a bump and hadn't bothered to mention the injuries as they bugged out over the Iraq border. Hours after their evac and subsequent debriefing, Jagger went in search of his swim buddy and found him prepped for surgery.

The fuckin' dumbass, already high on happy juice, mumbled something about not holding back the team then passed out.

When he blinked those freaky wolf blue eyes open in the recovery room, their C.O. reamed his buddy a new one. Then happily ordered a battery of tests for Trip. Since his 'cough and cup' testing, Trip did his best to play better with the rest of the team. But the Texan still kept to himself too often and way too easily. Something Jagger was having more and more trouble doing as the minutes ticked by on his watch.

"She reeled you in faster than a bass on a hot Texas summer day," Trip drawled. The heavy sound of the South dragged out his voice even as he kept his head down and arms crossed over is broad T-shirt-covered chest.

"Tell you what, Trip." Jagger turned on his best buddy and felt a smile forming on his lips. "You think I'm being a pussy? Well, let's head out." Jagger waved one hand in the direction of the terminal doors while he used his other to pull out the sleek cell phone from his back jean pocket. He tossed the black cased gadget straight at Trip. And wasn't the least surprised when the other man caught without looking.

"What the hell, Jagger?" Trip actually moved to sit up while staring at the phone in his hand.

"You wanna bug out? Fine with me, but you're the one whose ass will be explaining why we're leaving." He nodded to the number he'd brought up in his list of favorites. Yeah, he'd eat his favorite pair of boots if Trip actually took the dare and made the call.

They might be big, mean, and had millions of dollars poured into their training, but no man remained immune from the all mighty power of the mother.

Trip shook his long, messy blonde hat-covered head before Jagger even finished speaking. "Hell no, man," Trip tossed the phone back to Jagger faster than a grenade with a missing pin. "You are not getting me mixed up in your mommy issues."

"Asshole"

"Prick"

The two men looked at each other and smiled in perfect understanding and harmony until reality announced the arrival of Alexa's flight from New Orleans.

"I'm here. I'll pick her up, swing by the house, let you out, drop Alexa off then meet the rest of you at the bar. Just leave a few cold beers and hot women for me," he joked even as his stomach churned.

Yep, that was the plan. Pick Alexa up, exchange a few token pleasantries, dump her off wherever she requested and hightail it back to his boys, beer and a few blondes.

The small airport situated right outside the Key catered to a few small private charters. Alexa must have some pull or money to arrange her own plane and pilot. They waited in the air-conditioned coolness, eyes squinted to the horizon.

"This must be her plane." Trip broke into his thoughts.

Sure enough a small twin-engine plane drew closer with each passing moment. Within minutes, the red and white Piper landed and taxied to a smooth stop while airport attendants scurried across the tarmac with a set of portable stairs and blocks for the wheels.

"Half an hour, right, Jagger. Then you'll dump the word-nerd and meet us for drinks and dames."

"Dames?" he snorted out the word. "Who the hell says dames anymore and with a Texas accent? Doesn't work well with you, my friend."

"Oh, shut the fu—" Trip's word stuttered to a stop as his friend's gaze jerked to something over Jagger's shoulder.

"Huh? What—"

Jagger turned to follow his friend's gaze. What met his eyes had his mouth drying up even as his cock hardened behind the zipper of his fly. "Come to papa," he whispered as he visually striped the goddess exiting the plane.

"I got dibs, Jagger. You're already called for, remember?" Without even looking at his friend, Jagger heard the smirk in Trip's voice.

Shit, for a woman like this one, he'd call a cab for Alexa, toss her some cash, wish her the best, and deal with the moms combined anger. 'Cause a perfect slice of curvy heaven didn't walk into his world everyday. Long tanned legs he wanted wrapped around his waist. Silky sable hair pined up in a loose sexy bun framed a heart-shaped face with high cheekbones and full, lush glistening lips. Only a pair of oversized black sunglasses kept him from seeing the true beauty of her eyes.

Blue? Brown? Green? Something truly extraordinary he was sure. Nothing ordinary would fit the Venus strutting toward him in a red sundress.

"Looks like we're both out of luck, buddy. Our goddess seems to be taken." Trip's low spoken words pulled Jagger out of his visual inspection of the female only to notice the well-dressed companion tucked close to her side.

An older gentleman, six foot, dark hair with gray at the temples, dressed in a fancy expensive suit complete with light green tie, tucked himself close to Garrett's woman's side.

"That suit?" He snorted a laugh, already dismissing the older male as no threat. "I could take him out, drunk with both my hands broke. Besides, women everywhere love their military men. We're SEALs, man." He clapped his buddy on the shoulder. "Women have a thing for SEALs."

"Might be true, bud, but some ladies aren't too much for the blood shed. They actually like men who know something about wine, art, and shit like that. What the fuck are you going to talk to her about? The twenty ways to use C-4 when exploding an enemy camp? How to field strip a 9mm?"

"Those are damn important things to know," Jagger objected more from habit than passion. "They'll save your life more than knowing which fork to use at dinner. Which is probably the only thing pretty boy knows."

A sharp elbow poked his ribs. "Here's your chance to find out one way or another, stud man."

The smile his beauty shot the man at her side went straight to his groin. Shit, if he didn't get his head together, he'd lose the goddess to the three-piece suit. Never mind that Trip would rag Jagger about it for the rest of their lives.

The goddess in the swirling red sundress closed the distance between them. Her head was turned in profile, speaking to the unworthy man at her side. The words flowing out in her husky voice weren't English. Sounded German to him. But his language skills sucked at best. He'd barely made it through his foreign language Navy courses.

The other man smiled down at the woman on his arm, brimming with confidence, secure in his knowledge he had no other competition.

Moron, Jagger thought with an inner snort of contempt. If he had this woman in his life, on his arm, he'd never stop looking out for her or the possible dangers to his female.

"You gonna man up or should I start dying your camos a pretty pink?"

"Bastard," Jagger snarled back at his friend good naturally. "She'll be in my bed before the night's out."

"So sure of yourself?"

"There's nothing women love more than honoring a military man."

"Care to wager on that?"

"Nope." Jagger shook his head. "My mama taught me to never bet on women, horses, or honest politicians."

"Keep your money then, Jagger. I'd rather have the lady anyway."

"In your dreams, brother man."

"You'd know nothing about my dreams."

The woman stopped a few feet away from him, a harassed look crossing her pretty face. The pompous man at her side whispered fast and low in her ear, but she was only paying him half her attention.

In English, she replied flatly, "Really, Herr Hitzig, I assure you, I'll be fine. As much as I enjoyed our conversation on the plane, I really need to go."

She tugged on her arm, but the German refused to budge. The thick mustache above his lip twitching as he responded in rapid German while a red flush of anger or desire mottled his face.

"Ma'am?" Jagger interrupted their little gabfest when he noticed the man's hand tightening around her silky upper arm.

"Tyler?" A soft husky feminine voice disrupted his mental smack down of her unworthy suitor. "Tyler Jaggerstein?"

His head jerked up at the sound of his name on such luscious lips and all the moisture evaporated in his mouth. The goddess was talking to him? "Um...yeah? I mean…yes ma'am."

Oh, and wasn't he brilliant. Couldn't tell the Navy spent over a million dollars educating and training him. Sure, the majority of it was learning to blow shit up, shoot people, jump out of planes and other fun things, but they did make his BUD/S class learn the proper etiquette in case of formal events.

The muffled snort coming from slightly behind him had a flush of embarrassment coloring his cheeks. And he thanked his higher power for the desert tan he'd received as a side bennie from their last mission.

"Ty!" A smile worthy of poems, songs, and sonnet's curved her plush glossy lips even as she moved to untangle herself from her persistent suitor. In a move almost to fast for him to follow, the goddess hip checked the German dude, then in a move worthy of her title, sank her four inch heel into the older man's soft leather shoe.

The next thing Jagger knew, he had a goddess dashing into his arms and pressing her soft moist lips to his.

Softly she whispered against his mouth, "I'm so glad it's you. Missed you like crazy."

Then all thoughts of words, explanations, the German, even Trip disappeared as his mouth opened beneath the pressure of her tongue, and Jagger lost himself in the taste of goddess.


Chapter Two

Alexa Westlake knew she was taking advantage of Tyler, but hello, a chance to make a fantasy come true. What woman in her right hetero mind would turn away from the chance to live out a teenage fantasy? Shocked to see the man of her dreams, literally, looking hotter than any mortal should, changed her plans in an instant. Screw the typical tourist plans she'd made. Time with Tyler put any sunset ocean dinner cruise to shame.

The loose kaki cargo shorts, baggy white cotton T-shirt and beat up tennis shoes shouldn’t have her hands clenching to get him naked, but Lexa wanted in nothing but his sun kissed skin. 

To have some quality time in bed with the man of her dreams, to hopefully finally put the happily ever after fantasies out of her mind meant she could get on with the rest of her life. She desperately needed to get on with her life and find a real guy to settle down with. A man who didn't think blowing things up or jumping out of airplanes into war zones was a good time.

Thanks to fate, the military, or even karma, Lexa finally had the chance to exorcise this man out of her system.

Reality shamed even her dirtiest dreams. Tyler tasted like a man. No breath mints, no lingering taste of martinis or lip-gloss to complete with his natural taste. Breathing through her nose, Lexa pressed deeper into his embrace, hoping he would get the unspoken message. And God Bless soldiers everywhere because her man followed orders perfectly as his strong arms slid around her waist to pull her tightly against his bulging arousal.

Shit, the pressure stroked her swollen clit perfectly. A few more hard rubs and she'd leave more than an impression on Tyler. His pants would hold a wet spot from her juices. Instead of stumbling back in shame or embarrassment, Lexa moved closer. Damn, the man was built and knew how to use every inch to bring her pleasure.

As Tyler teased her with his tongue, nibbled on her lips, and in general, did everything to make her knees shake and her pussy clench, Lexa was ready to rip this man's baggy clothes off and put herself on…him.

Just as she reached the waist of his shorts, Tyler pulled back, his breath heaving as his muscle-ripped chest rose and fell at a fast rate. He pressed his damp lips to her forehead while his rough palms stroked up and down her spine in a soothing rhythm.

"Shit, goddess…" His voice wasn't even as his breath tickled the tip of her ear. "We're in an airport." He gave a whole body shudder before slowly releasing his hold on her and stepping back.

"No shit, Jagger," the other man who'd been standing with him spoke up. "Get your mind out of your pants and focus. You do have other plans, remember?"

The emphasis the cowboy put on the last word let Lexa know another woman had to be involved. Only when two or more women came into the equation did men get that nervous oh shit look.

The edgy happiness barely formed fizzled at the words. And her plans to keep Tyler busy in bed died just as quickly. Sure, it had seemed like one of her story plots come to life when she spied Tyler just as she needed a quick rescue. What were the chances of seeing her childhood buddy and teenage pen pal in an airport so far from home?

Drawing on years of experience dealing and speaking in public, Lexa curved her lips in a vacuous smile. Taking a few steps back, she lifted her right arm and gave both men a casual wave. "It's been great seeing you again, Ty. Thanks for the rescue."

A quick look around assured her Herr Asshole had disappeared into the crowd while she'd been busy with Ty. She gave a quick prayer of thanks, shot Tyler and his buddy another smile, then turned on her heels.

Really, it was for the best, she tried to convince herself as she attempted to blend in with the other passengers, but since the airport was so small, Lexa stood out among the floral print, camera-draped tourists. What did she have in common with a gorgeous war hero decorated for his valor and courage? It looked like her investment in batteries would remain. Heaven knew she would be putting her favorite vibe through the paces tonight, thanks to Tyler and his amazing lips.

"Hey!"

Lexa ignored the irritated male growl and quickened her pace. Four inch heels were not made for airport dashing, especially not when being chased by two hunks in T-shirts, cargo shorts, and combat boots.

Spotting a women's restroom up ahead, Lexa put on a burst of speed and ducked through to the small four-room stall. Leaning against the wall by the sinks, she closed her eyes and tried to catch her breath. How the hell had her day turned out like this?

"Goddess, it's going to take more than a cartoon lady in a dress to scare us off." The seductive voice stroked her sensitive nerves even as she jumped and squeaked like a timid mouse.

"You can't be in here," she whispered as she pressed a hand over her heart. The organ raced beneath her palm and she prayed her doctor was honest at her last physical. He'd promised her good health and that included a warranty on her heart. Or at least, that's the way Lexa chose to interpret his clean bill of health speech.

And what the hell was she doing standing here like a brain-damaged debutante while two very big and overwhelming males towered over her in a small-enclosed space?

The cowboy friend looked around carefully. "Looks like we can." He punched Tyler in the arm before pointing to the far side of the room. "Hey, Jagger, they've got a vending machine in here. I knew chicks did more than drop trou in here. Why else would they always go in pairs and take so long?" He looked around the relatively clean room, complete with loveseat, floor lamp, and wicker wastebasket. "Shit, Jagger, it's like a little salon in here."

Tyler—she couldn’t think of him by his military nickname, not after knowing him as Tyler all her life—turned back to her, arms crossed over his wide chest. "Are all girls' bathrooms like this?" Ugh, she wanted to slam her head against the pretty pastel colored walls. Tyler or Jagger or whatever name he went by drove her nuts. 

"Why? You have a bathroom fetish? The tidy-bowl man turn you on?" The words slipped out faster than her hand could move to cover her mouth.

Cowboy snickered then used two fingers to push the brim of his straw hat up. Husky blue eyes stared straight back at her and made the breath catch in her lungs. Holy snow cones in hell, this man was gorgeous with a capital G. No wonder he wore the hat tipped down. If hetero women caught sight of his angel/sinner face, the man would be mobbed and molested anytime he set foot in public. Sadly, while she could and did appreciate his stunning good looks, only one man made her panties damp and it wasn’t the hottie cowboy.

"Excuse me, gentlemen, but is there a reason you're in a ladies' restroom when neither one of you clearly are?" The strong yet elderly voice cut through the swamp of hormones currently drowning her.

Without missing a beat or turning his unnerving gaze away from Lexa's eyes, Cowboy spoke to the petite gray-haired woman who'd addressed them both. "Ma'am." He tipped his hat in the other woman's direction before dropping both arms to hang out at his side. "I'm confused." He said the last part as a whispered confession.

The little lady scooted closer to the big man, one hand patting his thick arm. "Confused, dear?"

"Yep, seems to me I just may be a lesbian stuck in a man's body."

How Cowboy kept a straight face while telling the grandmotherly woman one of the oldest and tackiest jokes on the planet, Lexa would never know.

****

Jagger wanted to smack the back of his buddy's head hard. Maybe with a baseball bat? Instead of looking guilty for feeding the nice old lady a line, Trip had simply charmed his way into the woman's good graces. Even earning the number for the local gay therapist before they'd both been firmly shoved outside the ladies' room.

"What crawled up your ass an' died?" Trip questioned in a low tone as he lounged against the brightly colored wall, his hat now firmly lowered to once again hide the top half of his face.

"You did," Jagger answered without thinking from his position next to his friend.

Without missing a beat, Trip replied, "Never been in your ass, Jagger, not really interested, but thanks for the offer. And you might want to try talking a bit more to your girl instead of me, maybe even toss in a smile or compliment. Ya know to throw her off balance."

Instead of punching the shit out of his closest friend, Jagger ran his hands through his hair and tugged. Nothing about this day was making any sense. First his mother set him up on a fool's errand to pick up a childhood friend. Then he meets a woman straight out of his most erotic fantasy and feels her up in the middle of a crowded airport. To top it all off, he stalks her into a women's public restroom like some kind of demented loser with no life.

"I'm thinking I should have stayed in bed this morning." If he had then none of these embarrassing things would have happened. But his hard as a pike cock reminded him he never would have met or kissed such an amazing woman.

"Kind of hard to rearrange time and space just 'cause you got your thong in a twist over a woman." Trip's voice carried low so only Jagger would be able to hear his remarks.

"You're an asshole," was Jagger only mature reply.

"Might be an asshole," Trip replied, a smile warming his voice. "But I at least figured out the identity of our mystery lady."

The words had Jagger launching himself off the wall and into his friend's personal space. A heartbeat away from grabbing Trip's shirt and pounding the answers out of his friend, Jagger took a careful step back. He made sure to take long even breaths, unclenching his fists in the process.

"What do you know?" he finally found calm long enough to ask.

"Well," Trip drawled out, his Texas accent more pronounced than ever. "Seems to me like the lady knew you. Knew you pretty well too considering she had her tongue down your throat, all nice and friendly like."

"So?" Jagger wasn't an ego driven guy, at least not when it came to women. Sure he looked good, his body needed to be in perfect shape in order to do what needed. The guys on the team relied on each other, had to or no mission would succeed.

The Navy ensured he had confidence in every other aspect of his life. There were multiple ways to kill a man engrained in his psyche, along with pretty much anything else the military felt necessary. So yeah, confidence in his job was one thing, but having strange gorgeous women throw themselves in his arms wasn't a normal every day occurrence.

There were always the women who hung around bars near the base, known to cater to military men and especially the SEALs. Fucking one the bunnies left him wishing he'd just jacked off. At least then he'd be more satisfied and wouldn't stink of perfume from a woman who only slept with him for bragging rights.

"So she's A—"

"She's standing right here, wondering what the hell is the matter with the two of you."

Both men jerked to attention, their gazes immediately landing on the goddess standing impatiently before them, arms crossed under her generous breasts and one heel tapping impatiently on the floor. Her stance shoved those lovely tits up enough to make Jagger's mouth water, and he couldn't drag his gaze away from the soft looking flesh. He wondered if her nipples were cherry red, soft pink, or that all too allusive dusky rose.

"My face is up here, boys." The arms supporting man's favorite body part, at least this man’s, dropped.

Reluctantly Jagger dragged his gaze away and up only to find furious deep green eyes sparking fire in his direction. And recognition slammed him in the gut.

"Fuck…Lexie?" The words wheezed out of his suddenly deflated lungs as the truth settled uncomfortably around him. When she gave a nod, her brow wrinkled slightly between her sleek brows, Jagger wanted to smack the shit out of himself and his best friend.

Damn it, they'd been ogling a woman he'd once thought of as the little sister he never had. Groaning, Jagger strode to a wooden bench nearby and sank into the hard seat before his legs gave out. Dropping his head into his hands, he wondered what the hell he was supposed to do now? Shit, his mother would ream his ass but good if she found out about this little stunt.

"Ty, please tell me you knew it was me. I mean when we were kissing."

He looked up enough to watch color flood her smooth cheeks before dropping his head again. Talk about rock and hard place. The Navy never trained him for situations this explosive. "Shit, Alexa," was all he could manage.

"Eloquent as always, buddy." Trip tossed his two cents in regardless of the death glare Jagger shot him. Why Trip always felt the need to fan a roaring fire Jagger didn't understand.

"Oh sweet heaven, I'm so embarrassed." Suddenly, Alexa sat beside him, her sweet fresh scent filling his lungs and causing his blood to divert south with the typical swelling reaction.

"Oh, darlin', no need to be shy." Trip sank to his haunches before Jagger’s childhood friend and took her fragile hands in his callused grip. "I haven't seen our boy that into a woman in years, if ever."

"Shut it, Trip," he growled at his soon to be ex-friend.

Of course, his buddy didn't listen or even pretend Jagger's opinion mattered. "Jagger's a little on the shy side. He sure as hell didn't expect his childhood buddy to cause a cock stand in the middle of a freakin’ airport."

Jagger did the only thing he could. He stood up, shoved Trip away, grabbed Alexa's hand, and took off for the airport entrance.

A few stumbling steps came from behind him before she caught his rhythm all the while tugging against his hold. "Damn it, Ty, let go of me. I can't leave my luggage here. I have appointments scheduled and people are depending on me. Let me go, you’re acting like a caveman."

Only right his actions should suit his mood. Right now he felt easily capable of clubbing Trip over the head, grabbing Alexa by the hair, and dragging her back to the safety of his cave. The cave in which he could fuck her senseless until they passed out then wake up enough to do it all over again.

"Jagger, sit-rep, now!"

Automatically, Jagger stood down, his muscle memory even stronger than the window licker side of his brain. Careful to take slow measured breaths, Jagger kept his gaze down, his grip light, and his thoughts on his actions.

First, dragging an angry woman out of a Florida airport would be bad. The Navy would frown on it, his mother would threaten to ground him, and Alexa, if her whispered threats were to be believed, would castrate him with a jagged plastic litter scooper.

Damn the woman was blood thirsty and devious. What did it say about his own mental state when he was more turned on than ever? He gave a little mental high five to the makers of his cargo shorts. Thanks to those clothing geniuses his rock hard erection wasn't as noticeable as it could have been.

Second issue, little Alexa Westlake had turned into a hottie of unbelievable proportions. When did this happen and how the hell had it escaped his notice in all his trips back home?

Third swirl o' crap in his cereal, Alexa was stubborn and hot. Meaning, if he brought his girl, and yes, he already thought of the cursing and tugging woman as his, then the rest of the team would be all over her before introductions left his mouth.

Quickly he mentally reviewed his teammates and knew Ice would take in the situation with one glance from his sniper's gaze. Gotta love a man who knew more about everyone, but always kept his lid shut. The rest of the guys would back down once Jagger made his claim known, but until then, it would be a feeding frenzy of sharks after fresh meat.

"Tyler Jaggerstein," her voice growled directly in front of him. "If you don't let me go this instance, I'll shout at the top of my lungs your pop rock expe—"

Faster than a thought, Jagger covered her mouth with his hand and jerked her body hard against his own. Leaning down, he whispered very quietly in her small delicate ear, "One word, just one word about that, and I'll post your fifth grade picture all over the Internet."

The aggravating female in his arms bluffed her way through a casual I don't care shrug, and Jagger dropped the big one to seal the deal. "Then I'll overnight the picture to Freedom Enterprise. Old Mr. Gunthry still runs it, and as one military man to another, I know he'll be more than happy to print the picture for me…on the front page, above the fold."

Mumbled words came from her covered mouth while her eyes blazed danger signs only a fool or a Navy SEAL would ignore. Fortunately, he'd been taught to ignore danger signs and his job involved running into places angels and devils feared to tread.

"You ready to behave, Matok ?"

The Hebrew word for sweet one or sweetheart slipped out of his lips without thought. It disturbed something in him because never before had he spoken in the language of his grandparents with a woman. Especially considering the popular opinion dealing with anyone of desert decent. Keeping his mouth shut and his heritage to himself kept Jagger out of more bar fights than he or his teammates could remember. Also he didn't want to be the poster child for religious tolerance or the chance for politically correct assholes to show how open-minded they were having him as a friend.

Alexa brought him back to the present with the hard bite of her sharp teeth on his hand. Gritting through the pain, Jagger kept his palm exactly where it was. "Last I heard the sight of blood made you faint. What do you think the taste of it will do to you?"

Was it evil of him to tease this woman and enjoy it so much? Probably, but the little minx had been two steps ahead him since before they met again. Payback felt as sweet and fulfilling as he remembered.

She released his skin with an unladylike snort. “What’s with the formality anyway? You sound like one of the moms with the whole Alexa thing.” She narrowed eyes. “You never called me anything but Lexa before.”

Because she didn’t look like the little Lexa in his mind anymore. This was a woman in his arms, and he needed to get his shit together before she walked away.

“Just getting used to the grown-up version of the brat I once knew, Lexa.” And yeah, there it was. The familiar spark he remembered glowing hotly in her pretty eyes. 


Chapter Three

Damn Tyler and his elephant-like memory. Who else would remember the field trip from her sophomore year and her embarrassing floor dive in the city morgue? Hundreds of bags of blood hanging from hooks, the smell of formaldehyde combined with the frigid temperature of the windowless room sent black spots swarming across Lexa's eyes until they encompassed her world.

The incident made her the laughing stock of her class even as it ruined any future career plans in the medial field. She hated being reminded of her weakness, hated knowing the man—the boy—she'd had such a crush on knew her secret shame.

Thanks to Tyler's hand, she couldn't curse him. The most she could do was sink her teeth into the callused leather he called a hand. Even pain didn't make him flinch as she refused to let go even as he shook his hand in an attempt to lose her grip.

"Alexa, is this the behavior of a proper Southern lady? Really," he tsked at her, "what would your grandmother say?"

As she couldn't respond with her mouth covered, Lexa settled for glaring at him with the full force of her anger.

"You'll surely be kicked out of the Daughters of the Soldiers of Northern Aggression?"

"Jagger, you gonna let the nice lady go or will we have to bail you out of airport jail?" Trip stood behind his friend, arms crossed, legs spread, a frown pulling his full lips down while amusement shone brightly in his blue eyes. "Cause I gotta tell ya, Ice wasn't too happy with us after the last time."

"Last time was your fault, Trip." Tyler’s burning gaze never left Lexa's face as he replied to his friend. "Now be a good friend and grab a cab back to house."

Frown lines appeared between Trip's brows as he took in his friend's serious expression. "I'm out of here, asshole." He turned to Lexa shot her a charming smile that, if her heart hadn't already been lost to Tyler, would have her creaming all over her sexy girl undies. "'Scuse the language, ma'am."

"Of course," she replied, shoving Tyler’s hand from her mouth. Manners ingrained in her from the moment of birth gave her an automatic response. "It was a pleasure meeting you, sir."

Walking backwards with utter confidence, Trip grinned. "I work for a living, ma'am. Call me Trip."

Before she could open her mouth to respond to the cryptic remark, Tyler tugged her arm, swinging her around until she faced the opposite direction from where his handsome friend walked away.

Giving a useless yank on her arm, Alexa glared at him. "When did I agree to be your prisoner?"

"Since your mama called mine and told me to pick you up." Jagger never stopped moving as he walked back to her gate where her luggage would have been deposited. Sure enough, two pieces of neon green rolling bags waited with a less than happy porter holding a card with Lexie’s name written out in block letters.

"I'll take those," he said, slipping the disgruntled man a tip. With suitcases in one hand and Lexa in the other, Jagger made his way to the airport exit.

"Ty, really this isn't necessary," Lexa protested as she fruitlessly tugged her hand. "I'm perfectly capable of making my own way to my hotel."

"Oh, we're headed to your hotel, Lexa," he assured her while visions of their naked bodies danced through his head. "I've already got all the info thanks to the moms."

Instead of answering him, she merely huffed out a breath and grumbled. Fine with him. The less she talked, the less reaction his body would have or so he hoped. Once they reached the hotel he'd have her bags delivered to her room, take her out to dinner and do his damndest to woo her into his bed. Not that he had a shot of seeing the inside of her room tonight, but maybe before his leave was up Jagger would be able to convince his childhood pal long distance relationships could work. Sure as shit he'd make it worth it giving her so many orgasms she'd be addicted to him. So addicted she wouldn't notice or care as he moved them into a more permanent relationship.

Fuck, the guys would give him hell over this, but all the hazing and pussy whipped jokes in the world wouldn't stop him from claiming the stubborn woman at his side. One look was all it had taken to lose his heart.

He would accept nothing less than Alexa loving him back. Like the good sailor he was Jagger mentally planned out the most important mission of his life. Getting her to fall in love with him before his leave was up.

****

Subtly, Lexa slid her free hand down to her thigh and pinched the skin hard. She bit back a yelp of pain, assuring herself this was not a dream. Tyler was here. He'd been at the airport to pick her up and the erection he sported during their panty-drenching kiss had been real as well.

The drive to her hotel took place mostly in silence. She kept her eyes glued out the window but didn't really see the pristine beaches or azure waters. All her attention and focus tuned to the man driving easily and confidently through thick traffic.

What would happen once they reached her hotel? Would he drop her off with a brotherly kiss to the forehead and wish her well? Damn it, she didn't want to go back to the little sister spot in his mind. For the first time in her life, Tyler had seen her as a woman and she didn't care to shift back to the asexual being he'd always seen her as.

So what to do? Take the easy way and let him go without protest? Everything inside her screamed a resounding no. Tyler was the man she'd compared all others to and they'd all fallen short. Oh, yes, it was time to take back her life and sexuality. The only way to accomplish that? Lexa needed to seduce him into her bed.

A nice boring round of sex would put to rest her silly crush and she could get on with finding a man to settle down with it.

And if he blows your mind and turns out to be the best sexual experience of your life?

She ignored the inner voice. No reason to believe he would be any different than the few other men she'd slept with. As far as Lexa was concerned the G-spot was a myth made up by men to keep women coming back in hopes one of the idiots would finally discover the mysterious instant orgasm spot.

Her door opened, jolting Lexa out of her thoughts as she looked into the smiling tanned face of the valet parking attendant.

"Welcome, madam." He gave a small nod as he waited for her to slid out of the large SUV.

"Thank you. My bags are in the back. If you could—"

Too late. Ty was already unloading her bags. The thin cotton shirt strained under the fluid motion of his muscles as he lifted each suitcase from the cargo area. Did it make her a bad woman just because she wanted to lick and bite that firm skin and leave her mark on him?

A flip of his wrist sent his keys soaring to the young valet who caught them with ease. "I'll take it from here. Thanks." In a smooth gesture, he palmed the other guy's hand and the tip passed without anyone being aware. Why he acted so secretive over a lousy gratuity she'd never understand. If she got the opportunity, Lexa knew she'd ask him.

"Let's go," he said as one callused palm cupped her elbow, gently leading her into the air-conditioned coolness of the wide, white lobby.

"Ty, this really isn't necessary," she protested even as she wallowed in his proprietary attention. "I'm perfectly capable of getting to my room."

Abruptly, he stopped a few feet from the shining pale pine registration desk and turned to face her. He released her suitcase handles to shove his sunglasses on top of his head while keeping his other hand firmly wrapped around her arm.

"Look, Lex, I know you're an adult. I'm sure you have no problems getting things done without me here. However, I am here, and I thought we'd grab some dinner before you called it a night. Your mom said you didn't have plans until tomorrow night, right?" The sincere look in his bedroom eyes melted her protests before they even formed.

"I came in early to do a little sight-seeing," she explained even as another idea, a far more intimate idea came into her head. "But I've been travelling for what feels like days now. Instead of going to a noisy crowded restaurant, why don't we eat in my room? We'll be able to catch up and not have to shout over loud music, screaming kids, and idiots on cell phones."

Desire darkened his hazel eyes for a brief second before he quickly blinked it away. "I don't think that's a good idea, Lex."

The brief glimpse of his hunger gave her the courage to step closer until their bodies brushed in an intimate caress. "I think it's the best idea I've had all year." Deliberately, she dropped her hand to cup his rapidly swelling cock. "Looks like part of you thinks so, too."


Chapter Four

Jagger's hand shook as he stepped out of the elevator. He couldn't breathe, could barely think about anything besides sinking his cock into her wet pussy. He needed Lexa, needed her naked and spread wide open for him.

A soft click and the bland hotel door opened. How they'd gotten here Jagger wasn't sure. One minute he'd mentally been listing all the reasons being alone with Lexa had all the signs of a disaster waiting to happen. The next her sweet hot small hand had cupped his already half hard cock and his big brain shut down and let his lower head take over.

"Are you coming?"

Jagger looked at her and immediately had to close his eyes against the hard throb of desire that pulsed through his veins. He let himself touch her. One rough hand smoothed down her sable hair. She’d looked so sweet, so sexy and so ready to be taken. When had little Lexa turned into such a hot desirable woman? How had he missed it?

Making up his mind, Jagger stepped in the room and shut the door with a firm push. The sound of locks clicking into place heightened his awareness, stripping away the thin veneer of civilization.

Lexa casually tossed her purse onto the wide king-size bed as she walked to the double French doors leading to an enclosed balcony. Anyone else would have seen a calm self-assured woman teasing her soon to be lover. Jagger saw more. He saw the jittery movements of her hands, the way her tongue continuously licked her lips, and the restless movements of her feet.

There were several ways he could direct the next several minutes. The first was to grab her hand and drag her out of the room and far away from the temptation of the bed. The second thing he could do was to order room service like she suggested and take the time to wine and dine her. The third option grabbed him by the balls and insisted he cross the room, slam the curtain closed, toss his woman on the desk next to the windows, and take her the way his cock wanted—hard, fast, and deep.

"Ty" She looked over her shoulder, brows drawn in a slight frown at his silence.

A deep breath in then slowly out as he grabbed hold of the slim thread of his control. He'd go with the first plan. They’d eat in a public place, catch up on their years apart, reconnect and he'd return her to her room, kiss her goodnight, then head back to the monstrosity of a house the team had scored and spend the rest of his evening palming his cock while praying for relief.

"Be sure this is what you want, Lexa. I don't know if I'm strong enough to stop once I touch you." The words poured out of his mouth, a complete contradiction to everything he'd planned on saying.

"I don't want you to stop," she said then sealed her fate by yanking the curtains shut and enclosing them in their own private world.

****

She was alone in a hotel room with Tyler. A suite that seemed so much smaller once she shut out their only light source. Neither one of them had bothered with lights or lamps. The room suddenly seemed far too small for two people.

His face was set in tight lines, a muscle in his cheek clenching as she watched in fascination. "Lexa, once I get inside you, I'm not going to leave. Not until I absolutely have to. When you go to your meeting or whatever tomorrow evening, your pussy will ache and you won't be able to remember a time when my cock wasn't fucking you."

Her hands fisted in frustrated anger. Oh, she'd heard a similar song and dance before, though not quite in such explicit terms. Each man failed to live up to the erotic promises, and she walked away from the encounter disappointed and needing the comfort of her vibrator. While the sight of Tyler alone was enough to wet her undies and have her pussy clenching, she knew the most she could hope for was a small orgasm and a quick exit on his part.

She waved a dismissive hand, not really paying him too much attention as she mentally played the scene out in her mind. He'd swing her up into his arms, probably strain his back, kiss her lips for a few minutes before diving down to her breasts then clothes would fall, his cock would be in her, and he'd be asleep within twenty minutes.

"Ack!" She gasped in surprise when he pinned her to the desk before she could blink. He invaded her space, his hard warrior's body holding her down. Even as he slammed into her, his hands came around to take the brunt of hitting the wooden surface. Her heart melted a little because even when he was violent, Tyler made sure she didn't get hurt.

"I'm not one of your civilized little metro men with their slick cars and manicured hands, Lexa. I won't hurt you, but I sure as hell will demand your attention and participation while you're in bed with me," Tyler spoke in a low voice. He was between her legs, his cock thrusting up hard against her pussy. His hands, in direct contrast to his words, were gentle as he brushed back stray strands of her hair.

"We're not in bed." She pointed out in a reasonable tone. "And you had my attention, otherwise I wouldn't have invited you up."

"Bullshit," he cursed. "Your mind wasn't here. It wasn't on all the delicious things we're going to do to and for each other. When we're together, I want your mind on me and nothing else."

"Ego freak," she accused even as her traitorous hips rocked against the hard length of him. "I can fuck you and still have enough room in my brain to plan the rest of my vacation."

"Baby," he whispered, his eyes gone sleepy with desire even as pity laced his deep voice. "You've been with all the wrong men."

He ran his rough hands down the line of her throat. Goosebumps skittered over her arms from the simple touch. Who knew a throat would be an erogenous zone? She wanted him, the control, smug hung-like-a-horse-bastard.

Being underneath him, his hard cock pressed intimately against her was straight out of her late night fantasies. So why was she fighting him? Why hadn't she already stripped off their clothes and ridden him like the stallion he was?

Because Lexa was a coward at heart. For so long, she'd dreamed of this man and, now faced the reality of him, of them, she didn't know if she had the courage to finish what she’d started. But then, if she didn't, she'd live the rest of her lonely life wondering what if?

Screw that. She mentally hauled up her big girl panties and got ready to seduce the man of her dreams. "So are we going to talk about it or do it?"

Instead of verbally answering, Jagger pulled her legs up. She didn't protest as he wound her legs around his waist, his thickness pressing hard against her eager pussy.

"Oh, we're going to make love, Lexa," he promised. "I'll be in you so deep and so often you'll wonder how you existed without my cock fucking you."

His hips slid against hers in an easy, smooth glide. Lexa had no doubt of how he intended to prove his point. He would take her, fuck her into doing whatever he said. The utter confidence of his words and actions turned her on, and she hovered on the brink of orgasm.

One masculine hand reached down to pull up the light material of her skirt until it pooled around her waist. His hands teased around the edge of her lacy underwear, and Lexa knew he'd discover the lie of her words as soon as he delved between her thighs. She was so wet she was surprised her fluid wasn't dripping down her thighs.

"I'm sure I'll survive." She would have been proud of her answer except it came out as a needy whimper instead of a calm statement. Damn the man and his magic hands.

"You might, but will I?" His mouth lowered until it hovered over hers. She felt the heat and smelled the peppermint on his breath. When he looked straight into her eyes the hazel orbs gave her no place to hide, not from him or herself.

His tongue traced the outline of her lips before he licked her mouth, stimulating every nerve ending in her body. The desire throbbing through her veins shook her while she welcomed his touch. She opened her mouth and moaned as his tongue slid in, teasing hers. He took over the kiss, and his weight held her in place while his kiss kept her mindless.

His tongue played with hers, his sneaky fingers slipped under the elastic of her last barrier and straight into the creamy wetness of her core.

He tore his mouth away to stare into her eyes. "Fuck, you're drenched."

Heat filled her cheeks as she bit her lips at a loss for words. Instead, she shrugged her shoulders, hoping she looked casual in the gesture. The last thing Lexa wanted him to know was the depth of her desire for him, that she spent years yearning for him, wondering and fantasizing about this man in her bed.

A strong tug and her underwear came off. She lifted a leg to shake her shoe off, but his gruff voice stopped her.

"Keep them on," he insisted as he gently pushed her hands away. "I want to feel those heels digging into my ass when I ride you." Then his hands were gone as he tugged and pulled his shorts down. His cock popped free, thick with pre-cum glistening from the tip. He stroked the hard length as his face twisted in a grimace.

"What? What's wrong?" Oh, please, please, please don't let him change his mind. Lexa didn't think she could stand it. If he walked out now, her vibrator would be DOA by morning.

"No condom," he rasped as a bead of silky fluid dropped from his shaft to land on the softness of her stomach.

"Shit," she cursed understanding the problem at once. Instead of giving up or sending out for protection, Lexa did the one thing she swore never to do. She trusted a man, Jagger with her health, with her very life. "I'm clean," she promised as her arms rose to wrap around his neck. "I've been on birth control for several years."

"Fuck," he whispered before dropping his forehead to hers. "I'm clean, too. The Navy runs tests every time we come back from a mission. I haven't been with anyone since we got back. I've never touched a woman without a condom."

"Then take me, Ty. Fuck me with no barriers."

He lifted his head to stare deeply into her eyes. Then he kissed her, softly, gently until she went boneless beneath him. "Thank you, Lexa."

He spread her thighs with his own then pressed inside her. His cock filled her, stretched her until she swore she tasted him at the back of her throat.

Desperate to get closer, to feel more of him, Lexa slipped her hands underneath his thin T-shirt to caress the warm skin beneath. With the pads of her fingers, she felt the leashed power of his muscles as he pushed his way into her.

His thickness burned her delicate tissues, but she wouldn't change a thing. "More," she panted as she tilted her hips trying to take more of him. To welcome every inch of his thickness and surround him with her eager body. 

"Lexa, baby, you feel amazing. So wet, so tight, so fucking perfect fisting my cock. Never knew…ah, fuck, yeah…how good bareback would feel." He thrust deeper, harder. His cock filled her until she thought she would feel him all the way to her throat. "More, Lexie, take all of me. Please, baby." His hands clamped down on her hips repositioning her until with a hard shove Jagger slid all the way inside her. She felt the teasing touch of his heavy balls against the sensitive flesh of her ass.

"Too much, too full," she whimpered as her body fisted tight around his wide length. "Tyler," she wailed as he pulled back, only to ram home again.

"Never, baby, never too much, never too good. I could fuck you forever," he panted against the damp skin of her throat.

"I can't." Lexie wasn't sure what she was protesting, but nothing in her prior sexual experience left her feeling this needy, this desperate, and this totally terrified of what lay beyond the cliff's edge fast approaching.

Jagger lifted his head, his breath coming out in fast pants. "Look at us, Lexie. Look how sweetly your pussy takes my cock. You suck me then wrap tight around me until I can't think of anything but fucking you until I drop dead from pleasure."

Helplessly, she followed the direction of his gaze and sucked in a shocked breath. His erection pulled out slick with her juices then quickly slammed back in, rubbing over a bundle of nerves she swore didn't exist. Maybe they hadn't, at least not until Tyler found them.

On shaking arms, he held himself deep in her pussy. Using one hand, he reached up to cup her face, and an emotion she couldn't read shone brightly from his gorgeous hazel eyes. "It's never been this good before, Lexie. With or without a rubber, I've never been this close so fast. It's all you, baby. You're pussy was meant to be taken by my cock."

The words melted her while at the same time wound her up until she was frantic to reach something she hadn't known existed. Roughly, he pushed her legs further apart and fucked her. Hard, fast and deep, each inward thrust bottoming out in her. The pain blended with pleasure until she didn't know if one could exist without the other.

Over and over, Tyler fucked his thick cock inside her wet depths until she could do nothing but wrap her legs around his waist and dig her heels into his ass. She held on while he took her, took them exactly where he wanted them to go.

"Fuck, yes, baby, dig those heels in my ass. Let me know you like what I'm doing." His dark eyes glazed over as he resettled his weight over her. "It just makes me want to fuck you harder, deeper and faster. I want you filled with my cum."

The crude words shouldn't wind her tighter, but they did. She wanted exactly that. His cum deep inside her. Even if nothing could come of it, Lexie still wanted that piece of him he'd given no other woman. She wanted to feel the trickle of it teasing her upper thighs even as she gave her speech in front of hundreds of people tomorrow night.

The new position Ty maneuvered into lit her up and had her clit and pussy weeping in pleasure. The wide head of his cock hit the formerly hidden bundle of nerves deep inside her pussy while the hard pressure of his pelvis pressed perfectly against her clit.

Lexie heard a wail, the sounds of a woman babbling and begging. It wasn't until Ty swooped down to cover her mouth with his that she realized the sounds were coming from her. No man had ever made her beg and plead before. Oh, shit, what had she gotten herself into?

Before she had a chance to dwell on it, Tyler pulled his lips back. "Don't," he panted as a bead of sweat trickled down his chest to disappear where their hips met and meshed. "Stay with me," he demanded even as he increased his pace and the force of his thrusts. "Give it to me, damn you."

She tossed her head from side to side not understanding what he was demanding. The only thing she could do was drive her nails into the hard wall of muscle in his back and dig her heels deeper into the perfection of his ass.

"Lexie, please, baby. Give over, give it all to me."

"What? What do you want?" How could he mange to talk when all her brain cells melted with the thrust of his heavy cock?

"Come for me, Lexa. Come all over my cock. I want to feel you squeeze hard on my cock while you flood me with your honey." The rough timber of his voice let her know he wasn't as unaffected as she believed.

"Ty," she pleaded with him though she didn't know what for. No orgasm had ever felt this big, this demanding.

"I want it all, Lexie." Before the words left his mouth, Tyler dropped one hand to slid between their sweat glued bodies and pinched her swollen clit. "Come for me…now!"

The demand, his rough touch, the erotic feel of his balls slapping her ass, all combined to send her over the edge she'd feared from the beginning.

He leaned over and kissed her, swallowing her wail of release. The orgasm raced through her body, a tsunami destroying everything in its wake while infusing her pleasure so great, black spots danced before her eyes.

Tyler dropped her head on a hoarse shout as a heated jet shot deep inside her. They stayed locked together, their panting breaths, and pounding hearts the only noises in the shadowed quiet room.

Rough hands sank into her hair and tilted her head until warm lips covered hers. Tyler sipped then ate at her mouth, licking with soft sweeps then greedy gulps until she didn't know what the hell was going on. Everything in her limited experience told her he should have rolled off her, slapped her on the ass, and fallen asleep. Well, walked to bed then crashed so she could just as politely sneak out and avoid the whole awkward after scene.

Instead, Tyler's beast of an erection, which, minutes ago, had softened inside her, now grew harder and longer the more they kissed and touched.

How could he do that? Was it normal? Had she somehow broken or fixed him? Shit, she mentally bitch slapped herself. I write freaking erotica for a living and I know nothing about the reality of men’s cocks.

Tyler lifted his lips from her. Their still heaving lungs pressed their sweaty chests against each other as her heart raced and her head spun. No way did he possibly think she could do that again. Lexie didn't care if it made her sound like some swooning eighteenth century virgin. She sure as shit felt like one. No one and she literally meant no one, had ever rocked her world until she lost track of everything except the man inside her.

Hazel eyes, tinged with green and gold, frowned down at her. "You're thinking again, Lexie. I must not have done a good enough job the first time." He sent a wicked knowing smile down at her. "But have no fear, I'll keep trying until I get it right." Each final word he spoke punctuated with a thrust of his now hard cock.

"No," she protested weakly as her legs fell from around his waist along with her arms. All the strength drained out of her body and he wanted to keep going? What the hell did the Navy feed these men? Oysters laced with Spanish fly sprinkled with Viagra? "I'm good. No thinking, no thoughts, no brain function whatsoever."

"If you can speak, then you can think." He pulled out slightly before easily sliding back in. "Now that we've both come, you'll take me so much smoother. Shit, I love the feel of my cum, slick inside you. It fucking turns me on to slide through my own cum and to know it's mixed with your sweet honey? Fuck, you'll be lucky to walk by the time my cock finally goes down."

"Oh, shit."

Tyler shot her a naughty grin before pulling out. Lexie wanted to curse when a whimper escaped her lips at the loss of him.

"Oh, don't worry, baby, I'm not going anywhere. Just getting settled in for a good long hard fuck. You're so wet and slick I'll be able to really go deep inside you."

With those confident and somewhat terrifying words, he flipped her over until her stomach pressed into the hard surface of the desk. His moves were so smooth Lexa knew she should be worried about the amount of practice it took to get it right. At least, she'd worry about it later when his finger wasn't pressed against the tight hole of her ass.

She sucked in her breath at the forbidden touch. "Ty," she protested even as a dark arousal swept through her.

"I'm not fucking this hole tonight," he promised in a dark voice as he ran a finger through their combined juices only to press the lubed digit deep in her ass. "Tonight I just want to play, to get you used to the feeling and idea of a cock in your ass. Damn, baby, you are so fucking tight." As he spoke, his still wet dick slid along the tender lips of her pussy.

"I didn't say yes," she protested while tilting her hips back.

He leaned down licked a long sensual line up her neck before whispering in her ear, "But you haven't said no, either." He nipped the sensitive lobe then sucked it into the wet heat of his mouth.

Again, Lexie forced herself to bite back a moan as he stuffed her pussy full of his swollen cock. If asked, she would have sworn her nerve endings were dead, had packed their bags, moved on, and were no longer functioning, but one thrust of Tyler's wide dick and she was ready to go again.

Finally giving in to Tyler and her inner slut, she lifted her ass to take him deeper. Sensing her unspoken submission he kicked her legs apart while working his shaft in. When every hard inch of him was buried in the damp clenching depths of her body, Lexie rocked back. She couldn't help the instinctive movement. He filled her so deeply at this angle. Every thrust of his cock slid the rounded head over the bundle of nerves that made her want to sing Tyler's praises while worshipping his perfect dick.

The sensation of helplessness surged through her, feeding her arousal even as she fought against it. Her body softened allowing his domination as he rose above her, riding her body for his own pleasure. Taking her roughly, deeply, using her in whatever position he wanted.

Even as her brain rejected the submission, her body opened and accepted every unspoken direction Tyler demanded. With her breasts smooshed bare and flat against the desk, her ass in the air, and her dress hiked around her waist, Lexie should feel anything, but sexy. But she did. With every grunt, hard shove, deep thrust, Lexie had never felt more beautiful or more desired.

When the hard tip of Tyler's wet finger sank deep, past the tight muscles of her ass, she screamed out her pleasure. A second finger joined the first, causing her to buck against the hard pressure of his body. "Ty," she heard herself wail in a plea or demand.

"Your pretty pussy sucks me right in, baby. Your ass is so perfect, so ready to be fucked by my cock. You'll look so beautiful with my dick rammed deep in your tight hole." The words came out rushed, panting as his movements remained fluid and even. He slammed in and out, never stopping, never slowing down and never removing those damn teasing fingers shoved as far as they could go in her ass.

Tired of waiting, of being played with, Lexie chose to give a little back to the man tormenting her in the most erotic way possible. Taking a gulping breath, she clamped down on the fingers and cock filling her.

Ty's rhythm faltered, and his hips went back to pumping deep, his fingers scissoring inside her. "Do that again, and I'll add a third finger to your tight little hole." As threats went, Lexie didn't find that one too intimidating. After all, he had threatened to shove his cock there, and that was way bigger than two or three fingers.

"Just fuck me, Ty." Her fingers scrambled for purchase against the hard surface until she finally grasped the edges and simply held on. Her hair tumbled loose around her shoulders as he possessed her body. 

"Ah, baby, all you had to do was ask." She felt the press of heated lips against her back before Tyler settled in for a hard fuck.

He plunged in and out, the wet sounds of their flesh meeting and parting filling the otherwise quiet room. His talented fingers keeping track of his cock's every movement and following perfectly.

"Yes, yes, yes. More Ty, please, need more," she pleaded while hanging on to the desk until she lost the feeling in her fingers.

"Always," he growled out in a low and dangerous voice. "Always and forever, Lexie. You're mine."

The sensations and his words were too much, and her eyes slammed shut. She screamed as she came while Tyler growled low, her name a mantra falling from his gasping lips, his movements desperate until she once more felt the hot splash of his cum coating her cunt.

She didn't noticed when his fingers slid from her ass, but she whimpered in protest the moment his shaft softened and started to slip from her body.

"Hush, baby," Tyler whispered against her cheek. "I'm putting you to bed, then grabbing something to clean us both up and then we'll talk."

The man wanted to talk? Wasn't that supposed to be her line? The only thing Lexie wanted to talk about was how soon could they do it all over again?

A couple of quick swipes with his talented hands left her naked and barely standing on wobbly legs. Tyler swung her into his muscled arms then gently lowered her to the waiting bed. She grumbled when the soft expensive sheets chilled her heated flesh, but soon settled into a happy cocoon when the blanket was pulled over her shoulders.

"Be right back, Lexie." A soft kiss pressed against her lips. "Then we are going to talk, baby."

"Mmm," she mumbled back, not in the least bit worried about his unspoken threat. The man was a teddy bear underneath all that bravado. Well, a teddy bear hung like a horse.

The absurd thought made her snort with suppressed laughter until sleep swept up and pulled her under.


Chapter Five

Jagger stared down at the woman sleeping in his arms and wondered why the hell he wasn't running for the door. Dagger's text woke him up a few hours ago and not knowing how to respond, he simply tossed the phone down. The damn bastard wanted details to ensure his teammate didn’t need extraction.

He reminded himself to land a couple of punches on Trip’s way too pretty face. His partner in crime must have spilled the beans as soon as he saw the rest of the team.

A quick glance back at the phone assured him it was still on. Though he would have loved to shut the damn thing off and retreat into a world built for two, Jagger knew a call could come in any minute, sending him back into action. Most days, he loved the thrill of the unknown, never knowing where he'd end up or even how the team would get there.

The older he got, the less glamorous and adventurous the mission's grew. Maybe his mom was right, and it really was time to think of his future. Oh, he'd always be a Navy man, but sneaking into places under the cover of night where one mistake could cost him his life lost appeal after a while.

Or maybe Lexa had woken the desire for hearth and home in him. Long locks of silky sable hair trailed across his chest while soft breaths tickled the sensitive skin of his neck. Could he really be thinking of a tomorrow with this woman? The girl he'd thought of as a pseudo sister most of his life? There sure as hell had been nothing fraternal about stuffing her full of his cock last night and three more times before he left her to sleep.

They'd never had the talk he'd insisted upon, but Lexa looked so sweet and tired Jagger chose to let her sleep since he caused her to lose so much of it. Part of him wanted to apologize, but the idiot alpha male in him wanted to pound his chest and preen in pride. His woman was exhausted because he'd made her so.

Now, as sunlight spilled through the small crack in the curtains, Jagger wondered how he could convince the love of his life to give him—give them—a shot. He knew most marriages within the Teams didn't make it. Mostly due to the women being blinded to the realities of real life with a SEAL. Lexa wasn't like that. She knew and understood him in a way most females never would.

He shouldn’t know that, not after spending so little time with her, but every moment they spend together combined with her understanding looks led to a rock solid conviction in his gut. Lexa saw past his SEALs label into the man he was beyond his military service. Granted, he’d be a SEAL until the day he died, but Jagger sure as fuck didn’t want a woman with him just because she liked the idea of fucking a military man with his kind of training.

This woman, his woman, saw Tyler the man first and Jagger the solider second. He’d found exactly what he’d never known he’d been searching for. And now he was terrified of losing her. He may not have recognized her at first, but his gut told him exactly who she was to him and what she’d mean to his future.

"If you think any harder you're brains going to explode and leak out your ears." Her husky low morning voice caused his half-hard shaft to rapidly rise. Jagger desperately wanted to shake some sense into his damn dick, but doubted a stern talking to would render any different results. More than likely, he'd end up jacking off like a horny hormone-ridden teenager.

Shoving thoughts of his rogue cock into the back of his mind, he leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead. Damn, she smelled so sweet, a combination of sex, woman, and him. He loved his scent covering her, marking her like a damn knuckle-dragging caveman would, except, in this instance, it was his cock not his knuckles dragging the ground, or so the picture went in his mind.

"You sleep okay?" Jagger managed to clear his through enough to ask.

"Mmmhmm, very good. What about you?" She stretched her rounded curves until the sheet dropped below her rosy full breasts and all the blood drained straight south of his border. The tenting sheet proved his lack of immunity to her voluptuous charms.

"I may be brain dead by the time we leave this room. All my blood seems to head in one direction whenever you're around." As confessions went, he didn't think his sounded too apologetic, but how could he when presented with such eye candy?

"Then as a responsible adult, I suggest we do something about it if we don't want medical intervention." The minx rolled over until she straddled his waist, wetting his hard length with the honey of her juices.

"Umm." He stumbled for words. He'd wanted to talk to her, right? Sentences needed to be formed, thoughts processed, but all he could think about was how good she smelled and how right she felt riding his cock with no latex between them.

"So glad you agree," she said, lifting his throbbing erection and rubbing it teasingly against her wet folds. "I woke up feeling empty and needing something."

The soft confession melted his heart while hardening his already hard cock. "Anything you need, baby. Anything."

Shy green eyes met his as Lexa slowly lowered herself down his shaft. A sharply inhaled breath jolted his gaze from where their bodies melded to the brightness of her eyes. "Lexa, if I'm hurting you—"

She pressed one soft finger against his lips. "Shh, I'm a little tender, very little, but I expected that. It's been a while since I've been with anyone. No one ever this big though. You just might have ruined me for other men."

"Good," he said without thinking.

Her body jolted above him, and she enveloped him in one smooth downward stroke. They both exhaled at the feeling. Nothing, nothing in his life ever prepared Jagger for the sense of rightness, of perfection when sinking into Lexa's tight, wet heat.

"Oh, Ty, you feel so good. I love the way you stretch me."

Her words heated his blood as his hands clenched her full hips, grinding his cock as deep as he could go. "Fuck," he panted as his balls tightened. "I can't get enough of you, Lexa. Every time I'm in you, I never want it to end, then after we come, I just want to start all over again."

"Then fuck me, Ty, until neither one of us can think," she pleaded as their eyes met in some weird kind of understanding. He pulled out until his tip rested inside her.

"Always, baby," he promised. Then he cupped the round globes of the world's most perfect ass and barely pushed inside the welcoming wet heat of her body.

The spontaneous clenching of her pussy around the head of his cock was almost enough to send him over the edge. Shuddering, he looked up at her, this woman who'd stolen his heart with SEAL stealth and cunning. Shocked he could feel so much for her in so little time. She was now his world, his end all and be all.

The head of his cock sank deeper. The stretching of her delicate flesh, the slow pleasure/pain of anticipation as his cock slowly claimed her.

Then he stopped. Panting, he waited, knowing he had to see, to watch as understanding and realization filled her brilliant jade green eyes.

Her eyes flashed open, pupils so dilated only a small rim of jade color visible.

"Stay with me, see me," he pleaded as he moved.

He surged forward. This was his female. His woman. She rode him, claimed him for her own as the grip of her pussy tightened to the point that he doubted his ability to hold back his release much longer.


Fragile sensitive tissue rippled along the head of his cock, caressed the shaft then tightened again. Her legs tightened around his hips, and her manicured nails dug into the hard flesh of his chest. She was killing him.

“Ty,” she cried out, her beautiful eyes blinded with rising passion. "Please."

She was more than a hot fuck, more than a night of hot careless passion. Lexa was his. The moment he realized who she was, who she'd always been, she owned him heart, body, and soul. This woman with her wide smile, wicked sense of humor, silky skin, and generous heart belonged to him, and she was more than he deserved. More than a man who killed for a living deserved.

“Oh, God. Oh, God, yes.” Lexa whimpered her pleasure as her hips followed the rhythm of his. Her nipples brushed his chest when she lowered herself to claim a kiss sent tingles straight to his balls as his erection pounded inside her.

He strummed his fingers through her pussy, making her even wetter than she already was.

“You have no idea what you do to me, Lexa. The way you take me so easily, how wet you get. There is nothing better in this world than eating you out or sliding balls deep inside your sweet pussy.” His voice was hoarse. His heart pounded in his chest as he realized words of love had almost come tripping out of his mouth. He couldn't say them now. She'd never believe him, not when their bodies were joined so tightly and all his blood supply drained down to his cock.

Control. He needed to get control over the situation before he spilled the truth of his heart. With an agonizing groan, Jagger pulled out of her wet addictive heat, pushed her until her head almost hung over the edge of the bed.

“Stay there,” he demanded.

****

Pleasure slammed through Lexa as Tyler's mouth reached the heated flesh of her pussy. Eyes closed, Lexa put her hands above her head clenching the edge of the mattress. Blood rushed to her head as the sensation built. His tongue speared into her, and then he teasingly nipped around her clit, but never where she so desperately needed it. Over and over, his strong-callused hands held her hips steady as she tried to arch against him. Sounds, half-formed words of pleading tumbled from her lips, and she barely recognized her own voice as he overwhelmed her with his talented mouth. The climax slammed into her with no warning, sending her screaming over the edge into mind-melting pleasure.

Then he dragged her sated body into the middle of the bed. “Have to be inside you.” And then he was there, sliding into her eager open flesh.

A shudder shook both their sweat-slickened bodies at the intensity of their joining. “You feel amazing, so perfect, so right, so mine,” he murmured, his lips against her neck.

Her breathing stopped for a second at his words before she dismissed them. Men always said things they didn't mean in the middle of sex. When sex was this good, she almost felt like promising things herself.

Instead, she wrapped her legs around his lean waist and rolled her hips up to meet his every hard thrust. The heated flesh of her pussy swallowed him, sucking him in deep and eagerly before he pulled out, only to start the erotic dance of give and take all over again.

Each thrust into her cunt felt like perfection, a joining of the hearts and souls, more than just two bodies coming together for mutual pleasure. He panted her name. She looked up at him, his hazel green eyes foggy with need and pleasure. Nothing existed beyond the pleasure of his cock filling her, his arms holding her, and his heart pounding against hers.

Still the need to pleasure him, to offer a physical demonstration of the emotions she could never speak assailed her. Seeing his body, muscles slick with sweat glistening above her, Lexa gave in to the temptation to touch and taste what belonged to her, at least for the moment.

She pushed until their positions reversed and he panted beneath her, need tightening the skin around his mouth and eyes. How could she want one man so much even as he still filled her, stretching to almost the point of pain? 

His flat stomach tightened as she traced the bands of muscle up to his chest to his puckered brown nipples. Unable to resist, she moved her mouth to him and licked over the flat ridge of each. His body shuddered, and his hands fisted in the sheets when she followed the licks with a tiny love bites.

Sitting up forced his cock deep inside her body, and she bit her lip at the pleasure the movement caused. But she didn't want this to end before it really began. This night or day would never happen again. Everything she'd ever dreamed or imagined doing to or with Ty had to be fulfilled while she had the chance.

So instead of riding him over the edge of the pleasure cliff, Lexa looked him over. His face tight with stress was masculine and defined but still beautiful in a unique guy type way.

As he watched her through gorgeous hazel eyes fringed with lashes any woman would give an ovary to have, she felt something click deep inside her. Something she hadn't known was missing fell into place.

Scared of the emotions swirling through her mind Lexa slid her hand over the defined biceps and powerful forearms. She pressed soft kisses to the tips of each finger on his large hands, paying special attention to the calluses formed from firing guns so often. She traced the tip of her tongue over his kiss-swollen lips to his jaw and up to his earlobe for a quick nibble.

“You’re killing me,” he complained and she laughed. Who knew sex could be fun or even involve laughter.

“I seem to remember doing a little begging myself last night," she teased, kissing her way south.

His body jerked at the intensity of the sensation. "I love looking up at you riding me, Lexie. You are the most beautiful sight a man could dream of,” he whispered hoarsely. "Only thing even close is watching my cock thrust deep inside you. Oh, dear god…”

His words ended on a gasp as she slowly tightened her muscles along his hard length.

Jagger grabbed her hips, his own rising to meet hers, and he slid in that last inch or two. A moan of pleasure escaped both their lips as her body took every last inch of his swollen flesh.

“I love the way you squeeze me tight. I can feel you quivering around my cock. So good, so right, I may never want to leave you." His words shocked. The first she could dismiss as lust induced babbling, but now? Had he spoken only because his orgasm grew closer?

The rare rough honesty of his words shook her once-firm belief of their limited time together. The words coming from any other man would turn her off, but not him, not now. Jagger left himself vulnerable to her in ways she’d never imagined. Breathe, she needed to breathe and concentrate on the physical only. Attaching emotions that weren't there was a mistake she refused to make. Just because she'd been in love with this man since puberty didn't mean he would suddenly return her feelings.

Sex. Sex with mind-numbing orgasms was the only thing they had in common and she'd better yank her mind out of the emotional sandpit and back to the physical. So she circled her hips in a teasing motion and watched his eyes fly open wide.

He moaned, his grip on her hips tightening. "Fuck, baby, don't tease me. I'm too close to the edge."

Tightening her inner muscles around him, Lexa wanted him to go over, wanted to see the unvarnished pleasure take him, pleasure she gave.

Yesterday, she felt vastly green next to Tyler's sexual experience. Today, for the first time, Lexa felt like an equal, like she gave him as much pleasure as he did her.

“Come for me, Lexa,” he cajoled in a rough voice. His hands left her hips to tease her breasts, kneading them and rolling her nipples between talented fingers. Her head fell back as her eyes slid closed.

The force of their joining was intense, and she could no longer deny the intimate rightness of their connection. One of his rough hands moved down her stomach to her pussy where he slicked his fingers with her juice and slowly circled her clit as she rode him.

Shocking pleasure jolted through her as her body slammed down hard on Tyler's cock, a climax ripping her apart with bliss. She screamed, cried, and panted out his name before all motor skills disappeared in a flood of satisfaction. Vaguely, some part of her erotically satisfied brain was aware of his orgasm as he lost all sense of rhythm and simply fucked her with hard brutal strokes that kept pleasure rippling through her.

The next thing she knew Tyler slipped two fingers between spread open thighs and squeezed her clit. Another wave of orgasm swept through her, taking her up and over the edge.

Barely able to control her sexual comatose body, she slumped down, boneless, on his chest as his hoarse groans reached her ears. Seconds later, Lexa felt the wet heat as he flooded her body with his release.

Hours, days, or years passed before their rapid breathing slowed and she grew aware of the cool air brushing against her naked back. She made a move to sit up, but his strong grip on her hips held her still.

"Oh, baby," Tyler whispered as he eased back, those unusual eyes staring up at her. "You are so amazing, so good, and I can't imagine anything better than being in your arms."


Chapter Six

In that moment, Jagger realized he was no longer falling in love with Lexa. He had already landed smack dab, head over heels in love with the mouthy, loving, sarcastic curvy bundle of perfection. She owned him heart and soul.

Unable to hold back the emotions threatening to drown him, Jagger took the biggest risk of his life and put his heart and pride on the line. Tomorrows weren't guaranteed and he never knew when his next mission would be his last. He'd be damned if he died without ever having spoken the words to his woman.

“I love you, Lexa,” he said in a soft, but firm voice. He didn't ever want her to think the words were easily spoken yet without meaning.

Against his wishes, Lexa slid off his body and cock then propped her head on her hand and looked at him with a strange light in her beautiful eyes.

“Umm, what was that?” she asked, her gaze darting over his face. She aimlessly traced patterns on the sheet.

“I said I love you, Alexa Westlake.” His heart pounded, his mouth lost all hint of moisture, and his palms grew clammy. Damn, he'd rather face a pack of gun totting terrorists than this one woman with the power to destroy him.

Finally, their gazes met. “No, you don't," she replied calmly.

“The hell I don't!” He sat up letting the sheet fall to his waist. When her gaze dropped to his groin, Jagger flushed and grabbed a pillow to protect his package and possibly his virtue. Never once had he spoken those words to a female not related to him, and the first time he did, the woman in question argued with him. "Oh, no, you don't." He shook his finger at her. "I'm not here just for your cheap sexual pleasure. When we made love, it meant something, and I'm not laying a finger on you until you admit it."

“No.”

“What?” Jagger almost shouted the word. How dare she tell him no? Lexa had to have felt the connection, the sense of belonging, of coming home each time they came together. Granted, it was more than just the out of this world sex that made him fall in love, but he'd start with the easy stuff.

"You couldn't have possibly fallen in love with me in the short time we've been together. Right now, your hormones are running the show, and after I leave, you're brain will kick in and you'll see I'm right." The explanation came out calmly, too calmly, which made Jagger take a closer look at the love of his life and perpetual pain in his ass.

There. The pulse in her neck pounded hard and fast, a direct contradiction to her oh so rational words. Oh, yeah. He kept the smile to himself. Lexa Westlake had feelings for him. Now he just needed to make her admit it.

"Baby, my brain is fully functional, and it agrees with my heart. I belong to you, body and soul. Those words will never leave my lips again if you walk out the door. God made you just for me, smartass mouth and all. I love every inch of you, including your tendency to end up butt deep in alligators. I love the way you bite your lip before you laugh. The small snort you do when you disagree with someone. Mostly, I love the way you look at me."

"How do I look at you?"

Jagger reached out, put a single finger under her chin, and forced her gaze up. "Like I matter more than a quick fuck. Like you see something worthwhile beyond my status as a SEAL. You see more in me than I see in myself, and for that, I want to be the person you think I am. I love you, Lexa, pure and simple. I know I'll never be able to buy you the things you deserve, but you'll never once doubt my love or my loyalty. My heart belongs to you until the end of time and beyond."

Suddenly, his arms were filled with a crying, sniffing female. "Oh God help us both, but I am so in love with you, Ty Jaggerstein. I tried to give you an out, but you, stubborn man, refused to take it. Now you can't ever back out. You belong to me, and I'm not ever giving you up." The words came out in a jumbled rush as she pressed her wet face into the curve of his neck.

Jagger said nothing merely held her tight and offered up a prayer of thanks for the miracle currently rubbing snot all over his skin.

“You can't take it back, Ty," she warned him again. "I'm telling both our moms and then see what happens if you try to change your mind."

He gave a mock shudder of horror. "Lexa, I'm not changing my mind. I'm not backing away from you or what we have together. In fact, I want us to fly to Vegas or the nearest legal place for us to tie the knot. I want you tied to me legally everyway I can."

The words felt right like they'd only been waiting for this one woman to enter his life at the right time. And here she finally was.

"Ty," she gasped and sat up, keeping the sheet firmly covering her luscious breasts. "We can't do that. The moms would be heartbroken."

"Then let's fly them down here because I'm not waiting until my next leave to make you mine in the eyes of the world. You belong to me, and I'm not dumb enough to let you go without putting a ring on your finger."

Two perfect tears trailed down her silky cheek. He leaned over to kiss them and tasted the salty flavor of his woman. She sniffed twice more before swallowing. "Yes, Ty. Let's fly them down here and we'll get married. I can work from anywhere so long as I have internet."

"I love you so much, Lexa. Hell, I fell in love with you through your letters so no wonder seeing you in person destroyed my world and completed my heart." He pressed a quick kiss to her lips before jumping out of bed. "Come on, woman, we've got a lot of things to do and very little time to do it. Also say a prayer my pager doesn't go off before we can say 'I do.'"

Slowly, she slid out of bed, taking the damn sheet with her and denying him the opportunity to ogle his future wife.

"If it goes off before we're legal, I'll wait. I'll find a place close to your base and be there when you come home. I'll always be waiting for you to come home, Ty."

Suspicious moisture gathered in his eyes at the heartfelt sincerity of her words. He roughly scrubbed at his face, unwilling to let her see what a wimp she'd given her heart to. "Then let's get this done. I've got rings to buy, teammates to track down, and moms to call."

Lexa shot him a smug smile before letting the sheet drop to the floor. She turned around letting him see her glorious heart-shaped ass in all its perfection before sashaying into the bathroom. "You do what you need to, sailor. I'm going to get cleaned up before the craziness starts. Too bad I can't talk you into scrubbing my back. I'm feeling really dirty all of a sudden."

The phone he'd just picked up fell unnoticed from his hand, and Jagger swallowed to get some moisture back into his mouth. "Um, yeah, they can wait a few more minutes. I'm sure the guys are drinking and flirting. No reason to bust up their party so soon. Besides I can't let my bride-to-be go around feeling dirty without at least trying to fix it."

Lexa squealed and raced for the bathroom with Jagger in hot pursuit. Once again, he sent a prayer heavenward in thanks for Lexa and the future they would share.
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