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Chapter One

His first thought upon seeing Sadie Ballew after all these years was that she looked like a blast of sunshine. A million memories, like fine wine, drifted through his mind. Intoxicating. Yeah, he could get drunk just watching her as the Key West sunset lit her curly ginger hair, framing her to perfection, as she fiddled with the stem of her glass, sipped her drink, and glanced nervously toward the boats docked along the Florida shoreline. Ren Ramsey stood at the perimeter of the picturesque outdoor restaurant on Sunset Pier and drank her in.

How many years had it been? Ten? Twelve? Recollecting back, Ren figured she’d been a sparkly-eyed twenty year old with her whole life stretching out for her like a romantic movie where the heroine always got the perfect life with the perfect man and two or three beautiful, well-adjusted kids. He’d been…well, best not go there. The bottom line was she’d been a friend when he’d most needed one. Steadfast, loyal, sweet, and funny. That was Sadie.

Unable to believe she was here in the flesh, Ren tried to swallow the lump in his throat. Truth to tell, Sadie had always represented light and happiness to him when the reality of his world, both present and past, was pretty much as dark as the pits of hell. Members of SEAL Team Arapahoe would shit a brick if they could see him now and could read his doubts and insecurities. Ghost—big, tough badass, linguist, spy, infiltrator—acting like a coward over a woman.

They’d arrived stateside after a bloody-as-hell mission in Afghanistan a day or so ago, and the whole team had hightailed their asses to Key West for a well-deserved break. Dane Gregory, code name Dagger, had an actor buddy who was filming in Spain and, lucky them, they’d been given carte blanche to stay at a top-notch mansion while they were catching a breather. The place was spectacular and way more than what this poor Oklahoma boy was accustomed to, but he wasn’t about to complain about that. Once the eight members of the team stowed their gear, each had headed off to parts unknown to spend their time in pursuit of great food, some booze, and off the charts sex in no particular order.

They were closer than brothers and overdue for a little hell raising.

He’d hitched a ride with a couple of the guys and now stood outside the driver’s door of a borrowed SUV. Jesus Rodrigo Calderon, aka Zeus, sat in the passenger seat and sent his intense gaze over the occupants of the outdoor café. As astute as it got, he’d no doubt spotted Sadie. A tiny smile pulled at his lips.

“That her?” Miguel Cruz, code name Coyote, slapped a massive hand on his shoulder. “Cute.”

“Yeah.”

“What the hell are you waiting for? Go get her.”

“She’s just a friend.”

Coyote grunted. “Whatever you say, Ghost. If this little reunion doesn’t pan out, look us up in the bar over there. I’m in the mood for a cold drink and a hot woman.”

“Okay. I’ll probably meet up with you later. Zeus, take it easy, man.”

Ren figured he and Sadie would have their reunion, relive a few stories from the ‘old days’ back in Oklahoma, and then he’d join the others for what was left of their R and R before they were called back to Afghanistan or wherever Uncle Sam chose to send them. When Coyote and Zeus took off, he returned his gaze to this sweet little blast from his past. Without warning, she saw him and her bluebonnet blue eyes widened. Her hand went to her throat just as her pink-tinted lips formed his name. That damn lump in his throat got tighter, but somehow he managed to put one foot in front of the other as he moved into the restaurant.

Sadie wasn’t so subtle.

She jumped to her feet, placed her hands over her heart, then wove through the cluster of tables and launched herself into his arms.

“Ren! Ren! Oh, my God!”

Ren wasn’t an idiot. He wrapped his arms around the softest, sweetest curves this side of heaven and breathed her in as her lips found his throat and jaw. “Hey, Beautiful.”

Sadie stepped back, took his face in her hands, and just stared at him. “You look good. No, no let me rephrase that. You look incredible. Different but incredible.”

“I’ve packed on a few pounds in the past ten years or so.”

“Pounds of solid muscle maybe,” she teased. But Ren noticed the slight darkening of her eyes when she sent her gaze down and then up his body. His cock twitched behind the fly of his jeans, and, no siree, that wasn’t a good thing. They were just friends. Right? Finally, she grinned and reached for his hand. “Come on. Let’s have wine and dinner and talk. Oh lordy, how I want to talk with you. You have to tell me everything.”

There was no way he could tell her everything because so much of what he did was clandestine but sit with her? Hell, yeah. Sudden curiosity about her life since he’d last seen her consumed him and he wondered if he’d get a peek at those deep dimples that popped out each time she grinned or if her laughter would be as he remembered. There had been many a lonely night, camped in the rocky hills of Afghanistan, when memories of her had kept him alive and hoping to regain the brightness he’d known so long ago.

Ren allowed her to lead the way to their table. He settled her into her chair, unable to miss the way the silky little skirt she wore clung to the perfect curves of her ass.

Hooyah.

Yep, that was his cock twitching again.

This might shape up to be an exercise in torture, but he was game to see it through. Once he’d taken his place across from her, he reached out to take her hands but was immediately interrupted when a young waiter approached with water, menus, and a welcoming smile. He ordered another glass of white for the lady and a cold beer for himself then pushed the menu aside. “So how are you, Doc?”

“Your mom told you that I finished med school and started a practice, huh?”

Clair Ramsey lived in Arizona now but kept up with the gossip network, and she’d wasted no time in telling him that Sadie had opened a pediatric practice with several other doctors. It hadn’t surprised him she’d chosen that field, and he knew she loved kids. Damn, he was proud of her. “I’m happy for you, Sadie. You’re living the dream. From the time you were just a little squirt you’ve wanted to be a doctor. Do you like it?”

He knew that her affluent parents had expected no less than for their only child to excel in all aspects of her life and, being a dutiful daughter, she had accommodated them and then some. Ever the realist, Ren never planned to have kids of his own but suspected that, if he’d ever had a daughter, he would want the same as Mr. and Mrs. Ballew.

She nodded, smiling. “Yes, I love it. The practice is small but growing.”

“Heard you got married.”

“And divorced.”

“He’s a damn fool.”

Sadie shook her head. “Naw, he’s not. Not really. Tom and I are still the best of friends. It wasn’t his fault that I lacked a particular body part that he happened to need.”

Ren’s brows shot up. Thanks to his mom, he was aware of the marriage, but this was a new twist. “Too bad he didn’t tell you about that before the wedding.”

She laughed. “No truer words, Ren. For a few years after the divorce, I found myself asking every guy I went out with if he was gay. Not a positive thing in the dating world. Good way to find yourself labeled a little nuts.” Sadie shrugged. “Stuff happens, and if nothing else, I’ve learned that things aren’t always what they seem. I’m more careful, sure, but I’m happy.”

Once dinner was served and they dug into their meal of grilled shrimp with all the trimmings, Ren continued to ply her with more wine and some questions, too. As always, what you saw with Sadie was what you got. She was honest and endearing in every way, and he couldn’t help thinking that it would forever be this way between them. Honest. Open. Real.

By the time dessert rolled around, Ren ordered another beer as she bit into a fat slice of Key lime pie. A spot of whipped cream dotted her bottom lip, and he paused, his glass halting halfway to his mouth, as he watched her slowly lick it clean. Instincts long denied rolled sharply through his veins as he imagined the tart yet sweet taste of her. They’d never kissed, never touched, at least in a sexual way, and Ren wasn’t dumb enough to want to ruin a perfectly good friendship despite what his testosterone screamed at him.

Long ago, he’d given up on dreaming. Dreams were for fools, but that didn’t prevent him from wanting to haul her beautiful body close and lay her down on the nearest bed. But Sadie was a forever kind of woman. In his line of work, a guy didn’t mess around with someone like her.

“Mmm. Key lime pie in Key West.” Sadie wore a satisfied smile on her lips as she briefly closed her eyes and dabbed at her lips with a white linen napkin. “I’m so glad Clair told me you’d be here and that you agreed to meet me. A vacation and you all at once. I’m a lucky lady. How long do you have here, Ren?”

Ren tried his hardest to concentrate, but her innocently seductive ways were killing him. He cleared his throat and leaned back in his chair as he studied her. The freckles she’d always hated were still there. Thank God. Like small soldiers, they marched enticingly across the bridge of her pert nose and decorated her cheeks. Most folks would describe her as cute, but she was so much more than that.

Sadie was vibrant. She was all light and energy. In a word, she was special and he’d always known it.

When she smiled, Ren focused on her lips. Big mistake for a man who needed to remain firmly in the friend zone. The image of that lush mouth devouring his cock swam through his mind. Now wasn’t that just downright poetic?

Feeling like the worst kind of lech, he forced himself to return to the conversation. “Only a few days. SEAL Team Arapaho is stationed in Little Creek, Virginia. We just finished a mission and the powers that be gave us a few days to rest up. The group of us flew into NAS Key West and they were kind enough to loan us a couple of vehicles as a courtesy. We’re all staying at a big mansion near here. The place belongs to a movie star who is filming in Spain so the place is ours for as long as we’re here.”

She waggled her brows. “A mansion. Ooh. Impressive.”

He shrugged. “It’s a place to crash, and as long as nobody is shooting at us, it’s all good.” Sadie blanched white, and Ren wanted to rip his tongue out. “I’m sorry, honey. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No, no. Don’t apologize, Ren. I’m not stupid. I know that you put your life on the line every day. I always knew you’d do something amazing.”

Ren looked at her, hoping his disbelief didn’t show in his eyes. “What the fuck, Sadie? I was the son of the town drunk who thought nothing of using his fists on his wife and kid. I had loser written all over me.”

Sadie looked appalled. “Don’t say that! You were never a loser. You just had a hell of a lot of bad breaks, Ren. But I saw through that big, fat chip you wore on your shoulder. You were smart, too. Just look at what you’ve done with yourself and with no help, mind you.”

Going silent, he studied his scarred hands, just another bit of evidence of the violence of his life then looked at the one person on the planet who had ever seen through him. To most folks in town he’d been poor white trash. But not to Sadie. His heart squeezed at the love he felt for her, and he mourned the fact that he couldn’t have been man enough to deserve her. “You were the only person who believed that, honey. That’s the plain, unvarnished truth. Have I ever said thanks for that?”

Instantly, her eyes filled and Ren sharply regretted his words. Taking things into such heavy territory probably wasn’t the best idea. It might be best to just joint the others in the nearest bar and find a willing woman who didn’t know quite so much about his awful past.

He shook his head and swallowed the remains of his beer. “Want to get out of here and take a walk?”

Sadie could feel him pulling away from her, and she didn’t want that. For the first time in forever, she knew exactly what she wanted. The sad, scarred boy she’d known and loved was now a man. No less damaged but so perfect in every way to her that she wanted to fling herself against him, hug him tight, and never let go. The years since she’d last seen him yawned wider than the Grand Canyon, and when she’d learned he would be here in Key West, if only for a few days, she’d sprung into action and booked a flight. It would be a pathetic thing to not reach for what she wanted, to see if he might have feelings other than friendship for her. Sadie knew she was brave. She could do this. Deep inside, she believed she would forever regret not letting him know he was the only man she would ever truly love.

And what a man!

It was more than obvious that Navy SEALs had it all going on. Strength, brains, and a massive love of country. True heroes with enough sex appeal to make any woman’s heart go pitty pat. She certainly wasn’t immune.

That gangly young kid who’d climbed carelessly into her bedroom window when things got bad at home had grown into a beast of a man, all brawn and muscle. Easily six-three, he wore his black hair cut short and a layer of dark stubble covered his strong jaw line. His eyes, solemn and filled with secrets, were a sharp piercing gray rimmed with thick lashes. She wanted to ask him if he was happy. She needed to know if there was any softness left in him for the girl he’d left behind all those years ago. Instead, she reached out and laced her fingers with his. For now, it had to be enough.

“Are you happy?” she asked as they walked together and took in the sites. It was her first visit to The Sunshine State and Key West, and she wanted to take in every last detail. The fact that Ren was here with her was delicious icing on the cake.

Ren squeezed her fingers gently as he looked her way. “Yeah, I guess so. The work is hard but satisfying. Gives me a sense of purpose. It’s a dangerous world out there, and taking out just one more bad guy makes me sleep a lot better at night.”

Sadie shivered. She couldn’t think of a more dangerous and scary occupation. “It’s funny how most of us are worlds removed from what you guys do every day. We get up, go to work, and hang with friends, seldom thinking about how much it costs to keep us free to do those simple things.” She shrugged. “I know it probably sounds lame, but thanks, Ren. You are a real hero, and I personally feel a whole lot safer knowing you are out there doing such an excellent job.”

“It’s a nice thing to say, honey, but there is a world full of heroes out there. Including you. You take care of little kids. Not too shabby.”

Laughing, she stopped in the center of the sidewalk and hugged him. “You’ve always known just what to say to make me feel tons more important than I am.”

An hour later, the sun having brilliantly set over the ocean, Ren walked her to the high rise hotel where she’d booked a room. A restlessness had settled over him, and she was smart enough to pick up on it.

Sadie was the first to admit that she wasn’t an exciting woman. At heart she was a small town girl who lived a life that was far from adventurous. She was ordinary in every way. Why in the world had she so easily bought into the fantasy that she could be enough for a man like Ren? Dumb.

They rode up the elevator in silence, and an uncomfortable tension built between them. He was on leave, and she’d intruded on this precious time off by impulsively traveling here to meet him. Maybe Sadie had hoped Ren thought of her as she’d dreamed of him? Again, dumb! No doubt he was anxious to head off to meet his fellow team members to have some raunchy fun with the ladies. Blow off steam.

Fighting disappointment, she turned to him, trying for all she was worth to ignore the way her belly tightened. Her heartbeat sped up, and she hoped to God she didn’t just burst into tears and bawl like a baby instead of instituting the plan she carefully formulated before hopping a plane here. No, she was going to do it this time. She would lay it all on the line and see what happened. Sadie didn’t plan on becoming an old lady who looked back on her life wondering ‘what if.’

The time for action was now.

“It was good seeing you again,” Ren said quietly. “Want to have some lunch tomorrow?”

“I want more than that, Ren.” There it was. She’d done it. Nervous as hell, she licked suddenly dry lips. Her hands shook so she quickly balled them into fists, trying for all she was worth to shake it off. He cocked his head, his brows coming together in a quizzical little frown. Ren started to speak, but she headed him off at the pass. “I’ve been wondering about something for years now, and I aim to stop the speculating, here and now.”

“Wondering about what, Sadie?”

Now. Now. Now.

Moving into action before she could chicken out, Sadie stepped close enough to smell the clean scent of his body, stood on tiptoe, and settled her cheek against his. “This, Ren. I’ve wondered about this.” Turning her face, she glanced at his perfect mouth and brushed her lips to his. “Kiss me, Ren. If you don’t kiss me now, I think I’m going to die.”


Chapter Two

Sadie had only an instant to stare into his eyes and wonder when she’d turned into such a brazen hussy.

“You asked for it,” he muttered a single second before crashing his lips to hers. His savage kiss stole her breath as he tasted her fully, finally dipping his tongue deep into her mouth. “Pie. Damn it, you taste like pie.”

Going at her like she was a seven course meal and he was a starving refugee, Ren kept right on kissing her. She wasn’t about to complain. No siree. Never in her thirty years had she been touched this way nor had she enjoyed the delightful pressure of such a rock-hard body. Her nipples, flattened against his muscular chest, tightened into throbbing little knots that yearned for an even firmer touch.

Every sexy dream she’d ever had involving Ren coalesced in her brain, and she knew, from his response, he wasn’t going to say no. At least not tonight. Getting closer, taking advantage of the moment, Sadie somehow managed to lift one leg and wrap it firmly around one of his thighs to pull him closer to her sex-starved body. Hard. Was the man hard everywhere?

Oh, heck yeah, he was.

She didn’t have to be a MENSA member to know that.

The juxtaposition of their bodies changed, aligning a bit, but apparently it wasn’t enough for her badass SEAL. Muttering a low sound, he released his grip on her arms and moved it lower until he filled his hands with her butt. He lifted her until her damp pussy pressed deliciously again his cock, thick and hard behind the fly of his jeans.

“Wow.”

His breath swept the surface of her throat. “Yeah.” Ren emphasized the point by dragging denim-covered erection over the seam of her cunt. Then again and again.

Sadie caught her bottom lip between her teeth and clung to his broad shoulders as he dry fucked her. He sucked the flesh of her neck into his mouth and squeezed his fingers on the mounds of her ass. She’d worn a skirt tonight. Good judgment all things considered, and the miniscule panties, wet from her juices, were no barrier against the warmth of his palms as he tested the resilience of her skin.

As if from a distance, she heard the rumbling of the nearby elevator and her eyes snapped open.

Ren gave her ass a final squeeze then gave her a hard look. “Best not scare the chickens, sweetheart. Let’s take this inside.”

She could think of a lot of things she’d like to take inside. Namely his thick, hard cock. What evil imp had taken up residence inside her body to make her think these things? Sadie had spent most of her life being called wholesome and all-American. She was the proverbial freckle-faced, non-exciting type of woman but here she stood thinking about her best friend’s cock pounding deep into her pussy.

Shivering, she felt her feet touch the ground and looked on as Ren retrieved her handbag from the floor and started digging for her room key. Unable to speak or even to breathe as lust beat a quick path through her body, she watched him.

Ren plunged the plastic key into the door and glanced her way. His eyes were dark and mysterious as they swept over her. “Hold that thought.”

Sadie shoved shaking fingers into her tousled hair, pushing it from her forehead. “How’d you know I was thinking?”

“Honey, you’re always thinking. You are a scary woman.”

Scary?

Now there was a thought.

Silent laughter swam through her mind, but then he grabbed her hand and drew her into the luxurious hotel suite. Sure, it had been quite a thing to splurge on, but she figured she deserved it after living in a one-horse town since the moment of her birth. Besides, seeing Ren again was worth any cost, so why not do it in style? The lovely sitting room was shrouded in darkness except for the floor lamp she’d left on. It sat near a bank of windows and the French doors leading to a balcony that provided a glorious ocean view.

Of course, who cared about an ocean view at a time like this?

“Can I get you a drink?” she whispered as sudden uncertainty swept her.

Ren, looking dark, manly and intense, shook his head. “Uh uh.”

“Um. You didn’t have dessert. Want me to order something?”

His teeth flashed white in the semi-darkness, but the smile disappeared as once again he shook his head.

Sadie stared. She licked her lips. Honest to God, she felt herself twitching, and it wasn’t all from the lust his touch had sent coursing through her veins. Feeling like a thirteen-year-old at her first boy-girl school dance, she reminded herself that she was a grown woman and not a kid.

“Stop it, Sadie.”

“What?”

“Fidgeting. You started this business, but I’m going to finish it. Got that?” He stalked to her, scooped her up, and looked straight into her eyes. “Where’s the bedroom?”

She nodded toward the closed door across the room, and Ren headed straight for it. All she could do at that point was hang on for the ride. Giving in, she tightened her arms around his shoulders and leaned into him.

“That’s better,” he murmured as he stopped beside her neatly made bed. “I don’t want you scared and jittery, sweetheart. I want you to feel good.” Once he sat her on her feet, he settled his palm at the side of her face, tracing the corner of her lips with his thumb. “Just leave everything to me.”

Oh boy.

Yeah, she could do that, and Sadie suspected she was in capable hands. Ren was built to give a woman pleasure, and she could sure use some of that. Especially from him. He’d been the star of a gazillion delicious sex fantasies over the years, but this time she didn’t need a humming, battery-operated thingamajig to get her off. Ren was here in the flesh, and if the bulge behind the zipper of his jeans was any indication, he was ready to rock and roll.

Maintaining eye contact, Ren grabbed the small black pager attached to his belt and tossed it to the foot of the bed. “I’m always on call.”

“Hope the damn thing stays quiet tonight.”

One corner of his lips kicked up. “One of the requirements of being a SEAL, honey, but I figure we’ll just push that possibility to the back of our minds.” Then he reached into the back pocket of his jeans and sent a handful of condom packets sailing to join the pager on the bedspread.

“Optimistic.”

“Always,” he said.

Sadie didn’t let herself think of whom he planned to use all that protection with, but she was pretty sure it wasn’t her. Jealousy gnawed at her, but she was a realist. Before tonight they’d simply been friends—assuming anyone could call their relationship simple—and there was no doubt in her mind that Ren and his friends planned to blow off some steam while here.

Well, if Ren wanted to heat things up, call her a tea kettle and turn on the burner.

Nerves skittered down her spine to curl tightly in her belly. Just imagining him using all those condoms, one after the other, made her body cream. Little pulses of sensation coursed through her pussy, reminding her of how empty her life had been without him.

Her Navy SEAL yanked his tee shirt over his head and tossed it aside before going to work on the snap of his jeans. His expression was raw, savage, and intense, and Sadie’s mouth went dry as the rasping sound of a zipper slid through the sudden silence.

He had a body built for sin, and Sadie knew she’d be a gazillionaire if she could bottle all that wicked sex appeal. His chest was hard and strong, sculpted by the heavens just for her. Instinctively she wanted to walk straight up to him and test that resiliency with her fingertips and palms, but she simply couldn’t get her wobbly legs to move. Instead, she could only stand there like an idiot, taking in that beautiful chest and the ridges of his washboard abs. A light sprinkling of dark hair trailed from below his belly button to become lost in worn denim.

Ren removed his shoes and jeans and finally stood there naked. His gaze focused on her, and she had to force her tongue to move enough to speak. “You are so gorgeous, I could eat you up with a spoon.” It was funny how her nerves had suddenly disappeared, leaving behind a demented sex-starved female. Slowly licking every inch of his bronzed skin seemed a very good idea at the moment.

His erection rose high against his belly, thick and hard. Ren fisted his hand around the base, then dragged it slowly up then down. Sadie noted the diamond drop of fluid that seeped from the slit at the head. A muscle flexed in his stubble-covered jaw. Sadie had never seen a man so savage, so primal, and she wanted him more than her next breath.

I want to touch it.

Had she said the words or merely thought them?

“If you touch me right now, I’ll go off like a rocket. Can’t have that. Not yet.” Ren answered that question, obviously spoken, and moved to stand scant inches from her body. “As to eating me with a spoon? Later. Right now, it’s my turn and I’m downright hungry. Hungrier than you.”

Wanna bet?

Sadie shivered despite the waves of heat that swept her, then gasped as he settled his hands at the sides of her neck and kissed her again, deeper this time, harder than before. His tongue moved heavily into her mouth, slanting one way and then the other until she was breathless. Ren sent his hands into action, filling them with her breasts, teasing her tender nipples with the pads of his thumbs.

Wicked sensation blasted through her body from that point of contact. It wound through her core, into her belly to settle deliciously in her empty, aching pussy. Ren knew what she needed and how she wanted it as he stroked erogenous spots she hadn’t known she possessed. His fingers caressed her sides, her back, and cruised tauntingly over her belly. One fervent slide and he was there…just there.

A tiny whimper of need whipped from her lips when he touched her pussy and Sadie’s cry seemed to spur him on. Ren dipped his hand beneath her skirt, slid beneath the elastic of her panties to touch aching flesh that creamed for him. Fingers thrust deep, plunging through creamy flesh that ached for more. Instinctively, her inner muscles tightened with each thrust and withdrawal.

“Ren.”

His name had no sooner left her lips than he drew back, a low curse on his lips, to whip her tee shirt over her head and toss it aside. Her skirt was next, along with her sandals, until she stood by the bed wearing only the skimpiest of panties and her bra.

“Take ‘em off for me.”

Sadie swallowed, wishing she’d managed to shed that last fifteen pounds from her most recent diet. Gathering her courage, she noted the fierce, possessive look in Ren’s eyes and reached behind her to unsnap the hook of her bra. When it slid down her arms, she let it fall to the floor and looked at him with all the bravery she could muster.

Ren’s laser-sharp gaze centered on breasts that she knew were more than a handful. They’d been closer than two people could be while growing up, but this was different. Sexual tension filled the scant space between them.

“You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen, honey.” The words were rough, raw. Expectation of what would come next swamped her, and her always vivid imagination went wild as she slipped her thumbs into the sides of her panties and pushed them over her hips and down her legs. “Hooyah.”

“Is hooyah a good thing?” Sadie’s voice shook.

“It means I love what I see and want to fuck you until you’re screaming my name.” Ren slid a hot look over her exposed flesh and nodded sharply. “Hooyah.”

Blunt. She loved a blunt man and this one in particular. Knowing the time for conversation was over, she stiffened slightly as he grabbed her up and kissed her as if his life depended upon it. He lifted her, wrapped one forearm beneath her ass, and she could do nothing but cling as he devoured her lips, tasted her tongue, and nipped gently at her bottom lip. Her wet, aching sex was plastered to his hard abs, and his erection brushed her ass, but she had little time to enjoy the feel of his body pressed to hers. In two quick strides, he moved to the mattress, reached down with on hand, and tossed the covers to the foot of the bed.

Oh yes!

Flat on her back, she looked up at him through a shadowy light that only served to emphasize his big body. But she didn’t have long to enjoy the show as her senses went on overload. Her fingers actually twitched to touch his rock-hard body.

Ren came over her in the bed, and she met the action with a sigh as all that warm flesh pressed to hers. “I wondered about this,” she said. “You feel so good.”

He didn’t speak. His eyes traced her face, settling on the curve of her lips before he bent to taste them again. Giving in to the strongest desire she’d ever known, Sadie flattened her palms against the bulging muscle of his upper back then sent them lower to the test the feel of all that satiny skin. Touching him this way was the sweetest of thrills.

Lowering his mouth to her throat and shoulders, he then transferred his lips to her aching breasts. The breath she held expelled slowly as her pleasure surged.

“My nipples. Suck my nipples,” she whispered, amazed at her boldness.

Ren made a rough sound before dragging his tongue, his lips around her areola and scraping his teeth over the aching peaks. Wicked sensation tore through her, blasting from her breasts, through her core and straight to her drenched pussy.

Sadie bowed her back against the firm mattress, silently willing him to do what she most needed, and he responded by taking a nipple into his mouth and drawing it deep. The sucking action against the aching bud dragged a whimper from her throat. Her fingers dug into the mighty fine curves of his ass, clinging to him, never wanting him to stop.

Giving in to the demands of her body, Sadie opened her legs wider and swooped her calves over his heavy thighs, and then, arching upward, rubbed her pussy against his hard erection.

“Damn.” The word burst from Ren’s throat as he moved slow and hard against her aching flesh. He continued tormenting her, dragging the heavy head of his erection over her clit until she writhed beneath him. Without warning, he went to his knees between her open thighs and reached for a condom. He’d just brought it to his teeth when Sadie gripped the tiny square and shook her head.

“Not yet. I have to touch you, Ren.”

The condom had to go. At least for now because she couldn’t wait a minute longer to touch him as she wanted. Plucking the rubber from his fingers, she laid it aside then reached for his heavy stalk. It seemed to pulse against her palm as if it had a life of its own. Sadie fisted her hand around it and watched his eyes close as she began to play. Dragging her hand, squeezing and releasing, alternating the pressure, she sent her other hand into action and found his balls. The sacs were hard, drawn up tightly against his body. A low moan broke from Ren’s lips.

“Stop.” He reached down, removed her hands from his dick, then moved low enough to plant his lips on her belly and rest his cheek there. The stubble on his jaw rubbed her tender skin, gently abrading. Sadie caught her breath then released it when he bit gently and sucked that soft flesh into his mouth.

Busy fingers brushed over her inner thighs, drawing little circles that moved higher and higher. Sadie knew she was wet there. Her body had begun to cream with their first kiss in the hallway and hadn’t stopped since. His fingertips inched nearer to her pussy, and he looked up. Their eyes connected over the expanse of her naked torso. “I’m gonna eat you out, darlin’. You ready?”

Ready?

Oh. My. God.


Chapter Three

Sadie’s body made his cock sit up and howl.

From the moment she’d stripped down to all that beautiful bare skin, he’d wanted to jump her sweet bones, thrust deep, high, and hard and never venture back into reality. For as long as he’d known her, she had tried one diet then moved on to another, but Sadie was a downright misguided female. Everything about her made his libido rock and roll. She was hourglass perfect and sweet as sugar.

Ren gripped her thighs and parted them enough to accommodate his big body then drew his tongue over the insides, collecting the moisture there. She was wet. Perfect. The scent of her was familiar yet somehow completely new and complex, curling through his senses. He slipped his hands beneath her knees then dragged them over his shoulders, opening her completely to whatever he wanted. He’d dreamed of this moment, dreamed of sex with Sadie, but they’d all paled in comparison to the real deal.

Her drenched pussy, glistened pink in the shadowy light. Ren buried his face against her, inhaling, reveling.

“I can’t believe this,” she gasped.

“Believe it. Now, hang on.” His lips moved against her weeping slit when he spoke, and Sadie shivered in response.

Going to work on assuring her pleasure, and his, Ren swept her labia with the sides of his thumbs, parted her, and drew his tongue over her melting flesh. Sadie went still. Breathing over her skin, he licked slowly, again and again, before focusing his attention on her clit. It was swollen and slick as he drew his tongue over and around, finally drawing it between his lips to suck.

“Oh, my God! Ren.”

Sadie writhed against the bedding, pushing up against his mouth. Inspired, he sucked harder, teased mercilessly then rimmed her entrance with a fingertip. Her pussy clenched. Ren thrust the finger deep, then added another as her muscles clenched and released in little spasms that only foreshadowed what was to come. Increasing the pressure of lips and tongue on her clit, he felt her body tense then pick up the pace, going wild. She was close.

“Come for me, sweetheart,” he whispered. Ren went back to work on her clit as she sent her fingers into his hair and tugged. Her heels dug into his upper back, and she pushed upward again, whimpering his name.

“Ren. Ren. Oh please. Yes. Yes.”

Sadie flew apart with a sharp cry and, needing to bring her down gently, Ren kept his lips on her, using his tongue on the throbbing flesh until she relaxed. The soft panting sounds she made spurred him into action, and he fumbled among the bed linens, finally locating the condom. Tenderly, he moved her legs from their perch on his shoulders before coming to his knees to roll protection into place.

“Do it again, Sadie.”

He positioned the head of his erection against her and, after fisting his hand around the base of his cock, dragged it over her sensitized flesh. Wicked, sexual impulses raced down his back to settle in his balls. They were tight, hard, and Ren was sick of dicking around. He’d waited for years, and now he had sweet Sadie right where he wanted her. Emotion infused with raw sexual need surged through his body as he rammed his cock home.

Tight.

She was so tight.

“Sadie.” Setting his lips along her exposed throat, Ren whispered her name. A pulse beat there, a pulse that hammered faster and faster, telling him without words that her blood raced as wildly as his own. An honorable man wouldn’t have started this sex business with a woman like Sadie, but it was too late to turn back now. She was too tempting, representing the best part of his life. How could a man say no to that? Unfortunately, there could be nothing but this time between them. Here and now. That was it.

With every heavy stroke into her body, he cursed his inability to do the right thing where she was concerned. She deserved better than a life spent sitting by the phone, waiting for word that he was safe and actually returning to her in one piece. Later, he’d pull out these thoughts and study them, but he just couldn’t do it now. Intense pleasure curled through his system as he slammed home again and again. Pussy muscles clenched tightly over her needy cock, and Ren swiftly prayed he’d last long enough to make her come apart for him again.

Worried he might be too heavy, he propped himself up onto his elbows and realized immediately it was a big mistake. Huge. Ren knew he’d never get the image of Sadie lost in pleasure out of his head. Her brilliant eyes were at half-mast and tears coursed from her eyes to dot the thick ridges of her lashes. Panting softy, she managed a dreamy smile that damn near yanked his heart out of his chest. Anticipation built as savage need, the urge to possess poured through him.

“More. Harder, Ren.”

Answering her plea, he rose to kneel between her thighs, then gripping her behind her knees, he lifted. The action enabled him to plow deeper into her body, and Sadie’s wild cries caused something untamed to break free until his thrusts reached ramming speed. Her body quivered like a drawn bow. Close. She was close.

“I love fucking you. Love it. Come for me, darlin’. Now.”

Sadie’s eyes went wide as she suddenly gasped and went still. Ren showed no mercy. Pressing his pubic bone hard to her clit, he rotated and rubbed, and that was all it took. Her body spasmed with her release and clenched his aching cock until a groan was wrenched from his throat. Pleasure raced over his flesh, heated his blood. How had he lived so long without this? The feel of this woman beneath him?

Tingles zipped through his balls, a flash fire burning until it swept his spine. His cock pulsed with the need to spurt his cum in a flood of release. Ren sped with her to the brink of pleasure and then over it to tumble head over ass in love.

****

The room Sadie had booked for the next few days featured one of those cool oversized garden tubs. Lucky her. She hadn’t expected to put the thing to such spectacularly good use. She’d hoped but not expected. Snuggled together in the big bath with only the soft glow of a tiny light illuminating the room seemed like heaven. Steam rose from the water rolling over them both. Ren’s arms twined, wet and warm around her body.

“So why do they call you Ghost? Your SEAL friends?” Sadie ran her hands over his forearms, pushing away drops of water, until her hands lay over his. Only in her wildest, naughtiest dreams had she ever conjured something like this exact moment. Sighing deeply, she lolled back against all those inches of warm, bare, very sexy flesh.

Imagination was a poor substitute for the real thing.

For years, she’d wondered how it would feel to be held by him, to have sex with him. Now that she’d experienced the reality of it, she knew, deep in her heart, that her life would never be the same. “I know you can’t divulge details of the work you do but, come on, give a girl a break. A crumb please?”

Ren laughed and adjusted his legs around her body until they had a perfect fit. “Pushy little thing, aren’t you?” He paused for a second then scooped up her hands and, after twining his fingers with hers, settled them over her bare belly. “Since I’m fluent in Arabic, I’m the guy who goes into tribal areas and into towns to mingle with folks. Basically, I’m a spy.” Ren shrugged. “Once we know where the bad guys are hiding out and what their plans might be, we can move on them. So they call me Ghost.”

“I understand how you could blend in. You’re so dark, but what about your eyes? They’re gray.”

“Contacts. Not a big deal. Once I’m dressed to fit the part, I blend in.”

Sadie found it hard to imagine Ren ever just blending in. He was a commanding guy. Even as a kid, people had watched him, and it wasn’t just because he had that bad-boy reputation. His dark good looks and the proud way in which he carried himself earned him a lot of attention and she doubted that had changed much.

“Sounds dangerous.”

Ren kissed her wet hair as she nestled closer. “Don’t worry about it. Just doing my job.”

Don’t worry about it?

With a little mental sigh, Sadie realized it served no purpose to beleaguer the point. His work was tough, patriotic in the extreme, and sometimes deadly. Despite the warmth of the bath water, she shivered. “Tell me about your team.”

“SEAL Team Arapaho. They are my brothers and good men. Coyote and Zeus rode into town with me this evening. Badasses in every sense of the word. Dagger got us hooked up with the fancy digs while we’re here in Key West. Though you’d never know it, he has friends in high places.” He laughed. “Then there’s Ice. One cool customer, and he always hits what he aims for. Hands down, he’s the best sharpshooter I’ve ever worked with. Trip is a downright cool customer, too. Jonesin’ and Jagger are great guys and good soldiers who know how to take down the worst kind of creep. They are all rock-hard soldiers, and I’d give my life for any of them. I know they feel the same way.”

Sadie thought about the darkness of his life. The violence and pain he’d experienced in his early years had served to make him the hard man he was today, and she wondered what other dark episodes he’d endured as an adult doing the hardest, most dangerous work imaginable. Yeah, she sometimes dealt with life and death issues in her practice, but the environment was stable. Nobody shot at her.

Impulsively, she turned her head and rested her cheek against his damp chest. “How old were you when you first climbed into my bedroom window? Eight? Ten?”

Ren expelled a breath and dragged his palm over her upper arm. His touch was loving and so tender that tears filled her eyes. “Ten, I think.”

“You were so skinny but tall for your age. Though you really tried to hide it, I knew you were scared.”

“Long time ago.”

“I still remember. It seems like yesterday.”

He laughed softly. “I still can’t believe your folks didn’t know I was there. You had flowered wallpaper. Hell. It felt like I’d landed on another planet with all that pink, ruffly shit everywhere. I’ll never forget it, but you were so warm and funny. You kept patting my back at random moments. I think even then you knew how hard things were at home, but you didn’t talk about it continually. You allowed me to forget about it for a little while.” Pressing his lips against the crown of her head, he continued. “Still remember you sneaking downstairs for food. It had to have been three in the morning.”

“I think it was. Mainly I just knew it was really dark and that you had to have been awfully scared to sneak into my window that way. Honestly, I didn’t know what to do except feed you, let you talk if you wanted, and then tuck you into my bed. Food came first. I was so nervous heading downstairs to the kitchen knowing Dad would go ballistic if he knew what was up. Still remember the first thing I grabbed. Cereal. The chocolate kind.”

“Such a girl.”

It was Sadie’s turn to laugh as the memory unfolded, blooming to life in her mind. “And peanut butter and jelly on whole wheat. I think I brought strawberry cupcakes, too, though I confess, those were probably mainly for me.” She giggled, rolling her head against Ren’s chest.

“Extreme sugar overload, but hey, I was a kid. Tasted like Thanksgiving dinner to me.”

Finally, her laughter died as she recalled more recent events. “Heard your dad passed away.”

Ren went still for a second then gave her a little squeeze. “Rat bastard. It’s not good to speak ill of the dead, but I didn’t waste a tear over him. Men who bully and terrorize women and kids are less than human in my book, and it’s fitting that he died sick and alone. “

“You and your mom changed things so suddenly, didn’t you?” Her heart went out to the boy he’d been in those days.

She glanced up at him, saw him nod. “Survival mode finally kicked into high-gear with Mom, and she made the decision to get the hell out of there before he killed us. Like so many women in her situation, she hoped he would change, but it just never happened. When he moved from alcohol to drug abuse, the situation became critical, and she knew it was time to move on and told me I had to do the same. Enlisting in the Navy seemed the best option for a kid with no money or prospects. Worry for her kept me from doing it sooner, but once she made the decision, the rest was easy.”

“Does Clair like Arizona?”

“She does. She has friends and is happy with her life. It took her a long time to realize there is more to living than subjugation, and she’s even dating a little bit now that she has gotten passed her fear. Guess sometimes a person has to hit rock bottom before they finally understand their own strength. I’m proud of her.”

“And I’m proud of you.”

Warmth, affection, and love curled around her heart, filling her mind with images of the years they’d spent together and the picture of them here and now. Together. Every moment with him was as natural as breathing. Reaching up, knowing this time with him was short, she stroked his cheek and trailed her thumb along his bottom lip. His eyes darkened.

“No more re-hashing the past, honey,” he said, his voice rough, his gaze filling with some unnamed emotion. “I don’t have long with you, and I aim to do more than talk now that I have you right where I want you.”

Ren punctuated his words with deed, taking her breast in his hand and thumbing the nipple with the pad of his finger. His mouth lowered to hers, and suddenly all bets were off as to where this would go. The hungry brush of his lips changed, becoming hot, fiery as his tongue swept deep, and before Sadie could draw her next breath, the position of her body changed until she sat astride his lap. Her thighs, strategically placed on each side of his, opened her fully to whatever Ren wanted.

As his kiss strengthened and each breath heated, Sadie gripped the length of his hard cock. Fisting it firmly, she drew her hands over thick flesh to finally make teasing little circles over the rounded, swollen head.

Ren groaned then tested her bottom lip with his teeth, taking the moment from easy to frantic in the space of a heartbeat. Sadie drank his breath, intent on pleasing him. These might be the only days she’d ever have with him, and more than anything she wanted him to head off into the world remembering how things could be between them.

Friends to lovers.

She liked the sound of that.

“Damn it, woman, you’re killing me.” Ren’s harshly whispered words brushed her lips before he dove back into the kiss. Sadie wanted him crazy for her. She trailed her thumb over the thick head then teased beneath the notch of it. Her other hand went to work on his sensitive balls. Beneath the touch of her fingertips, the heavy sacs tightened and puckered, and she didn’t have to be an MD to know how he must love this. Finally, he gripped her shoulders and prodded Sadie to her knees.

The cool air instantly hit her warmish, wet torso, invoking a shiver, but that faded away under the hot look in Ren’s eyes. Gone were her inhibitions and doubts about the appearance of her body. No, she wasn’t perfect, and his obvious admiration, the need burning in his eyes, served to bring out the wicked in her.

Giving in, she cupped her hands over her breasts. Ren’s face went hard. A muscle worked in his strong jaw. “Yeah, babe. That’s perfect. Touch yourself.”

Sadie focused on him as she plied her breasts, played with them, stroked her aching nipples until raw need pulsed a jungle rhythm in her belly. Her pussy ached, too, so she drew her hands over her belly, paused at the slight roundness there and finally moved to stroke her pussy.

“Fuck.”

Oh, yeah, Ren liked that. His hand went to his erection, and he grabbed it in one fist as his eyes slid to half-mast. His low groan melded with the soft lapping of the water in the tub.

“Spread your pussy lips. I want to see. Ah, yeah, that’s it. Pink and beautiful,” he said.

Sadie’s body creamed with each word he spoke. Inner muscles contracted. Now that he’d been inside her, she truly understood how it felt to be empty, and the knowledge shook her. She wanted his cock thrusting high, hard, and deep into her pussy. She wanted to come and come and come while crying his name.

Had she ever been more turned on? The answer was ridiculously easy.

No.

Dear. God. No.

Giving in to the unspoken demand, she touched herself, parted, stroked and sent her fingers deep into her body. She found her clit, circling slowly, pressing until a tiny pitiful sound passed her lips. An aching ball of need rolled tightly through her belly. “Touch me. Ren, please.”

Her whispered plea sounded a little pathetic but she couldn’t help it. If he didn’t take over now, she would scream in sheer frustration. Seconds ticked by. Panic began to set in as she fingerfucked herself, and then he was there. Big rough hands gripped her thighs, stroked her flesh. He straightened a bit in the tub, bringing his face close to her belly. Taking over for her, he quickly removed her hands and put his mouth on her cunt.

Oh, yes!

Instant pleasure took over, a pounding lust that burned higher, flamed brighter as he ate her out. Sadie gripped his hair and held on for the ride until she was a whimpering mass of hungry woman who could only beg and plead for anything he had to offer. Stiffening, she sucked in a breath and held it as her body spasmed, tightening as orgasm rolled through her like a shockwave.

As the final waves of pleasure receded, she opened her eyes to see him roll a condom into place over his cock. SEALs must be masters at thinking ahead because he’d grabbed up a couple of them when they’d headed into the bathroom earlier. Had to love an optimistic, take-charge man.

“Gotta fuck you, Sadie.”

She could handle that.

His hands slid over her ass, fingers flexing on rounded hips as he encouraged her to sink down until her pussy hovered over the head of his cock. Hanging on for dear life, Sadie sank her fingers into his bronzed, broad shoulders, loving the way he dragged his erection through her drenched flesh. He circled it over her clit, pressing, pressing, and then his fingers joined the play. When he lightly pinched the hooded, swollen bit, she almost blasted off again.

Whimpering with need, Sadie sank over him. His erection filled her to capacity, stretching her sensitive flesh. There was no doubt she’d be sore beyond belief tomorrow, but it didn’t matter now. Ren went still as her body accommodated his size, but then all bets were off as he withdrew slowly to finally slam deep, high, and hard deep inside her slick channel. Each thrust pressed her clit and brushed along the sensitive bundle of nerves that nestled behind her pubic bone.

Sadie trembled and couldn’t stop as he fucked her. In. Out. Deeper. Slower. Then faster and harder. All she could do was hang on, enjoy and pray this never ended. Water sloshed from the sides of the tub but it just didn’t matter. Nothing was more important than this savage display of fucking by a man who knew his way around a woman’s body. Far in the back of her mind loomed the realization that no one would ever compare to Ren and the way he touched her, fucked her, and treated her as if she were the last woman on Earth.

Ren latched onto a nipple, sucking it into the warmth of his mouth, and she felt the lash of his tongue and the slight nipping of his teeth on her tender flesh. Crying out, she moved over him, reveling in the moment and in him until lust crashed over her, a heavy, drenching wave that finally carried her over the edge into bliss.


Chapter Four

The car she’d rented after landing in Key West had certainly come in handy. Sadie eyed Ren sitting behind the wheel, noting the way he filled up the small space. By unspoken consent, they knew they’d be spending the rest of their short time together, and that was fine with her. Better than fine. Sadie planned to enjoy him for as long as possible.

For most of the morning, she’d tried to block thoughts of him heading off into unknown danger. Keeping scary images at bay was so damn hard. He’d been abnormally quiet during their intimate breakfast and now, as they drove toward the house where Team Arapaho was staying, he remained silent.

Thinking.

A dangerous thing…thinking…and Sadie knew the signs of a man who was deep in thought.

Florida sunshine beat heavily upon the small compact car as they pulled up at the gate of movie star, Brice Benson’s house. House. Hmph. An understatement considering the size of the massive structure. As they paused for Ren to punch in a number at the entrance gate, she struggled to pull her tongue back into her mouth. “Wow. This place is the size of a small country. It’s gorgeous.”

Ren grinned and glanced her way. “Far cry from the houses back home, huh? It was really a coup for us that Dagger is friends with the guy and he let us bunk here while we’re in Key West. We’re definitely not used to such fancy digs.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay here instead of at my hotel?”

He cruised through the circular drive, stopped in front of two elaborate front doors and after braking to a stop, leaned in close. The scent of soap and red-hot man swam through her senses. “There’s no place I’d rather be than with you, Sadie, so wherever you are is what suits me best.” He prefaced the comment by sinking his fingers into her hair and pulling her close. His warm breath caressed her face seconds before he kissed her long and slow. After several heart-stopping moments, he drew back long enough for her to become lost in his soft gray eyes. “Besides, I like the privacy of your room. I’m not done with you, Doc. Not by a longshot.”

“Good to hear it, because I have hot plans for later.” After sending the most lecherous look she could muster up and then down his body, she grinned at him, hoping the desperation she felt didn’t show. The clock was her enemy as bittersweet emotion barreled its way through her heart. She wasn’t done with him either. She never would be.

On a mission to gather his things, they stepped from the car and met a small army of maids heading into the house. The troupe of women smiled, obviously recognizing him, and Ren chatted with them, his mastery of Spanish very clear, as they allowed them into the mansion.

“Spanish, too? I’m so impressed.”

Ren shrugged. “Comes in as handy as Arabic these days.”

She supposed it did.

He continued to surprise and impress her with the depth of his knowledge. Brains and brawn. What an intriguing combination.

Once they were in the giant foyer, her attention was captured by the ‘digs’ as he called this spectacular house. Amazing didn’t begin to describe it! She’d grown up accustomed to nice neighborhoods and living in a beautiful home, but it certainly didn’t compare with the wealth displayed here. She wanted to explore every little bit of it, but Ren took her hand and together they walked up the stairs until they found the wing where his bedroom was located.

Oversized terrazzo tiles on the floor practically begged that she kick off her flip flops and experience the coolness on the bare soles of her feet. Elegant light fixtures hung from high ceilings, and gauzy lengths of fabric hung from rods over the massive bed. Across the room, French doors led to a large balcony overlooking the ocean.

Immediately, she walked across the room and stepped out onto it. Leaning against the marble railing, she stared out and wondered why she didn’t just pack up and move out here. Seagulls cruised through the air, their wings vibrant against the azure sky, and the scent of salt and fresh air swept through her head. Sadie took in the view and, once again, wished for more time.

Feeling Ren’s presence, she glanced over her shoulder to see him standing beside her. “I love it here so much. There’s nothing quite like escaping from the ‘real world’ and finding yourself landed smack dab in the middle of heaven. I love everything about this place. I love…it here.”

She’d almost said the words. Almost. Sadie knew he didn’t want to hear I love you. No doubt their time together, the sex, all this, was just a matter of affection realized and satisfying his curiosity about how things might be with them. She was a realist who’d learned long ago that a person just had to get on with things. Husband is gay? Okay, get a divorce and move on. Love a man who is far out of reach? Forget about it and move on. Her entire life had been about accepting things that were out of her control. But now? Now she was going to enjoy this time with Ren and then she would steel her heart and, once again, move forward.

Somehow.

“What thoughts are rolling around in that intelligent brain of yours?”

Sadie laughed, wiggled her brows, and slid him what she hoped was a sexy look. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Ren moved behind her to wrap his arms around her torso. His hands settled over her belly and without thinking, she moved against him, loving the warmth of his body snuggled so perfectly against hers, back to front.

He was every woman’s wicked, smoldering hot dream. But it was about more than his sex-on-a-stick body. Ren was kind, compassionate, and a man who felt it his calling to protect the innocent. No doubt that was because very few people had protected him. Love for him, need of him, ripped through her, and she wanted to cling to every single moment.

Sadie started to turn in his arms, but he stopped her by brushing her hair aside. She tilted her head to the side as he buried his lips against the sensitive side of her neck. “Ren.”

“Not going anywhere.” He nipped her flesh and kneaded her belly. When had his hands moved beneath her T-shirt? It didn’t matter. Anything he wanted to do was fine with her. “Look down, honey. See those men trimming the hedges?”

She dragged her eyes open and, indeed, several gardeners were industriously pruning trees and shrubs flanking the massive pool area. One glanced up casually, removed his hat and applied a handkerchief to his brow before returning to his work.

“Uh huh.”

“Wonder what they’d do if they knew I was going to fuck you right out here, in the open?”

Sadie gasped, started to call him a crazy man, but words escaped her. Ren moved his hands from her belly and slid them with agonizing slowness over her ribcage until he cupped her breasts in his palms.

“Ren!”

He laughed, the sound all low and rumbly, as his thumbs went to work on her puckered nipples. Over and over, he circled the flesh, pinching lightly before soothing them with his fingertips. Sadie’s head lolled back to rest on his upper chest. The thud of his heart pounded against her back. Oh, yeah, he was turned on, too. His breath rushed over her cheek, hot and fast. “Have I told you how pretty your breasts are? You have the sweetest, pinkest nipples I’ve ever tasted.”

Sadie moaned low.

“Shh. Don’t want those men down there to hear you, do you?”

“Killin’ me, Ren.”

“I haven’t even started.”

“Uh oh.”

Again, he laughed, but all humor died when he abandoned her breasts to reach for the hem of her skirt. Up, up, up it went until he had it gathered in a bunch at her waist. Warm air caressed her exposed thighs, and sensation curled low in her belly, pulsed in her pussy. Wet. Beneath the lacy panties she wore, her flesh was drenched. Ren inserted a leg between hers to prod her legs apart. “Open up for me. I want to touch you.”

His fingers pushed beneath the elastic of her panties, and she felt momentarily embarrassed by the flood of juices that rained from her body. “Bend over the rail. Just a little bit.”

Sadie did as he asked, lost in the command in his voice, the touch of his hands on her body. He plunged two fingers deep, and she cried out.

“Shh,” he whispered. “Not a sound. Don’t want those men down there to know we’re up here on the balcony about to fuck, do you? Open your eyes and look at them, Sadie.”

“O-okay. Ren, my God! Please.”

Ren fingerfucked her slowly, pausing every other stroke to brush and circle her clit with his thumb. Savage pleasure, dark and sinful, danced over her skin. She was hot and not just from the temps outside on this warm Florida day. She burned from the inside out, and only the man standing behind her so skillfully manipulating her flesh could put out the flame. Again and again, he touched her, finally crooking a finger to rub the sensitive pad of nerves behind her pubic bone. Her G-spot. A wild trembling set up in her thighs, and she stretched out her arms to grip the railing. “Ren. I’m coming. I’m coming.”

“Not yet. Not without me.”

“Hurry.”

Sadie fought the urge to cry out her misery the instant his hands left her. She heard the rasping of a zipper, the faint tearing of plastic, and knew he covered himself with a rubber. Hurry, hurry, hurry. The words whipped through her mind, and then he was there perfectly positioned to take her on the wildest ride of her life. The thick head breached her opening, and Ren pushed inside so slowly she thought she’d scream from frustration.

The tender, slow fucking was beyond delicious and better than any sex she’d ever had before, but she needed more and wanted it now. Tension whipped through her system until she was drawn so finely she thought she might break. Tighter and tighter the pleasure wound. Ren gripped the front of her thighs, pushing harder, faster, higher, deeper.

“I’m coming, Ren. I’m coming.”

“Yeah. That’s it. Do it, honey, because I don’t think I want to wait a second longer for you to come apart. I love fucking you like this.”

Inner walls milked the thick stalk in little spasmodic pulses. Sadie wanted to scream her damn head off, but the sight of all those workers down below made her hold her breath. When Ren found her clit and squeezed it hard between his thumb and forefinger while continuing to plunge deep, she whimpered, gasped, then groaned low as her body shook with her climax.

“God, you’re sweet,” he said, his words dark and more seductive than any she’d ever heard. Seconds later, he made a raw, savage sound against the side of her neck as he blasted his pleasure into that thin barrier of latex.

He trembled, she trembled, and then they collapsed against each other.

Could she learn to live without this kind of sexual pleasure and this man she’d loved all of her life? Tears filled Sadie’s eyes when he pulled her against him and held her as if he never wanted to let her go. Her hands swept his side, bumped against the damn black pager attached to his belt, and reality came crashing in.

Ren kept the thing with him twenty-four/seven, and at any moment, he and the rest of the team could be called into a terrorist hot spot. The thought chilled her, and along with that came the realization that if worse came to worse, she wanted Ren to know just exactly what he meant to her. She loved him, and it was time he knew the truth.


Chapter Five

Ren glanced over Sadie’s bare shoulder to see the damn pager setting on the night stand in her room and wanted to cuss. The thing served as a constant reminder that his time was quickly running down, and the moment when he had to leave this darling woman would come sooner rather than later. His entire life had been a pretense, and what he would do now was no different. He hated it.

As a kid, he’d pretended that nothing and nobody mattered. His dad hit him? So what? That had been his stance back then. Lonely? Sad? Who, him? He wore a chip the size of a damn boulder on his shoulder. Even now, the nature of his work demanded that he pretend things that just weren’t true.

Now, he had to fake it again.

Telling Sadie that this, the sex, the affection had only been a trip down memory lane for him was the worst pretense of all. She was everything that was good and sweet and worth keeping, yet he would throw her away.

To save her.

No, he wasn’t noble. Making love with sexy Sadie had been the deepest wish of his heart, and he wasn’t stupid. He could see the tears that floated randomly across the surface of her eyes and knew there wasn’t a shallow bone in the woman’s body. She loved him. She always had. The evidence of that love was plain as day on her pretty face. And because he was a selfish, indulgent prick, he had to break her heart. His, too. Sadie deserved more than an emotionally damaged man who might leave on a mission and never return. She deserved those two or three perfect kids and the perfect man and the spectacular house.

As they lay in bed, the sheet rumpled and warm around their bodies, he dragged his hand down the length of her back, loving the way she wrapped her long legs around his.

“I keep waiting for the axe to fall,” she whispered.

He couldn’t see her face. She’d tucked it away, leaving him with only the image of her curly hair. “What axe?”

She laughed a little. “That pager. I hate that damn thing. Guess it’s the axe I’m thinking of. Keep waiting for it to beep. I don’t know. Maybe it’s more than that. Why are you so quiet?”

Despite the intimacy of the moment, Ren felt the tension and knew she did, too. He blew out a breath. “It has been good seeing you again, Sadie. I have so many memories tied up with you.”

She looked up, and the sadness in her eyes made him want to bawl like a bare-assed baby. “Is that all this is, Ren? You can tell me the truth. I won’t break.”

She might not break, but he sure as hell wanted to. Already, his heart was cracking into a million pieces. Knowing the hardest moment of his life was upon him, he untangled his legs from hers and sat up on the side of the bed. Feeling every kind of coward, he kept his back to her. “This won’t work, Sadie. You know that. Too much time has passed, and though I’ve loved seeing you, being with you like this, our lives are just too different. You don’t see this thing between us as anything permanent, do you?”

Silence fell.

Ren didn’t want to look back at her. He wanted to shove his naked body into his clothes and run from the room, but he forced himself to face her.

Damn it. Goddamn it!

Tears swam across her eyes to drip down her face. She’d pulled herself up, the sheets puddled around her hips, and Ren felt like he’d kicked a puppy. Sadie’s bottom lip trembled.

“I don’t know what I thought,” she whispered. “I guess I wanted to see you again so I could finally tell you that I’m in love with you. I always have been. Dumb of me, but I hoped maybe you would feel the same.”

His eyes burned.

Ren turned away and began to gather his clothes. Once he’d shrugged into them, he went about the business of stuffing his things into his bag. He couldn’t put it off any more. It was best to make a clean break. “We’re friends, sweetheart. I hope we always will be, but you have things to get back to, and so do I. I just don’t have room in my life for a woman, no matter how incredible she is. And you are incredible. You’re the kindest, most precious person I know, and believe me, some wonderful man is going to be really lucky to find you.”

Sadie stood naked from the bed and faced him head on. Gone was the bit of modesty she’d shown that first night. She reached over to flip on a lamp and glared at him. Her hands went to her face to furiously scrub the tears away. “Coward. I don’t want some wonderful man. I want you. Of all people, I thought you’d be man enough to face things head on, but instead, you’re ready to run like a big baby. Don’t tell me lies and expect me to buy it like a pansy-ass. I won’t, Ren.”

Stunned by the outrage, he stared at her.

Lord he loved this woman. His mom would call her a whippersnapper. Yep. Whippersnapper. She was more than sweet. She was feisty and strong and, um, had a little bit of a temper. Why had he never noticed it before?

He was pretty much speechless, but as he watched her tremble in fury, he opened his mouth then shut it again as Sadie stepped closer and pointed a finger in his face. “I know what you’re thinking, Ren. You think you’re not good enough. Screw that! You think your work is dangerous. Well, la-di-da. Walking across the street can be dangerous. Going to work can be dangerous. Kids get cancer and, bless their hearts, can die leaving everyone to wonder why. I’m a doctor, you dumbass. I know a little bit about danger, too. So why don’t you climb off your high horse and realize that we’re all in this big, wide world together, doing the best we can?”

Sadie took a deep breath.

Ren stayed silent, wondering what more little pearls of wisdom would fall from her lips.

At last, she shook her head, and that sad look was on her face again. “Don’t you get it? Life is short. Yeah, you could get hurt out there, but you can’t live your life afraid of that. You do your job and put that fear into a little compartment to look at another time. Living can be scary. Loving can be terrifying. Sometimes you just have to go for it. So yeah, life is short, Ren. Far too short. And don’t think for a minute I’m going to let you walk out that door without me saying that I love you. You can leave, but not before you know the truth.”

This little moment of reality was like a punch in the gut.

He stared. She stared. Tears started to pour from her eyes again, and Ren knew in that instant that if he only had a handful of tomorrows left, he wanted to spend them with her. Words were useless, senseless things so he reached for her, and when she wrapped her arms and legs around him, he felt at home, something he had never experienced before.

“Sadie. My sweet, sweet, Sadie.”

Ren gripped her bare ass and kissed her, all the savage intensity, all the love in his heart ripping through his system focused on her and this moment. She’d won, but then so had he. His lips took hers with punishing force, and he sent his tongue deep to taste the spicy flavor of her mouth. Cinnamon and sugar, a potent combination that made his cock go hard behind the fly of his jeans. Nipping at her lip, stroking her tongue with his own was simply not enough.

He carried her to the bed and laid her down in the midst of the covers. “You win, my darlin’. You win.”

“Oh, goody. I love to win,” she whispered, and suddenly Ren laughed. He laughed so hard his belly tightened. Sadie stared at him like he was a crazy man, but it didn’t matter. Joy climbed up from his gut and burst out like some goofy song, and soon she was giggling, rolling around in the messed-up bed like a little girl who’d just gotten the best, most bad assed surprise of her life.

Still grinning, Ren stripped off his clothes and looked down at her. She finally composed herself to beam a soft, watery smile at him. “I love you, Ren. I love you so much I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.”

All humor faded into something warm and cozy that curled tenderly around his heart. He’d always thought it was only women who craved that whole happy-ever-after thing, but Ren was fast learning that men wanted it, too.

Okay. He’d take it. He’d take her.

Naked, he crawled into the bed beside her, wrapped her up and pulled her in. “I’ve always loved you even when I was that confused kid back in Oklahoma. I’d thought those feeling would fade over time, but it never happened.” He kissed her softly then stared straight into her eyes. “I can’t tell you how many nights I spent tucked in some cave in the desert with you uppermost in my mind. Sometimes, I think it’s the only thing that kept me sane. There is no one on the planet who means more to me than you, Sadie Ballew. You had my heart then and you have it now.”

“Hooyah.”

Ren rolled over her, kissed her again, and his breath sped as need for her, the chance to show her his love not only in word but in deed roared through his body. His erection tightened against her soft belly, and hot to give in to the sensation, Ren rubbed his cock against her pussy, loving how damp she was, how ready. Lust crawled over his flesh as he broke the kiss to trail his tongue over her throat and lower to finally take a puckered nipple into his mouth to suck.

He had plenty of ideas as to sexual positions, but missionary suited him mighty fine right now. Sadie wouldn’t have it. She pushed at his shoulders, prodded him to slide off her, and before he could question her actions, she sat astride him. Her smile was brilliant, sexy, and she leaned down to brush biting little kisses over his cheeks, his forehead, his nose and chin.

“Let me,” she whispered against his lips. “You can go all take-charge-SEAL later. Okay?”

“You’re the boss.”

“No truer words, Ren. No truer words.” Sadie pressed her lush curves against his body, teasing him to the point of madness as she kissed her way over his chest and abs. “Strong. I love how strong you are.”

She filled her hand with his cock, and yes, yes. Hot damn, she knew how to touch him. Manipulating his dick, brushing her thumb over the head, Sadie moved lower to take him in her warm, wet mouth. The sucking action, the long licks with her tongue almost carried him over the edge. Playful fingers found his tightly-drawn balls.

“Sadie.”

She released his raging-hard cock with a soft pop of sound and gazed up the length of his body. “Condom. Now. Do your patriotic duty.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ren reached out to snatch up a rubber, ripped the package, and handed her the protection. Once he was covered, she moved to straddle him. Oh, hell no. Not this time. It wasn’t every day that a man told the woman of his dreams that he loved her. The sex was going down his way. “Uh-uh, sweetheart,” he said before rolling her from his body and positioning himself between her thighs. “Hang on for the ride.”

Taking his erection in hand, he dragged the heavy head of his cock over the drenched flesh of her pussy. He thumbed her clit, rubbing, circling, and within seconds, Sadie began to thrash beneath him. Slowly, he entered her damp, wet heat, loving the way her body clenched around him. Seated to the hilt, need running wild in his blood, he paused to look at her.

How could he have lied to himself that leaving Sadie was best for either of them? Dumb. Reckless. He might have lost any chance at happiness, and there was no doubt this woman was made by God just for him. “I love you, Sadie.”

“Oh, Ren.” She twined her legs around his hips, brushed her hands over his chest, and lovingly stroked his cheeks. “More than life itself. I love you so much.”

Slowly, he pushed into her welcoming body. In. Out. In. Out. He wanted the moments to last, but love for her and that aching savage need suddenly overwhelmed him. Ren slammed hard then repeated the action as Sadie writhed and clung. Up, up, he took her climbing with him into a well of pleasure that shook him with its intensity.

Sadie’s body quivered beneath him as her cries filled the room. He took her higher, leaving her teetering on that high wire before she finally gasped and fell apart against him. Ren grit his teeth as lust consumed him, and in a blast of hunger, he followed her to the edge of the world and back.

****

Early the next morning, they lay in exhausted sleep only to be rudely jarred awake by the insistent jangling of Ren’s pager.

“Fuck.” Ren mumbled the word then rolled from Sadie’s warm body to grab the thing.

“You have to go.”

Her words were softly spoken, and the tinge of worry and sadness was unmistable. Their time was over. At least for a while.

“Yeah.” Ren scrubbed his face and reached for his cell phone. He punched in Coyote’s number. “Pick me up outside the hotel where I’m staying.” He rattled off the address then listened. “Okay. Meet you out front in twenty.”

Ren stood from the side of the bed. “I have to go.”

“Yes. Yes I know. How can I help?”

As he walked toward the bathroom, he glanced over his shoulder at Sadie, hating everything about his quick leave-taking. “Could you make sure everything is in my bag? I packed most of it up last night but could you double-check?”

“Of course. Grab your shower.”

A few minutes later, he emerged from the steamy bathroom to see Sadie standing quietly on the balcony. He pulled on some clothes, clipped the pager into the waistband of his jeans, and set his small bag at the foot of the bed before heading out to joint her. “Some of the team will be here in a few minutes. I don’t have much time.”

Sadie turned with a little cry and launched herself into his arms. Tears drenched the front of his T-shirt, and the only thing he could do was hold on for dear life. Every moment was precious, and they were passing faster than a speeding bullet.

“Don’t cry, honey,” he whispered into her hair. “I don’t know where I’m going or when I’ll be stateside again, but you’d best be ready for it. Shh. Shh. Now listen to me. I want you to go back home and make some plans.”

“Plans?” She looked up. “What kinds of plans?”

Ren kissed her quickly, his heart in his throat. “Marriage kind of plans. You know the drill. Church. Flowers. All that foo foo frilly shit you ladies like. What kind of ring do you want?”

Sadie cocked her head. “Big. Sparkly. Ostentacious. That’ll do it.”

Ren grinned then felt it fade. “I’m asking you to marry me, sexy Sadie. Will you? What do you say? I promise to love you forever even though I won’t be around every day to tell you so. Does that sound like a deal?”

She nodded, her eyes brimming. “Sounds like a hell of a deal to me. I love you. Please come back to me.”

“Count on it.”

With one last kiss, he was out the door. Please God don’t let him cry in front of the team. He’d never forgive himself though he knew they would. A black SUV waited out front. Ren opened the door to the sound of down and dirty rock blasting from the radio, and after tossing his bag inside, he looked up.

As he expected, Sadie still stood on the balcony, watching him, and he knew she was struggling, too. Suddenly, she smiled, giving him the best kind of image to carry with him into the field. In true Sadie-style, she kissed her fingertips and threw the invisible kisses his way. Yeah, there was a knot in his throat, but there was also the best kind of happiness curling warmly through his body.

Staring up at the woman he loved, he laid his palm over his heart in silent salute. He was leaving it with her. It would be safe until he returned. He knew it.

With one final glance, he climbed aboard and headed off into the unknown. He’d left for battle before, but this time it was different. He’d return one day soon, when the world was safer and the violence was tamed, to claim his future and his love.

It couldn’t come soon enough.
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