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Chapter One

ICE: Key West

As Syndra Banks read the brief text her body went haywire. Her pulse raced, chest grew tight, stomach flip-flopped and a wave of cold sweat raced from her head all the way down to her toes. But then Ice always had a profound physical and emotional effect on her.

First up was the inevitable rush of excitement, the thrill of knowing he was all right, had survived another dangerous mission, and wanted to see her. Then the anger and irritation set in. After not hearing from him for seven long months, he sent a text summoning her, assuming she’d drop everything and run to him. Then again, she always did.

She ached to do just that—see him, touch him, kiss him. Get naked with him.

He’d warned her from the beginning. Ice hadn’t sugar-coated anything. He’d been upfront, told her in that cold and concise way of his exactly what being with him meant, the sacrifices required. Very limited contact, little or no notice of when he’d be available to see her, no details of where he was or what he did.

“The only easy day was yesterday,” Ice had stated. The SEALs motto. “There’s nothing easy about loving a SEAL.”

Therein lay the problem. She’d done the most stupid thing imaginable, traveled straight down the road to heartbreak. Regardless of countless warnings issued by her head, Syn’s heart had gone and fallen ass-over-teakettle for a Navy frogman who went by the rather apropos call name of Ice. A sharpshooter who killed with cold precision.

And once again, Ice had managed to shoot her carefully orchestrated plans to hell, not with his rifle, but a few swift keystrokes.

A chirping sound alerted her to a new email message. An encrypted message that could only be opened with a special program Ice’s buddy remotely uploaded to her laptop. Top secret code the general public didn’t even know existed. Without opening the message, she knew it contained the address where he’d be staying while the team was on standby. Writing the information down was a big no-no. She’d have to memorize it quickly because within sixty seconds of opening the email there would be no trace of it left on her computer or any server. Same went for the text, which had already disappeared.

Syn closed her eyes, took a deep breath. “I can’t do this anymore,” she informed her laptop.

She had to end their pseudo relationship, make a clean break, sever all ties with the sexy, dangerous man she loved because he couldn’t be what she needed. No more endless days spent worrying, dying to be held in his arms, to hear his gruff voice whisper in her ear. Next month she’d be thirty-four, and her time for having babies was running out. She wanted a husband, a real family, a couple of kids and a dog. Things she’d never have with Ice. Not that she had any other candidates waiting in the wings. She refused to look before first ending it with him.

This meant Ice had once again turned her life upside down. She’d have to rearrange her schedule to go see him, make love one last time, then end it and get her life moving forward.

With a heavy sigh, Syn called out to her assistant, “Karen, reschedule the Miami shoot. Push everything back a week.”

“God dammit! That fucker’s timing is impeccable. He does this shit on purpose. I know he does.”

Karen did have a point. Ice going on standby did coincide with quite a few of her scheduled cover model shoots. He’d let her know in no uncertain terms how much he disliked her working for an erotic book publisher, snapping pictures of hot young guys in various states of undress. In turn, she’d made it clear that being with her a handful of days once or twice a year gave him no say in how she paid the bills. They’d agreed to disagree on the subject.

Surely the timing was coincidence. How could Ice possibly know her schedule or keep track of her while on deployment? Then again, he did have connections with some super scary techno types. A shudder raced through her as goose bumps rose on her skin and Syn cast a surreptitious gaze around the office. Did he have someone watching her?

Nah! She shook off the crazy idea.

Since their heated argument over work, she’d had several new clients contract her services out of the blue, keeping her schedule booked. A prestigious interior design firm, an exclusive private music school, and even a pet shelter. She chose not to dwell on the fact that the women who ran the businesses all had husbands, brothers, or fathers in the military. Another coincidence? She wasn’t sure she believed in things happening by chance.

Syn shook her head. There were too many odd occurrences piling up to discount. This had been the first opportunity she had in months to squeeze in time for the hunks, which was what pissed Karen off. Her assistant looked forward to flirting up the models. Karen’s continual muttered complaints, however, were getting on Syn’s last nerve.

“Can the bitching and make it happen.”

“Seriously? I don’t get how some terrifying terrorist hasn’t managed to slit the jerk’s throat yet.”

Syn tried to ignore Karen’s all too familiar grumblings. Her childhood friend-turned-assistant had never met Ice but held a huge grudge over his uncanny ability to turn their schedule, along with Syn’s heart, upside down.

“Do you have any idea how hard it is to change dates on city permits? Dealing with bureaucratic red tape is so not part of a fluffer’s job description?”

Covering her laughter with a cough, Syn debated the idiocy of having hired her snarky friend when the workload had become overwhelming. Interacting with the handsome steroid-laden models had thrust Karen’s hormones into overdrive. She lived for each and every chance to get close to them. Good thing she’d never met the gorgeous men of SEAL team Arapahoe. Poor girl would be blown away. Syn hardly managed to form a coherent sentence when surrounded by the whole team and chalked it up to an overdose of testosterone short-circuiting her brain.

“Give it a rest already. For the final time, I am not shooting porn and misting the models with water does not make you a fluffer.” She bit back a smile, refusing to reveal her amusement.

“Does too,” Karen stubbornly insisted under her breath. “I so totally fluff those studs up. And as if you are such a high and mighty professional. Ha! You shoot people for a living then take them into dark rooms and blow them up.”

Rather similar to Ice’s job.

Okay, that one was too funny to hold back her laughter. “I’m not paying you to provide comedic relief. Get to work.”

Karen might complain while doing it, but she’d efficiently get the job done. Syn ignored the rest of her friend’s ranting and instead focused on how she wanted to handle the situation with Ice. Picking up her iPhone, she entered the passcode, tapped the screen a few times, and soon stared into his breathtaking blue eyes.

He had no idea she’d snapped the candid picture, yet another no-no when it came to Ice. The man had serious issues about having his picture taken. Syn hadn’t been able to resist the urge to capture the somewhat grainy contraband image she cherished above her perfect studio photos. She’d caught a rare unguarded moment in time. His rough-hewn features were relaxed, harsh angles softened by a few days beard growth, sensual lips curled with the slightest hint of a smile. His heavy-lidded eyes were free of the shadows often clouding over the blue and were instead filled with intense hunger as he casually observed her.

Gazing at the picture had gotten her through many long, lonely nights and gave her the sense of connecting with him when thousands of miles separated them. Silly, but the photo was her personal crack, an addiction she refused to give up. There was no twelve-step program for getting over Ice.

Being with him in person, looking into his calm, cool eyes, and saying the words to end their eight year relationship was going to be the hardest thing she’d ever done.

****

Watching the antics of idiot civilians dressed-to-entice as they vied for notice in the noisy and crowded bar briefly amused Master Chief Sam Westervelt, but nothing distracted his attention from each new person entering the door. The team had arrived in Key West only a few hours ago and already everyone was out letting off some steam. While he appeared relaxed, if somewhat detached from the Friday night debauchery surrounding him, he was ever aware and alert. That’s how he got his code name—Ice.

Hell, even in a bar he limited his exposure, positioning himself where he had a clear view of his surroundings. He knew the placement of every window and door with predetermined escape routes should anything go down. Off duty and his hands still itched for the weight and shape of his rifle as he mentally picked out the choice vantage points, calculating distances and angles of trajectory. Had he been outside, he’d have estimated the wind speed and factored it into the process.

So without turning his head, Ice knew the moment she walked through the door. He sensed the distance closing between them, judging the remaining space by the increasing strength of the tingling in his spine. They’d been apart for months, yet his awareness of her was instant and complete, crackling in the very air. While inside his head every instinct screamed for him to take action, outwardly he remained a placid, unreadable surface.

He hadn’t been sure she’d come. Not after witnessing the pain piercing her expressive green eyes the last time they got together and the team got recalled less than twenty-four hours later. She hated his lifestyle, the endless months alone not knowing if he was dead or alive. He couldn’t blame her. Being with a SEAL was not an easy life.

The team all knew Syn and catching sight of her, Jagger tipped his beer slightly in Ice’s direction in a silent show of support. He shared a close bond with all his brothers, none more so than Jagger, the only other soul who knew what Syn’s arrival did to him. Inside, he trembled with the unadulterated joy of a five year old with a bright balloon on a string in one hand and an all-day sucker in the other.

She moved with innate sexual grace, her curvy body gliding along the path that opened up before her, thick waves of mahogany hair swaying around her face and cascading over those lush breasts. Every man in the room was aware of Syn walking by, casting appreciative glances her way and mourning the lack of attention they got in return as her gaze never deviated from a single-minded focus point.

Trip muttered, “Lucky bastard.”

Ice agreed. He was one hell of a lucky bastard. If things went his way, before long he would have everything he’d ever wanted. He just had to toe the line a little longer.

Swiveling on his barstool, Ice almost swallowed his tongue when he got a good look at her. Most of the women in the place wore thin stretchy material that barely covered their asses and left half their breasts exposed. In contrast, Syn’s dress covered from shoulder to just above the knee, leaving only her tanned arms and lower legs bare.

Oh, what a dress. It consisted of an ivory sheath covered by yarn sewn in intricate patterns. He remembered his grandmother using hooks to make circles she put on tables and stuff. Um…it might be called crochet, but he could be wrong. Not that the name mattered when the ivory material demurely draped Syn’s voluptuous body. The dress accentuated her curves and hinted at all the magnificent treasures he’d find as he slowly slid it over her soft skin.

His girl didn’t need torturous high heels to show off those mile-long legs either. She wore sexy, strappy flat sandals, no jewelry, and minimal makeup. The result was a relaxed and natural beauty that heated his blood and had saliva pooling in his mouth.

“Ice,” she acknowledged in a chilly tone. Her gaze swept over the few Arapahoe team members in the bar, nodding a curt greeting to each man.

Uh oh. Was she still mad over their disagreement about the male bimbo cover models with the fake steroid muscles? Or was something else bothering his normally sweet-tempered girl?

Only time would tell. Syn didn’t give up her secrets easily or quickly.

He stood, offered her the stool, his gut tightening as the hem of her dress drifted higher on her thighs when she crossed her legs. Damn, he wanted to leave now. Right now.

To hell with social niceties, he wanted to take Syn someplace private and spend the night wrapped around her closer than the sultry dress. Wring a dozen orgasms out of her until her voice turned raspy from crying out in pleasure. Wrap his fingers in that thick, dark hair and pull her head back, bearing her neck to his mouth. Slam into her tight, wet pussy from behind, each punishing thrust of his hips cushioned by her full, heart-shaped ass.

She probably wouldn’t be happy if he simply picked her up, put her over his shoulder, and made a beeline for the door. But he’d sure be happy. A lot happier than he was at the moment since he had no idea what to say. Not that he ever said much.

“How’s work?” Lame. “And that nympho assistant of yours?” Oh yeah, smooth. Really smooth.

Syn arched her brow, and a slight smile teased the corners of her sweet lips. “Karen’s fine. Sends her love. Says she hopes a terrorist shoots your balls off.”

A growl rumbled through his chest and vibrated low in his throat. He knew they were friends—didn’t understand why—but one of these days… Perhaps his recent training in interrogation techniques would be useful after all. Ice wisely kept quiet the homicidal thoughts of all the ways he’d enjoy torturing the annoying woman. Karen was fiercely loyal and protective of Syn, earning his grudging acceptance.

“You want a drink, Syn,” Jagger asked, making Ice roll his eyes. He’d been trained to be still, silent, stealthy and lethal. Charming people wasn’t in his nature or skill set.

“No thanks, Jagger.”

“How about a dance, beautiful?” Trip recanted and held up his hands in surrender when Ice’s hard stare locked on the idiot. “Umm…maybe another time.”

Syn swiveled on the stool, her legs brushing his thighs as she placed a hand on his arm and tugged until he leaned closer. “Can we get out of here,” she whispered as if reading his mind.

Visions danced in his head of taking her to the luxury waterfront estate a movie star friend of Dagger’s let them borrow. All the blood left his upper body as he pictured stretching out over top of Syn on the massive four-poster bed in his room.

Or better yet, he’d love to get her naked in the glass and marble enclosed shower with hot water pouring over her satiny skin from the eight showerheads. Soap up his hands and glide them over all those seductive hills and valleys. Pin her to the wall, wrap her long legs around his hips, and fuck until he couldn’t stand upright anymore.

And the spectacular pool. He wanted to take her for a moonlight swim in the cool waters of the free-form pool that curved around behind the house. Then they could stroke their way to the dark, private grotto for a dip in the hot tub.

Fuck yeah!

Syn’s hand flexed, fingers tightening on his arm. “We need to talk.”

All calm, cool, and collected, she uttered the four simple yet most powerful words in the English language. Words capable of striking fear in the heart of the fiercest male warrior. He suddenly felt like an awkward fourteen-year-old on the first day at a new school. His balls shriveled and his dick deflated. Ice heard an engine sputter then the heavy whining descent of a plane going into a death roll, plummeting straight for the ground, followed by an Earth-jarring impact as his arousal crashed and burned on the beach. Hell, he hadn’t even worked his way up to imagining having sex on the beach before she’d shot him down in flames.

Searching for a means of escape, his gaze connected with Jagger’s. The pained sympathy in his teammate’s eyes had Ice pissed off and anxious to stare down a target through his scope then drop the fucker with a fatal shot right between the eyes.

Glancing down into Syn’s troubled green eyes, he manned-up and said the only thing he could. “Okay, babe. Let’s go.”


Chapter Two

Leaving her car parked at the bar, they walked across the street, slipped off their shoes and let their toes sink into the powdery-white sand still warm from the sun. Syn took a deep breath of the salty air and sighed as some of the tension eased out of her shoulders.

Ice dropped their shoes next to a bench, interlaced his fingers with hers, and headed toward the water. For a while, they walked in the bright moonlight at the water’s edge, sharing a companionable silence. In no hurry to broach the subject weighing on her mind, she simply soaked in the romantic atmosphere while her fingers yearned for the weight of her camera.

The dark blue velvet was covered by a sky dotted with millions of bright stars. Gazing across the shimmering water, she made out the shape of an oil tanker on a slow journey across the horizon. Gulls squawked and waves broke gently on the shore, creating beautiful phosphorescent sprays of surf. Tiny crabs scuttled back and forth, racing to beat the rush of water and complete their nocturnal tasks.

“How long?” She didn’t have to elaborate. He understood.

Ice shrugged. “Supposed to have a week.”

Supposed to rarely happened with the SEALs. Somewhere on his person would be a pager that could go off at any moment. Being on standby literally meant the team stood at the ready for their next mission, whatever and wherever they might be needed.

“You?” he asked.

“Same.” Syn wasn’t much of a talker herself, one of many things they had in common. She wondered if she should just get through the hard part, tell Ice it was over and head home. Spending a few days in his arms would only make breaking it off harder. But she wanted those days. She’d missed the way his big arms sheltered her, his strong body making her feel safe and protected, the perfection of her soft curves fitted along his hard planes as if they’d been created specifically for each other.

She missed the sex. Hours of hot, sweaty passion as Ice took her body to euphoric heights of ecstasy over and over again. The tireless pounding of his hips, the flex and play of all those powerful muscles, the exquisite friction of their bodies joining as one entity compelled to discover the ultimate pleasure a man and woman could create together.

And she missed the talking. While making love was the one time Ice vocalized his feelings and gave himself to her completely. A flash fire broke out beneath her skin merely recalling how his voice would turn raspy the more explicit his pillow talk became.

Ice stopped walking, pulling her to a stop beside him as a deep, masculine moan reached her ears, followed closely by a feminine whimper. She had no trouble recognizing the sounds of sex. Someone was getting busy on the beach. Not a bad idea.

Ice started moving toward the shadowy area where the sounds originated, tugging her hand. What the hell was he doing?

“Ice,” she whispered, “stop.” She made a futile effort at resisting with little hope of keeping more than six feet of solid muscular male from doing exactly as he wanted. “We can’t,” she tried. “That’s private.”

She might as well be talking to the sand for all the good it did. Ice wasn’t listening. He turned her direction only long enough to put a finger over her lips before tugging her deeper into the shadows alongside a cabana. He stopped at the edge of the wooden structure, reached back, and pulled her flush against him. Her entire body softened and melted into the rigid wall of muscle. Too bad their clothes were in the way. She’d enjoy the position much more if they were skin to skin.

“Harder. Fuck me harder,” a woman panted.

A man grunted, and she heard the distinct sound of naked bodies slapping together. The thrum of arousal that had filled her since walking into the bar and seeing Ice took an express elevator straight to full-blown lust. Her breasts swelled, areolas puckering as her nipples hardened, heat pooled in her abdomen, and moisture dampened her panties.

Between the solid wood of the cabana and firm wall of man, Syn couldn’t see. But Ice could, dammit. “If we’re going to be voyeurs, let me see,” she complained.

The fingers digging into her hip released their fierce grip while still holding her pressed against him. Syn shifted toward his side, gritting her teeth at the friction created as her nipples slowly slid along his torso. By the time she slipped under his arm with her front molded to Ice’s side, she panted for breath right along with the other woman.

She glanced toward the sounds and felt her feet become rooted to the spot while her head called for immediate action. They shouldn’t be watching this very intimate, private moment. Not that she could walk away on legs that had suddenly turned boneless or with feet that refused to obey. Like rubberneckers passing a horrific crash, she could not look away.

The erotic tableau before her sent Syn into a thermonuclear meltdown. Her blood heated, soaring through her veins, roaring in her ears. A man stood gloriously nude in the moonlight and glow from a security light, staring down at the woman who knelt before him, blonde head bobbing as she sucked his cock. His hands were tangled in her hair, guiding her movements and his hips kept a steady rhythm, fucking her eager mouth. A second man knelt behind the lucky woman, grasping her small breasts in his hands, rolling her nipples between his fingers as he fucked her from behind.

Holy hot naked beach blanket ménage, Batman.

The two men worked as a team, timing their thrusts in a rapid, steady tempo. Each forward plunge from the man behind her drove the woman onto the cock shuttling between her lips. In turn, the cock in her mouth propelled her backward, impaling her pussy on the other large shaft. Back and forth, her body strung tighter than a bow, nearing the snapping point.

Syn was on fire. Parting her legs, she ground her neglected pussy against Ice’s jean-clad hip at the same pace the trio set. With each breath, her aching nipples grazed his torso, creating delicious friction that sent electric fingers of sensation arrowing toward her hot, wet, and erect clit.

The woman whimpered, and Syn bit the inside of her cheek so she didn’t echo the sensual sound. She shared the woman’s building need to orgasm.

Ice remained a motionless wall of muscle as he raptly watched the trio, barely seeming to breathe. She had no idea how he could hold so completely still and not buck his hips as she trailed her fingers down his abdomen and over his jeans to massage his straining erection.

She wanted all that hard thick length pounding into her, possessing her as the two men possessed the woman, filling her body with his. Wanted it more than her next breath but hell if she’d walk away before the grand finale.

Shamelessly grinding herself against Ice, she anxiously watched the three lovers. Any moment now, one or more would succumb to the pleasure, unwittingly sharing the blissful moment.

As one the trio began moving faster, their sounds of pleasure rose, carried away on the gentle breeze, moving ever closer to culmination. Syn felt a connection to them, a shared determination to reach a common goal. She longed to see their faces in the grips of pleasure as climax raced through their sweat-dampened bodies.

Her own overheated flesh careened at breakneck speeds toward the pinnacle. Her clit throbbed in time with her rapid pulse, the abrading friction of cloth over the straining nub causing the walls of her empty pussy to spasm.

Struggling to suppress the moan that welled up in her throat, her gaze slid from the wet cock pounding into the woman’s pussy to the nipples receiving delightful attention to the cock she hungrily sucked with hollowed cheeks, up the rigid male torso to land on a blazing set of dark eyes focused directly on her.

As she greedily drank in the vision of their joined pleasure, he did the same, devouring hers.

“Come with us.”

She had no trouble reading his lips. Us. He’d mouthed us. Her gaze shot to the kneeling lovers, and sure enough, all three watched her as she watched them.

“Come now!” the second man mouthed. The implied command in the hard set of his features sent Syn soaring over the precipice. Her pussy convulsed, and she threw back her head, no longer worried about remaining quiet, moaning out her orgasm into the sultry night, grinding herself against Ice, trusting him not to let her fall.

Her cries were echoed by those of the trio and the pulsing of Ice’s cock beneath her fingers as he silently joined the erotic orgy of rapturous release.

A combination of panic and tender emotions tightened Ice’s chest as he glanced down at Syn’s slumberous, sated expression. Christ, he really was losing his edge.

He hadn’t been able to resist investigating the sensual sounds coming from behind the cabana. An eyeful of the titillating scene had been enough for him, but when he would have turned and walked away, Syn started rubbing her sweet, hot pussy all over him. Her arousal had spiked his, and once her slender fingers squeezed his dick, any thoughts of leaving the threesome behind fled his brain, which shutdown. That was the crux of what disturbed him so deeply now.

A few months shy of turning forty and having twenty years military experience under his belt. Fourteen full years of intense training and precision work as a SEAL had honed his senses to a razor’s edge. He was always aware of his surroundings, on guard, and prepared to handle any threat.

And yet, he’d let Syn’s amorous response to some public sex override all his training and leave them vulnerable. Not once during that sexy little scene had he checked their six. An enemy could have waltzed right up behind him and taken them out.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Keeping an arm wrapped around her for support, he hustled Syn to the road and into a nearby bicycle taxi, giving the driver the address to the bar. To hell with their shoes. He’d pick them up tomorrow if they were still where he’d left them.

During the short trip, he mentally traced the start of his decline in discipline and focus back almost a full year. Dressed in layers of thick camouflage in the middle of a desert, holding the same position for endless hours in the sweltering Sudan heat waiting for his shot. His mind had drifted from the mission, becoming filled with visions of Syndra nude, golden tanned skin a beautiful contrast to black sheets, a satisfied smile on her lips as she slept after several hours of intense lovemaking.

Jagger’s harsh voice had crackled through the comm unit in his ear demanding his status and startled Ice back to the mission. His sharp gaze, enhanced by the high-powered scope, watched in stunned horror as his target’s armored vehicle sped away, kicking up a thick concealing wall of desert dust.

The team hadn’t suspected or hinted that he’d fucked up. His awareness never faltered, and he did not miss a viable shot. They presumed some unknown condition had made the shot impossible because ice ran through his veins and nothing broke his concentration. Ever.

Then the team’s subsequent standby had gone complete and total FUBAR. Syn and he had been in the middle of a heated argument over her work for the erotic publisher with the steroid jerks when his pager had gone off. Less than twenty-four hours into their leave and the team had been recalled. He didn’t even get the chance to kiss her before jumping on a helo and heading off for a cluster fuck assignment that had lasted seven long months. And on that assignment, history had almost repeated itself.

Ice shook his head. Daydreaming about Syn in the midst of a mission had already cost him one kill shot, letting his team down and making months of hard work useless. Continuing to do so could cost him a team member. He couldn’t live with that on his conscience.

Syn squeezed his arm, derailing his train of thought. The bike’s bell rang out as the slow moving taxi made its way through light pedestrian traffic. “Talk to me, Ice. What’s happening?”

He didn’t have answers for her any more than he had for Jagger when the other man asked the same question. Their arrival back at the bar saved him from responding. He paid the driver and held out a hand for her keys. She didn’t say a word, just handed them over. Less than ten minutes later, they stepped into the massive foyer of a multi-million dollar Spanish hacienda right out of Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous.

He didn’t give Syn time to soak in the splendor of the mansion, all but pushing her up the curved marble and wrought iron staircase and down the hall to the room he’d laid claim to earlier. She didn’t protest. Their all too brief romp on the beach must have left her as hungry as he.

It had been more than a year since they’d had sex. While he wanted to spend hours worshiping her gorgeous body and pay homage to her spectacular curves, if he didn’t get inside Syn soon, he’d go crazy. The wait had been way too long.

Slamming the door, Ice engaged the lock and turned to find Syn dragging the soft ivory dress over her head and tossing it aside.

“So beautiful!”

Thick waves of mahogany hair spilled over slender shoulders, ripe dusky pink nipples peeking out from between the silky strands. She hooked her thumbs in a tiny pair of ivory lace panties. With a shimmy of her hips, the material floated down her legs and fell to the hardwood floor.

His cock sprang back to life. Only Syn had the power to short-circuit his control. For fuck’s sake, he was a SEAL, his body a finely honed and conditioned weapon that didn’t even sweat without his permission. But when it came to this one woman, his body didn’t respond to his commands. She held the reins.

“It’s been too long, babe.”

She nodded, which caused her hair to sway, granting him tantalizing glimpses of those incredible beasts he all too often daydreamed about.

“Need you,” she purred. “Now. Right now.”

He couldn’t agree more yet he didn’t move. For endless moments, he could only stare at her, drinking her in, quenching a fathomless thirst he hadn’t known dwelled inside him.

Mine.

The word rolled around in his head and took root. She was his, and this was where he belonged. She understood, shared the same affliction, and wasn’t happy about her need for him. He could see it in the taut line of her shoulders and rigidity of her spine. She lifted her chin fractionally higher as if daring him. Another man might have been intimidated by the challenge she presented. But he wasn’t most men and Syn was his.

Primitive urges sprang to life demanding he take action, grab Syn, drag her to his bed, and prove his claim. Never let go.

Syn stood next to the bed naked, ready and waiting, staring at Ice. He didn’t move a muscle, didn’t even twitch. “Ice?” What the hell was he doing?

His cool blue eyes had softened, and she glimpsed vulnerability in the deep pools. She’d seen it before, a brief flash of emotion quickly subdued. The stronger the emotion the more rigid control he exerted upon himself. Ice did not let go. Period.

She faced the rough-hewn soldier. A cold-blooded predator who could take down whatever target he was assigned without blinking an eye. A man without a single weakness, hell bent on establishing his superiority.

That really shouldn’t turn her on.

Her legs trembled, and she locked her knees to remain upright. The man before her was a prime male, strong and sensual, confident in his ability to master any test, including her. When Ice went all primal SEAL like this, it flipped a switch in her. Here was an uninhibited conqueror, every delicious hard-muscled inch of him. Someone worthy of her. A man to hold onto. To fight for.

She didn’t want to quietly accept coming in second anymore, but how could she possibly win out against his team and the Navy?

He maintained that irritating edge of cold detachment. The implacable restraint fed her fantasies, chaining her to him in ways she wasn’t sure she’d ever escape. It was why she came running whenever he called. And it was why she’d fallen so hard. Such tight, indomitable constraint made her want to get inside him, under his skin, and push him to lose all that disciplined control.

She’d come close to succeeding once a year ago, which only fueled her desire because Ice unrestrained and wild was an irresistible force of nature. She thrived on his tender loving but craved his raw sexual abandon.

He was her every fantasy come to life. Silky, jet-black hair that had gotten a bit shaggy, softening his rough-hewn features and intense blue eyes. And that rockin’ body, all sculpted sinew without an ounce of fat. No matter the situation—fighting, playing, or making love—he knew exactly how to use that hot amazing bod to its best advantage.

A tendril of unease skated along her spine as he advanced on her. She took an involuntary step back. The action had the same effect as running from an enraged bull. Ice surged forward, grabbed her around the waist, and took her down. They landed heavily on the bed, his bulk pinning her beneath him.

Syn lifted her chin, arched her brow, and stared straight into his eyes, throwing down the gauntlet. Tempting the devil.

He didn’t just pick it up, he demolished it with a kiss intended not to seduce but to capture her soul. Dominant, demanding, powerful. And it was working. His fingers tangled in her hair, slanting her head, taking command. Taking her. His lips claimed hers, his tongue thrusting and withdrawing, a preview of the sex to come, and her pussy grew desperately wet in anticipation, preparing to receive him. His lips devoured her essence, obliterated reason and resistance. Not that she resisted when it was what she wanted. Needed. To be taken over, consumed until she became an integral part of him. One he couldn’t easily walk away from.

He stole the breath from her lungs, replaced it with his. Took her cries and passion, returned them threefold. He filled her senses, drugged her with his supremacy, intoxicated her with his potency, turned her wanton and reckless, like an addict, crazed and wanting more. Willing to do anything to get her fill of him.

The material of his touristy Hawaiian shirt abraded her nipples, reminding Syn that while she was bared to him, Ice had yet to remove a single piece of clothing.

To hell with that.

Fisting her hands in the hideous shirt, she pulled once, twice, nothing. He pushed up slightly as she let loose a primal roar and pulled a third time, thrilled by the satisfying rending sound accompanied by the soft thud of buttons hitting her torso.

His eyes closed, a muscle ticked in his tightly clenched jaw, and a harsh breath hissed from between gritted teeth as he struggled for restraint. God, he was magnificent. The sight of him fighting what she did to him, aroused to the point of pain and holding himself in check, ignited her like a match to gasoline. Her need for him redlined.

Wrapping her arms around his neck, she dug her fingernails into corded sinew and bared her teeth. “Don’t you fucking hold back from me,” she gritted out.

His eyelids snapped open, and that sharp gaze locked on hers, searching for the truth in her words. A frighteningly wicked grin slowly curved his sumptuous lips upward. “Fuck yeah, babe. Let it out. Take what you want. What you need.”

She met his feral gaze, knowing she was courting trouble and diving in headfirst. “I want you, Sam. Every bit of you.”

He tensed a little when she said his name, considered her for a moment then his grin kicked up, turned megawatt voltage, dazzling her. “You think you can handle all of me?”

“Bring it, Master Chief.”


Chapter Three

Ice felt the thin veneer of civility protecting the rest of the world from the pure animal within shatter. She’d done it now—succeeded where all others had failed and pushed past the limits of his restraint.

Syn wanted it all? He hoped she didn’t regret it in the morning because there was no turning back.

He dragged the remnants of the shirt from his chest. Christ, she had no idea how much ripping at his clothes turned him on. Dragging her claws from his back, he wound the tattered material around her wrists and had her tied to the headboard before she knew what happened.

Syn gave a hard tug, testing the bonds, but didn’t protest, and the glint of challenge in those big green eyes remained intact.

“Mine,” he declared.

She was getting every possessive caveman inch of him. He seared her soft skin with his heated gaze and thrilled in her whimpers as she writhed beneath him. She panted for breath causing those full, stunning breasts to jiggle enticingly.

“Say it.” He needed the words. Had to hear her admit she belonged to him.

“You’re mine,” she taunted.

Every muscle tightened as his temperature rose, heated blood pounding within his veins. Continuing to push was a bad idea. Obviously she came to the same conclusion because Syn gave in to his demand.

“And I’m yours.”

Three little words and the hard shell of ice surrounding his heart melted faster than a Popsicle on the fourth of July.

He gave her his weight, holding nothing back. Fell on her like a man starved, ravenous in his hunger, determined to devour her, take her into himself and make her a part of him. Cupping her breasts, he kneaded and plumped, squeezed her nipples between his fingers, tugged to give her that sharp erotic bite she enjoyed. Surrendering to whim, he pressed his face between the pillowy mounds, rubbed his beard-stubbled jaw over her sensitive skin and blew out a hard breath, motor boating her tits. Juvenile, yes, but this was him, raw uncivilized and off the chain.

A hard nipple pressed against the corner of his lips. Turning his head, Ice sucked it into his mouth, drawing hard, taking as much of her as possible. He swirled his tongue, tasting each little bump around her areola before pinning her nipple against the roof of his mouth and raking his teeth over the distended peak. Keeping her breasts pressed close together, he moved between her nipples, licking, sucking, and nibbling her delicious flesh in a relentless barrage on her senses that had her hips rocking restlessly into him.

“Ice,” she cried. “I need you.”

Pushing up on his arms, he stared down at her flushed face, flashing his most devious grin. “You got me, babe.” She had more of him than she realized.

Syn groaned. “Your cock. I need your cock. In me. Now.”

“Oh, yeah?” He rose on his knees, popped the button of his jeans, and lowered the zipper. His cock sprang free, and he wrapped a fist around the aching length, watching her pupils expand with desire, that greedy green gaze observing his every movement.

Walking on his knees, he advanced until he reached her shoulders then leaned forward, brushing the damp tip over her kiss-swollen lips. “You want it here?”

In response, Syn sucked his crown into the wet warmth of her mouth, swirled her tongue around the ridge, probed the slit, and tickled the sensitive underside. Fisting the base of his shaft, he threw back his head, and a strangled sound erupted from his throat. Christ, she had such a talented mouth.

He glanced down at her hollowed out cheeks as she sucked hard, attempting to draw in more than he gave. Too bad he had other plans and he’d have to deny her.

As he pulled back, she attempted to follow, straining her neck. His cock left her mouth with an audible pop. Syn’s look of utter disappointment almost made him cave in and give her what she wanted. Feeding her his throbbing dick and letting her suck him off would have been so easy and felt incredible, but she’d pushed him too far for easy.

Instead, he scooted back and settled his shaft into her generous cleavage, cupped the sides of her breasts and pressed them together. “How about here? Is this where you want my cock?”

Her saliva coating him eased the way as he thrust, enjoying the lewd sight of his ruddy crown popping up between her beautiful tits with each forward drive. He could come all over her chest then rub his cum into her satiny skin, marking her with his scent. But the possessive act would satisfy him on a base level only. They both had to have more.

Scooting farther down the bed, he lifted her long, slender legs, pressing them against her chest, which canted her pelvis in the perfect position to pound every throbbing inch of his cock into her tight cunt. Simply looking at the swollen pink folds glistening with her juices drove him crazy. An animalistic rumble started low in his chest, reverberated through his throat and erupted as a rough howl.

He rubbed his shaft in her abundant cream, coating himself with her essence and lined the helmeted crown at her fluttering entrance. Ice took a deep breath, closed his eyes—

Beep, beep, beep, beep, beep.

The shrill summons from the pager attached to the waistband of the jeans still hugging his hips had a stream of virulent curses pouring from his lips. Not wanting to see the look on her face, Ice stared down at the point where his cock, notched at the gates of heaven, shuddered and started to deflate.

Only four more months.

The mantra echoed in his head as he released Syn’s legs and grabbed his electronic leash. As he scanned the readout, his curses became more creative and vile. He finally met Syn’s eyes, not surprised to see the green orbs had turned cold as she shook her head.

“If you are going wheels up don’t untie me. I have no desire to end up behind bars for assaulting a SEAL.”

Ice sighed, closed his eyes, and counted to ten, adding another ten for good measure. It didn’t help, frustration still raged within him.

He opened his eyes to the erotic sight of Syn tied up and desperate to be fucked. The temptation to ignore the summons was nearly irrepressible, but he couldn’t. Not this message. One of his guys was down and needed an evac. A SEAL never left a man down.

After tucking his wilted cock back into his jeans, Ice reached up and untied Syn’s wrists. “No, babe. Not wheels up. It’s Jonesin’.” And his former team member had picked Ice to call. No way would he let the man down.

Her entire demeanor changed. Syn sat up, stared deep into his eyes for a moment and shoved him. “Then get your ass moving, sailor.”

She’d always had a soft spot for the team’s corpsman. When Jonesin’ had come back after long months of therapy with half his leg gone, replaced by a prosthetic, she hadn’t treated him with pity or as if he’d lost a damn thing. She’d walked right up to him, looped her arm through his, headed toward the waiting boat, and reignited their long-standing waterskiing competition.

“Don’t think you’re getting any special credit for going up on only one ski. Hell no. Same rules apply, Jonesin’,” she’d sneered. “You’ve got to stay up longer than me if you want a shot at taking my twenty bucks.”

Ice’s heart had done backflips in his chest as Jonesin’ stood a bit taller and some of the tension eased out of his shoulders. Regardless that he’d yet to attempt skiing with only one good leg, he took her challenge and upped the ante.

“Twenty bucks, ha. Those were last year’s rates. The stakes are higher now, Synful. Gonna cost you double to watch me last at least ten seconds longer than you do.”

She’d arched her brow and pushed for more. “Hell, why not make this really interesting. Stay up fifteen seconds longer than me, and I’ll make it fifty.”

Jonesin’ had shot Ice a wicked grin and asked, “Is she good for fifty?”

Ice hid his smile and teased, “Don’t trust her for a second, man. She earned her nickname the hard way.”

With a conspiratorial wink, Jonesin’ turned back to Syn. “You’re on!”

The corpsman had walked away with some of his old confidence back even though he hadn’t won the bet that afternoon. He’d given it his best and never backed down. Syn hadn’t gone easy on him either. She had bested her own record. And Ice had ended up loving her more than he’d thought possible.

He brushed a quick kiss across her lips and climbed out of bed, fighting to hold back the declaration eager to roll off his tongue, offering his own taunt instead. “Get some rest, babe. You’re gonna need it.”

Her brow lifted. “Promises, promises.”

****

A layer of sweat coated her overheated skin. Syn shifted, kicking at the blankets. The air she breathed was thick and humid. Had the damn a/c died? She’d have to get up and turn on the ceiling fan.

No. No ceiling fans. They freaked Ice out, sounded too much like helicopters.

That thought brought her awake. Her eyes popped open as callused fingers pressed her thighs apart and a wicked tongue took a slow journey up one side of her slit, bypassing her clit, and gliding down the other. She moaned and bucked her hips in an attempt to get that tongue where it would do the most good.

Anxious to guide her lover, Syn reached for his head only to be pulled up short by whatever he’d used to tie her wrists. An attempt to wrap her legs around his shoulders had the same result.

Ice’s devilish chuckle washed over her in a cool gust of breath that failed to alleviate the intense heat blasting her core. “Sleep well, babe?”

She snorted. I only sleep good when you’re in my bed.

A contented purr vibrated against her pussy lips. Crap, had she said that aloud? Ice had a way of disintegrating her self-preservation instincts. Then she remembered why he’d gotten out of bed in the first place. “Jones okay?”

Ice’s dark head lifted, his piercing gaze meeting hers over the length of her body. “Getting there.”

She worried about the corpsman. Losing a limb was hard on any man. For a physically powerful and active SEAL, it was worse. Very few made it through the grueling initial BUD/S training. For those who did, acquired physical limitations could be devastating. But Aiden “Jonesin’” Jones was one hell of a tough, driven man. If anyone could bounce back, becoming even stronger in the process, it would be him. Still, she knew how hard it was for him each time the team deployed, leaving him behind and out of the action.

“Hey,” Ice grumbled. His lips closed around her clit and sucked, driving all thoughts of other man right out of her mind. Lips, teeth, and tongue—all were used with devastating skill, consuming her. Syn surrendered to the pleasure he wrought on her soft flesh. His hands slid under her ass, lifting her to his hungry mouth, and he shoved his tongue straight up her pussy.

She cried out as spasms rippled over the sensitive tissues, pulling at the hot tongue fucking into her over and over. Her hips bucked, and she squirmed beneath his assault as he determinedly lapped up everything she gave him then demanded more.

“Don’t hold back from me,” he grumbled.

Yeah, as if she could deny him anything.

Ice’s attention moved to her clit, his teeth capturing the small bundle of nerves. His tongue lashed her pulsing nub as two thick fingers plunged into her pussy. He said something unintelligible, generating shockwaves that vibrated all the way to her core. At the same time, his fingertips located her sweet spot.

Her thighs clamped on his head as every muscle tensed for a long suspended moment.

“Fuck, yes,” he moaned.

That was all it took. Syn sailed over the precipice, carried away by colossal waves of ecstasy crashing over her. He didn’t slow down. Continued strokes of his tongue over her clit extended her orgasm almost to the point of pain, and everything else faded away.

Breath blasted from her lungs as Ice rose to his knees and hilted his cock in her still spasming pussy. Each panted breath delivered the intoxicating scent of their sex. Her muscles clenched and released as he slammed into her and pulled out. So deep, stretching her full.

Ice belonged there, pounding into her again and again without pause, fingers digging into her hips, holding her in place, his pelvic bone grinding against her clit. Thrust by punishing thrust, his hips pistoned like a well-oiled machine, battering her senses. He propelled her back up to the brink and held her there at the edge of mindless insanity.

His smoldering gaze bore into her, begging her to join him. “Again,” his raspy voice demanded. “Come for me again. Come all over me.”

Bolts of molten lightening shot through her belly as her body followed his command. Her hips jerked frantically, and her head rolled from side to side between her straining arms.

“That’s right, Syn. You’re mine.” He slammed into her with more urgency.

She screamed as her world exploded, her body arching off the mattress, supported by only her shoulders and heels along with Ice’s firm grip. The shattering spasms ripped through her pussy, which sucked at his cock. She felt every ridge of his pulsing heat bathing her womb as he joined her, filling her with his pleasure.

As she floated back down to earth on gentle waves, reality crashed over her. He hadn’t worn a condom. Ice always took care of that, was adamant about it. Terror spiked her blood pressure through the roof. Her heart raced, her head spun in dizzy circles as numbness made her weak and cold sweat shivered over her skin. She couldn’t breathe, and her chest ached with the complete loss of control.

She wasn’t worried about disease. All the guys went through frequent, rigorous medical testing. And she wasn’t concerned about pregnancy since her birth control shots were up to date. What scared her was how this would affect the future she longed for.

Reaching up, he untied her wrists, her arms flopping uselessly to the mattress. Ice took her face in his big hands. His intense eyes captured her panicked gaze, seeming to read her chaotic thoughts.

“That’s right, Syn. No going back. You’re mine.”

His arrogant smile ratcheted up the fear in her heart as she wondered what the hell being his meant.


Chapter Four

Sleek red fiberglass cut through vibrant blue water smoother than a hot knife through butter. Four powerful motors propelled the cigarette boat at exhilarating speeds, forcing the bow high and dropping the stern down low. From her spot lying on a cushioned stern pad—what the guys referred to as a bimbo pad—Syn savored the spectacular view.

Shaggy jet black hair molded to Ice’s head and streamed out behind him. Wearing only a pair of low-slung trunks put more than six feet of sun-kissed skin and corded muscle on display as he piloted the craft. He was blessed with a classic V-shaped masculine torso, those broad shoulders tapering down to trim hips.

She never got tired of looking at him, especially when he was relaxed and in his element. A megawatt smile had settled over his sensual lips the moment he spotted this sweet beauty of a boat from the bedroom window and hadn’t disappeared since.

How the hell was she going to say goodbye and live with never seeing him again?

No, she wasn’t going to think about that now. Their day of playing in the water had been wonderful. She wanted to enjoy it, kick back, and live in the moment, cherish this special time while it lasted. There would be plenty of time to dwell on things later. An entire lifetime.

Ice throttled back as they neared a no wake zone. He eased the boat under a bridge and up to a dock, powered down, and jumped out to tie down. She glanced at the patio of the waterfront restaurant, smiling when her stomach grumbled. Ice had to be psychic because he always knew what she needed before Syn did.

She pulled on a comfortable maxi dress over her bikini and slid her feet into sandals. Ice met her at the starboard side of the boat, clasped his hands around her waist and lifted her to the dock. He slid her down the length of his body, her hands trailing along his sculpted chest. Too bad he’d put a shirt on or she would have gotten more enjoyment out of copping a feel on the way down.

As they were seated, her cell chirped. She glanced at the caller ID and sighed. Reality calling. “It’s Karen. I’ve got to take this.”

Ice nodded.

Swiping her finger over the screen, she lifted the phone to her ear and didn’t even get to say hello. Karen was in full gripe mode. “Do me a favor and punch that big jerk in the mouth. You have no idea what I’ve been dealing with.” Her assistant prattled on about scheduling conflicts for the cover models, trying to talk to anyone official on a weekend, and issues with the city permit. Feeling a headache coming on, Syn pinched the bridge of her nose. If she didn’t shut her down, Karen would carry on for hours.

“So when will all the models be available?”

“We have to shoot on Monday and Tuesday.”

Crap, her week with Ice just went up in smoke. She’d have to drive home in the morning.

“Fine, file the permits. I’ll meet you in the studio late tomorrow afternoon to prepare the equipment.” She watched Ice’s face as she spoke. His expression stayed the same, revealing no emotion while her stomach churned with anxiety. “I’ll text you when I get back.”

Ending the call, she dropped the phone into her pocket. Appetite gone, she picked at a salad while he devoured a massive hunk of rare steak, a loaded baked potato, grilled vegetables, salad and an entire basket of rolls. And yet, when the dessert cart rolled over, he had the look of a man who hadn’t eaten in days instead of mere minutes.

Syn blinked and glanced around at the strings of white fairy lights draped overhead, creating a romantic atmosphere. When had darkness fallen? She’d been so deep in thought she missed the sunset. The waitress set a cup of coffee along with a slice of tiramisu in front of her. She didn’t remember ordering dessert.

Ice silently sipped his coffee and watched her. When she met his laser blue gaze, he tipped his head slightly.

“Welcome back.” He shifted his chair closer. “Want to talk about it?”

Syn shook her head, attempting to shake off the oddly disjointed sensation as the present slowly settled in around her. She wasn’t sure where her mind had traveled or for how long. “Not really.”

He accepted that without complaint or pressing. Picking up a fork, he scooped up some of the decadent dessert and held it toward her.

Syn opened her mouth, closing her lips over the fork, never breaking eye contact. The flavors of velvety mocha, sweet pastry, rich coffee, and a tantalizing hint of liquor exploded across her tongue. Her toes curled, and a soft sigh passed her lips as Ice pulled the fork free.

Oh, she liked it when he got playfully seductive. Two could play, and she was definitely up for some provocative fun. Forgoing the fork, she swiped a finger through the creamy top layer and extended it. His hum of anticipation wafted across her hand as his lips parted and he drew the digit into the warmth of his mouth, swirling his tongue around the tip and sucking at the sweet confection. The heated moisture pulling at her finger sparked a corresponding tug in her lower belly.

Slowly drawing back, he released her finger and dipped his own into the dessert. The exchange continued, casual seduction quickly turning into urgent need. It wasn’t long before she ached for him, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid, a fine layer of sweat covering her skin, reflecting the fire burning in her blood.

“Ice,” she moaned. “I need.”

His hand shot up into the air. “Check.”

No sooner did the waitress hand him the bill than he pulled out a wad of cash, handed over several bills along with a generous tip and rushed Syn back to the boat. He had the lines untied and castoff before she’d even settled onto the padded seat.

“Long cruise, was it, sailor?”

His desire-filled gaze pinned her to the chair. “Always too long without you, babe.”

As the boat cleared the no wake zone, he went full throttle, the loud roar of the engines making conversation impossible. He didn’t go far, turning into a secluded alcove within a few minutes. She wasn’t surprised. He always had a plan.

Syn took a deep breath and allowed the quiet serenity to flow through her. With the engines off, she could hear water softly lapping at the hull and the hum of crickets from the shore carried on the tropical breeze. Moonlight glinted off sparkling water and sand of the small island surrounding them on three sides. It was very peaceful and unlikely that they’d be disturbed. Perfect.

Ice barely noticed the anchor’s descent as it broke the surface with a pop and gurgle then dropped to the ocean floor. All of his senses were tuned in to the siren a few feet away. Her head rested back, neck arched as she stargazed, long waves of dark hair cascading over the seatback shining with a silver glow from the moon.

He understood what this trip meant to her, for them. Syn intended to end things. When they made love, she would be saying goodbye.

Or so she thought.

He had other plans. Ones he’d have to speed up. To do that, he was going to have to grow some balls and fast.

For the past year, he’d intended to ask Syn to wait for him, hold on until he could retire and get married. Every time he started to broach the subject, his heart raced out of control, his palms sweated, and a huge lump filled this throat.

Fucking wuss!

Someone had asked him once what he felt when he pulled the trigger and took out a target. He just shrugged and said, “Recoil.” Taking a life, battling the most extreme conditions, putting his body through hell—it was his job. He didn’t have trouble sleeping, and his conscience didn’t trouble him. He was ice cold. Nothing fazed him.

Nothing except one beautiful, curvy woman who held his heart in the palm of her hand. With Syn around, he felt a wide array of intense, deep emotions. She melted the ice running in his veins, turning it into a lusty river of molten lava.

For ages now, looking toward the future and getting out of the Navy all revolved around her. She was everything he’d never known he wanted, needed, and so much more. The mere idea she might say no had the power to bring him to his knees when nothing else ever could. Not even the knife that had slid between his ribs and punctured his lung a few years ago managed to bring him down. Syn had the ability to disable him with one word.

The fact she’d be leaving him in the morning to go take pictures of the dumbass models chapped his ass. Wasn’t as if she needed the money. She came from a well-off family and had a freakin’ trust fund she refused to touch. He grudgingly understood wanting to prove herself and make her own way in the world, but that didn’t mean he had to like the way she went about it.

Yeah and unless he found some guts and asked her to marry him, he didn’t have a say in a damn thing she did. Not that he’d dictate how she utilized her creative talent once they were married. He didn’t operate that way. He trusted her without exception. But not the puffed up models. He didn’t trust those horn dogs not to make moves on his woman. Hell, what red-blooded man—other than his team—would resist the temptation that was Syndra Banks?

With some luck and a prayer, soon to be Syndra Westervelt. Oh, he loved the idea of that.

No more wasting time. He dropped his trunks, sat down on the bimbo pad, pulled the shirt over his head, and tossed it aside. “C’mere, Syn.”

She lifted her head and swiveled the captain chair around, her gaze skating over his bare torso before stopping at the hard length of his cock jutting out over his abdomen.

“Mmm,” she purred. “Impressive weapon. Is it loaded, Master Chief?”

“Cocked and loaded for ya, ma’am.”

“Well, now.” She rose gracefully to her feet. “That’s an offer I can’t refuse.”

As she walked toward him, she fisted her hands in the loose dress, pulled it over her head, and dropped it along the way. Stopping with their toes touching, she planted her feet and stared into his eyes while untying the strings holding flimsy triangles of material in place.

Each movement slow and deliberate, she placed a knee next to his hip, grasped his shoulders and brought the other knee up, straddling his thighs.

“I’m sorry I can’t stay longer.”

He placed a finger over her lips. “No apologies. You’re here with me now. Tomorrow will take care of itself.”

She nodded, twined her fingers in his hair, and brushed her lips over his. Holding his aggressive side in check, he allowed her to play. Syn sipped at his lips, her tongue sliding out to tangle with his in a sultry, irresistible dance. Sweet, tempered passion. He took everything she gave, savored the tender femininity and silken desire. And all for him.

He held onto her hips, a gentle grasp, anchoring him to her as she played. Slender fingers skated over his shoulders, traced the line of his spine and one of his scars, slid between their bodies to tangle in the sparse mat of hair on his chest. Light butterfly touches that somehow reached deep inside, rocking him down to his soul.

She rubbed all those glorious curves against him, dragged distended nipples over his chest, rocked her mound against his painful erection. Ice didn’t know what he’d done to have such an amazing woman in his life, but he would never take a single moment with Syn for granted. She was his reason for waking up each day, the force that drove him to fight in an attempt to make the world a better place. For her.

His career hadn’t started out that way. Over the years that had changed. She had changed him, made him want to be a better man. All for her.

He’d lay down his life for hers without a moment of hesitation or regret. So surely, he had the strength to give her this, allow her to take control and make love to him. He struggled to remain still.

“Ice.”

Her hand wrapped around his shaft, and she lifted her hips, fighting for the right position that would permit taking him into her body. Gritting his teeth, he tightened his grip on her and lifted Syn over his cock. She shifted her hold, notching his crown at her entrance, green gaze meeting his.

“Take what you want, what you need, babe. I’m all yours.”

“Only…need…you!” She panted the words and started a protracted, torturous slide, engulfing him in the hot, tight clasp of her pussy a fraction of an inch at a time.

Christ, she was killing him. But he’d go with a huge smile on his face.

She shifted, and her walls spasmed, the gentle ripple of her flesh around his drawing a groan from his throat. He sought a distraction, mentally running through the various components of his rifle, the detailed process of disassembling, cleaning, and reassembling the weapon that was an extension of him.

Another inch, she’d taken only one more inch. He dropped onto his back and crossed his arms over his eyes to block out the provocative vision. It didn’t work, the image of Syn’s absorption in pleasure, white teeth biting her lower lip, the slight sway of her full breasts as she ruthlessly controlled her descent was still there, burned into his brain.

He tried running through the team’s top ten wanted list, vital statistics and faces failing to take his mind from the brutally slow impalement. When he got back on base, he should talk to the commander about adopting her tactics for interrogations. After only a few minutes of such excruciating torture, the hardest revolutionary would surrender all intel, along with his mother, first born, and anything else required to end the misery and bring on blessed release.

A SEAL is in complete control at all times.

Yes, he was a SEAL. He would stay in control, remaining passive while she drove him out of his ever-loving mind.

Three-fourths in, almost there. Breathe, he demanded of his lungs.

Just as he drew in a shaky breath, Syn suddenly dropped her hips, sheathing the rest of his aching cock in one fell swoop and sucking the air right back out of his burning lungs. His hips shot upward of their own volition, lifting her with him. She squealed and made a grab at him to maintain her seat.

Pushed past the limits of endurance, Ice flipped them over and started pounding into her. He wanted to make slow, tender love to Syn, but there was nothing for it now.

“Oh, yes,” she panted. “So good. Harder. Faster. More.”

Thank fuck she was right with him because his discipline had fled under the weight of blinding hunger. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass as she moved with him at a fever pitch, matching him thrust for thrust.

He wanted further inside, to become a part of her, pound his way straight into her soul the way she’d imprinted herself on his.

A few more months. They didn’t have to wait long, although it seemed a lifetime before they could be together every day. Fuck themselves senseless, sleep tangled up together, and wake up to do it all again. Not even a single night apart, much less the endless months often required for a mission.

“You. Are. Mine.” He punctuated each word by slamming into her. “Won’t ever let you go. Mine.”

“Yes!”

Syn screamed the word as her entire body went taut, her pussy clamping down on his cock for endless seconds until she came apart around him. He didn’t know if her yes was an agreement to his claim or an exclamation of delight for the orgasm that seized her. Didn’t care. She said yes and in his book, that made Syn his.

Her pussy flexed and contracted, sucking at his cock. Ice felt the flare of lightning gather at his lower spine, building to a phenomenal level before shooting through his balls, along his shaft and into her. Giving himself over to the indescribable pleasure, he melted into Syn. He went limp, rolled to the side and tucked her in against him as sated sleep swept him away.


Chapter Five

Beep, beep, beep, beep, beep.

Syn groaned and rubbed the sleep from her eyes as Ice jumped to his feet. Locating that infernal damn pager she should have thrown overboard, he started cursing and pulling on his clothes.

She blinked against the first rays of early morning light, stretching muscles that were wonderfully sore from a long night of lovemaking.

“Jagger,” Ice barked into his SAT phone. “Grab my gear. I’ll meet you at NAS.”

Naval Air Station, Key West. Well, crap. There went her visions of spending a lazy morning making love and talking. The team was going wheels up.

“Spent the night on the cigarette boat. Coming in by water. Have a ride waiting.” He grumbled something low and menacing she didn’t catch. “Well, tell Zeus that I’ll fucking make it in time.”

He’d already pulled and stowed the anchor. Lord, this was happening too fast. They hadn’t talked yet.

Ice sent her a hard glare that required no words. The caveman wanted her dressed so no one else got a glimpse of the goods. As if her bikini covered much of anything. Whatever, she took her sweet time putting it on and got comfortable on the padded seat for what would be a high-speed ride. Team members had a limited amount of time to report in when called to duty. Ice had to race the clock or face an ass reaming from the commander.

A sense of déjà vu came over her as Ice cranked the engines and sped out of the cove. This was too much like the last time they’d been together, racing to get him to a helo with no chance to talk. There had been several times last night she’d considered telling him they were done, but the moment had never seemed right. Now, with the motors roaring and wind whipping around them, talking was impossible.

If she didn’t tell him before he took off, she’d be stuck in the same miserable situation for weeks or even months, which was unacceptable. She had to make a clean break of it so she could go after the life she wanted.

God, how she wished that life could have been with him.

She thought back on the night, making love under the stars with the boat gently rocking beneath them. Riding Ice past the edge of his restraint, then being covered by his huge body as he took command. Waking up as he drove into her from behind, her back spooned to his chest. Balancing on her knees while he fucked her, one hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back, sending an erotic bite of pain through her scalp that made her even hotter. Trying to focus her attention on sucking his cock while he ate at her pussy, nipping with his teeth then soothing the sting with enthusiastic sweeps of his tongue.

Such an insatiable, inexhaustible, and creative lover.

There were brief instances when she would catch an odd gleam of emotion in his eyes. Quick flashes in time when she would have sworn he felt more for her than simple lust. Then he’d blink and his eyes would clear, leaving her uncertain if she’d seen anything at all.

She chalked it up to wishful thinking on her part. She wanted to be more to Ice than a convenient way to blow off steam during downtimes. Conceivably, he could have women all over the world he called upon during breaks, but that ship didn’t float for her. She knew of Navy men who had a woman in every port. Not Master Chief Westervelt. He had too much integrity and preferred anonymity. He wouldn’t tolerate the lifestyle of a player.

He pulled up to the dock where a seaman awaited their arrival, tying off the lines while Ice shut down the engine. As he handed over the keys, Ice growled at the poor grunt, intimidating the hell of out of him. “No joyrides. Take it straight back to the house after you fill up the tank.”

“You got it, Master Chief.” The young man—barely out of his teen years—gave the appropriate response with a disappointed look in his eyes.

Ice lifted her off the boat, and she walked over to the seamen, placing her hand on his arm and leaning in to whisper, “Straight to the house doesn’t mean you can’t take her there at full throttle.” She gave him a conspiratorial wink.

“Ma’am.” He nodded in acknowledgement, his eyes sparkling with the idea of putting the fine vessel through her paces. His new happiness died just as quick as it appeared, and he shrunk back a little.

She turned to find Ice scowling at the poor kid. “Stand down, Westervelt.” Her implacable tone had his icy gaze locking in on her, as intended. “Aren’t you supposed to be in a rush?”

The seaman tossed a set of keys that Ice snatched out of the air without glancing away from her. “Let’s go, babe.” He put emphasis on the endearment. Yeah, as if anyone could miss the big Neanderthal’s claim on her. It went soul deep.

She was so screwed and not in a good, fun way either. Each sudden departure was harder than the last. With each absence, the aching hole in her chest expanded, along with her worry. He’d been on dozens of missions without taking major injuries like Jonesin’ had. How long could his luck possibly hold. Sooner or later, some bad guy would succeed in killing him.

Her butt barely settled on the seat before he threw the Jeep in gear and raced toward the runway. Syn closed the door on her negative thoughts. Ice was too tough to go down. Period. End of story.

The Jeep came to an abrupt stop alongside the runway with a sharp squealing of tires. The pilot had rotored up the big grey Apache already. Zeus, Coyote, Dagger, Ghost, Trip, and Jagger waited near the open cabin door, turning in unison as Ice jumped out of the vehicle and held up a finger to indicate that he needed a minute.

Taking a deep breath, Syn blinked back the tears forming at the corners of her eyes and went to him. Immediately, she was enfolded in his strong arms and crushed against the wide expanse of his hard chest. With his tight grip, she could hardly draw a breath, not that she’d complain. In his arms was her favorite place to be.

He pulled back slightly and stared down at her. Something odd in his expression made her heart seize up in her chest.

Be strong, Syn admonished herself.

“I can’t do this anymore,” she blurted out.

“Wait…Syn.”

They’d both started talking at once, but she couldn’t hear what he said.

“What?” Ice hollered. At least that’s what she thought he said.

“This is ridiculous,” she shouted back. “I can’t keep doing this. It’s killing me.”

Ice glanced over his shoulder at the team. The guys were all antsy, yelling for him to get his ass on the chopper. God, she hated the loud whoosh of the blades slicing through the air and the whine of the rotors, sounds that meant being alone once again.

“Need you…for me. Only…months.”

She caught a few words. Not enough to understand what he suddenly seemed frantic to say.

“I can’t hear you,” she yelled. “Dammit, Ice. This is goodbye. I’m done.”

He shook his head. Next thing she knew, Zeus and Jagger were there, trying to drag him toward the waiting aircraft. Ice fought them hard. She might not be able to hear the words he yelled, but she knew he cursed them.

When the two men were unable to make any headway with the stubborn SEAL, Trip, Ghost, Dagger and Coyote joined in the ruckus, forcing him into a seat and strapping him down tight. Trip yelled out what she figured to be an apology. She didn’t bother to respond. They wouldn’t hear her. Feeling numb, Syn watched it all through blurry eyes filled with tears.

A few seconds after the door slammed shut, the helo lifted, hovering as it turned direction then shot off into the sun. She watched as the grey speck got smaller and smaller before staggering over to the Jeep to collapse in the driver’s seat. Dropping her face into her hands, she gave in to the emotions ripping her apart and had a good, long cry.

Various personnel moved around the runway performing their duties. Thankfully, they let her suffer without interruption.

****

“Let me go. You sorry bastards. I’ll kill all y’all.” Obscenities rolled off his tongue. Ice fought with everything he had, but they outnumbered him five to one. He didn’t stand a chance against team Arapahoe.

His stomach turned to stone in his abdomen as he took in the tears streaking down Syn’s cheeks. He heard only a few of her shouted words. Of course, he didn’t need to hear them. He’d realized they were coming. Coward that he was, he’d hoped the rush to reach NAS wouldn’t leave any chance for them to talk. He should probably thank the team for their intervention, but Ice wasn’t feeling particularly friendly.

Christ, her tears tore his heart out. And like a dumbass, he’d blurted out a marriage proposal knowing full well she couldn’t hear him.

The guys shoved him into a seat, five sets hands holding him down while Trip zipcuffed his wrists and buckled him in tight.

“What the fuck,” he roared. “Cut me loose or so help me God, you’re all going down when I get my rifle in my hands.”

His head snapped back from the solid fist that slammed into his jaw, stunning him and making his head swim drunkenly. Trip slapped a headset over his ears, making communicating in the loud craft possible.

“Shut the fuck up, Westervelt. Not another word. Threatening your own team won’t just get you a dishonorable discharge. It will land your ass in Leavenworth.” Zeus got right up in his face. “I will knock you out and gag you myself before I’ll let that shit go down. So here’s what just went down. With the considerable noise of the helo, nobody clearly heard what you said.” A muscle in Zeus’ jaw ticked. “But keep it up and I won’t be able to save you.”

“Fucking moron,” Jagger piped in. “We were extricating you for your own good. Every one of us reads lips well enough to know what was going down.”

Yeah, he got that the whole damn team knew she’d been trying to blow him off, and he’d tossed out a lame ass proposal.

“Get your head out of your ass, and we’ll remove the restraints before we land.” Trip shot him an evil grin, enjoying the moment a little too much.

The team watched him warily. He kept his teeth clamped tight through the endless trip while working out what to say to Syn. Eventually, he decided to keep it short and sweet, hopefully limiting any misunderstanding. Ice wanted his intentions to be crystal clear.

Dagger leaned over, slid a hand in his boot, and came out with one of his favorite blades. Damn thing was ten inches of curved, serrated steel with a wickedly honed edge. Trusting the other man, Ice held out his arms. The knife slid between his wrists, slicing the plastic cleanly in half.

He immediately reached into his pocket and grabbed the phone.

ICE: Hey

Less than a minute later, his phone pinged.

SYN: Hey

ICE: U ok?

SYN: I guess but we have to talk.

Knowing damn well what she wanted to say his thumbs flew over the keys, tapping out his own message before she could cut him off at the knees.

ICE: Need you to hold on, babe. 4 more months will be at my 20 years.

SYN: I can’t keep doing this.

ICE: STOP. Don’t say anything else. Not one word.

He raked a hand though his hair, took a deep breath, and typed in the most frightening words he’d ever say. Well, write, but same difference.

ICE: Taking retirement. Want to set down roots, start a real life. Get a dog. A house. Have a few kids.

SYN: Sounds nice. U going to get married or have bastards?

“That shit’s not funny.” So much for being clear. Syn had a way of muddling his thoughts.

ICE: No, we’ll get married b4 kids.

She didn’t respond, and after several long minutes, he got worried. His heart thrummed against his ribs, and he broke out in a cold sweat. When the phone finally pinged again, he was afraid to look at her response.

SYN: U SOB! Did you just propose in a text message?

Uh…yeah. What other options did he have while being carried away on a freakin’ helo? The phone pinged again, and he glanced down.

SYN: Dumbass! At least I was waiting to see u in person to break it off.

“Oh, fuck no!”

ICE: Not happening. U R mine!!! U said so.

Zeus edged closer. “Have you lost your mind, Ice. Don’t make me taser your ass.”

He hadn’t noticed the compact device in the other man’s hand. Now, it was the center of his focus. “No, not nuts. Just asked Syn to marry me.” He shot them a nervous grin.

Trip shook his head and mumbled something unintelligible.

“In a fucking text,” Jagger shouted. “You moron.”

“What?” He glanced around the cabin, and every one of the guys looked disgusted. Dagger had even slapped a hand over his face. “As if I had another option. I tried to ask in person, but a bunch of jerkoffs dragged me away.”

Coyote sighed. “You tried to propose marriage by shouting at her on a runway while getting ready to jump in a chopper and leave for an undetermined length of time.”

“Go ahead,” Ghost groaned. “Light up the idiot, Zeus. He deserves it.”

“She was trying to dump me. What the hell else was I supposed to do?”

Dagger’s phone pinged, and he pulled it out of his pocket then doubled over laughing. Zeus snatched the device out of his hand and got a wicked grin on his face. They passed the damn thing around until Ice finally grabbed it away from Coyote, who literally howled with laughter.

SYN: Do me a big favor, hon. Pull out your gun and shoot Ice. Thanks!

Ice didn’t even think about it. He yanked open the cabin door and tossed out Dagger’s phone before pulling it shut again.

Complete insanity erupted. Dagger ripped off his harness and lunged at Ice, who was ready for him. Within seconds, the entire team was out of their seats, fists flying. He distantly heard the pilot’s voice through the headset calmly asking for a medical team armed with sedatives to be on the strip when they landed. Then his headset was ripped away, and he heard nothing other than the loud hum of the helo and the sounds of fists hitting flesh.

As the bird set down, it wasn’t medical waiting for them but the MPs. The entire team was carted off to face the commanding officer on duty. It was several hours before he got the opportunity to pull out his phone to find he had eight messages.

His hands shook, and he dreaded seeing a big fat no on the screen. Idly, he wondered if she’d texted any of the other guys and asked them to shoot him when Dagger hadn’t responded.

Manning up, he tapped the message button.

SYN: Hello?

SYN: U drop that bomb and disappear? WTF ICE?

SYN: Um…you weren’t shot, were u?

SYN: Dammit where the hell are u?

SYN: Ice? Don’t do this to me!

SYN: Fine, k. Yes. That was the worst proposal in history but yes.

SYN: Ice?

SYN: I SAID YES! U aren’t getting out of marrying me now, Master Chief, so pucker up, buttercup. And I want a really, really nice honeymoon in one of those places on stilts in Bora Bora. U paying attention? Call me, dammit!

A huge goofy grin spread across his split lip. He ignored the pain as he looked at the guys, unfazed by the swollen eyes, broken noses, and various other injuries. His voice cracked, and he had to clear his throat and try twice before getting the words out.

“She said yes.”

As one, team Arapahoe rose to their feet, stood at attention, and shouted, “Hoo-yah, Master Chief!”
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