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Dedication

To the staff at Wild Rose Press who are so creative, positive and efficient to work with!

Many thanks for all you do!


PRAISE FOR AUTHOR

Cerise DeLand

AND HER BOOKS

PARIS EXPOSE

“Sinfully hot!”

~Romance Junkies

“Bring a fan, and plenty of ice water, you'll need it!”

~Long and Short Reviews

POWER POSITION

“Prepare yourself for a wild, hot ride. The steaminess never lets up as they rock, glide and slide their way to ecstasy. Amanda and Jack are as opposite as they come but they find a way to make each other vulnerable, needy and sexy all at the same time. Amanda is dealing with a new lover after the death of her husband. Jack is dealing with uncontrollable hunger for his boss. The scenes are well-written and will leave the reader wishing they were one of the characters in the book if only to get some relief.”

~You Gotta Read Reviews.com


Chapter One

Swimming at night, naked, in a wild ocean was every day duty to a guy who did better time than an Olympic gold medalist. But Zeus wasn’t pounding away at the Atlantic looking for speed or glory. Relief from frustration was his goal and, damn it, jumping into this god-awful warm bath water at midnight was not working! He was supposed to be enjoying the stand-by time and his birthday tomorrow here with his buddies in his SEAL team. Instead, he chewed himself out about women. Correction. One woman.

He cut through the crests of black ocean and spurred himself on. Faster.

He was on the home stretch. How far had he swum? Five miles? Six? Hell, he’d done that to qualify for SEAL training.

This little expedition was not nearly tough enough to change his focus. Remembering a woman he should forget. Keeping in mind the hostage he and his SEAL team had rescued seven months ago. Kim.

Silently, he cursed and forced himself to concentrate on his breaststroke. What a laugh. The Keep In Mind games they learned in BUD/s training and played now to maintain their edge or prep for a mission was eating up his brain cells. Yeah, he could keep her in mind, all right. Hair like the golden white swirl of sand dunes. Eyes, dangerous and dark green as jungle fronds. That sweet mouth and killer dimple in her cheek.

“Come back and see me sometime,” she had urged him three weeks ago as he bid her adios after his latest surprise visit to her.

Yeah, baby. I’ve done that too often already. Do it every time I get stateside and I cost myself sanity, big time. Cost you yours too, judging by the sultry look in your eyes when I arrived at your condo door bearing flowers.

Hell. Swimming wasn’t working. He lifted his head to grab a breath and caught sight of the lights of the McMansion he and his Arapaho teammates had been given for the weekend. Sure, he’d worked up a sweat. Even an appetite. He’d take out his frustrations by slicing and dicing to rustle up a huge pot of caldo. Make his pals eat it when they stumbled in. If they did, they’d most likely come with a woman attached at the hip. Maybe one on each hip.

Hell. Why not me?

Pissed at himself for leaving Coyote and Jagger at the rockin’ Friday night beach bar scene hours earlier at Sunset Pier, he pushed through his temper and used it as fuel. Of all the women in all the joints in the world, the blonde bombshell who doesn’t walk in there tonight is the one I want.

He pounded through the waves, spotting someone lean and female strolling the beach with a sizable dog.

They were harmless. He had jumped in naked. No matter. Whoever it was would be long gone by the time he hauled his bare ass up the sands toward the house.

He angled for the shore, fighting memories of running door-to-door in an Egyptian shantytown to find Kim. His team had landed the night before, marched hours over abandoned desert to the tribesmen’s village, and then fanned out to search for her and two other hostages. Amid machine gun fire, he’d discovered her in a tin-roof lean-to, weary and weak, dehydrated, blindingly beautiful and bravely smiling at him in her filthy rags.

“Keep your head down,” he had whispered, pushing her to sit beneath the edge of the window in the hovel where the Bedouin tribesman had tied her to the post of an old iron bed frame.

With a classic profile, Nordic and tall, Kim Stansfield, reporter and hostage, stared at him, sunburned and dazed from hunger and thirst. Despite her dire condition, she smiled, pointing at his face and the green and brown desert camouflage paint that disguised his features. “Are you wearing make-up?”

“What? You don’t like a man to wear foundation?” He fluttered his lashes at her, whipped an MRE drink from his vest and shoved it toward her. “Guzzle this.”

Grasping the pouch with shaking hands, she downed it while he sawed off her chains with his Spyderco blade. She coughed, choked, then hacked some of it back up.

“Cancel the guzzle. Sip it. Let me see if you’re fit to travel.” He ran his hands over her body, checking for sprains or injuries from beatings. God knew what these animals had done to a blonde Western woman who didn’t suit their ideals for dress or habits. After seven days of captivity, her body was still sleek, but limp from lack of nutrition. Outside, the rat-tat-tat of machine gun fire and bursts from his buddies’ Sig Sauers told him his team had run into her captors and it was his job to snatch her and run.

“I can’t go with you,” she rasped, wiping drops of the liquid from the corner of her mouth with the sleeve of her dirty linen abaya.

The hell you can’t. He shot her a look that spoke his thoughts. But hostages, especially women, needed assurances. He knew how to do that. Grandmothers, mothers, sisters, and cousins. He had gentled them all. As the only man in a huge Tex-Mex family since his father had passed away when he was a baby, Jesus “Zeus” Calderon knew how to talk to women. “You’ll be fine. Do as I say.”

This female, he now knew, tended not to follow anyone’s orders. Not her newspaper editor’s. Not the American government’s. He had studied her top-notch professional background and her tough-as-nails character, all as part of his team’s mission prep. She might look like a runway model, but she was an Amazon in spirit and truth. Though she hailed from preppy American and crusty British diplomatic stock, Kimberly Morran Stansfield was a dare devil, thirty-one-year old investigative journalist who spoke fluent Arabic and had used her excellent skills to file stories from Bengazi and Cairo during the Arab Spring. For more than three years in the Middle East, she had strolled through gunfire, air strikes, and riots. Seven days ago, while working an angle on famine in Egypt after the overthrow of Mubarak, she had been abducted and held for ransom by a renegade tribe of Bedouin.

“You don’t understand,” she objected, clutching his shirt in one fist. “They expected you. Planned for this.” She coughed again, and he fretted about how deeply the spasms wracked her body. “They’ll kill my cameramen Johnson and Hassan if you take me. Said they’d torture them first.”

“No, they won’t.”

“But—“

“We’re getting your two guys. No worries. Then we’re putting down your captors.”

“How many are you?” she asked, the reverence in her voice a prayer.

“Enough.” He smiled at her then, and it was as if the sun multiplied into a thousand more when she grinned back at him. “Drink all of that. Fast as you can. It’s got your meds in there.”

She had a chronic condition of high red platelets. That was the reason the SEALs had come for her and her colleagues as quickly as they had. Delay by even two more days and she would have died. Besides, this particular group of Bedouins had shown their hand at violence last year when they had kidnapped a French female television commentator. That woman they had brutally tortured and killed. Without a cause, save their own enrichment, this nomadic group tried to ransom those whom they abducted. And they always abducted women.

“They’re cowards,” he told her as he checked her bare feet, concluding he would simply carry her with him. “And they’re dead meat.”

Laughing hoarsely, she put a hand to her temple and swayed in delight. “Woosy. Think I’ve had too much to drink. Can you do that? Take them all?”

“My only job is you.”

She had laughed then, giddy with the strength of the MRE. Drawing his face down to hers, she planted a big fat kiss on his cheek. “Color me grateful, SEAL of my heart. Your wish is my command.”

“Good. Put your arms around me and don’t let go.”

In those Code Red circumstances under fire from smart-ass terrorists, he had chuckled. Then he’d caught her up in his arms and run out of that squalid village toward his team, just as they’d planned. Then for two days, his only thought had been her safety as their Apache gunship had been crippled by the renegades—and the two of them had sprinted together from one hut to another in the sprawling village. Eating MREs, she drank her special meds and gained strength. Still, by the time they joined his Arapaho team and all of them rendezvoused with another gunship crew and they winged their way to a carrier, she was exhausted—and Zeus cared enough to visit her two or three times a day in sickbay.

He had even sought her out a month later in Washington D.C. where she recuperated at her parent’s home. Then, last month, he’d been eaten up by curiosity to learn if what he’d detected in D.C. in her manner was the lure that had him tossing in his bed at night, waking up with world class hard-ons, wanting only her.

Shit. What a dreamer he could be.

Go have a cold one. Forget her.

He headed for the house, his toes squishing on the murky ocean floor. Scanning the length of the beach, he saw no one. No woman. No dog, either. The solitary stroller could not have disappeared along the dunes in so few minutes. Maybe she had ducked into the house next door while he was otherwise occupied, mooning over Kim. Fine by him. She wouldn’t mess with him. Few men did, let alone women. He hadn’t earned his nickname Zeus because he looked like a pushover.

Swiping water from his pecs, he trudged toward their Spanish hacienda. Moonlight conspired with the big brazier lights burning on their rental’s deck and infinity pool to cast beams along the shore. He raked back his shoulder-length hair along his scalp, ocean water sluicing his chest and groin, the humid air of Key West warming his massive body. Shaking the drops from his arms and fingers, he marched past the pool house. Picked up his pager from the table top. And stopped.

Someone watched him.

He knew it. His night vision was superb. His senses, keen. Humans had a sharp sense of being watched—and a SEAL was trained to find anyone who stalked him. Zeus raised his nose to inhale and listen. Wet dog. Panting. Forty yards to his left.

Zeus turned toward the animal. He narrowed his gaze, noting the size of the canine that pranced toward him. Sixty pounds of fun, the mutt sported a white chest, brown fur, and paws the size of dinner plates.

No. Can’t be. But it is Harry.

Zeus stood still as Harry’s companion rose to her feet, clumsy in her effort, then brushed sand from her hands. His heart, thumping from his midnight swim, did a little cha-cha as he watched her emerge from the shadows of the cabana.

Kim.

“Hi, there,” she said, as if he had known all along she was here in Key West.

Too surprised to answer, too smart to say anything until she gave him a clue about what she wanted from him, he let her come to him. Let her stand in front of him, assess him and smile. Let that dimple tempt him and make him yearn to put his lips on hers. Every time he saw her, he wanted that mouth on his. That strong lithe body all over his. Minus the clothes. Tonight, he wanted her minus the polka dot sundress that dipped low to her navel and cupped ripe breasts he needed to see and suck. Ah, yes. She had a knack, this one, for worming her way further inside his brain. Keep In Mind. Kim.

She waved a hand to indicate his very wet, very naked, very aroused body. Then in an accent that was a mash up of all-American girl with crisp English boarding school, she asked, “Will you invite me into your house so that we can talk or do you just want your dangly bits to freeze and fall off in the night breeze?”

Articulate and precise, her words tickled his funny bone and he was determined to give as well as he got. “As you can well see, my bits are not dangling.”

She tipped her head to one side, her moonlit pale hair billowing in the updrafts. “Hmm, do they ever?”

“When you’re around, they’re ready for duty.” His cock got even harder, his balls grew tight and revved for action. He clamped his jaw against the urge to sweep her against him and nail his most prominent bit inside her right there where they stood.

“How would I know?” she whispered, her tone teasing but very serious.

“I thought you shouldn’t.” For all of the visits to his lovely rescued hostage, he had never once kissed her. After their escape to the carrier, he had never touched more than her hand. But the urge to caress every curve had developed from a bad rash to a raging fever—and he had to force himself to stay away.

“Shouldn’t? Is there some SEAL code that says you can’t?”

“Only common sense. Don’t rush the woman who has been starved and terrorized.”

“Kind of Stockholm Syndrome in reverse to fall for your rescuer, huh?” She nodded and her lush mouth spread wide in a grin. “I’m well now. And I have no delusions about the man who saved me.”

“How can I be sure?” He wouldn’t fuck her for the fun of it. Couldn’t. Not her. He respected her too much to make her a one-night stand.

“I’ve done some reading. Understand your job and training. Your mind set. Hard. Fast. Devoted. You are a lot like me. Except I don’t swim naked in the Atlantic at midnight.”

His mind swung like a monkey on a vine from humor to fear. In the shift, he didn’t think rationally, he just bit back. “No, you walk into shitholes in deserts where radicals abduct you for money.”

“Ouch.”

Harry licked at Zeus’s fingers and the affection melted him. God, he was sorry for being a dick. Meanwhile, his cock wasn’t going down. His anger, only marginally so. “How’d you get here? How’d you know where we were?”

“Coyote.” She smiled wistful and hopeful. “Told me to say I was his birthday gift to you.”

Ah, yeah. His best pal was going to hear from him in the morning. But for right now, Zeus was going to enjoy what his buddy had made possible for him to have. The woman he had wanted in his arms again. This time without bullets and madmen or helos and carriers. This time, he’d get to enjoy her in peace and quiet. This pretty prickly lady. His birthday present. Lush, blonde, and wrapped up in pink polka dots.

Stepping close, he inhaled the fragrance of her lemon soap and cupped one hand around her upper arm. “Come with me.”

“Goody.” She did a little jig in the sand and snapped her fingers to bring Harry to heel. “Just what I had in mind.”


Chapter Two

Zeus held open the door to the kitchen for her. She took the opportunity to brush her torso against him as she passed, her arms and her diamond-hard nipples sending sparks of need flaring through his blood. Tease.

Though inside only the dimmers were on, the rich copper accents and hanging pots cast a brassy, rosy glow onto her skin. Lights or no, copper or not, she exuded health, he was happy to see. Still he recalled how she had struggled to get to her feet outside and he wondered if nerves or some physical challenge caused it. If he was going to take her to bed, he had to know what to expect in terms of her stamina. He was two-hundred-and-fifteen pounds of lean muscle and he wasn’t going to crush her, just possess her.

Her dog Harry followed her inside, then plunked himself down with a satisfied grunt by the door to listen and watch.

She spun to face Zeus, her expression suddenly wary, and rather odd for a gutsy broad who went into war-torn zones as blithely as if she were a tourist looking for trinkets. “Nice digs.”

He put his pager down on the counter, praying it didn’t go off and call him back to duty for at least ten hours. Twelve, if he was lucky. Then, easy in his naked skin, he crossed his arms and stared at her. “Belongs to a friend of a friend.”

“So I hear.” She licked her lips, then stroked the caramel-veined granite counter with her fingertips. “You know, it’s rather disturbing you standing there like a terra cotta warrior with your cock pointing at me.”

“Terra cottas aren’t as big as me.”

“Amen.”

“And don’t get hard-ons.”

She snickered and fell back against the kitchen island, assuming the same stance as he. Minus the dick, of course. “If I’ve assumed too much to come here, then—”

“You haven’t.”

“Oh.” She let out an audible breath and toyed with a smile. “That’s good.”

“Are you hungry?”

“Hungry?” She glanced around the cavernous kitchen. The cool, calm collected reporter was nervous. “No.”

He’d help her out, maybe himself, too, by being a bit more conversational. “I was going to make a pot of caldo.”

“You cook?” She grinned, obviously thinking the hobby unlikely for a man like him.

“I do. A man has to eat.” This man has to eat you. He took a step toward her, wanting to smell her again. Her lemon soap. Her shampoo…which was what? Orange blossoms?

“Are you any good?” Blushing, she opened her mouth and snapped it shut. Then she looked away. She didn’t seem to know whether to come at him as the snappy pro or the sexy broad.

“Proof is in the pudding.” Let me strip you of that dress, get those two sweet cupcakes of yours in my mouth. Then I’ll go lower, open your wet pussy and lick you until you come with my tongue inside you. “You’ll have to tell me.”

Her jungle green eyes darkened to black desire. “What’s…um… caldo?”

“Chicken soup for the soul. Lots of veggies, seafood, and spices. You eat it to get over colds or love affairs.”

“Do you have a cold?”

“No. Do you?”

“Un-uh.” Her eyes had lost their longing. She shook that gorgeous mane of hers over her shoulders and gave him a brave look. “So you’re cooking caldo because…”

“I’m frustrated.” Over you. “I’ve been a SEAL for four years and we don’t do affairs. Duty’s too rough. Death rates are high. Marriages—ninety-eight percent of them—fail.” He wanted to get all the nasty stuff on the table now, before they started something easily that they had to finish hard. “I have the hots for a lady I haven’t seen in a while and, until a few minutes ago, I had no hope our friendship might be more than platonic.”

She formed a perfect O with her sensuous lips. “I want more than platonic.”

His heart flipped over and his cock strained, pre-cum dribbling out in his crazy need to take her here and now.

“So, okay then.” She flapped her hands at her sides. “I don’t proposition men often. Actually, you’re the first. So tell me. What’s wrong?”

He let his gaze wander down her figure. “You’ve gained weight since I last saw you.”

Narrowing her gaze on him, she licked her lower lip. “Eleven pounds.”

“Shows up in your breasts and fills out the hollows beneath your cheek bones.”

At his words, her nipples hardened in the halter dress. She shifted. Why? Was her pussy creaming for him?

Let it be. He grinned, well pleased with himself, wanting to make her ripe for him, drenched and swollen so he could slide in and lock, nice and tight. “I like the pink color of the dress, too. Accents the green of your eyes.”

Her lips parted. She stared at him with admiration.

“I liked looking at you in Egypt. You were lovely even though you were sick and dirty. I love looking at you now when you’re all girly and pretty.”

“Glad you like how I clean up. But what is your problem? You think I’m fragile?”

“Far from it.” Weak women don’t take up with SEALs. Vice versa, too.

“Then what gives? You’re not being natural with me.”

“Don’t you want a little romance?” Like I haven’t thought about this hook-up? How unique you are? How impossible we are? How fruitless any effort to forge a relationship would be? Me, on call 24/7, off to Timbuktu or one of the “Stans” in a flat minute, while you’re in your own sandbox, a target of homemade mortar and PK machine guns? “Can’t just bang you and say thanks, now can I?

“Every girl wants roses and wine. But I’m here for obvious reasons and you’re…you’re being a hard ass.”

“Right.” Hell, why pussy-foot around then? She had flown here, declaring what she wanted and what she was ready to give. He hadn’t turned her away. He had a private room and a monster bed. More importantly, he had that priceless commodity—time. Enough to take them both to the moon and back again. Maybe more than once, if his pager didn’t go off.

So he walked up to her and drove his fingers straight back into that wavy champagne hair. Christ, she felt soft and supple. “I like the way you smell. Now I need to learn how you taste.”

“Copy that.” She lifted her face, and her breath, faintly minty, drifted into his nostrils.

And the moment when his mouth met hers, he reveled in all the flavors he adored about her. Citrus, salty ocean air and sexy, welcoming woman.

He groaned. Up on her toes, she threw her arms around his neck and hugged him close, bringing him in for a scorching brush of lips and a battle of seeking tongues and suppressed desire.

Pulling back, he swallowed hard against the impulse to strip her here and take her in the kitchen. But with all the windows facing the shore, he wouldn’t risk the exhibition. She was famous, more so after her kidnapping and rescue. But tonight, she was his to ravish and please. His alone to view while she came apart just for him. He grinned at her.

“Don’t stop,” she objected.

“Not on your life.” He caught her up, realizing she not only weighed more than she had in Egypt but she had more dexterity. That alone soothed his worries about her wobbly moves out on the beach.

“Want you now, here,” she said, kissing the crook of his neck. “I’ve never made love in a kitchen.”

“You won’t now, either.” He strode down the hall and then took the circular stairs two at a time up to the next floor. “Not in front of half of Key West. Or any of my teammates that come charging through the door. We’ll do this in my room where there’s only you and me.”

“Hope you have a big bed,” she whispered and nipped his earlobe.

He pinched one of her firm ass cheeks, loving her squeal. “Be good, lady. In a minute, I’m gonna give you a big bed, a huge shower, and lots of rug burn. So open the door.”

Chuckling, she reached down and turned the knob. He had them inside in two steps, kicking the door closed. Whirling, he let her feet hit the floor then pressed her up against the wall, his palms rushing over her body, stroking and caressing every bit of her that had driven him crazy with need. He cupped her jaw, rained kisses down her elegant throat, dropped homage into the hollow of her clavicle, and thrilled himself by filling his hands with her generous breasts.

She arched, giving him more, and he nuzzled her, sucked her—dress and all—into his mouth while his painfully stiff cock rubbed against her taut belly.

Christ, she still wore clothes. He was half way to fucking her against the wall and he hadn’t even taken the time to prep her right.

Eager, he stepped backward and she moaned at him.

“Don’t worry,” he consoled her. “Not leaving. Just being a gentleman. Taking your dress off.”

He took hold of her straps and tugged at them, but the damn thing wouldn’t budge over her breasts.

“Too tight, no bra,” she said by way of explanation, wiggling to help him. But in the move, the fabric ripped.

“Hell,” he said, “I’m sorry, honey.”

One hand to his chest, she pushed him back a step and tugged at the garment, this way and that, freeing her firm breasts. Then she shimmied out of the thing.

He stood there, dumb struck. In the moonlit room, there stood Kimberly Stansfield, Chief Correspondent for the Middle East for ACN cable news sans make-up or microphone. Without a stitch on her ethereal goddess-like physique, she made his eyeballs water with her raw beauty.

“Jesus,” was all he could summon while he stared. “I thought you felt good in my arms when I held you in that desert shack. And I liked the way you felt against me a minute ago, but wow, sweetheart, you are stunning.”

Her gaze glistened with dark green desire. “And you are going to fuck me.”

“No.” Holding her at arms’ length, he admired the heavy fullness of her breasts, ripe as melons. Her nipples looked like big succulent strawberries. He savored the sight of her small waist, the surprising little diamond jewelry piercing her belly button. But most of all, he loved the sight of her frothy blonde bush. “No, I’m not.”

She thrashed her head against the wall. “Zeus!”

“I’m going to make love to you. All night.” He hooked his hands on her hips and fit her to him, curve for plane. He bent his knees, and his cock—happy dude—found her seam and slid right between her soaking wet labia. He nearly wept, he was so enthralled. “Ready?”

“You’d better hurry, SEAL man. You might miss the train.”

He lifted her straight up in the air and let her toes rest on his. Then he walked her backward to the edge of his bed. “Trains are leaving this station every hour on the hour, probably sooner. Got everything you need, lady?”

“Yeah,” she cooed with sultry satisfaction. “I have you.”

“My kinda girl. Stand here.” He ripped the coverlet back and, in the move, dislodged all the pillows. The sheets were taupe, all the better to see her with. “Okay, honey, now you can lie down.”

She sat on command, her long legs wrapping around his calves, her eyes at cock level. “Can I?”

“You’d better. But don’t— Oh. God.” The feel of her lips around his shaft was an oral treat he’d only dreamed about. She was hesitant and he didn’t blame her. He knew he was big. Correction. Bigger than most guys. But at the moment, he really couldn’t give a damn about his size, as long as she tried to take him all in.

She pulled away, her lips making a little popping sound. “Am I doing this right?”

“Very.” He gulped.

“You’ll tell me if I do it wrong or if I hurt you.”

He sank his fingers into the wealth of her hair and massaged her scalp. “Christ, baby, it hurts so good. Do it some more.”

She batted her eyelashes at him and set to work. And oh, brother, was she devoted to her job. She was, in fact, so gentle about it that it was all he could do to force back the urge to howl like a wolf. Her fingers cupped his balls, tenderly pulsing. Her mouth descended, taking more and more of him with each stroke. She had rhythm, by god. She also had a sense of play that had him moaning like a fool when she used her tongue on him and punctuated her loving with little cat-like purrs.

But when she licked at his slit, kissing his crown with a tender devotion, his thighs quivered. His blood raced. When her other hand wrapped around the base of his cock and squeezed him, he jammed back the urge to shoot his wad. He corralled his breath and urged her to stop by putting a finger to the corner of her mouth. “Baby, you’re so fine. But I have to get a rubber or we’ll be done here. And not the way I want, either.”

He lifted her chin, bent to kiss her, and tasted his own musky need on her lips. She looked at him with dreamy eyes. “A goddess for Zeus,” Coyote had joked when he’d seen how his buddy was a love-sick pup after they choppered away, leaving her in sickbay on the carrier.

“Hold that thought,” he murmured and strode to the closet to dig in his duffel. He hadn’t brought much on this trip. Swim trunks, wet suit, a few T-shirts, shorts, and condoms. A box.

When he turned back to her, she had reclined on her side, her head on her extended arm, her brilliant bright hair a wavy curtain draped along her luscious curves. Her eyes adored him. Her voice was mellow as aged whiskey as she whispered, “You are beautiful.”

He crawled up on the bed to kneel beside her. With one hand, he brushed the arc of her ribs and hip down to her thigh. “Not like you, baby.” He stroked one of her nipples and kissed her forehead. “You know, I’ve got a dozen of these foil bad boys, but it occurs to me I just walked out of the ocean. Let me shower and come back to you.”

She shook her head as she tugged a condom from his hand and opened the foil. “I like you fresh from the water. Where you work. Who you are.”

He stared at her. What woman said that? What woman wanted a man who smelled and tasted of briny water? Only this one. This one who understands firsthand what I am, what I do, and maybe even why.

With quick precision, she extracted the latex and sheathed his cock. Then, she took his hand and entwined her fingers with his. Her expression grew dreamy, her words insistent. “Make love to me. You promised.”

He threaded her hair back from her face. In that second, his mind snapped to attention. Reality, like puzzle pieces he’d been unable to put together, fit into one truth. He loved her.

“I want you, Jesus Rodrigo Calderon.” She rolled to her back and opened her arms to him. “The sooner the better.”


Chapter Three

This was everything she had hoped for from him. Honesty about his attraction to her. Attention to her, if only for a few hours. She would take what he could give her and count herself satisfied, even if he never agreed to more. She’d had few lovers in her life. Although she had never been without dates or men who wanted to lay her, she had rarely been interested in a quick fuck. Armed with birth control pills, condoms, and a raging desire to build a journalism career, she wanted bedmates she could connect with mentally and physically. Picky, she had found only a few she liked enough to screw. But this man appealed to every nerve in her body, every synapse in her over-active brain. He was whip smart. Funny.

And oh yeah, side benefit? He was beautiful as any Olympian god. When he had told her his code name in that grimy little corrugated tin-roofed shack, she had laughed so hard her throat hurt. Zeus. Even if it was a play on his given name as it was pronounced in Spanish, “Hey, Zeus,” it suited him. Powerful in form, he was a no-bull-shit sort of man. Direct, kind, and handsome as any A-list Hollywood super stud.

She had suspected that he possessed this other sensuous side. What man who looked like this didn’t want to get physical? He probably got panties thrown at him everywhere he went. He could take his pick of women.

Tonight he picked her. Now, as he settled over her, she squirmed into the plush mattress. Supporting himself on his elbows, he teased her with the barest touch of his hot skin along her length. His firm lips were soft. His kisses, like a butterfly’s flight, flirted with her desire and drew her into his aura.

She drove her fingers up into his damp shoulder length hair and cupped his scalp. Tonight, she planned to touch every part of him. His head, his cock, his heart. She opened her thighs and let him sink against her open wet pussy. She hummed in delight. God, he was big. She’d been in bliss the moment he slid his rod between her slit against the wall minutes ago. Wiggling her hips, she invited him inside.

He spoke against her mouth. “Gonna take this slow so we both remember the first time.”

She suppressed the possibility they might never have a second. She nodded, her eyes absorbing his look of rapture as he positioned the tip of his cock at the entrance to her core and, in tiny increments, slipped inside her pussy.

She heard a savage sound of fulfillment and realized it came from both of them. The instant his shaft was fully lodged, the two of them halted in harmony.

His silver eyes flashed like lightning. “How good is this, huh?”

Breathless, she tugged his hair, her cunt so gloriously crammed with him. “Nothing compares. No one.”

He withdrew slightly and rocked into her with all his weight behind the thrust. The tip of his cock probed and tantalized her. She gasped. For a reward, she squeezed his member.

“Talented woman.”

“I practice,” she whispered, licking the outline of his lower lip, “alone.”

His nostrils flared. He bared his teeth as he undulated his hips, pulling back, nearly out and gliding back in, locked and definitely loaded for fun. “Practice all you want with me.”

She used her muscles to caress him again. “I will. I want to be perfect for you.”

“You are.” He proved it to her by rocking inside her in a steady rhythm. “That you came here. That you called Coyote. That you took a chance on me.”

“I couldn’t let you walk away without knowing if you cared.”

“Kim. Honey.” He fucked her in tempo with his words. ”I couldn’t…couldn’t get you out of my mind.”

“I was more than a rescue?”

“More,” he murmured and captured her mouth again, his tongue proclaiming his desire for her in syncopation with his marvelous thick cock. “Everything.”

She gasped and clung to him, his words bringing tears to her eyes and raging need for a big orgasm. “I had to have you. If only once.”

Groaning, he braced himself more securely on his knees, hooked hers up over his hips, and went to town. He plunged into her with a speed and power that robbed her of breath. She met him, panting, stroke for stroke, desire for passion. Raging in the need to join, to come, she ground into him. Instantly, she throbbed with release. Like flying off a cliff in free fall, she pulsed with him, mindless and moaning.

She was hot, she was fierce, her pussy convulsing, her legs binding him closer. He came with gritted teeth and a shout. Then he drifted down, careful still, but seizing her lips in a torrid claim. Pressing her to him, he rolled to the side, brushed her hair from her face, and kissed her forehead.

Exhausted and exhilarated, she sank into a quiet euphoria. He had pulled his cock from her and went silent. She caught a glimpse of his lips, turned down, brooding. He had pulled his mind from her, too. She couldn’t let that happen. Not after all her efforts to get quality time with him.

As the minutes ticked on and he had nothing to say, she had to pull the trigger. Rolling to the other side of the bed, she stood and walked around to him. Extending a hand, she winked. “Come on, big boy. Shower with me.”

His bleak expression told her that he didn’t think it was a good idea.

But she reached over and fished another condom from the open box and waved it at him. “If you think you can’t handle another round so soon, then—”

Muttering at her, he swung to his feet, hauled her up over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and paddled her ass. “Lady, you have a smart mouth.”

Hanging over his sculpted back as he strode to the bathroom, she patted the muscular play of his very fine glutes. “If you’ve got the stamina, I want to use it on you again.”

He smacked her fanny once more, then slid her down against a very cold marble wall. His lips mashed hers in a damn fine kiss. “You want to suck me off?”

Her eyes grew as big as her own expectations. “You have to let me.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, as he insinuated one thigh between her own and had her swollen pussy riding his rock-hard flesh.

“I need the practice.”

“That’s it!” He lifted her chin with his fingers. “No more about other guys.”

“Who said anything about other men?” she asked, coy and bating him.

“Are you implying you want to practice on me so you can blow other men and say you did a SEAL?”

“Wow. Where did that come from?” He could wax hot and cold in a micro-minute. She had handled many interviewees like that. Even her daddy’s diplomatic corps stoics had flash points she had learned how to cultivate. “You really are competitive, aren’t you? Is that nature or nurture?”

“Do not confuse the subject here.” Anger, petulance, and jealousy combined to flush his dark bronze complexion red. “Why do you want to blow me?”

“Because I liked what I did for a few minutes out there.” She tipped her head toward the bedroom.

He took the time to strip the used condom from his penis and lean over to drop it in a trashcan.

“Didn’t you?” she asked, then stroked her hands over his marvelous pecs. I loved how you lost control. “I want to see you lose yourself again.”

“It’s rare,” he admitted.

“I figured. But you can trust me. Same way I trusted you. Don’t hold back with me.”

He stiffened. “I’m not.”

“You are.” She ran her hand up to his jaw, rose on her toes, and kissed the hell out of him until he was gripping her, crushing her against him, his cock stirring to attention and poking her in the belly. “Don’t you just make love for the fun of it? No holds barred? All positions, good game?”

He stared at her. As if lights went on in his head, he turned and tugged her into the huge walk-in shower where he waved a hand at a chrome fixture and the water, warm and wonderful as gentle rain, sprang out of the ceiling and the walls. With two hands, he set her in front of him, grabbed a bar of soap, worked up a lather, and began to swirl the suds all over her body. His expression was set to gloomy.

“I’ve thought a lot about this, you and me, since I left you on the carrier.”

His eyes met hers, then descended to his hands and his sinuous caress of her very aroused, very aware body. But this was his story. And she would not get in the middle of it. She had her own and, when she told it, she had to know his feelings for her so that she could survive what she figured his answer would be.

“I don’t do affairs.” His fingers were toying with her nipples, teasing and tweaking her into a slow melt.

She was burning.

“I can do big bangs. One woman. All fun. No ties.”

She snorted, but the humor was drastically cut short by the way he bent and sucked one of her nipples hard and fast into his mouth. With his arm at the small of her back and his massive thigh thrust between her own, supporting her ass, she arched up to him, suspended in the most delicious rapture.

“I’ve done a lot of them.” He lifted her other breast and nibbled on her areola.

Her pussy vibrated. Her legs shook, but she couldn’t fall because held her so securely. He had her so completely under his spell.

“When you’re training to become a SEAL, you have to want the acceptance more than anything you’ve ever had. You have to want it all bad. More than food or water or heat or sleep.”

He hauled her over to a marble bench in the middle of the cavernous shower. There he sat down, lifted her and spread her legs out over his own. While the warm water sprayed them, he nipped her earlobe and fingered her vulva. He found her clit in the sensitive depths of her cunt. As he circled her nub and held her close, he showed her how much he wanted her, too. “You go through hell to survive the training. You do mile runs just to get to breakfast. Six-mile swims carrying twenty pounds of lead. Climb rocks straight up. You shiver and quake.”

Quivers of need shot up her spine, emulating his words.

“Aw, sweetheart, just like you do for me.” He kissed her, hard and fast. Then he tore his mouth away. “And when you don’t know your name and you have the shakes cuz you’ve been up for forty hours straight, you ask yourself, what else could I possibly want as much as this?”

His lips were still beneath her ear and, for a moment, she thought he might have forgotten his train of thought. “For four years, I’ve had no answer to that. I haven’t wanted anything more than my duty. And I haven’t really wanted any woman for more than a night or two.”

He sent one more finger up inside her pussy and held. Jammed tight, she would have laughed if she hadn’t been so seduced. He took everything she was, all she had to give, more than she knew she even owned. “So now I asked myself why I would want a woman I knew only from a rescue op. How I could need to see you whole and healthy even after I delivered you to sickbay.”

She waited, eager and breathless, his blunt fingers the most ownership any man had ever taken over her. She reveled in his possession of her. Her turn to talk would come. She’d let him think. His reasoning would tell her so much about what they might become together, if they had a future.

“I realized when I met your parents in D. C. that I like who you are.” He sucked at her lower lip, while he sent a third finger inside her pussy and found her clit with his thumb. “Scared the shit out of me. To want you is not on my call list.”

She rocked against his hand. “But you do.”

“I do, God help me. Wanted you since I laid eyes on you and haven’t had another woman since. Don’t want any. Had a test. I’m clean and I want to have you, bareback, if you’ll have me like that.”

“I will,” she shot back. “I’m certified clean, too.” She nearly giggled with eagerness. “Just come inside me. Tell me why you want me. I need to know.”

Smiling with wicked satisfaction, he shifted, and lifted her so that his cock slid so damn easily inside her she sighed with completion. “Oh, lady, you’re so damn lovely. And you move like a ballerina.”

She sucked in her breath as she watched his big red shaft disappear inside her pussy. “For a man like you, there has to be more.”

He stroked her once and then again, an evil grin on his face. “You’re IQ is off the grid.”

“You can’t know that.”

“I just figured. Besides, you speak fluent Arabic.”

She lifted a shoulder. “Learned it in Saudi when Daddy was the ambassador. Besides, I bet you speak fluent Spanish. And, oh yeah, you move like a ballerina.”

Chuckling, he thrust his cock inside her with such dexterity that she whimpered and clutched his shoulders. “Want to know what the best part is?”

She nodded, her vocal answer a feral hum.

“I admire you.”

Half way to paradise, she saw the joy in his eyes as he admitted this extraordinary fact. What do you say to that? Take the compliment and let the man finish.

“I’ve never admired a woman.” He rocked his hips, sending rivers of delight up her pussy. Her blood sang. Her heart tumbled over itself. “But you do it all for me, lady.”

His hands holding her down on his hips, he fucked her then. Good, hard, and plenty.

She arched up, his cock taking her to a torrid airy place that throbbed with juicy, funky, rock and roll sex. He plucked at her clit and she came like a cat, screaming and gritting her teeth. He couldn’t seem to drill into her far enough so he rose up, laid her gently down onto the marble seat and fucked her right there, the shower falling on them like a benediction from the gods. He cursed, lifted her legs and got down on the shower floor to eat her pussy.

And oh, my, was he careful. And fine. A delicate man who gave such good tongue. He used the tip to flick her clit and make her pant. He laved her, every bit of her labia. Then, with his fingers, he spread her folds, put his tongue inside her as far as he could and sipped and drank from her. Hands tangled in his hair, she came like a five-alarm fire, bucking and roaring about how she loved him. God, she loved him.

He had a few things to say about that. “Love me to eat you?”

“Yes!” She drove her fingers into his hair.

He swirled his tongue on her tender clit. “Love me to finger you?” He reached inside her and found her G-spot to make her come again, wild and hungry for more. “Love me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” she moaned at him. “Yes,” she seethed at him. “Oh, yes,” she demanded of him when he lifted her up and turned her around to position her for doggie style on the bench.

He forged her to him, back to his chest, and played with her nipples, then stroked her nub. “Gonna make love to you like this. With my fingers all juicy inside you and my cock slapping that sweet wet cunt from behind.” He bit her shoulder. “Can I make you come this way?”

“Yes, yes.”

And he did all over again. But he had not.

She was a rag doll in his arms, when he pulled her from the shower. Then he wrapped her in a fluffy towel and carried her to the bedroom. There he laid her down on the carpeting and crawled up over her body like the conqueror he was.

“How many more times can I make you come?”

She put her fingers to his kiss-swollen mouth. “Don’t know. Want to learn.”

“My thought exactly.” He licked his way down her torso, nipping at her diamond belly ring. “You wanted me any way I want. I want you all the ways there are.”

She chuckled, flapping her arms to the floor like a floundering fish. “Kama Sutra, here I am!”

“Oh, honey. You bet.” At that, he swung his body around and presented her with his cock. This way, his package looked even more gigantic than before and her pussy creamed and throbbed. She was turning into a love-sick sex machine.

He was fingering open her labia. “Getting my face all nice and juicy with you, baby.”

She lifted her hips to give him a better access and she smiled as she heard him laugh.

“Need your pussy,” he crooned, his deep voice rasping against her sensitive flesh. “My kinda sauce. Sweet, musky Kimberly.” And then he motor-boated her pussy, sending shock waves of laughter through her system only to drift to a sensuous lave that had her simmering for another orgasm. He drove a finger inside her as her cunt began to vibrate. “Let go, baby. Enjoy.”

She came, riding his finger, sobbing for more.

He swung around, kissing her, brushing back her hair and soothing her.

She surrounded him with her arms and her legs. He rocked her for a minute. Then he filled her up with his magnificent cock one more torrid time. Her pussy was sore, so swollen but not ready to give him up. “Oh, Zeus, honey. We’re not done yet.”

“I know, baby. We’ll never be done.”


Chapter Four

The next morning, he lifted the coffee pot toward her. “Top off your cup?”

Kim extended her arm across the island. “Leave me room for more cream.”

He arched a wicked brow at her. Cream, the lady had. Endurance and desire for him, in freaking spades. Ditto for him. Christ, how many times had he fucked her last night? Enough to make him preen like a peacock. Enough to make him want her again. Numero ocho? Nueve? Diez? His cock stood up and told him that numbers didn’t matter with her. Every time they loved, it was all good.

“What are you chuckling over?” She prodded him, her breasts jiggling under the folds of one of his T-shirts.

He smacked his lips. “Cannot get over how great you look in my clothes.”

She pulled out the fabric so her nipples didn’t peak against the shirt. “This old thing?”

“Hey! No criticisms of my favorite tee. That has been with me since I was a plebe at the Academy.”

“Oh, come on, Calderon! You were this big when you were a freshman?”

“Plebe.”

She made googly eyes at him.

“And yeah, I was.”

“Je-sus!”

“That is me.” He turned away. That or he’d jump her. She was so pretty and goofy looking, her blonde hair all messed up from his hands and his bed. Opening the refrigerator door, he began to pull out the veggies he’d need for his pot of caldo.

“Really, Zeus, were all the men in your family big like you?”

“Sí, cara. Six foot and taller. My father and his grandfather. My mother’s father. But hey, babe, you should see my abuela. She is five feet eleven.”

“Your abuela?”

“No hablas español?”

“No. Sad to say.”

“Abuela means grandmother. She,” he said, as he waved a bunch of parsley at her, “taught me how to cook.”

Kim stood up on the rungs on her bar stool and peered down at all the veggies he arranged on the counter. “You’re gonna use all that?”

“I am. Us guys burn calories like you wouldn’t believe.”

For a second, she stared at him, then broke into laughter. “I think I have proof of the amount of energy you expend, Calderon.”

He halted, berating himself for overdoing the hard loving. “Sore?”

She wiggled, rubbing her thighs together. “Very deliciously so.”

“Good. Cuz we’re not done.” How many times had he said that to her last night? Now, here it was again. His mouth was getting ahead of his brain. Or he just needed to get honest with himself fast. Loving her, he damn well knew why they weren’t done.

“No,” she agreed, her voice catching, her gaze locked on his. “We’re not.”

The sound of a door opening and voices had Zeus and Kim looking toward the foyer.

“Hey, Coyote!” Kim slid off her stool, careful to pull down his T-shirt over her cute ass as she went to throw her arms around his buddy.

“Kim. Glad you made it, girl.” The big man looped one arm around Kim and had the other around a woman Zeus hadn’t met before. “Let me introduce you all. This is Cori. Zeus Calderon. And Kim Stansfield.”

Cori shook hands, her gaze inquisitive and knowing. “You’re the 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. “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 and everyone except him 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, he muttered, “Only when my shoulders get too tight.”

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

“Yeah. 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 the chicken he’d cut up a while ago. And when he twisted around, he saw Coyote staring at Kim with a “What’s up with that?” kind of look.

His gaze flashed to Kim who had her hands spread in the air, as if to say, “Give me a chance.”

“Something going on here I need to know about?” Zeus asked the two of them.

Coyote shot him a look. “Yeah.”

“Kim?”

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

Zeus felt his guts churn. Tell me what things? Your health? What?

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

Cori said, “Goodbye, nice to meet you,” and the two of them disappeared up the circular staircase to the second floor.

“So.” Zeus braced his hands on the counter and stared at Kim. She got that deer-in-the-headlights look of someone frozen in time. His blood pounded with fear for her, but he steadied himself.

After last night and the soul-searing connection they’d made, he figured she could tell him anything and he was ready for it. The SEALs’ motto was the only bad day was yesterday. Then it followed that the only bad minute could be the last one. He was strong. He was brave. He was ready to give his life for his country. That meant he got it—he really did—that Kim could be ready to give her life for her own belief in news and freedom of the press. But if she was sick or dying? Christ. He ran both hands through his hair. “You have to tell me whatever it is, babe. And you’d better start with why Coyote knows more than I do.”

****

Kim met his gaze, straight on. Her heart thumped. This is what you came to say. Do it.

She walked around the counter and looked up at him. He was the most impressive creature she’d ever known. She’d met many with power, strength of character, and body. She’d adored meeting rebels, presidents, and non-profit activists. She’d crossed check points, guns drawn on her, to shake hands and talk with men and women who worked in slums, knee deep in muck, to teach impoverished families sanitation and food safety. She could talk to this man, surely. This man who was one of a chosen few, a smart, savvy premier fighting machine. This man who waited, patient and, from the look in his silver eyes, fearful of what she was about to say.

“Coyote reads the papers.”

He narrowed his eyes at her. “Come again.”

She swallowed hard. Talking had never seemed so difficult as now with Zeus. She smirked to herself. Talking to a god is not my everyday job. “Coyote reads the newspapers. The Washington Post to be exact.”

“And?”

“He reads more than you do.”

“I assume that this is not a comment on my IQ or my general lifestyle.”

Testy man. His attitude broke through her reticence. “Correct. It is a statement about chance.”

“Chance.” He threw up his hands. “What the hell?”

“The day he called to tell me where your team would be this weekend, he mentioned that he had seen a piece in the Post about me. And he asked if it was true. And I told him it was.” She looked at the ceiling, the floor, his bare feet, and then his eyes. “I’m not going back overseas.”

He took a step forward, his gaze searching hers as he grabbed her elbows and brought her next to his massive body. “Why not?”

She curled her arms around his waist, so thrilled that he wanted her even now. She could tell him about the doctors and their demand to observe her platelet count long term, but she would save that. Right now, she didn’t want Zeus’s pity. She wanted his love and, by damn, she wanted him. Just him in her life. “I’ve accepted a new job.”

Threading his fingers through her hair, he cupped her face and kissed her lips gently, sweetly as if he were discovering her for the very first time. “What is it?”

“I’m hosting a Sunday talk show. Interview. Live from Washington. Half an hour every Sunday of me talking to D.C.s movers and shakers about the Middle East. I know so many politicians and experts and professors,” she told him in a rush. “Plus because I speak Arabic and Hebrew, I can get some people on for interviews who might not come otherwise for fear of misinterpretation. Well, don’t look at me like I have two heads. Help me out here. You know it’s a good gig.”

“Wow, lady. You speak Hebrew, too? Hell, honey, what else don’t I know about you?” Zeus grinned like a fool and picked her up to swing her around. “My baby, the television star.”

Chuckling with him, she rubbed her breasts against him, overjoyed he wasn’t pissed at her for telling Coyote about this before she told him. Zeus clearly liked the explanation, too, because he rucked up the T-shirt, cupped her bare ass cheeks and rocked his nice hard cock against her hungry pussy.

She reached inside the elastic waistband of his shorts. As ever, he went commando. Her fist was so full of him. Her body needed to be. “Want to celebrate my new status?”

“I do. With you.”

“Now.”

Murmuring her name, he bent a little, found her slit with his stiff shaft and zeroed in on her core. Burying himself deep inside her, he murmured crazy shit.

She opened her mouth, the word for ecstasy escaping her. Spreading her thighs, she urged him to take more of her, all of her. With her new job, they could meet more often, do this more often.

“Wrap your legs around my hips,” he said, helping her so that they never lost the lock they had on each other. “God, baby, when will I get enough of you?”

“Don’t ever have enough.”

“Tough job, loving you,” he growled, his teeth bared with his powerful thrusts.

She froze. Was it tough? Hadn’t she fixed their lives so loving each other was easier? Didn’t he get it? Didn’t he see that her new position meant they had a better chance of being together? But if he didn’t want to, what would she do? Not cry. Not scream. She’d have to leave him. Before she lost her cool and it was too late.

He paused in mid-stroke of her cunt. “Look at me. Kim?”

She examined him. Had she misjudged this affair? His devotion to her? Why had she thought they might stand a chance at a long term relationship?

She struggled to be free, and gentleman that he was, he let her down to the floor. He slid his cock from her and her pussy wept and pounded in protest of the emptiness. She swayed on her feet at his loss.

Then he lifted her chin. “Baby, what’s wrong?”

“I didn’t take this job totally because of you. Let me correct that. I have wanted a show like this for years and years. In fact, I often talked with the station’s management about it becoming a reality sometime in my future. The news coverage I got when I was kidnapped and you rescued me made me in to a media hot button. When I got home to Washington and recuperated with my folks, I got this offer from the network. It came the same day you came to see me there.” The next part of her story was more difficult to tell, but hey, he was a SEAL, he would take all kinds of shocks, couldn’t he? “I took the confluence of the two on the same day as a sign.”

“Okay. So why are you mad at me?” He lifted a hand. “I’m lost.”

“I want the opportunity to stay in D.C. for a long time. I even think I might write a book. Always wanted to. And so I thought, hey, now I’ve got the chance. I won’t live out of a suitcase. Won’t be dodging bullets and getting trampled in street riots.” She stepped back, farther away from him, to tell him this last part and not appear like she was pressuring him to do something he didn’t want. “I’d also be closer to Virginia.”

“Little Neck. Yeah, you will be.” He blinked as if he were confused. “Home base for Arapahoe Team.”

Was he happy? Mad? Why couldn’t she read his expression? Always so good at interpreting body language, suddenly her skills failed her. And so did her courage. But her pride had her spinning on her heel, snapping her fingers for her dog and running for the kitchen door.

****

Zeus tackled her on the sand not ten yards beyond the deck. Harry didn’t mind, but pranced down to the waves and frolicked, trying to catch seagulls.

“Let me go!” She struggled but Zeus had her nice and tight, by the wrists, by the thighs, his body clamping hers.

“No. You and I aren’t done yet.” He drove her hands to her sides, her wrists sinking into the dunes.

“You keep saying that, but we’re more than done, SEAL man, now that we’ve screwed.”

“Ah, ah, ah. No dirty words for what we do.”

“Stop this.” She turned her head to the side.

“Aw, honey.” He kissed a tear from her cheek. “I don’t think you’re done telling me about this new job.”

“I am,” she said petulantly. “Get off me.”

He ignored her to do what he had in mind in the kitchen. He was going to fuck her and love her, then fuck her and love her once more. For a long time to come. Nuzzling behind her ear, he whispered, “Fine. I’ll talk to you then.”

She tried to buck him off, to no avail.

He stifled his chuckle, knowing she’d knee him. He had to get on with this. “I love you.”

She did not even breathe. He smiled, knowing she had heard and registered his declaration.

“I might have loved you from the second I saw you in that godforsaken hellhole in Egypt. You were so brave, so eager to please me, so happy to see me. So weak, so sweet. I loved you.”

Although she didn’t turn her head to look at him, she was breathing again. A very good sign.

“For two days, you and I worked like we’d been born to each other. Little did we know then, we’d been born for each other.” He kissed the corner of her beautiful quivering mouth. “You knew it. I felt it. I could see it in the way you never argued with me.”

“Ha!”

A little bit of sass was a good thing. Meant she was herself again. “I could see it in the way you obeyed me.”

“Cooperated,” she corrected him.

“Yeah, baby, cooperated. Just like now, you’re always ready to cooperate.”

She took a glance at him then, all fire and smart ass broad in her large green eyes.

“I love you, Kim. I love that you realized we had to be together.”

“You did, too,” she offered, sounding amazed. “You didn’t have to come see me in sickbay. You could have just written me off as an operational detail.”

“You, sweetheart, are no detail.” He tilted his hips, showing her proof with his stiff shaft. “I didn’t have to come visit you in Washington, either. But I had to see you again. Had to see with my own eyes that you were well. Had to see my how my beautiful hostage had recovered and become her gorgeous self again. I’m glad you arranged this. Glad Coyote helped you.”

“You wouldn’t have come to visit me again, would you?”

“No.”

Tears dribbled down her temples now. “Oh, Zeus. Don’t let your job get in the way of living the rest of your life.”

Hell, he felt moisture sear his own eyes. “I see now I don’t have to do that. Correction. With you I don’t have to. You’re strong enough to do this with me.”

She choked back any more tears, her green eyes twinkling in the brilliant sunlight. “We’re a helluva pair, Zeus.”

“Yeah, only one thing more we need now to make an incomparable team.” He narrowed his eyes at her, urging her into the admission.

“Let go of my hands, Zeus.”

When he did, she wrapped her arms around him, her legs, too, and surrounded him with all the tenderness he wanted in this life. “I love you, Jesus Rodrigo Calderon. I love you. As you are, what you are, wherever that takes you. Always, I will love you.”

He took her mouth in a ravishing claim, hard and deep, fast and sweet. “Welcome to Team Calderon, Kimberly Stansfield.”


Epilogue

A freak three-foot blizzard had stopped all traffic, pedestrian and mechanical, this afternoon in the nation’s capital. Zeus stood at the window of his and Kim’s fifth floor condo on Connecticut Avenue and stared down at the deserted street. The snow had started soon after six a.m., just after Kim had left to go to work eight blocks away. On Sunday mornings, her network would send a car for her, but today was a Tuesday and she had decided to walk. Arriving safely, she had called him to let him know she was at the studio and fine.

“Don’t worry!” she had chided him. “I liked the exercise. Needed it.”

“You’ll call me after your appointment with the doctor?”

“I will! Promise!”

But she hadn’t. Couldn’t. In this storm, cell phones were dead and landlines were on the fritz, too.

He had wanted to go with her for the check-up, but she’d firmly refused. “I am not an invalid. I just have to have my blood work done. I don’t faint. I don’t cringe. I am a brave ball-buster.”

Yeah. His brave ball-buster was tearing up the Sunday morning airwaves, too. Her ratings were off the hook, inspiring her network bosses to offer her an anchor’s job on weekday mornings. For that, she would have had to move to Manhattan. She had refused.

“To stay close to me,” he acknowledged.

He had not persuaded her to do it. In fact, she had told him from the day she got the offer, she was turning it down. “I want this marriage. I love you. If I can do work I prize and be with you, I am not giving anything up, but adding to the quality of my life and yours—and ours.”

He smiled, then took a sip of his coffee with his good arm and searched the street for signs of a tall blonde lady in a cashmere grey coat and black boots. But there was only a speck on the horizon walking up the sidewalk. He squinted at the sight. Couldn’t tell if it was her.

“Make dinner. Be useful, Calderon.” He strolled into the kitchen, Harry on his heels before plunking down by the floor-to-ceiling window. This room never failed to send a big shiver up his spine every time he came home from a mission. His mother called the room catedral gigante. Gigantic cathedral. His sisters shook their heads and told Kim it was a good thing the place was huge so he could fit in.

He had been surprised how well the two of them fit together into her world. Careful to introduce him as a member of the regular Navy, Kim kept his profession suitably on the down low. They never told anyone he was the SEAL who had rescued her in Egypt, which followed Navy regs for mission secrecy. He mingled well with her friends and acquaintances.

She, except for seeing his Arapaho Team in whole or part over the past two and a half years, had always fit into and accepted his world. Hands down, she was his prize for living well. And for hazardous duty. He glanced at the sling cupping his broken arm and winced.

Eyeing the veggies he had taken from the refrigerator, he told himself he better get chopping so that his caldo would be ready for dinner. A chilling day like today was the best to eat his soup. But the arm, broken on the last op when he misjudged a climb up a rock face and fell, was slow to heal. Coyote and Jagger had pulled him to safety, jabbing him with enough pain killers from their crash kits to hold him until they got onto a carrier.

“Smashed in three places,” the doc had told him later in sickbay. The next doctor he’d seen in Little Neck had told him it was healing nicely. But. Big But. “Writing you out for three months until you heal. Go home, see your wife and check in at Bethesda Naval Hospital for checkups and rehab, where they will decide when you’re fit to return.”

Now here he was, cocooned in snowy D.C., cooking, even knitting and getting regular loving from his smoking hot wife of two years.

He picked up a knife and set to work on the meal.

When the soup began to simmer, he walked over to the bar and poured himself two fingers neat of scotch. The door opened a while later as he sat in the living room in front of the fire, one of his own hand-made afghans over his legs. Harry napped by the hearth. Zeus put aside the book he’d been reading and called to her.

“Hey, babe. In here.” He began to rise, his dexterity still off by the lack of use of his left arm. “Hang on, I’m coming.”

“Stay where you are,” she told him. “Let me get my boots off and go to the bathroom. I’ll join you in a minute.”

He sat back down and waited. He heard her make her way from the foyer to their master bedroom, heard the toilet flush and then…nada.

“Where are you?” he called. “I am lonely in here.”

When she waltzed in, wearing a forest green silk negligee and matching robe. Sans shoes, she did a full modeling job that had his cock appreciating her style, then she sat next to him on his right side and cuddled up close. “Missed me, huh?”

He flung his arm around her and pressed her to him. “You bet. You’re cheeks are all ruddy and, let’s see.” He kissed her soundly. “Your lips are cold as Alaska.”

She shivered beautifully. “I have other parts of me that are all hot and bothered. Interested?”

He pursed his lips, then ran his gaze over the curve of her breasts and down to the translucent folds of her sumptuous gown and robe. “Couldn’t fight me off with a bulldozer.”

“Good. Because I have a proposition for you.”

“No, no. First you need to tell me what the doc said.”

“I’m good. Platelets are normal. Still at pre-Egypt and kidnapping levels. That’s nearly three years now.” She seemed excited, but pensive.

Why? “What gives here?”

“I am healthy.”

“Good.”

“I have been for so long that I asked him today if I could do something rather adventurous.”

His heart raced. If she wanted to go back into the field, he was going to shit a brick. He would never say no or prohibit her from doing whatever her heart and head desired. Still, he had issues with her returning to roving reporter. He knew it was selfish of him, but when he went out on an operation, he was able to go with a clear mind that she was in Washington, safe and sound at home.

Okay, so Washington might be some asshole’s dream target city some day for terrorism, and Kim, knowing her, would want to cover the story. But if the boys over at NSA and the CIA and all the other alphabet soup organizations did their jobs well, Washington would remain a safe city. Here, Zeus never had to worry about her. Not beyond the ordinary stuff of traffic tie-ups and snowstorms.

“Adventurous, huh?” He tried to make light of the word. “What’s your idea of adventurous?”

“Well,” she said coyly, picking at her silk gown. “I have been offered a book deal.”

He snorted. “Love of mine, that’s not adventurous. That’s down-in-the-mines grunt work.”

“Yeah, but I want to do it. The first would be a look at Egypt. Not our story, no. Classified info, and all that. But a socio-political analysis.”

“Sounds wonderful.” He winked at her, then pressed her close. “Tell me more. I’m eager to learn so I can take you in the bedroom and strip this lovely stuff right off you.”

She beamed at him, her hands blazing a wonderful trail over his chest and down to cup his cock. “Terrific. My idea of a snowy night at home with my honey.”

“Keep talking, babe. I’m all ears.”

Unzipping his fly, she took his fully erect shaft from his trousers and bent over to suck him hard and full into her lush mouth. “I’d say your ears have nothing on this bad boy.”

“Yeah, and you’d better hurry with the your news or this bad boy will take over.”

“Hmmm.” She hummed on his shaft, driving him nuts, making him long to return the sweet favor and put his mouth on her wet pussy. “I didn’t tell you until I had more details about the offer, but it is a lot of money for sixty thousand words.”

He put a finger to her cheek and let out a laugh. “That, I know, is not why you’re interested.”

She decided to play with his balls, caressing them. “You do know me well.”

Yeah. I do. He shifted, allowing her more room to caress him. “Honey, you will have me shooting my wad before we’re done talking. Either stop this or quickly—quickly—tell me what is the draw?”

“The doctor says I am really well.”

“Okay.” He frowned at the flames flickering in the fireplace. “Now I know my brain is broken along with my arm. Why are we back to your doc, if we were talking about a book deal?”

“Because if I’m writing a book, I’m sitting at home or at the Library of Congress doing research or I’m flying to New York for a day or so to interview sources. Yum,” she cooed as she licked his slit and took drops of his pre-cum onto her talented tongue.

“Yum yourself, babe. Now stop this. Look at me. Christ, pretty lady, you are one huge tease and I love you.”

She smiled at him. “Yes, I know.”

“What should I know?”

“If I am writing a book, my schedule is my own. Not that I would slack off, because you know I rise and shine at six, alarm or no.”

“Kim!”

“Okay. Here it is. My oncology doc says that if we want to, I can get pregnant.”

There was the other shoe dropping. “I see.”

She worried her lower lip. “I wanted to bring it up for discussion.”

Because we never really have. So much else to consider like careers and daily schedules and risks to your health. “I’m glad you have.”

Her luminous eyes widened. “You are?”

He ran his fingers into the wealth of her wavy tresses. His wife. His everything. “Absolutely. I knew one day we might talk about this.” I hoped you might be well enough that we could consider it.

She got up on her knees, like a kid delighted with a gift. “And you’re willing to?”

“Willing. Able. Don’t have any predetermined ideas. Want to hear what you think.”

Her expression went all sweet and mellow. “Sounds like you are planning for a mission. Collecting facts and opinions.”

“Maybe. But talking with you about anything is easy. And when I’m here and we can, if I’m not talking to you, I am damn well fucking you. Correction. Making love to you.”

“I know.” She sank down in his lap, all curled up nice and tight against his heart where she should be. One of her hands stole up to twirl his long hair around her forefinger. “I love you, Zeus.”

“Let’s go to bed, babe.”

She pushed back and examined him. “Don’t you want to talk more about this?”

“Sure. But I’ve missed you all day. It’s cold outside. You need warming up and I am the man to do it.”

“You’re really in no hurry to talk about this?”

“Are you in a hurry to decide?”

“No, I want us to go through all the issues together.”

“Me, too. While I’m on leave, we have at least two more months to talk about this. Maybe more. We have lots of time, months and years, when you might want to walk a baby carriage and I might no longer be a SEAL. We’ll change, grow older, wiser maybe. But you and I are never going to be done.”

Grinning, she got to her feet and put out her hand to help him up. “I love when you say that.”

“Come on then, Mrs. Calderon. Let me repeat it in bed.”
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